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

Now that Leila is married to Marlon and Rodney Morrow has approved us

We’re ready to begin our foray into high-end escorting

Which is, or so we’ve been told, so different from what we’ve been doing

For so much more money

And fun

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Where are we going, again?” I ask Marlon, my bull, as we ride to the Atlanta airport. He’s not coming with Leila and me but he booked our client so I can only look to him for our itinerary.

“Eleuthra, an island in the Bahamas,” he says without sounding tired of my asking. I just never heard of the place.

“Is it nice?” Leila asks, joining our conversation for the first time since we boarded the limo this morning. It’s been three days since she ‘married’ Marlon and I’ve seen little of them in that time, so I assume she’s still dick drunk. It’s a little early in the morning to be drunk, drunk, not that ever stopped Leila. But Marlon isn’t much of a drinker so I imagine he kept her in check.

“No idea,” he says as he looks at his phone. “The place you’re staying looks amazing, as expected.”

He doesn’t add because he doesn’t have to that if some bloke is paying Leila and me six figures for two days and nights in a tropical paradise, the cost of the room is the least of his concerns.

“Did the money hit the accounts?” Leila asks, feigning disinterest and not quite pulling it off. She’s been broke for so long that I can only imagine how $50,000, give or take after Rodney takes his cut, makes her mouth water. I’ve never been in the dire straights that Leila found herself when I invited her to move to Texas to live with me and my husband, Garrett, and my bull, Marlon, but I can only imagine. She was homeless when she reached out to me, out of money, no job, lots of burned bridges, the whole mess. In the month or so she’s been stateside with us, things have taken a dramatic turn for her.

For both of us. I’m getting fifty grand as well for a quick trip to the Caribbean.

“Are you coming with us, Marlon?” she asks absentmindedly. He doesn’t roll his eyes but he’s already explained that the guy who handles the details in these high-end escort transactions rarely appears on site to make sure all goes well. It’s a little overwhelming, not having anyone within 700 miles of us while we’re in the intimate company of a man we’ve never met before. The only consolation, and it’s not insignificant, is that our nominal boss, Rodney Morrow, vouches for our john. I don’t even try to remember his name, which I’ll have to remedy before we land.

“So, it’s a four-hour flight,” Marlon says as he reads off his phone. “There will be a limo waiting for you at the airport to take you to Mr. Tanner's villa.”

“What?” I ask as soon as I notice the change in plans. “I thought we were going to stay at The Cove.” I was sure I heard it that way when Marlon brought us the offer last night at dinner.

Marlon looks at me and gives me a lopsided smile. “Apparently, this happens a lot in this world.”

“What world is that?” I ask, confident I know what he’s going to say.

“Rodney’s world,” he confirms. “Once he got one offer, he sent out a few emails and a bidding war erupted.”

“Bidding war?” Leila chimes in. “What does that mean?”

“What do you think it means, girlfriend?” I ask sarcastically. “We’re a hot item.”

“How hot?” she asks Marlon, practically salivating with greed.

“Well, the opening bid was a hundred grand for two days and nights from a gentleman by the name of Leland Franklin. The final offer, which arrived just before we left, came from a close friend of Rodney’s named Darryl Tanner.”

Marlon pauses for effect.

Leila practically comes out of her skin.

“What did he bid?” she screams at him, startling me.

“A quarter million,” Marlon says softly as if it’s the most unsurprising thing in the world.

“Each?” Leila screams even louder, which gets the limo driver’s attention through the closed soundproof barrier between us and him.

Marlon frowns. “There you go, being greedy, Leila,” he says as he shakes his head. “No, split between you, after Rodney gets his taste, of course.”

I level a look at Marlon. “So, for sending out a couple of emails, Rodney gets $25,000 while we have to spend two days and nights on our backs? Am I hearing this correctly, Marlon?”

He looks at me and frowns again. “Well, he had the name to send the email to, which is what he’s really getting paid for, Carolyn. I’d be a little more grateful that he upped your pay by a hundred-fifty percent.”

I nod. “Yeah, good point,” I respond just before Leila slaps my arm. Hard.

“We’re each getting over six figures, Carolyn. Can you believe it?” She turns to Marlon. “I can’t believe all the times I gave it away for dinner and a round of drinks.”

“Sometimes, not even that,” I tell her with an arched eyebrow.

She laughs. “So true.”

I turn to Marlon. “You still didn’t say if you’re coming with us.”

“I’m not,” he says flatly. “If the plan was still for you to see the first guy at a resort, I would come. But I can’t very well ask for a room at Mr. Tanner’s mansion, can I?”

“Ooo, he’s got a mansion?” Leila asks with that greedy look again.

“Of course,” Marlon says. “If a guy can drop a quarter-mil for a few days and nights…” He doesn’t finish his though. He doesn’t have to.

“But you know where we’ll be, right?” I ask, still hung up on the security aspect.

“I know the address and I pulled it up on Google Maps, but it’s not like he has a website with a tour of the place.”

“Maybe it’s on Zillow if he bought it recently,” Leila offers.

“It’s been in his family for a while,” Marlon explains. “He’s got old money.”

“I’m surprised,” I say before I think it through. Marlon gives me a look.

“Why’s that? Because black folks don’t have that kind of generational wealth, Carolyn?” he asks drily.

“That’s not what I meant,” I tell him even though that’s exactly what I meant.

“Uh, huh,” he says before changing the subject. “So, this guy is one of Rodney’s oldest friends, so he asked me to tell you both that he’s counting on you.”

We look at each other and then at Marlon.

“Counting on us for what?” I ask.

“What do you think?” he counters and I want to bash him but we’re pulling up to the private terminal at the airport. Leila notices as well.

“We’re not flying commercial?” she asks.

“No, he sent his plane to pick you up.” He points at a sleek jet on the tarmac just inside the fence that keeps the riffraff off the runway.

“Oh, this just keeps getting better,” Leila gushes. “I love this.”

I don’t respond, but I don’t hate it.

“You are going to pick us up, right?” Leila asks as she bites her lower lip. I don’t think she’s intentionally laying it on thick for Marlon’s benefit – I don’t think she can help herself.

“I’ll be here to pick you up when you get back,” he assures her. He gives me a look and I smile.

“We appreciate that, Marlon,” I add. “We appreciate everything you’ve done for us.”

As we climb out of the limo to go through Customs, I watch Leila closely. This will be her first experience with saying goodbye to her husband, even if they only just met a few days ago. I wonder if she’ll give the occasion the respect it deserves.

She doesn’t disappoint.

“I’ll miss you,” she says as she wraps her arms around Marlon’s neck and cradles his head in her hands. The contrast of her white skin against his black is even more pronounced than usual in the bright Georgia sunshine. I can’t deny a tug of envy if not outright jealousy at her having him here to send her off. Suddenly, I miss my husband Garrett terribly. And I feel guilty for not missing him sooner.

“I’ll miss you too, babe,” Marlon whispers as he kisses her lips. I turn away, unable to watch them and keep my emotions in check. Until a few weeks ago, I was the woman in Marlon’s life. Now, I’m not.

“Hey, you,” he says to me softly, surprising me. He reaches for me as he lets go of his wife and pulls me into his arms. I want to look at Leila’s face to see how she’s reacting to this but he kisses me hard and leaves me no chance to look at my best female friend in the world.

Marlon, my bull, kisses me long and deep and passionately, almost embarrassingly so but not really, until he finally allows me to come up for air. It’s an overwhelming kiss, a surprising performance in front of his new wife, bogus as she might be in that regard, but he climbs back into the limo before I can ask him what the fuck that was all about.

“See you guys in a couple of days,” he calls out before he pulls the limo door shut. The driver wastes no time pulling away from us and the terminal and I look at Leila and she looks at me.

