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

I took to the club Marlon introduced me to like a duck takes to water.

And everything that went on there.

Everything.

Too soon though, it wasn’t enough.

So we moved on to bigger and better things.

The biggest and the best things.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“So, Garrett was into you stripping?” Marlon asked as he fucked me in our bedroom. I’d filled him in briefly on the drive to our house from the terminal where I’d dropped off my husband a few hours ago to spend two weeks in the Gulf of Mexico on an oil rig, then picked up my boyfriend Marlon at the end of his two weeks at sea.

What a life I lead.

“He was so into it,” I say as I struggle to stay coherent. Marlon fucks me like nobody ever has and I get fucked a lot, even for a girl who has a husband and a boyfriend. I’m also the most popular stripper at a bar in Houston that caters to black men with white women in all the ways you’re probably imagining right now. Every last one of them.

“I figured he would be,” Marlon says as he strokes his big black cock in and out of my pussy. “What cuckold wouldn’t love watching his wife strip.”

“It’s not just the stripping he gets to watch,” I tell him as I fend off another orgasm. I can pretty much climax at will when Marlon is fucking me but he has an uncanny knack for delaying his gratification almost indefinitely so I need to pace myself. Otherwise, he might fuck me to death.

Figuratively, of course.

“What else? Did he go with you into the VIP room?”

“No, he didn’t have to,” I struggle to tell him. “Rashad has the place wired.”

“For sound?”

“Video,” I tell him just before my orgasm crashes over me like a tsunami. Nobody makes me cum the way Marlon makes me cum. I can’t talk, I can’t think, I can’t move. All I can do is revel in the sheer joy of the most sexually satisfying lover I’ve ever known or ever hoped to know. “Oh, god, oh god, oh god,” I moan again and again.

“I’m going to hold off a bit,” he tells me when I collapse on him. I make an immense effort to lift my head and look at him.

“Why?” I ask with my last ounce of strength.

He smiles at me, a wicked, lascivious smile that sends chills down my spine.

“I want to fuck you at the club.”

Three hours later, we’re pulling into the parking lot of the club that I’ve been stripping at for a month, ever since I was a hit on Amateur Night. And just as quickly, I was seeing three or four patrons a night in the VIP Room where anything, and I mean anything can be had for a price.

“Are you interested in watching the video feed?” I ask Marlon as she parks the truck and turns off the ignition. I make no move to exit the vehicle – I want to have this conversation with him before we go into the club.

“Well, as I told you in bed,” he says with a sly grin. “I do want to fuck you so I’ll be in the VIP Room at least once.”

“Yeah, I get that,” I say barely without rolling my eyes. “But if you want to watch me from the video room, we’ll have to talk to Rashad.” Who managed the club and exacted a toll on me every time I brought Garrett to watch me.

“You mean a blow job, right?” he asks without batting an eye. I just stare at him.

“You knew?”

“It’s common knowledge that if you want anything from Rashad, he’s going to be cumming in somebody’s mouth.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I ask but I’m not exactly sure why. Marlon is the one who brought me to the club in the first place, knowing full well I’d be giving blow jobs and more to patrons in the VIP Room. Both my husband and my boyfriend love watching me have sex with other men.

Poor me.

“Why wouldn’t I be?” he asks in a tone that makes me smile. “Come on, Carolyn. I know how much you love this shit.”

“Why do you say that, Marlon?” I’m curious how he’s going to answer me.

“Most women love being degraded, Carolyn, but I have no clue why that is. I just know it’s true.” He pulls the keys out of the ignition and climbs out of the truck. Discussion over, I guess.

But as we walk toward the stage entrance – I went through the front door in my stripper outfit for Amateur Night a month ago but not since then – I look at him.

“What?” he asks as he holds the door for me.

“I was going to try to tell you why ‘most women’ love being degraded, that’s all.”

“Tell me,” he says as he follows me inside. The sounds, sights, and smells hit me like they do whenever I come here. I haven’t missed one night since I started, I’m such a slut.

“Well, the first thing you have to understand is that the vast majority of women do not like being degraded. Dominated, maybe. But degraded, no. Just, no.”

“But you said…” Marlon starts and I cut him off.

“Yes, I know. I’m one of those very few women.” I walk through the backstage area towards the strippers’ dressing room. Oddly enough, Marlon is not allowed to follow me back there. So he stops walking.

“So, tell me why you like being degraded, Carolyn,” he says with a look in his eyes I’ve not seen before.

“I think it’s because most of the time, not all, most men, not all, put beautiful women on a pedestal. They defer to us, treat us differently, with more respect, or get self-conscious around us. Some of them just turn into blithering idiots, they’re so intimidated by us. So, it’s almost like an expectation. A certain status that some women get just because they’re attractive.”

As I’m talking, women are moving and buzzing around us, heading toward the stage to do their set, or to the dressing room to change or put on fresh makeup. It’s barely controlled chaos but I’m ignoring it all – I’m on a roll!

“But when a man degrades us, with our permission, of course, it changes the whole dynamic. Flips it on its head, almost. Like, five minutes ago I was this goddess, an unattainable ideal, and now I’m just a set of holes for him to use however he wants to use them.” I close my eyes and shudder, I’m so wet and excited. “Does that make any sense?”

“Yeah, I get it,” Marlon says but I’m not convinced. “Anyway, I’ll see you out there?” He steps toward the hall that leads to the main room but I grab his arm to stop him.

“Wait. Don’t you want me to talk to Rashad about letting you watch the video feed?” I step closer to him and pout and look through my eyelashes, then I bat them in a ridiculously exaggerated way. He laughs.

“I guess so,” he admits. “Sounds like you want to more than I want you to, Carolyn.” He waggles his eyebrows and I want to slap him. But I just smile and nod. He’s not wrong.

“Come on then,” he says as he grabs my hand and leads me to Rashad’s office. I go with him without protest, my pussy twinging hard.

We find Rashad at his desk, as usual. I’m convinced the man never sleeps or lives in a room in the back of the club. He is always here. He’s on the phone when Marlon knocks and enters without waiting for a response, which I find rather cheeky but hot, too. I love a man who just takes charge. Rashad gives us a look when we enter the room but he doesn’t stop talking to whoever, so we sit in the chairs across from his desk.

Finally, he ends the call and stands to soul-shake Marlon’s hand. He looks at me but says nothing.

“Back from the rig?” he asks. Marlon nods. “Okay, great. But I gotta ask.” He looks at me. “Do you live with both of them?” I nod without speaking. “Fucking hell, that’s a new one.” He turns to Marlon. “What can I do for you, my man?”

“I’d like to see your video operation,” Marlon says.

“Sure, no problem. Is that it?”

Marlon hesitates. “Really? I thought…” He cocks an eyebrow and Rashad smiles.

“I charge her cuck because white boys don’t get shit for free, man.” He looks at me. “She shows up with you, that’s a different deal, you dig?”

Marlon looks at me. I look at him. He turns to Rashad.

“If it’s all the same to you…” he begins.

Rashad laughs raucously. “No shit? That’s a first.” He stands and turns to where the pillow lies next to his desk. “Come on, then,” he says to me with a disdainful tone that makes my belly clench. Hard.

I stand and circle behind Marlon to kneel at Rashad’s feet. He watches as I free his thick black cock from his trousers and lick the tip. I don’t know what the man eats but his is the most vile-tasting precum I’ve ever tasted and I’ve had dozens of cocks in my mouth the past month.

“How’s life on the rig?” Rashad asks Marlon as he watches me suck him which I find so degrading and so hot. Sometimes I even amaze myself.

“It’s good,” Marlon says, clearly not interested in engaging in a conversation while he’s watching me fellate the club owner. “How’s business?” he asks, confounding my expectations.

“Never better,” Rashad says with a slight catch in his voice that tells me he’s about to cum in my mouth. I was almost disappointed he wouldn’t be fucking my ass like he usually does after I suck him but I never complain. I am his to use as he pleases.

“Matter of fact,” Rashad goes on as his cock swells considerably and then spurts into the back of my throat. I gag and choke but I manage to swallow his entire load without dribbling anything on my outfit. I’m such a good little cocksucker.

“Yeah?” Marlon asks as Rashad regains his composure, tucks his wilting cock back in his trousers, and sits in his chair as I stand up, circle behind Marlon again, and take my seat as well.

“We’re thinking of opening a whorehouse, nothing big to start, and Carolyn here would fit right in. She’s one of our most popular strippers and a huge hit in the VIP room, as you know.” He never takes his eyes off Marlon’s and I can’t believe I’m being bartered like livestock at an auction. But my pussy is clenching madly.

I am such a slut.

“I’ll think about it,” Marlon says as he stands and reaches over the desk to shake Rashad’s hand without so much as a glance my way. I almost orgasm on the spot.

“You do that,” Rashad says as he picks up his phone. As if I don’t exist.

Such is the life of a black-cock hussy, I say to myself.
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“Do you know what kind of a whorehouse he plans on opening?” I ask as Marlon drives us home in the wee hours of the morning. I did four turns on the runway, a half dozen lap dances on the main floor, and fucked three patrons in the VIP room. I’m almost a thousand dollars richer but I’m also exhausted. And sated.

“You were there,” Marlon says abruptly. “You know as much as I do.”

I just stare at him. “Sorry,” I say with an eye-roll and turn to look out the side window.

He sighs. “No, I’m sorry, Carolyn. That was rude and uncalled for.” Say what you will about Marlon, he’s a reasonable man and an excellent boyfriend. I’m blessed to have him and my husband looking after me and my wild needs.

“Well, have you ever been to a whorehouse?” I ask as I turn back to acknowledge his apology.

“Me? Yeah,” he admits, somewhat sheepishly to my ears but maybe I’m projecting. For some reason, I’m vaguely disappointed by the news that my boyfriend ever found it necessary to pay for sex. Even though he’s paid me for sex a few times in the VIP room, but that’s different. I can’t say why, exactly, it just is.

“Do tell.”

He looks at me. “Why do you want to know?”

I hesitate, wondering how honest I should be with him. Like I have for most of my life, I go with the unvarnished truth.

“I guess I’m surprised that you would ever find yourself in a place where you needed to pay for sex. I mean, can’t you just walk into a bar and pick someone out and crook your finger at her and she’s yours?”

He turns and grins at me. “You really think it’s that easy for me, Carolyn?”

“Yeah, I do. Are you telling me otherwise?”

He snorts. “Like every man alive other than Denzel and Clooney, I get shot down more often than I get what I want.” He glances at me. “Present company excluded, of course.”

I huff. “I guess I should turn you down once in a while, just to keep you on your toes.”

He laughs out loud. “Yeah, right.”

I huff again. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He looks at me again with the biggest shit-eating grin on his face. “Come on, Carolyn.”

“No, I mean it. What are you saying, Marlon?”

He sighs. “How can I explain this to you?” he asks. “Okay, have you ever heard of Wilt Chamberlain?”

“No, should I have?”

“Probably not. You’re not a basketball fan or anything, are you?”

“I mean, I know the game but I don’t follow it.”

“Sure. Anyway, back in the old days, like the 1950s and ‘60s, there was this pro basketball player. He was over seven feet tall back when nobody was that tall, even in the NBA. And he was really handsome and charismatic.”

“Why are you telling me this, Marlon?” I ask, getting impatient. I have no idea where he’s going with this.

“I’m getting there. Anyway, he wrote a book in the ‘90s, an autobiography, years after he retired from the NBA. In it, he claimed he’d slept with over 20,000 women over the years.”