“Here we go,” she stage-whispers.
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“I’ve got to say,” Leila says as we walk toward the jet, “that was the easiest customs clearance I’ve ever experienced.”

She’s right. The agents barely looked at our luggage, not that we have a ton of clothes, just one medium-sized bag each. Still, it’s a big contrast to the commercial airlines.

“It’s good to be rich,” I muse as we see a man coming down the staircase that leads to the hatch. The jet is purring softly and I’m getting a thrill at the prospect of what’s to come seeing as the transportation we’ve been provided looks so luxe.

“I never doubted that for a moment,” Leila says as she hands her bag to the gentleman who greets us. He’s black and a bit older, dressed casually but with the serious look of someone who knows how to work with rich people. I hand him my bag as well and he bows slightly.

“If you ladies will climb aboard and take your seats, we’ll be taking off shortly,” he says with the coolest Caribbean accent I’ve heard in forever.

We climb the short staircase and duck to enter the plane which is very fancy but smaller than I expected. It looks so big from the outside but the cabin is so small there are only two seats across a row separated by an aisle. Leila and I sit and buckle our belts and soon enough, our man from Eleuthera joins us, the stairway is folded up and locked and we’re taxing to the runway.

“We’ll be in the air for about 4 hours,” the man who finally tells us his name – August – as he straps himself into a seat and we’re airborne in no time. “I’ll get you something to drink as soon as the captain allows us to move about the cabin.”

I roll my eyes when Leila giggles like a schoolgirl, but I get it. This guy is just too perfect for words. Stuffy, but nice, a little too formal with the least formal accent in the world, and acting like we’re all that when he’s got to know that we’re just a couple of whores who are flying in to fuck his boss. How he maintains a straight face as he treats us as if we were anything other than what we are is beyond me.

“What’s your problem, luv?” she whispers after he brings us our drinks and returns to the small galley to get us something to nibble on. “We the sour face?”

I shrug. “I don’t know,” I allow before I lean close and whisper, “Doesn’t this feel like a big put-on? Doesn’t he realize who and what we are?”

She gives me a hard stare. “Oh, Carolyn,” she begins. “I’ve been with enough men to know that their staff has to act as if they have no idea what’s going on even though they set it up in the first place.”

“Set it up?” I ask with a sideways glance. “Have you been hooking back in London?”

“No, but some of the dates I’ve had were arranged, I just wasn’t paid, at least not in cash. But I got a night on the town or a weekend in the country out of it and everyone knew what was happening and nobody made me feel cheap or tawdry, so why should Authur here?” She nods toward the man who can probably hear her but doesn’t let on.

“August,” I whisper. “His name is August.”

“Whatever,” she says with a wave. “My point is, he’s not going to get his knickers in a twist because his employer is paying a pair of lovely women to spend some time doing what consenting adults do, Carolyn. I’m sure we’re not the first and won’t be the last he has to treat as if the sun shines out of our asses.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I sigh. “I hope you are.”

“I know I am, girlfriend.”

We arrive at the airport in Eleuthera without a care in the world and are whisked by another limo to a gorgeous villa right on the beach. To call the place stunning is to understate just how incredible it is. The beach and surrounding compound is a work of art with rolling dunes, palm trees, and lush gardens. The main building is astounding, with muted wood and stone facades that frame expansive floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the Caribbean. It seems obvious to me that a lot of money was spent in a way to make it seem as if not a lot of money was spent. The place is serene and I find myself wishing we could spend more than a couple of days and nights here.

August brings our luggage inside when we arrive at the villa – our client has yet to reveal himself. We follow August into the villa and he shows us the view, the living area, the dining room, and the kitchen with obvious pride. It’s almost like he owns the place but he’s just the hired help. I want to get on to the man himself.

“Mr. Tanner will join you shortly,” August says as he begins to back away from us. “I’ll leave you now so relax and enjoy.” It strikes me as an odd thing for a servant to tell a sex worker but I’ve promised myself I’m not going to overanalyze this situation or I would drive myself crazy.

“What do you think?” Leila asks me which brings me back to the here and now. I look at her and shrug.

“I’d like to meet the guy, at long last, and see if we have any chemistry,” I whisper.

“Chemisty?” She laughs. “Are you serious, Carolyn?” She turns and points at the view out the huge windows of one of the most beautiful beaches I’ve ever seen. “Do you see what this is?” I shake my head. “It’s paradise, and we get paid a small fortune to help the owner enjoy it. I couldn’t dream of a better job if I tried.” She laughs again but then her eyes focus past me and I spin around to see the man himself, standing in the entrance to the living room.

“Ladies,” he intones in an impossibly deep, James Earl Jones impersonation. “I trust you had a smooth flight.”

Darryl Tanner is dressed in a cream-colored suit that is perfect for the environment. It looks as if he had it tailored in London, and it looks so good on him that I’m almost disappointed that we will eventually take it off of him. Almost.

“It was fantastic,” Lelia gushes. “Right Carolyn?” She turns to me with her eyes begging me to confirm our fantastic flight. I smirk and her eyes cloud over just a bit.

“It was great, Darryl,” I tell our host. “You don’t mind if I call you Darryl, do you, Darryl?” I ask in a cheeky tone. I know if I’d been standing closer to Leila she would have at the least elbowed me in my ribs and at worst, she would have kicked me.

“I don’t mind in the least, Carolyn,” he says with an impertinent smile of his own. He walks towards us and kisses Leila on both cheeks before doing the same with me. I’m not sure if I’m impressed by his manners or feeling like he’s shining us on by treating us as if we’re not exactly what we are.

“Would you like something to eat or drink?” he asks as he motions us towards the back patio. “I can tell August to have the cook put something together for us.”

“That sounds lovely,” Leila says as she glances at me, her eyes begging me to play along with this charade. I’m not sure I can, however. Something about this seems wrong.

“If it’s all the same to you, Darryl,” I say in a flip tone. “I’d just as soon get to the point of all this if that’s okay.”

“The point?” Darryl asks pointedly.

“Carolyn,” Leila hisses. “What are you doing?”

I ignore her. I stare at Darryl for a few seconds until he cocks an eyebrow at me.

“The fucking, of course,” I say in a casual tone.

He laughs and shakes his head. “Rodney told me you two were really something,” he says as he walks toward us. “But I couldn’t agree more, Carolyn.” He offers me his arm then does the same with Leila. “Shall we fuck?”

He walks us up the floating staircase that was built so as not to obstruct the view as we go upstairs and we’re all quiet as we go. I’m sure Leila thinks I’m being an arsehole about it but I don’t want to be pretentious or pretend to be something I’m not. I don’t know why it’s suddenly important to me, but it is.

“Mind a few personal questions?” I ask and I hear Leila practically pitching a fit on the other side of our host, who laughs gently but nods to me.

“What would you like to know?” he says and I smile.

“Why do you have to pay for sex when you have a place like this and look like you look?” I ask pointedly. Leila almost stumbles on the stairs.

“I don’t, but when I get a call from Rodney Morrow like the one I got the other day…” He cocks an eyebrow.

“What did he tell you?” Leila asks.

Darryl turns to her. “That he found a pair of beautiful English hotwives who are completely uninhibited and the fuck of a lifetime.” He laughs again. “How could I say no to that kind of praise?”

“You know Rodney is a consummate salesman, right?” I ask as we come to the top of the staircase and head down a long hall that overlooks the beach from a high vantage point to great effect. I’m blown away by how beautiful this setting is but still a little suspicious of our host. I don’t know why.

“Oh, of course,” he says with a nod. “Anyone who’s spent five minutes with Rodney Morrow knows to check his watch and wallet before he leaves. But the man has never led me astray when he recommends whores, and from what I’ve seen so far of you two, I know I won’t have any complaints after we’re done.”