“Seriously? Twenty thousand women?”

“That’s what he said. Now, I’m not saying he was exaggerating and I’m not saying he wasn’t. But he was the perfect guy to make that statement. He was famous. Never married. Perfect, really.”

“I suppose he was black, right?”

“Of course,” he says with another grin.

“And this pertains to me how?”

He sighs again and I want to just smack him. “It was like he was designed to have sex.” He looks at me. “Just like you, Carolyn.”

I deadpan him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You were designed to have sex. You’re gorgeous, you’ve got a killer body, and you love sex. You fucking love it. I’ve been with a fair share of women in my life, nothing like Wilt, of course, but a lot. And I’ve never met a girl who loved sex as much as you do, Carolyn. Which I fucking love about you, by the way.”

I’m speechless. This was not what I expected to hear. “I think you just insulted the hell out of me, Marlon.”

He turns quickly, his smile gone. “No, that’s not what I mean. I love that you love sex. I absolutely love it. It’s incredible, a dream come true for me.” He pulls over into the same rest stop we parked in a few weeks ago, on the way back home from Houston.

“I’m really tired, Marlon. I want to go home and go to bed. To sleep.”

“We will, I promise,” he assures me. “But you need to hear this, Carolyn. You need to understand this. You are an extraordinary woman, not just because of the sex thing but it’s a part of it. A big part, but it’s not all there is to you.

“You’re intelligent and charming, and I don’t think there’s a dishonest bone in your body. I doubt you could lie to me or Garrett or anyone who mattered to you if your life depended on it. I really don’t. And that’s fucking awesome, girl. Awesome. It’s like you’re the perfect woman.”

He goes quiet. Too quiet.

“So? What’s your point, Marlon?” I say as exhaustion threatens to overwhelm me. I immediately feel bad about saying it, but I’m too tired to care.

He sighs again. Fucking hell, he sighs again. Now I am going to hit him. Fuck. Him.

“The point is, Carolyn,” he begins, all sad and dramatic. “The point is I’m in love with you. And I can’t have you. Other than what we have.” He looks around the darkened cab of the truck. “This is all I get of you.”

“No, Marlon,” I say simply, my exhaustion taking over and vanishing at the same time. “You can’t do that. You promised me you wouldn’t. God damn it, Marlon. You promised.” I’m crying by the end. Bawling my eyes out. “You promised.”

“I know, I know. It’s my problem and I’ll deal with it. But I had to let you know.”

“Why? Why didn’t you just keep it to yourself?”

He shoots me a look. “Because I’m going to do something for you that no one else can do. Not Garrett, not anybody. Just me.”

“What?”

He hesitates again. “First, I need to know something.” He looks at me like he’s trying to set me on fire with his eyes. “I need you to be honest with me.”

“What?” I’m almost dead I’m so wrung out. Exhausted. Beat. “What?”

“When we were going into the club, all that shit you were saying about being degraded. Did you mean that? Is that what you want? What you need?”

Shit.

God, was he putting me on the spot. I just keep staring at him because I know where this is going. I know what’s coming. Is that what I want? From Marlon? From any man?

Heaven help me, I do.

“Yeah,” I whisper at long last.

He nods but doesn’t smile. “That’s what I thought.” He turns to face the windscreen and cranks the ignition. He puts the truck in gear and eases it forward until we’re up to highway speed and heading home.

I want to ask him why he asked me what he asked me, but I already know. And he knows that I know. And I’m going to let him do what he has to do. What he thinks I want him to do.

Because I want him to.
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The following night, we’re sitting in the manager’s office and I’ve just swallowed a load of his cum. He insisted on fucking my mouth before anything we’d come to discuss was mentioned and Marlon had no problem with that.

None whatsoever.

“Okay, so…” Rashad begins when he regains his composure. Say what you will about cocksucking, I do love the effect it has on a man.

I’m such a slut.

“So, I’ve been thinking about our conversation last night,” Marlon begins. I note with a twinge in my pussy that he specifically said he’s been thinking about the conversation, not that we’ve been thinking about it. I don’t know why being treated like this turns me on so much, I just know that it does.

“Yeah?” Rashad cocks an eyebrow.

“She’ll do whatever you want her to do,” Marlon says as if he was lending Rashad his car for a quick trip to the dry cleaners.

Out-fucking-standing,” he says as he tucks his wilting cock in his jeans. “The owner’s gonna love her.”

“Wait, you don’t own this place?” Marlon asks.

“Nope, I just run it. Owner comes in about twice a month to check the books and pick up his check.”

“So, should I be talking to him?” Marlon asks, surprising us both.

“Naw, man. I’m in charge around here. You gotta respect the chain of command, you dig?”

“Sure,” he says and stands up. “But if it’s all the same to you, I’d like to meet with the guy who is actually in charge, you dig?” Marlon is a half foot taller than Rashad but the shorter man outweighs him by at least fifty pounds so I don’t know who would prevail in a fight. I don’t want to find out, either.

“Look, can we all just calm down, boys,” I say in as sweet a voice as I can manage. But I am stunned when they both turn and glare at me.

“What the fuck did you call us?” Rashad growls. I realized my mistake half a second later.

“Sorry, sorry,” I say as quickly as I can. “I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Where is this whorehouse, anyway?” Marlon asks, clearly trying to change the subject, thank god.

“Upstairs,” Rashad says, his eyes still on fire and on me. “Wanna take a look?”

“Sure,” Marlon says as he stands up. “Let’s do that.”

We all stand up and head for the stairs near the back of the club. I wonder how this is going to work as the VIP room already handles most of the men who come to the club for sex. What could a place upstairs offer that would lure the patrons away?