“Well, now I’m nervous,” Leila giggles. “The tyranny of high expectations and all that…”

“No need to worry, my dear,” Darryl whispers. “Just looking at you both has made it all worthwhile.” He opens a door and ushers us into the most expansive and expensive bedroom I’ve ever seen in my life. The room is twice the size of our house and the giant canopy bed looks lost in the huge expanse, but the windows overlooking the Caribbean make everything else pale in comparison.

“It’s tough to compete with that view.” I look at our host and he shakes his head gently as he eyes me and Leila up and down.

“What view?”
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“Do you mind if we lead?” Leila asks in a cheeky voice. “To begin with?”

“Not at all,” Darryl says with a warm smile. He might be used to this kind of treatment but at least he’s not being smug about it.

Leila leans in and kisses him while standing slightly to one side so that I can reach and unbuckle his belt. I do so but when she finishes kissing him I ease her out of the way and kiss him myself, leaving her to finish exposing his manhood, which she does.

“Oh, this is going to be lovely,” she murmurs as I lavish deep, passionate kisses on Darryl’s thick black lips. He is a marvelous kisser and I don’t want to stop but when Leila goes to her knees she tugs my hand and I reluctantly break from our embrace. I sink to my knees and glance at Leila, who arches her eyebrow. She kisses the sides of Darryl’s already erect penis and begins our standard routine, the same one we’ve perfected in Rashad’s office back at the club in Texas.

I glance up at Darryl’s face just to make sure he’s enjoying himself as much as his erection would indicate and find him smiling down at us as he should be. Leila and I slide our lips and tongue back and forth along his shaft until we reach the head, then we lean forward and kiss each other, our tongues intertwining before we go back to licking and kissing the sides of Darryl’s shaft. We do this twice before we shift around so that Leila can take his head into her mouth while I dip below to suck one of his balls into mine.

Darryl moans and I have to smile.

Men are so easy to please.

We stick to our unofficial tasks until it’s time to switch and Leila aims the head of Darryl’s cock at my mouth. I suck it gently while she ducks down to lick his other testicle and we maintain our routine until Darryl indicates he wants to change things up even though we were prepared to suck his cock and balls for an hour if he so desired.

“Let’s get on the bed,” he announces and we back away from his genitals and he offers us a hand to get up off of our knees. There’s nothing better than a rich gentleman who knows enough to treat a couple of whores with kindness and good manners.

All three of us remove our clothes – we’re all old enough that undressing each other seems a bit much – and we climb naked onto the bed. It is the epitome of luxury – high thread count, ultra-plush mattress, down pillows. I climb next to Darryl while Leila snuggles close on his other side and he wraps his arms around our shoulders.

“How would you like us to begin, sir?” she asks in a semi-serious tone that almost makes me giggle. Darryl does laugh but gently, in the spirit of the moment.

“I’ve never been with two women at once before,” he tells us and I have to admit, I find it hard to believe. But we go with it and don’t say a word. I sit up and look at Leila. She looks at me and we lean across Darryl’s torso to kiss each other deeply but quickly before we dive down to cover his body with our lips and tongues, licking and sucking, kissing and fondling, touching and caressing him as he just smiled and watched.

Being with Leila and Darryl is much different than being with Leila and Rashad. For one thing, Darryl is lying down while Rashad is always standing up. For another, Darryl is in no rush, whereas Rashad always acts as if he has better things to do.

As if.

I move up Darryl’s chest and kiss him on the lips, playfully at first but with increasing passion. He is still passive so I insert my tongue deep into his mouth and he moans slightly, which is so satisfying, although I can’t say for sure that it’s me who is making him moan as Leila is sucking his dick like the expensive whore she is. I’m getting wet just listening to her go to town on him.

Then I glance back and tap her shoulder to switch things up. She gives me a confused look until I shift my body down to a position where I can suck Darryl’s wet erection and she slides up to kiss him even more passionately than I did. I don’t know if Leila is auditioning for a more permanent role in Darryl’s life or if she’s just enjoying our incredible situation but she is almost devouring him as I watch and suck his balls.

“If you don’t stop soon I won’t have anything left to fuck you,” Darryl says when Leila finally lets him up for air. “And I so want to fuck both of you.”

“One at a time, or…” she asks with a sly smile and he laughs.

“How in the world…?” She puts a finger over his lips.

“We’ll show you.” She lies on her back and motions for me to mount her but I’m not sure if she wants me to kiss her or sixty-nine her so that Darryl can slide back and forth between our cunts and mouths. I decide to give him the deluxe option and carefully place my knees on either side of her head while I lower my mouth to her mound. Darryl takes a few seconds to understand what we’re offering him but he quickly moves to kneel between Leila’s thighs. I look up at him and he inserts his erection into my mouth for a few quick strokes before he disengages and plunges his black, wet dick into Leila’s white, wet pussy.

“This is amazing,” he says as much to himself as to us.

“Don’t forget to share the wealth,” Leila says between licks at my pussy. “I want to taste you again with Carolyn’s juices on your big black cock, Darryl.”

“With pleasure,” he says as he inserts himself into my mouth one last time before we all shift around to accommodate his dream come true. I know he won’t last long and he doesn’t disappoint, impaling my vagina just before he erupts and floods my cervix with his semen. I can feel it dripping down into Leila’s open mouth and I only wish I could watch it happen as I’m sure Darryl is doing. I resist the temptation to grind my pussy against Leila’s face until she does it for me, grabbing my thighs with both hands and pulling my dripping hole to her greedy mouth. I bury my tongue in her sheath and she squeals as an orgasm overwhelms her.

“That was incredible,” Darryl says when we recover from panting and writhing and moaning. I give Leila a look and she smiles just for me. Then we turn to Darryl and smile with heartfelt joy.

“We couldn’t agree more,” I tell him and Leila nods her agreement.

“I glad to hear that,” Darryl says with a sigh. “I’m afraid my intent is bigger than my ability to perform, though. I’d love to fuck you both again but it’ll be a while until I’ve recovered.” He sits up and looks at us. “So if you’d like to get something to eat or go for a swim, now would be the time to do it.”

I look at Leila and she nods. “We’re happy to wait for you to recover, Darryl. We’re here for your pleasure, not ours.”

He smiles warmly. “I appreciate that, Carolyn. But I’m going to take a shower and get dressed for lunch.”

“Would you like some company in the shower?” Leila asks. “We can have all kinds of fun that doesn’t require you to be at attention, you know.”

He laughs and I find myself liking him more than I thought. I don’t know why I had the idea that anyone rich enough to throw money at a couple of whores like Leila and I had to be a complete jerk but I’m guilty as charged. That he isn’t a jerk is like a bonus on top of a grand two-day excursion in paradise.

“I wouldn’t mind getting a little salt water in my hair,” I offer, and that seals the deal.

“Then I insist you go for a swim while I take care of my personal hygiene on my own. But I will take a raincheck on that joint shower, Leila.”

“Anytime, luv. Just say the word.” She rolls off the bed and looks around, for what I have no idea. “Do we need suits?” she asks Darryl.

“Not on my account, but if you’d like, I had your luggage put in that closet,” he says with a nod toward a door by the window. “I’ll see you downstairs in an hour, then?”

“Count on it,” I tell him before I go to the closet and pull out our small bags. We didn’t bring much, at Rodney’s insistence and I can see why. The notion of getting dressed in this tropical paradise seems completely unnecessary. But my ingrained modesty kicks into gear and I pull out a small string bikini that I love beyond all reason.

“Oh, Carolyn,” Leila says when she sees me in it. “You look amazing, girlfriend.”