“What’s the staffing going to be like?” Marlon asks as we trudge up a rickety old wooden staircase that looks like it hasn’t been used in a decade. “Strippers going to double as whores?”

“What’s the difference?” Rashad asks with a wicked laugh. “No offense, babe,” he says to me. I just shake my head.

“Funny,” Marlon says. “How many do you plan on having around for weekend shifts?”

Rashad is breathing heavily when we reach the top of the stairs and he pulls out a keyring that is loaded with keys. “A half dozen to start.” He opens the lock on the first try – I wouldn’t have been surprised if we’d stood there for an hour waiting for him to find what he needed on that mess of a key ring. I was wrong about that.

It wouldn’t be the last thing I was wrong about regarding Rashad.

“That seems like a lot to start,” Marlon says.

“The guy who owns this place has half a dozen others around the country. He calls the shots so don’t look at me.” He pushes the door open and we walk into a long corridor that runs the length of the club. There’s a desk and chair in the small foyer by the door.

Marlon nods. “Yeah, that’s why I want to talk to him.”

We walk down the corridor to the first room and Rashad pushes that door open. He motions for us to go inside. I follow Marlon into the room.

It’s smaller than I expected, hardly bigger than the bed which is a single on a metal frame. I’m not impressed but then I suppose that’s the idea. Marlon suddenly seems intent on following through on his promise to degrade me.

My pussy clenches at the thought of fucking a strange man on the paltry bed.

“Wanna give her a test drive?” Rashad asks with a wicked grin. I’m not sure if he’s referring to me or the bed. Or both.

“No, I’ll pass,” Marlon says and I find myself disappointed. I give him a look and his eyes widen slightly. “On second thought…”

“Knock yourselves out,” Rashad says as he walks away from the door to the tiny room. “Just remember to lock the main door when you’re done.”

“You sure about this?” Marlon asks until I step toward him and kiss him. I’m so horny after all this talk of me becoming a real prostitute instead of a moonlighting stripper. I have no idea where this comes from and I don’t much care. I lean in and kiss him.

Even though it’s only been a few hours since he last fucked me, we rip each other’s clothes off in a barely-controlled frenzy. I can only hope that we don’t get any unexpected visitors exploring the upper floor of the club since Rashad left the door unlocked but I don’t care about that, either. If anyone ventures up the stairs to see what’s going on, I’m not sure I wouldn’t offer to fuck him for a few dollars, too.

Which makes me think.

“Are you going to pay me?” I ask Marlon as he eases me to my knees to suck his erection. I glance up at him and lift an eyebrow. He laughs.

“Sure babe,” he says. “How much?”

“Twenty for a blowjob, fifty for a fuck?” I ask with a shy look as I suck the head of his delicious cock into my mouth.

“I’ll take both,” he says as he grabs a fistful of my hair and begins to face-fuck me.

I’m in heaven.

A few hours later as we’re driving down the highway toward home, I slump against the side window of the truck and sigh. I was in high demand for some reason – I can’t imagine why when I showed up onstage with a well-earned just-fucked look that I didn’t bother to fix in the dressing room before my first set onstage – and I finished the evening with another $1000 or so in my purse. I went into this gig under the impression I wasn’t doing it for the money but now that the money seems to be pouring in, I decide I should reassess.

“What is the going rate for a suck and fuck?” I ask without opening my eyes or looking at Marlon.

“I’m not sure,” he says. “More than $75 though.”

“Friends and family discount,” I tell him, cheekily, as I open my eyes and look at him. “I’m serious, though. What is this new gig going to pay?”

He turns and smiles at me. “Getting into the money, are you, Carolyn?”

I shrug. “Maybe a little.”

He laughs. “Yeah, I bet.” He focuses on the highway again and we drive for a few silent minutes. I’m almost asleep when he clears his throat.

“Last time I paid for a whore, an escort, really, she charged me $300 for an hour. I went to her apartment so it’s not exactly comparable with the club.”

“What’s the difference between a whore and an escort?”

“Semantics, mostly. Although, whenever someone talks about an escort, it almost always includes a visit of some sort. Either she goes to see the john, usually at a hotel room, or he goes to her, sometimes at a hotel room she’s rented if she’s traveling or at her home or apartment.”

“Some escorts own their own homes?” I had no idea.

“Sure,” he says as if he can’t believe I was dumb enough to ask. “It’s a lucrative profession if done right, you know.”

“No, I don’t know, Marlon. That’s why I’m asking.”

“Fair enough. I’ll do some research and get back to you, okay?”

“And just to make sure I understand the way it’s going to work upstairs from the club,” I continue, finding my second wind against all odds. “The club will take a piece of my fee, whatever it is, right?”

“I guess. I’ve never inquired about the workings of the dozens of whorehouses I’ve patronized over the years.” I look at him and he’s smiling at me.

“Cheeky little devil,” I almost snort.

“As I said, Carolyn. I’ll do some research and get back to you. Now, get some sleep. I fully intend to fuck you when we get home.”

I smile and close my eyes.

Again.
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The next day, I decided it was finally time to take a break from the club. I’ve been stripping non-stop for almost a month and it feels like it’s time to take a night off. When I tell Marlon what I want to do, he’s fine with it.

“This is your gig, babe,” he tells me as we were lying in bed. “You do you.”

I hate that expression.

“Can you call Rashad and let him know I won’t be in tonight?”

“Sure, but I don’t think it matters,” he says as he reaches for his phone. “He never seems to care who shows up and who doesn’t.”

“I know, right? Some nights we’re overstaffed and everyone gets bitchy as hell, then other nights we’re low and everyone gets worn out. It’s a joke, really.”

Marlon holds up his hand and whispers, “It’s ringing.” He waits for a couple of seconds before saying, “Rashad? Marlon. I was with Carolyn last night. Yeah, she just wanted to let you know she won’t be in tonight.” He listens for several seconds, then he looks at me. “Yeah, she wants in.”

“When is he going to open?” I whisper and he waves me off.

“Sure thing,” he says. “Let me know.”

“What did he say?” I almost scream at him.

“He’s opening tomorrow night, and he’d love to have you there for the first round of clients. He’s already put the word out and you’re the one most of the guys are asking for.”

I just sit there with my mouth hanging open. “He said that?”

“Yep,” he smirks.

“What?”

He sits up and kisses me. “He wants me to take you to the Bissonnet Track to see if you have what it takes.”

“What’s that?” I ask, naively.

“It’s where the streetwalkers do their business.”

I stare at him. “You want me to do that?”

“Well, you said you want to be degraded, right? What’s more degrading than giving dirtbags blowjobs for $25 a pop?”

“I don’t want to do that, Marlon,” I whisper.

“I know. I’m just pulling your leg. I told him we’ll be there tomorrow night.” He stands. “I’ll even let you rest tonight so your pussy’s rested and fresh.”

I stare at him again. “How many men will I have to fuck tomorrow night?”

He shrugs. “No idea, babe. But I imagine it’ll be more than you’re used to seeing at the club.”

I shudder at the thought.

The following night, after Marlon stuck to his plan and didn’t fuck me all day, I’m walking into the back entrance of the club where the dancers usually enter, not knowing if I’m out of my mind or just horny as hell. I can’t believe that I’m so excited after just one day of no sex but I’m equally sure that the prospect of becoming a full-fledged whore and not just a stripper who fucks in the VIP room has more to do with it. Either way, I’m almost vibrating as I enter the club to look for Rashad.

I told Marlon that I would rather he not come with me tonight and although he looked disappointed, he didn’t argue with me. I’m not sure why I didn’t want him here but something about this latest foray into sex work made me a bit uncomfortable. I’m unsure why and was so relieved I didn’t have to explain it to Marlon. He just agreed to stay home.

I’m wearing one of my fanciest dresses and highest heels but as soon as I see the other girls I assume Rashad has brought in for Opening Night, I realize I might be overdressed. My outfit is probably worth as much as the other five girls combined but I didn’t bring a change of clothes, a mistake I won’t make again.

Then I smile to myself – I haven’t even fucked my first john and I’m already making plans about coming back. I am such a slut.

And I’m about to be a whore.

“Okay, ladies,” Rashad says as he rounds us up from the conference room next to his office. We’ve been waiting for a few minutes at most but it feels like hours to me, and I can see by the looks on their faces that the other girls are just as nervous as I am. No one smiles as we trudge up the stairs to wait for Rashad to unlock the door, just like Marlon and I did a couple of nights ago. There has to be a better way to keep the second floor secure.

Rashad had us all change into what he called our whore robes in the dancers’ dressing room before we were made to wait in the conference room for him to fetch us. We’re all wearing see-through white robes, which strikes me as ironic in the extreme, and nothing underneath. We were instructed to be naked under the robes so our prospective clients could see what they were getting before they decided on who to choose, but it feels so demeaning to be on display like this. Even for me, this feels a little much.

While we’re waiting for him to unlock the door, I take another look at my fellow sex workers. There are three blondes, another brunette like me, and a redhead. The blondes all look like their hair color came out of a bottle and a not-expensive one at that. They look a little worse for wear, to be honest, with sagging breasts, paunchy bellies, and round asses that I suppose some men might find attractive. All of them have bare pussies but two are in dire need of a fresh shave or wax with stubble clearly visible and one is proving the old saying about the drapes not matching the carpet. The third of the blondes, all of whom I have no trouble hating for some reason I’m sure I can’t explain, has pimples or ingrown hairs on her mound and I wonder how it is she’s not taking better care of herself.

The brunette looks young. I’m only twenty-eight and she makes me feel like an old woman in comparison. She’s chewing gum but looking extremely nervous. She is painfully thin with hardly any boobs at all, A-cups at best, and almost no ass. I guess she’ll get the ones who are grossed out by the blondes.

The redhead is the only one of the bunch that has a full bush, untrimmed at that, and exactly the same flaming shade as her hair so either she was born that way or she has a very open-minded stylist who matches the colors perfectly. She’s about my age and quite attractive, which ruffles my feathers, unsurprisingly. I was always one of the best-looking girls at school and I did not play nice in the sandbox when some floozy came along to steal the spotlight from me. I see a difficult relationship with her in the future.

“We’ll be getting a receptionist in a few days so for now, we’ll have all of you out here in the front to show yourselves off when someone comes up the stairs. I’ll be getting pictures made so eventually you can all stay in your rooms when you’re not with a john, but for now, as soon as you’re done, clean up and get right back out here.”

I’m surprised to see that the desk that was here yesterday has been shoved to one side and there are six folding chairs lined up for us to sit in. I give Rashad a hard look and he frowns at me.

“Something not to your liking, Carolyn?”

“This is the best you can do? Our back will be aching before long in these chairs.”

“From what Max tells me, you’ll be spending most of your time on your backs so that should be a problem.” He laughs rudely.

“Max?” I ask.

“The owner. He expects the novelty alone will keep y’all busy all night, tonight.” He looks at the trio of blondes and almost sneers. “I guess we’ll just have to see.” He leaves as quickly as he came.

“Anyone have any idea how this is going to work?” I ask everyone and no one.

“You open your mouth and spread your legs, what else do you need to know?” One of the blondes says as if I’m stupid. “What, is this your first night or somethin’?”

“This is opening night,” I say, hoping I don’t have to explain but clearly, I do. “Yeah, I’ve been downstairs but this is my first night in a brothel.”

“Oh, la-de-da,” the redhead singsongs. “Ain’t you the fancy one?”

“Where are you from?” one of the other blondes asks, ignoring the redhead.