“Thanks,” I tell her, almost blushing. “You look great too.” She’s donned a barely-there wrap that hugs her gorgeous curves just enough to be legal but is way beyond modest. She looks almost too good to allow outside for fear of inciting a riot.

Although I’ve yet to see anyone else at the compound beyond August and Darryl, the place can’t run itself so I wonder where the rest of the staff is hiding. Leila and I make our way through the empty house to the back door and out to the beach, which is pristine, gorgeous, and deserted. We dive into the shallow water and the waves lap at our bodies as we swim out a short distance and then back. I suggest we get some sun but Leila looks at me as if I have two heads.

“I’ll burn like a baby’s behind, luv,” she says as she covers up with a towel. “But you go ahead.” I lie on my towel and take my top off as no one is in sight in either direction.

“So, what do you make of our john?” Leila asks after a few minutes of silence.

“He’s nice, but I don’t like thinking of him as a john, to be honest. I think of the guys back at the club as johns. Darryl is a client.”

“If all of Rodney’s clients are as rich and enthralled with us as he is, we’ll be rolling in cash in no time.”

I prop myself up on my elbow to look at her. “I’m not sure I want to do this for very long, Leila,” I admit.

She glances at me as she raises her sunglasses. “Seriously, Carolyn? We finally hit the big time and you want to cash in your chips and go home?”

“I like the life I have with Garrett back in Texas. I’m not ready to trade it in for jet-setting around like this and missing my husband.”

“So, we can work around his schedule, luv. We can make sure we’re home when he is.”

I roll my eyes. “Do you really think Rodney will go for that, girl? If he’s got some bigshot all hot to trot and we beg off because my husband is on his two-weeks-off rotation?”

“It beats the alternative, luv,” she says with a shrug. “I’m pretty sure we can dictate when and even how much we work. It’s not like he’s some kind of pimp who’ll threaten us with bodily harm if we turn down a gig or two.”

I stare at her in disbelief. “Now who’s being naive, Leila? Didn’t we both wonder how long it’s been since Rodney heard the word ‘no’ in a meaningful way?”

“Still, it’s a free country,” she says as she turns away from me and covers up with the towel. “I’m sure we’ll work it out.”

I’m not sure at all.
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“Lunch is served,” August tells us after he walked to the beach instead of just shouting at us from the patio. “Mr. Tanner said there is no need for you to dress for the occasion.”

I glance at the man to see if he’s being cheeky or serious but the sun is behind him and I can barely see his face so I just look at Leila and we collect our things. We follow August to the patio and I’m thrilled to see a family-style meal laid out on one of the cafe tables away from the long dining table that must serve as the focus of dinner parties, assuming Darryl is interested in such things. We take our seats and I look around to see if our host will be joining us when he steps through the door from the living room in another suit, even more suitable for the climate if that’s possible as it’s seersucker and so stylish against his impossibly dark skin.

“Did you two have fun?” he asks as he sits down and smiles at us. We nod and gush about the beach and the water which I’m sure strikes him as a given but he clearly enjoys our enthusiasm.

“How long have you lived here?” Leila asks and I’m tempted to kick her under the table. Her blatant insolence strikes me as insufferable but like so many men over the years, Darryl is completely charmed by Leila’s dazzling appearance. She looks so good in the sunshine with the water behind her and almost nothing covering he curves, he blond hair almost blindingly beautiful. I’ve always begrudged Leila her golden locks, alabaster skin, luscious lips, and bedroom eyes, now more than ever. From the way Darryl can’t take his eyes off of her, I’d say he feels the same way.

“All my life,” he says with a flip tone. “But in this place, no. Only a decade. I inherited it from my mother when she passed.”

“So sorry for your loss,” Leila said in a surprisingly empathetic tone. I keep quiet so as not to come across as milking the situation. Our host barely seems to be aware of my existence.

“Not at all,” he says quietly. “She lived a long, full life and was just beginning to suffer when she died. It was a good time for her to go.” He motions for us to fill our plates from the bowls of salads and cut fruit when August arrives with a platter of fish that looks amazing and smells beyond delicious.

“This is a local specialty, one you won’t find anywhere else in the Caribbean,” Darryl tells us with obvious pride. “I’ve got a fisherman on retainer so I never go without.”

August serves each of us a perfectly cooked fillet that tastes even better than expected, if that’s even possible. I’m in heaven as Texas, even on the Gulf, is not a place for seafood other than shrimp and oysters which are not my cup of tea.

“Everything is delicious,” I tell our host and he turns to look at me as if he’s seeing me for the first time since I sat down. I’m used to being overshadowed by Leila but this is a bit much.

“I’m so glad you’re enjoying yourselves,” Darryl says so graciously that I feel a bit embarrassed to have been feeling ignored a few seconds ago. “I know I am,” he adds with an unmistakable look.

“What will we be doing tonight, if you don’t mind me prying?” Leila asks with a mischievous smile. “Never been on an overnighter before,” she adds and I’m sure I’m blushing even if she’s not.

“I’ve invited a few friends over for dinner,” Darryl says without any sexual undertones. “Then I thought we go into town for a little fun.”

“What kind of fun?” Leila whispers with a lascivious smile.

Darryl laughs. “If I didn’t show you two off I’d have to have my head examined.” He looks at me and reaches for my hand. I give it to him and he kisses it like a gentleman of old. Which he is, of course.

“Sounds fun,” I say as enthusiastically as I know how. I’m not sure what he has in mind but my belly clenches at the thought of what it might entail. I wonder if Rodney told him about my pedigree as a stripper before I shake off the notion. He wouldn’t dare.

Would he?

After lunch, Darryl feigns reluctance as Leila and I drag him upstairs for another round of adult fun. We’re all much more relaxed for the second act and we lie around naked almost all afternoon with a few random blow jobs and a new experience or two for our host that delights him and wears him out, to the point that he falls asleep with an arm around each of our naked bodies on his sumptuous bed. I glance at Leila across his slowly rising and falling chest and she gives me a look. I cock an eyebrow as if to ask what she’s got in mind and she just smiles, but it’s one of those smiles.

I’m not sure I like that look.

“Don’t screw this up, Leila,” I mouth and she rolls her eyes.

“As if,” she whispers but Darryl doesn’t budge. Then she nestles into the crook of his arm and he stirs but doesn’t wake up. She gives me another look before she closes her eyes and sighs.

“I could get used to this,” she murmurs.

I have no doubt.

Dinner is a modified stag do with Leila and me as the R-rated entertainment for a half dozen black men around Darryl’s age and approximate net worth if their clothes and jewelry are representative of their stations in life. There is something about the rich that just sets them apart, whether they’re conscious of it or not. Whether they’re trying to flaunt their wealth and status or trying to hide it. Whether they’re black or white, young or old, male or female, you can tell. You just can.

The food is better than lunch which I honestly didn’t think was possible. I still haven’t seen a cook but I haven’t gone looking for one, either. More seafood and fresh fruits and vegetables are seasoned to perfection and grilled or raw like a sushi platter that is to die for. I was never a fan of sushi back in London but this is beyond incredible. I tell Darryl as much.

“I borrowed Goeffrey’s sushi chef for the evening,” he tells me as he motions at one of the guests. The older gentleman, older by some years than our host, smiles to accept Darryl’s praise and compliment before he turns to me.

“Where did you grow up, my dear?” he asks out of the blue. “I spent a good deal of time in London and I can’t quite place your accent.”

“Uxbridge,” I tell him and he nods.

“I’ve always struggled with that part of the city. Your friend is quite obviously an Essex girl, correct?” I nod and smile. He’s good. I tell him so.

“I’ve been a fan of English women my whole life,” he says cryptically. “Married and divorced a few, in fact.”

“Do tell,” I respond but he snorts and waves me off.

“That is so much water under the bridge, my dear. I’d much rather talk about you.” He gives me a look and suddenly, I understand where he’s going with this.

“What would you like to know?” I whisper.

He leans in. “Whatever Darryl is paying you, I’ll double it.”

I’m sure I’m blushing which he finds delightful from the way he smiles at me.

“It’s quite a lot,” I manage, realizing after the fact that I’ve got to get a better line of patter down for prospective clients. I’m not used to marketing myself on the fly – I’ve never had to before tonight.

Geoffrey looks around the table at each of the guests. “Every one of them is here to, shall we say, shop the new merchandise, Carolyn. I hope my directness doesn’t offend,” he says in a decidedly unapologetic tone.

I stare at him for a moment before I decide to play right along with him. “Do you know Rodney?” I raise an eyebrow.

“Rodney Morrow? You’re one of his?” He barks a laugh and shakes his head as if I’ve said something too funny for words. I just keep staring at him.

“So, you’ve made his acquaintance, then?”

“Oh, my yes. I’ve known Rodney for years. Good man, if a little rough around the edges, but that’s to be expected given his background.”

“Really?” I ask, tempted to blast this pompous old bastard for being snooty when he was clearly to the manner born.

“Same as me,” he says, which surprises me.

I lean in. “What’s your story, then?”

He leans in as well. “As I said before, I’d much rather hear about you, Carolyn.” He looks over at Leila who is regaling two of Darryl’s other guests with some hilarious story that has everyone in stitches. “And you never gave me a number.”

I run through the upsides and downsides of answering the man’s question in my head before I decide to just go for it. “One hundred thousand,” I whisper.

He doesn’t hesitate. “Are you available next weekend?”

I bite my lip. “I might be. Are you asking for just me or for both of us?”

He glances at Leila who is in a world of her own. “Just you, if that’s alright, Carolyn. I’m a bit older than Darryl and I’m not sure I could take that much excitement. But I’m sure Leila will get offers as well, so you could travel together. Or just stay here all week.”

“Here?”

“On Eleuthera,” he says as if it’s the most natural thing in the world, which does sound rather tempting. “I’m sure if Darryl is busy we’ll be able to scrape up some nice accommodation for you and your friend.”

“I’m sure you can, Geoffrey,” I smirk. “I’m sure you can.”
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“Everyone in good shape this fine morning?” Darryl asks with far too much enthusiasm when Leila and I drag ourselves to the smaller patio table for breakfast. Last night is a blur for me as we drank far too much at the club in what passes for downtown on the island. Darryl invited everyone at dinner to come with us but they all begged off and it was just the three of us, which pleased our host no end when he walked us into the club on his arms and turned every head in the place. We were some of the only white people there – a few mixed-race couples dotted the crowd and one all white that looked like deer in the headlamps. Otherwise, the locals dominated the scene and the men couldn’t get enough of our little threesome, although Leila was by far the belle of the ball. Guys were asking her to dance all night, women with the guys were staring daggers at her and Darrly was eating it up like a kid in a candy store. But it left me and him alone for a fair part of the evening, so we got to talking.

“Is this something you do often?” I asked with a look around the club. Darryl wasn’t the oldest man there but he was in the top five as far as I could tell.

“I’m not big into the club scene, no,” he allowed with a cockeyed smile. “But it just seemed too good to pass up.”

“We’re wasting valuable fucking time, though,” I said bluntly and he laughed.

“You two have plum worn me to a frazzle,” he said as he ordered another drink for both of us. I’m a lightweight under the best of circumstances and the liquor soon got the better of me, so that when one of Leila’s castoffs asked me to dance, I dared to say yes, leaving Darryl to fend for himself at the table, with a huge grin on his face.

From then on, things get very hazy in my memory, what there is of it.

“Did we have sex last night?” Leila asks without looking embarrassed. I’m sure that even in my condition I blushed a blue streak. Darryl took her outrageous question in stride.

“We did not,” he states without hesitation. “I was deep in my cups and I couldn’t have maintained an erection with a whole bottle of blue pills.”

“Well, we still have plenty of time today,” she said with no apparent ill effects from last night.

“How are you not hung over?” I asked.

“I didn’t drink much at all,” she snarked. “Not like some people, luv.” She side-eyed me hard before she burst out laughing. “Seriously, I couldn’t get off the dance floor long enough to down a pint.”

“Sorry I abandoned you, Darryl,” I say apologetically. He laughs and waves me off.

“Pshaw, I loved every minute of it, Carolyn. Do you know how much fun it was to bring you two lovelies to the club and then take you home with me? It’s an old man’s dream come true, believe me.”

“You’re not an old man, Darryl,” Leila says as she cozies up to our host and kisses his cheek. “Not even close.”

“If only,” he says wistfully. “I’m on my last good decade, if that, my dear. And I mean to enjoy it to the fullest.”

Leila gives me a look, one I understand completely. “You know,” she begins but once again, Darryl cuts her off with a wave.

“You got offers last night, both of you,” he says with a glance at me, but most of his focus is on Leila. “I knew you would, my love. That’s why I invited them.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I ask, knowing the answer but wanting to hear it.

He turns to look me right in the eyes. “If I may be so bold, Carolyn?”

I nod. He looks so serious all of a sudden.

“You and Leila are here because I’m paying you to be here. That’s what you do. Why on earth would I have a problem with you being what you are?”

I’m tempted to just leave it at that, but something inside won’t let me. “And what are we, Darryl?”

“You are every old man’s dream, my lovelies. You are gorgeous whores who love their work.”

We stayed on the island for the rest of the week.

Darryl took the lead in working out the logistics of getting us from one new client to the other. He made all the calls – including to Rodney, who he said had no issues with any of it – and had his man August drive us from one new client to the other where we spent the night and fucked them all silly.

All for a cool one hundred thousand US dollars per night.

We spent our last night on Eleuthera at Darryl’s house making him a very happy man again and showing our appreciation for his work in managing our schedules. When he tried to pay us, I objected strenuously.

“That is absolutely unnecessary,” I tell him forcefully. “We owe you so much.”

He smiles and nods. “There is something extra sweet about being comped by the likes of you two.”

“Just don’t expect it every time we come to visit, luv,” Leila says in a cheeky tone but there’s an edge to her that surprises me. “We love what you did for us but…”

“Understood,” Darryl says solemnly. “I will take it for what it is, a one-time thank you.”

“Exactly,” she says as she rolls out of his bed and saunters to the bathroom with his cum dripping from her pussy. It’s not lost on me that all the men we saw on the island had a special preference for Leila’s cunt, which I’m used to but still find a little disappointing. I’ve been playing second fiddle to her for so long that I can’t remember what it’s like to be the focus of a man’s attention. Until I think of my husband for the first time in days.

“Looking forward to getting back home?” Darryl asks as he climbs off the bed.

“You have no idea,” I tell him with my most sincere tone. “It’s been great but I do miss my husband.”

“What is this man Marlon to you, Carolyn?” Darryl asks as he pulls on his trousers. “He’s married to Leila but you know him, don’t you?”

I nod. “I introduced him to Leila,” I tell him without spilling all the details. I don’t know why I’m reluctant to share, I just am. “He’s a friend of my husband’s.”

“And just how does your husband feel about the way you spend your time, my dear?” he smirks, the first time I can remember that our consummate host has verged on being rudely invasive about my personal life.

“He’s a cuckold, Darryl,” I tell him. “He loves it.”

“Lucky man.” He walks to the window and glances at the sea. “Care to take one last swim before you head back to the real world?”

“Actually, I’m good,” I tell him and walk naked to the bathroom just as Leila emerges looking like a dream. I don’t know how the girl manages that mane of hair but somehow, she does. I feel like a red-headed stepchild.

Again.

“Did you want to go again, luv?” she asks as she cozies up to our host.