“London,” I tell her, assuming she asking where I’m from originally given my accent.

“You’re a long way from home, ain’t ya?” the redhead taunts.

“I live in Texas City, now.”

“Slummin’?” she asks.

“Fuck, Tillie,” the first blonde growls. “Get off her back, will ya?”

“Fuck you, Audrey,” the redhead screams at the blonde – at least now I know their names. “It’s still a free country.”

“Does anyone know the details about what’s going to happen tonight?” I ask in an effort to change the tone as well as the subject.

“What details?” Audrey, the blonde, asks.

“Like, how much do we charge, how long do they get, how many men will we likely see?” I give her a look. “You know, basic stuff.”

“Oh, sure,” she says in a mercifully calmer tone. “This your first time, hon?” I nod. “Well, they get half an hour for a hundred bucks. They want more, they pay another hundred for another half hour but none of them will, more than likely. We split that with the house, so don’t get all excited about the piles of money you’re collecting, only half of it is yours. And that’s before Uncle Sam takes his cut, not to mention the Lone Star State in all their glory.” She laughs.

“How many?” I ask, which to me is by far the most important question.

“Well, this is my fourth opening night for the big man and he’s really good at promoting the grand opening, so there’ll likely be a steady stream of johns. You here for the duration, hon?”

“I guess so,” I whisper. “How long are we open?”

“Well, there’s no liquor license to worry about being a dry club and all, so we’ll be here until the customers run out of sperm or money, whichever comes first.” She laughs again. “I just crack myself up, you know? What’s your name, by the way?”

“Carolyn.”

“I’m Audrey, as you no doubt heard, this is Belinda, Cherry, and I don’t know her,” she says, pointing in turn at the other blondes and the young redhead last. “She’s Tillie,” she sneers at the brunette.

“Fuck you, Audrey,” Tillie yells and I wonder if we’ll need a bouncer to separate them.

“So, we might not go home until the morning?” I ask not really wanting to know.

Audrey tilts her head. “Well, I guess it’s possible, but more likely we’ll be done around three or so.” She looks at Belinda. “What do you think, Bel?”

“Damned if I know,” the chunky blonde says with no emotion. “Why are you here, anyway?” she asks me. “You could do way better than this on your own, you know?”

“I’ve never done this before,” I offer and they all laugh at me.

“Well this is a hell of a way to start,” Cherry says with a thick Southern accent.

“I seen you dancing downstairs, ain’t I?” Tillie asks as if she caught me in a lie, which technically, she had.

“Yeah, I’ve been dancing for a month or so.”

“And you’re always in the VIP room, so…” She side-eyes me hard.

“Also true.”

“Well, that’s hooking for sure but it ain’t like this, either,” Audrey says authoritatively. She looks like the oldest woman here so I assume she knows what she’s talking about.

“How long have you been doing…this?” I ask her.

“Ten or eleven years, last I checked. Once you get used to makin’ your living on your back, it’s tough to even think about doing anything else.” She pauses and then goes on. “But Bel is right, hon. A good-looking woman like you would go for a lot more money on the escort sites. Why are you here?” She smiles. “And don’t try to tell me you always dreamed of becoming a high-volume whore when you were growing up in merry old England, hon.” She laughs again.

I think about what I might say in response to such a question when we hear footsteps on the staircase outside the door. A lot of footsteps.

“Showtime, ladies,” Audrey says as she stands and adjusts her ‘robe’. We all do.

My nerves are through the roof.
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I assume someone told the men there were only six whore available because exactly six men trudged up the stairs to begin our evening. They are all black, of course, and they are a wide variety of ages, from one in his early twenties to one with a gray beard and almost no hair. All of them are smiling broadly as they look at us while filing through the doorway, which makes sense as we’re practically naked for them in our see-through robes. I look at the other girls to see if we have to do anything or if we’ll leave it up to the men to sort out who fucks who.

My competitive spirit flares in my mind as I meet the eyes of each of the men. They seem almost as confused as we are by the lack of a plan until Audrey steps forward to stake her claim with the older gentleman, a strange choice to my thinking but at least someone did something.

“Hey there, handsome,” she coos as she takes his hand. His smile broadens as she leads him down the hall to the first bedroom. As soon as she made her move, the men began to sort themselves out and one of the middle-aged men with the smallest paunch, thank god, made a beeline for me. I smiled shyly at him – why, I have no idea – and he asked me my name.

“Carolyn,” I whisper and he nods.

“Sam,” he says as he nods toward the hall. “Shall we?” he asks and I’m impressed by his manners. I nod and take his hand while the others are still talking.

We enter the second bedroom, such as it is, and close the door. “I’m pleased to meet you, Sam,” I say at last, finally remembering my manners. “How would you like me?” I got that line from Marlon.

“On your knees, if that’s okay with you,” he said in a low, sexy tone. I smile again and sink to my knees but he stops me. “Can you take that off?” he asks, indicating my robe.

As I slip it off my shoulders he reaches for my breast and cups it in one hand, then he reaches for my pussy and fingers me gently. I hold still and let him and I feel so submissive and accommodating, not that I’m ever not so but this hits me hard for some reason. I stand still for him as he enjoys the feel of my breasts and the wetness between my thighs, waiting for him to have his fill.

Suddenly it occurs to me to ask for the money. “It’s a hundred for a half hour,” I tell him and he stops feeling me to pull his wallet from his pants. He hands me a hundred dollars and I put it on the small nightstand, then I pick up a condom from the bowl of them and hold it up for him.

“Can’t we skip the raincoat?” he asks and I shake my head. I’m not thrilled with the thought of using condoms with all the men I’ll be fucking tonight, but Marlon said it made sense and I should insist.