Darryl laughs. “My word, you are persistent.”

“I just want you to feel like you got your money’s worth,” she says as I enter the bathroom and close the door. I don’t take long to do my morning ritual, but Darryl and Leila are nowhere to be seen when I exit. I get dressed and find them at our usual breakfast spot on the patio having fruit and pastries with coffee.

“So, when do we head for the airport?” she asks between bites.

“Whenever you like,” Darryl says, clearly proud that his plane flies at our discretion. I have to admit, if only to myself, it’s a luxury I could get used to.

“What’s a plane like that cost?” Leila asks. The woman has no shame.

“I don’t own it,” Darryl admits without any apparent embarrassment. “I lease it by the flight.”

“So, what does a flight from Houston cost you?” she persists. I roll my eyes and Darryl sees me do it but just laughs.

“No, it’s fine,” he assures me. “It’s around $40,000.”

My eyes go wide. “Each way?” I blurt without thinking.

“Of course,” he says casually. “Well worth it, in my opinion. Don’t you agree?”

“I certainly do,” Leila says quickly. I know exactly what she’s thinking when she levels a look at me that says ‘What are you doing?’ without saying a word.

“It’s just that…” I begin but Darryl waves me off. He does that a lot.

“Don’t worry about it, Carolyn,” he says as if he’s so rich that paying almost as much for our transportation as he did for our services is nothing. I don’t see it that way.

“All I’m saying…” I begin but Leila almost lunges at me.

“Let it go, girlfriend,” she practically growls.

“I see where she’s going with this,” Darryl says. “If you flew commercial, I could pay you more.” Leila nods and I’m sure I’m turning bright red with shame. “But I have a much more elegant solution for you,” he says with a sly smile. “Move here.”

“What?” I ask reflexively.

“You heard me. You and Leila and your husbands should move here to Eleuthera.”

I turn to Leila and she turns to me.

“It’s way too soon for something like that,” I tell Darryl and he smiles and nods.

“I’m sure you’re right but think about it. You would earn enough to buy a nice place for cash in less than a year. Nothing like this, of course,” he says with a wave at his mansion, patio, and beach. I want to say something snarky but I defer.

Then Leila says, “Besides, I want to do a little more whoring before we settle down.”

I just stare at her.


6

“How was your fortnight?” Garrett asks me when I pick him up at the terminal. Ever since I told him that we still use that old expression in England he loves asking me. I find it endearing, if a little too on-the-nose.

“Fascinating,” I tell him with a broad smile. Leila stayed at the house when I dropped Marlon off for his two-week shift on his oil rig in the Gulf of Mexico, content to rest and for me to have some alone time with my husband for the short ride back to our home in Texas City.

“Spill,” he says as he buckles himself in and I exit the parking lot. The drive lasts just a few minutes so I condense everything that has happened as best I can. He just listens.

“So, where do we go from here?” he asks as I pull into our garage.

“Well, now that we’ve seen what the high-end is like, I don’t think we’ll be going back to the club anytime soon,” I admit as I turn off the engine and close the door behind us with the remote. “Is that okay with you?”

“Whatever you want to do is fine by me, Carolyn,” he says with a hint of sadness. I reach for his hand and squeeze it. He smiles but his heart isn’t in it. “What does Marlon have to say about all of this?”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” I say quickly. “He married Leila in Atlanta when we were there to see Rodney.” I smile and shrug at leaving out such a key piece of information but Garrett just laughs.

“Yeah, I guess that’s news,” he says at last. “Why?”

I explain Rodney’s requirement for all of his high-end escorts and Garrett nods as if it makes sense.

I will never understand how men think.

“So, what’s the plan for my homestay, Carolyn? Are you done with the club?”

I look at my husband, impressed that he almost read my mind. “I think I am. Is that okay with you?”

He shrugs. “I’m good with whatever you decide, babe. You know that.”

“You’re such an incredible man,” I tell him with all my heart. “I don’t know how I found you.”

He smiles as if I’m embarrassing him but I know he’s bursting with pride. “So, you being a high-end escort is our next adventure?” he asks softly.

“If you don’t mind me being gone some of the time you’re home.” I haven’t explained that Rodney might insist I take an assignment during Garrett’s time at home. I watch him closely as that possibility dawns on him but he doesn’t react.

He pulls me close. “I figured that might be the case.”

“And you’re okay with it?”

He stares at me. “I think so. In fact, I think it might be hot as hell.”

Now it’s my turn to stare at my husband. “Hot? How?”

“I’ll be stuck here alone while you and Leila are off to who-knows-where fucking rich men in the mansions or on their super yachts? Sounds pretty hot to me.”

“You won’t miss me?”

“I’ll miss you like crazy. That’s the whole point.”

“I’ll never understand you,” I whisper. “You know that, right?”

“As long as you keep giving me what I want, you don’t need to understand.” He kisses me.

“You know,” I whisper. “Leila is out for a bit if you’d like to reconnect.”

He smiles. “I’d love that.”

Leila joins Garrett and me for dinner, our first meal together, just the three of us, in a while. I expect Leila to be talkative and she doesn’t disappoint.

“Did you tell Garrett about Darryl’s offer?” she asks as I’m cooking and the two of them are sitting at the table drinking beers.

“Which one?” I counter and she rolls her eyes.

“The one where we move to the Bahamas and become the White Whore Wives of Eleuthera,” she says with a pointed laugh.

“I don’t quite remember him putting it that way,” I counter. “But I thought you wanted to see what other opportunities Rodney has in mind for us?”

She looks at me with a dreamy expression. “I really liked that place, Carolyn. Especially after we left. I miss it already.”

“Can we take our time before we uproot our lives completely?” Garrett asks and both Leila and I turn to stare at him. This is the most assertive he’s been in some time. Maybe ever.

“Let’s see what comes up, okay?” I suggest and Leila reluctantly agrees.

“But if we don’t see something just as good as that place,” she starts before I cut her off.

“We’ll keep the Bahamas in mind, Leila. Don’t worry.”

The following morning, we got a call from Rodney’s people. I didn’t expect the man himself to call us but I was a little disappointed to hear a woman’s voice on the line when I answered the call from Atlanta. She introduces herself as Linda Morrow, and though her voice is unfamiliar, her last name certainly is not. I wonder briefly just how many family members Rodney has working in his organization.

“Mrs. Palmer?” she begins. “We have a request for you and Mrs. Shaw to spend two nights in New York. The client is very anxious that you both come for his company’s annual party.” She went on to tell us we should expect to be taken shopping before the event by his staff so that we’re dressed appropriately, which I find mildly insulting. Why does he assume we haven’t the taste to dress ourselves?

“Okay, do you have any more information for me?” I ask with an impatient tone I immediately regret. But she remains very professional and I don’t hear any negative reaction from her to my rudeness.

“Of course, Mrs. Palmer. If you agree to the booking, I’ll email you the tickets but we don’t purchase seats until we’ve got a verbal commitment from you. The fee for the two nights is $100,000.” I wait before I ask to see if she’ll tell me without making me ask but she doesn’t.

“Each?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she says in a flat tone.

“I’ll have to run it by Leila, I mean, Mrs. Shaw,” I tell her and she almost bends over backward to tell me that’s fine but they need a prompt response. I tell her I’ll call her back in a few minutes and we end the call. I go to find Leila who is out in our backyard, sunning herself, which strikes me as odd.

“If I’m going to live in a sunny climate, I need to build up some resistance to the sun, luv,” she tells me without opening her eyes.

“Well, we just got an offer from Rodney’s organization for this weekend.” Before I can finish the sentence, she’s sitting up and looking at me like she’s a dog salivating over a bone.

“Oh, do tell, luv,” she says excitedly.

“It’s in New York, two nights, some guy wants us to…”

She interrupts me. “You know what I want to hear, girlfriend.” She raises an eyebrow. “How much?”

“A hundred thousand each,” I whisper and she laughs and claps her hands.

“Now that’s a fun weekend,” she almost shouts and I look around to see if the neighbors are out and about. Luckily, we’re alone from what I can see.

She finally asks me about the details and I share them to the extent I know them but she’s barely listening to me. She’s adding the new fee to the tidy sum in her bank account and her eyes are dancing.

“I just can’t believe this, Carolyn. I really can’t believe it. And I owe it all to you, luv,” she says as she stands and hugs me. She’s soaking wet with perspiration and I wonder if she’s already gotten too much sun but she won’t let me mother her, not that I want to. I just don’t want her to screw up our date.

Turns out I’m looking forward to it as much as she is.

We arrive at LaGuardia Airport late Friday afternoon and are picked up by a nice young man in a crisp but ridiculous chauffeur uniform at the baggage claim. I’m mildly surprised our driver is white but I’m more interested in what our date looks like. Now that I’ve been on several dates with Rodney’s clients or their friends, I just assumed that every one of the men who buy our time from him will be black. I wonder why I assumed that and if I’ve made any other assumptions that will surprise me one way or the other.

“Is it just me, or are you surprised our driver is white?” I ask Leila once we’re secured in the back of the vehicle and the privacy barrier is raised after he tells us it’ll be about forty minutes until we reach the Plaza Hotel where we will be staying.

“I hadn’t really thought about it, luv,” she says without thinking about it now that I’ve mentioned it. I consider asking her what she expects our date to look like but decide it’s all just a moot point and we’ll just wait until we meet him in a few hours. I settle in to watch the Manhattan skyline as we drive west toward the city.

When we arrive at the hotel, I’m impressed that it’s right across the street from Central Park. I’ve not looked at the prices for rooms here but I imagine it’s expensive with this location. The driver opens our door and we climb out while the bellhop retrieves our bags from the trunk. Even though we were told our wardrobe would be provided, we decided to bring an emergency backup outfit or two just to be prepared.

The concierge says our suite is all ready for us and there’s no need for us to check in, which impresses Leila and me. He leads us to an elevator that is off to the side and we take it to the top floor which is also impressive. I ask him if we’re in the penthouse and he smiles.

“Indeed you are,” he says without a hint of condescension because he has to know who and what we are. “Mr. Crandal is a very good client of ours and we take care of him.” I wonder what that all entails but the elevator stops and the doors open. I look at Leila and she looks at me with a huge smile. We have, indeed, arrived.

The concierge gives us a little speech about the suite which is two stories in all. The main floor contains a living room with a fireplace and dining room table that seats six, while upstairs are two separate bedrooms, each with a king-sized bed and a terrace that offers a spectacular view of the park and the Manhattan skyline. I’m almost giddy but Leila is beside herself.

“This is incredible,” she gushes and the concierge smiles without being an ass about how gauche we’re being, for which I give him immense credit.

“The suite comes with full butler service so if there is anything you need, don’t hesitate to call,” he tells us as we watch him exit the room before we can offer him a tip, although I’m not sure I have enough cash on me to pay him properly. What does one tip a concierge, anyway?

“This suite costs $25,000 a night,” Leila informs me as she scrolls on her phone. “Can you believe it?”

We go upstairs to check out the bedrooms and I realize at once why the concierge didn’t give us a tour of the suite. On the beds are our clothes for the evenings we’ll be spending in New York, laid out for us to see what is in store for us. I feel the blood drain from my face and when I look at Leila, I see she’s having the same reaction as me. We are to dress as the whores we are. The dresses are skimpy in the extreme, skin tight I’m sure, and cut low in the front and lower in the back so bras are out of the question. We will be on display, clearly. And the shoes provided are expensive in one instance – Louboutins from the looks of them with their red soles that match the red uppers and six inches tall – but it’s the other pair right next to them that tells me everything I need to know about our host. Clear stripper heals are the second pair of shoes provided, leaving no doubt in anyone’s mind who and what we are.

I am simultaneously mortified and turned on by the thought of what is in store for us; I can’t believe it. I had no idea I would react this way, but I guess I should have known. I just didn’t expect it.

I can’t imagine why not.
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“Ladies,” Mr. Moneybags says when he comes through the door to our suite unannounced. He’s white, which is a surprise to me. He’s short, an even bigger surprise. And, he’s ugly, which is not a surprise but it’s no fun, either. I’ve fucked my share of ugly clients in the past year but this guy hits me the wrong way. Like, he’s rich as fuck, obviously, but he makes no effort to better himself? I’m reminded of Harvey Weinstein who went to jail long before I came to this country but I read all about him in the British tabloids who couldn’t get their fill of that wanker.

“Everything to your liking?” he asks in a smarmy tone that makes my teeth hurt but I smile all the same.

“It’s all lovely,” I say between clenched teeth and give Leila a look to help me out. She looks as put off as I feel and I wonder how we’re going to make it through the weekend but then she transforms and goes to him as if he’s god’s gift to humanity.

“Oh, Mr. Crandal,” she gushes. “This is amazing.” She wraps her arms around his neck – she’s looking down at him, of course, as we’re both dressed for tonight’s event and wearing our towering stilettos. “I can’t thank you enough.” She kisses him and he grabs her ass with no regard for the fact that I’m standing a few feet away from them. I just wait for him to finish mauling her mouth and brace myself for the same treatment but it doesn’t happen.

Thank god.

“Shall we go?” he asks unexpectedly. I assumed we’d have to fuck him before the party but I see now that I assumed wrong. We are almost out the door when he stops Leila suddenly – I’m still a non-event for him – and tells her to wait. He fishes something out of his suitcoat pocket and it’s a piece of jewelry – two pieces, we soon learn – a necklace and a matching bracelet that looks fake as hell but what do I know about that kind of jewelry? I’ve never worn a diamond other than my wedding ring which I’m wearing at this moment as we were both instructed to by the client through Ms. Morrow.

But I digress.

“Oh, Mr. Crandal,” Leila fawns when she sees the baubles. “You shouldn’t have.” I roll my eyes because he’s only got eyes for Leila but I can’t believe he’s falling for her act. She’s good, I’ll usually admit, and her looks make most men believe her line of bull no matter how over the top she gets, but this performance is just beyond the pale. That she’s slinging this shit and he’s buying it astounds me, but she turns her back to him and bends her knees so she comes down to his level and he can attach the necklace behind her neck. I just assume I’m not going to get anything to wear, which is fine with me. The less I have to interact with this man, the better, although I’m well aware that at some point this evening, I will be expected to do all sorts of nasty things with him.

I can’t wait.

“And now this,” he says as he holds up the matching bracelet and Leila offers her wrist. Before he clips the bracelet in place, he bends slightly and kisses her wrist. She smiles like a schoolgirl and almost giggles with delight and I know I’m not going to make it, no way in hell. But a few seconds later, against all odds and my better judgment, the three of us are in the elevator and plummeting toward the main floor where, our host has informed us, he’s rented a ballroom for his company party. I’m struck that this man runs a company that can afford everything that’s happening but I can’t deny that I’m here, we’re here, and everything appears to be on the up and up.

As the elevator stops, Crandal offers us his arms and we latch on to make him look good which is why we’re here. We both tower over him in our heels, also by design which I will never understand but that’s fine. Men can be such a mystery sometimes.

We walk through the lobby toward the banquet room where a sign said the Crandal Industries Annual Celebration is taking place. There are several men and couples making their way in that direction and when they see their boss with two tall women on his arm, their reactions are…predictable. The women look surprised at best and disgusted at worst – given our skimpy outfits I can’t blame them – but the men are all so obvious in their lust and bravado. If our host didn’t have each of his hands occupied I’m certain most of his male minions would be high-fiving him at every turn.