“I’m afraid not,” I tell Sam and he takes it from me reluctantly. “Can I at least have a bareback blowjob first?” I smile and nod, shrug off my robe, and sink to my knees. He’s already loosening his belt and trousers so I let him. When his cock emerges, I’m impressed, not so much by his size as by his girth and rigidity. He is quite hard already and leaking precum, so I take his shaft in one hand, cup his balls in the other, and lick the tip. I look up at him as I do and he’s smiling broadly again.

Men are so easy to please. All it takes is a willingness to stick their penis in my mouth.

I wonder if Sam will face-fuck me but he seems content to let me do all the work. I lick and nibble and suck, slide my tongue down his shaft, and lick his balls. Then I jam his cock deep in my throat and make the little gagging noises I know men love. It’s not hard as he is so thick that I can’t breathe when I take him as deeply as I can. He just watches passively as I work to please him before it occurs to me that with only thirty minutes for this session, we should probably move things along.

“Get on your hands and knees, Carolyn,” he orders me and sends a chill down my spine. I don’t know why but I just love being told what to do in bed. It’s so me. I climb onto the bed and raise my hips to invite him to fuck me. I look over my shoulder to make sure he’s applying the condom, which he does, and then he moves into position to fuck me.

“Does that feel good, Sam?” I ask him in my most seductive voice. He just grunts his approval as he begins to fuck me vigorously. His thighs are slapping against mine and I moan for him. I love the feel of him as he fucks me until he swells inside me and then impales me with his fat cock. I can feel him cumming even through the condom. It’s a good first outing for a budding whore, I decide.

“That was great, Carolyn,” he tells me as he gets dressed. I remain on the bed and watch him go, then I stand and slip my robe back on. I check the clock on the nightstand – only twenty minutes for my first appointment. I shudder. At this rate, I will fuck a lot of men tonight. A whole lot.

Which is exactly what happens.

“How was it?” Marlon asks when I enter our bedroom. “Did it go well?”

“It did,” I tell him as I slip out of my clothes and head for the bathroom. “A quick shower and then I need to sleep.”

“Really?” he says with a smile. “You don’t want me to fuck you, too?”

“Uh, not tonight, Marlon. I’m beat.” I close the door and run the shower, eager to wash the residue of so many men on my body. Over the course of a seven-hour shift, I fucked 17 men, sucked most of them, got fucked in the pussy and ass by three of them and had at least four and maybe five orgasms of my own. It was exhausting, exhilarating, satisfying, and frustrating because everyone used a condom so my pussy is empty. Sore, but empty. I can’t believe I’m going to do what I’m going to do, but I am going to have Marlon fuck me after all.

I need to have him cum in me.

I scrub myself quickly but thoroughly and dry off hardly at all before I dive into bed. Marlon is already asleep but I love waking him up with a blowjob. He stirs immediately, gets hard almost as quickly, and professes confusion.

“Just fuck me, will you?” I ask as I flop down on the pillow, spread my legs, and pull him onto my body. My pussy is so sore but I need one last fuck to make my first night as a full-fledged prostitute complete.

“Why did you change your mind?” he asks as he eases into my cunt gingerly. I smile and moan.

“I just need you,” I tell him, which is mostly true. “But be gentle, okay?”

He is and it’s perfect.

I spend the next two weeks alternating between stripping and whoring. I love being onstage, which is still surprising to me if not to Marlon, and after the first shock of so much sex with so many different men upstairs at the whorehouse, I’m enjoying that, too. Showing off my body and selling it to whoever has the money to pay for it seems to be my calling in life.

Marlon is not as happy with the new me.

“I miss our long days together,” he tells me the morning he’s leaving for his two weeks on the oil rig in the Gulf. “I’ll get used to it, I guess,” he says in a tone that tells me he won’t. “But maybe you could cut back when I come back home?”

“Sure,” I tell him. I don’t know how Garrett will react to my new schedule but he’s a total beta now so I’m not worried – I’ll just tell him how it’s going to be and I’m sure he’ll be fine with it. So while Marlon is away, I’ll get my fill of what I want. I can certainly cut back when he comes back to me.

“You worried about what Garrett’s going to think?” he asks as we’re sitting in the parking lot of the terminal where I’m dropping him off and picking up my husband, two hours apart.

I laugh, not in a cruel way, but still. I shouldn’t have, I know. But the thought of Garrett having a problem with me fucking so many black men is laughable.

“No, I don’t think it’ll be any problem at all,” I tell him and he smiles.

“Yeah, what was I thinking?” He laughs too, but more gently. “Do you worry about Garrett at all?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he’s moving down the totem pole in your life, no? Now that you’ve got two sex jobs and a boyfriend who fucks you way more than he does?”

I shake my head emphatically. “No, I don’t see it that way at all.” I look at Marlon without smiling. “If it wasn’t for that man and his peculiar desires, we wouldn’t be here. I wouldn’t be here. I’d still be in London screwing around with fuckboys and arseholes.” I lean over and kiss him. “And I never would have met you.”

“I’m eternally grateful to that man,” Marlon says when we break. “Eternally.”

Me, too. So don’t diss him, okay? It’s hurtful and I won’t have it.”

He looks at me with a twinkle in his eyes.

“No problem, Carolyn. Enjoy your time with your husband.”
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I wait until we’re home before I try to tell Garrett the news. I’d been thinking about how to break it to him for several days, which was surprising to me. I guess I’m not as confident about how he’ll react as I made it seem with Marlon.

“So, I have some news,” I tell him as we enter our house. I let him talk about his time on the rig instead of dominating the conversation like I usually do after I pick him up from the terminal.

“Really?”

“Yeah, nothing bad,” I hasten to add when I see a look of concern in his eyes. I was still calling and texting him on the rig while he was away but we never talk about what’s going on – we just check in with each other like an old married couple. Which is pretty ironic when you think about it since we’ve only been married for a few years.