“Hey, boss,” one younger man says in a way that makes me suspicious he’s already drunk before the party has even begun. “Nice work with these two. How much are they costing you?”

All the blood drains from my face as I stare at the man but he just leers at Leila. I glance at her and she’s smiling but it’s obviously forced. She glances at me but shakes her head as if she’s concerned I’m going to make a scene. I look at Crandal and he’s oblivious, of course, as if it’s expected that his employees would have no respect for the women he hired for sex. Which, when I think about it, is something I should probably get used to.

Now that’s a depressing thought.

With Leila and me draped on his arms, Crandal works the room while he ignores us. I watch the people he interacts with and notice that the few women who are employees of his company – everyone is wearing nametags – seem intimidated by him and disgusted by me and Leila. If the looks we got could kill, we’d have died a thousand horrible deaths before dinner was served. A band is playing to one side of a small dance floor but Crandal is uninterested in dancing. He’s standing by our table with Leila and me standing next to him like sentries or pinup girls, purely to stoke his ego and show off for the crowd. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised but a party at the Plaza Hotel seemed exciting when we first heard of it. As it turns out, I’m bored to tears.

Until I’m not.

“So,” another of Crandal’s employees, a middle-aged man with a gut and no date whispers in my ear. “How much for a quick blow job in the men’s room?”

I turn to look at him as if he’s got three heads but he just smiles at me as if he’s asking for the price of bananas at the store. I try to stare him down but his demeanor darkens.

“Oh, don’t give me that, you fucking whore,” he sneers. “Everyone can see that the boss is interested in your partner so you’ll have plenty of downtime to do some freelancing. How much?”

I give him my most disgusted look but he doesn’t walk away. I’m about to say something to Crandal when my antagonist beats me to it. He leans over and gets his attention.

“Hey, boss, You mind if I borrow this one for a few minutes?” he asks in a blatantly disgusting tone. Crandal turns to him and then looks at me, up and down as if he’s inspecting a piece of meat. I’m appalled but I remain silent.

“Knock yourself out, Marshall,” he says dismissively.

Once again, the blood drains from my face. I glance at Leila and open my eyes wide to indicate my distress. She sees me, processes what I’m trying to get across to her and turns to Crandal.

“What’s going on here?” she asks in that loud, obnoxious tone she can summon up at the drop of a hat.

Crandal turns to her and says something I can’t hear. She stares at him and I can tell from his body language that he’s getting pissed.

“That is not going to happen,” Leila announces in a loud voice. “Come on, Carolyn. We’re out of here.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Crandal practically screams at her. Now, the band has stopped playing and everyone in the ballroom is staring at us. I want to crawl into a hole and die. But suddenly, Leila was a woman on a mission.

“Do you think that just because you’re paying us you get to decide who and when we fuck?”

You could hear a pin drop in the room.

“Come on, Carolyn,” Leila says as she disengages from Crandal’s grasp. “We’re leaving.”

“You can’t leave,” he screams at her. She turns on her heels and glares down at him.

“Oh, yeah,” she screams right back. “Just watch us.”

“Wait,” Crandal yells as we walk away from him. “The jewelry.”

Leila turns and glares at him, then she reaches back and unhooks her necklace. She takes it off and storms back to where Crandal is standing to hand it to him, then she does the same with her bracelet. I wait for her to walk back to where I’m waiting for her and as she does, one of the women in the room stands up and begins to clap. Several others join in and before long, the whole room is clapping for us.

“You know we’re not going to be paid for this weekend now, right?” I ask and she laughs.

“Carolyn, seriously? You think that matters to me?” I shake my head and she hugs my waist. “I’m sorry it took me so long to say something. That guy was bad news right from the start.”

“Rodney is going to be…” She cuts me off.

“Who cares? We’ll go back to The Bahamas and tell him to fuck off.”

“Really?” I’ve been thinking the same thing but I didn’t dare say so to Leila. She seemed so set on doing the whole world-traveling, high-end escort thing.

“Really. I’m cool with fucking those guys on Eleuthera and buying a small house for the four of us and fuck the rest of the world.”

“Seriously?” I ask, genuinely surprised. “I’d love that.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do, girlfriend.”


Epilogue

One year later…

“What’s for dinner?” Garrett asks when he comes through the door from our backyard. “I’m starving.”

“Marlon’s making dinner tonight, babe,” I tell him as he comes up behind me and kisses my neck. I reach back to caress his head before I turn around and kiss him deeply. He loves it when I kiss him with my bull’s cum still fresh in my mouth.

“You two have fun?” he asks without a hint of animosity. He’s always been cool with me fucking Marlon and nothing has changed since all of us have moved in together.

“We always do,” I tell him just like I always tell him. I love my husband but nobody fucks me like Marlon fucks me. I doubt anyone ever will.

“Is Leila going to eat with us?” he asks. “She’s been at Darryl’s house the past two days now, right?”

“No, she started out at Geoffrey’s house and went straight to Darryl’s from there.” Leila is by far the biggest attraction on the island these days and has converted from a pay-per-play escort model to a sugarbaby retainer arrangement with everyone who is fucking her, which is pretty much everyone. She rakes in a cool two million a year at her rates and I chip in with an occasional visit myself, almost always with her because the men just can’t get enough of us together. I can’t either. And there is something about performing for an appreciative audience that still warms my pussy.

“There he is,” Garrett says when Marlon walks into the kitchen from the front of the house. Our place is nowhere near the scale of Darryl’s mansion or anyone else’s for that matter – if you can afford to have Leila on a retainer, you need much bigger money than she has, even after a very lucrative year of whoring and sugaring. We even had to get a mortgage on our humble abode to buy it, although with our, shall we say, unusual sources of income that are completely unverifiable, we had to float the loan through Darryl. He was happy to accommodate us for his permanent preferential treatment if any scheduling conflicts arose for Leila’s time.

“What’s shakin’?” Marlon asks as he bro-hugs my husband and they do their stupid little handshake routine that I think is ridiculous but that Garrett thinks is just too cool for school. I’m not sure if Marlon is laughing at Garrett behind his back or at me for making fun of them when they act like boys in junior high school but it’s entertaining and no one takes it seriously. No one takes much of anything seriously in this paradise of a place. I can’t imagine living anywhere else in the world and have said so more than once. Leila keeps whining about wanting to see what else is out there but I don’t have any inclination to leave other than when hurricane season rears its ugly head.

“Dinner going to be a while?” Garrett asks as he opens the refrigerator door to grab something to tide him over under the assumption it will be a while before Marlon whips something together for us. He’s a marvelous chef and has honed his technique with the local ingredients, mostly seafood and fruit, both of which are fine with me. I’ve even lost a few pounds since we moved away from the fried food of Texas.

Marlon nods. “I’ve got a conch salad ready to go, or you can wait and I’ll grill a nice piece of grouper that Carolyn picked up in town this morning.”

“Either one is fine with me,” Garrett says easily. Garrett is always easy about almost everything. Since Leila became our sole breadwinner, more or less, both Garrett and Marlon have adjusted to their role as kept men. And I’m chipping in just enough that I can lord it over them. But they both saved a ton of their generous wages from the oil rigs so we’re in decent shape even if Leila decided to clamp that whore cunt of hers shut forever.

But I doubt that will ever happen. She loves sex too much to even think such a thing. And she loves the attention she gets from all the rich men who pay to fuck her. And from her husband. And me. Everyone but Garrett – I still can’t share him. Which he’s fine with. He loves her even if he doesn’t get to fuck her.

Everyone loves Leila, the object of my bull’s desire.

I know I do.
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

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

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

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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