“Is this about the whorehouse over the strip club?” he asks, shocking me.

“How did you know?”

“It was all anyone could talk about on the rig. You might not give me any real news about what’s going on, Carolyn, but that doesn’t mean I’m completely clueless.” He sidles up to me, something he never does. “And there was all kinds of talk about one whore in particular, a brunette with a killer body and a sexy British accent. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out who that might be.”

“So you knew all along?” I asked, my mouth hanging open. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“Why didn’t you say something?” he asked with a smile. Thank god.

“We had an agreement.”

“Exactly.”

I stared at him, my heart pounding. “So, you're okay with it?”

He laughs. “What do you think?” He takes me in his arms and kisses me. “But I need details, Carolyn. Lots and lots of details.”

“While you fuck me?” I ask, hopefully. I might be getting all the dick I can handle and then some but there is no substitute for my husband’s dick and there never will be.

“Of course.”

He fucks me and it is perfect.

“What is it about being a whore that turns you on?” he asks after we made love. “I get the stripper thing, but…”

“I’m not sure,” I tell him honestly. “I guess it’s just so degrading. The sex isn’t bad, either.”

“They only get thirty minutes though. How’s that enough time?”

“It’s all the time they need, apparently. And it’s fine by me, too. I like that it’s more of the ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am,’ variety than what we just did. Which didn’t take much longer than they do, to be honest.” I give him a look and he laughs.

“I’ve been away for two weeks, remember? Do you really expect me to be…?”

I put my finger over his mouth.

“Don’t talk, just listen, okay?” I slide my hand down to his wilting erection and he’s slick with our combined juices. “And I’ll tell you what I like about being a white whore for black men, okay?” His dick twitches in my hand.

“I love being on display in the waiting room when the first batch of clients comes up the stairs when we open for business. I love the looks on their faces when they see me, almost naked in my sexy robe and thigh highs and heels. I love taking one of them by the hand and leading him to the grubby little room with its grubby little bed. I love watching him strip off his clothes so fast it’s as if his life depends on getting naked as fast as possible. I love sucking him, on my knees or sitting on the bed, feeling his black cock in the back of my throat as he grabs my hair and facefucks me. I love spreading my legs for him to fuck my married white pussy and I always wear my wedding ring so they know exactly what’s going on. And I especially love it when he grunts and spasms, shooting his load into the condom but deep in my pussy when he does it. I love it all, Garrett. I really love it all.”

He’s hard again and I climb onto him to ride him. Now that he’s cum once, I know that I’ll be able to ride him for a long while, edging him, edging myself, our eyes locked in the knowledge that he’s getting exactly what he’s always dreamed of in a wife and I’m getting what I never knew existed in a husband. And when he orgasms again, filling me with his seed, I collapse in his arms and kiss him because I love him more than words can ever express.

“God, that was so good,” I whisper as we catch our breaths. I roll off of him and lie next to him on our bed.

“It was,” he says softly. “How often do you go?”

“I think I went four times in the last two weeks. And I still strip, of course.”

“Really?” he asks, clearly surprised. “How often?”

“I think I went five or six times.”

“So, you’re actually taking some time off now?”

“Yeah, I have to. It’s too intense to do every night.”

“So, I’ll get you all to myself once in a while?” He gave me a look.

“Is that okay?” I wasn’t sure what he was saying to me. He propped himself up on his elbow and looked into my eyes.

“Of course, Carolyn,” he whispers as he leans in and kisses me. “I would love that.”

I worried about what he wasn’t telling me. “Do you want me to stop, Garrett? Do you want me to go back to being your wife and nothing else?”

He looks stricken. “No, Carolyn. I can’t see us ever going back to that. Now that we’ve seen what life can be, why would we go back?”

I smile warmly. “You mean it?”

“Of course. It’s what you want, isn’t it? You don’t want to stop, do you?”

“No, I don’t. But I don’t want you to feel like I’m neglecting you, Garrett.” I reach up and stroke his cheek. “I want us both to be happy.”

He stares at me for a long moment. “I am happy, Carolyn. I’m deliriously happy. Being married to you was a dream that just keeps getting better.”

I think I know what he means but I want to hear him say it. “What do you mean?”

He smiles. “I know what you’re doing but that’s okay.” He sits up and takes my hands in his. “When we first met, I couldn’t believe it. You were so nice and so beautiful. I was in heaven. Then when Marlon came on the scene and you began to cuck me. It was another dream come true for me. Then you began stripping. And now you’re a prostitute.” He shakes his head. “I can’t believe how lucky I am.”

“You really mean that?” I’m so touched my eyes are welling with tears.

“How can I prove it to you?”

I stare at him, my mind spinning with possibilities. “I’ll think about it, okay?”

“Sure, babe. I’ll do whatever you want.”

“I might hold you to that.”

He smiles but his look is tinged with anxiety. “I’m sure you will.”

I made Garrett stay home when I went to the club to do a shift upstairs as I had done with Marlon. I don’t need either of them hanging around while I’m busy fucking what feels like every black man in Houston. I know that’s an exaggeration but not by much. Every time I finish with a john, there’s another one waiting for me.

Every, bloody, time.

Which is fine, I love the attention but it’s a lot of fucking. A whole lot.

“I’m not surprised you’re so popular,” Garrett tells me as I fill him in on my night the following morning. “The way they talked about you on the rig, everyone else is two steps down from the ‘London Lady’ as they called you.”

“Seriously? The London Lady?” I think about it for a hot second. “Actually, I kind of like that.” I shrug and smile. He laughs.

“And it has the added advantage of being accurate.” He pulls me to him. “So, can we go to the club together tonight?” I already told him I’m not doing back-to-back sessions upstairs and I have to smile at how he’s all fired up to watch me strip. He really is a cuckold, but I already knew that.

“Sure, baby,” I whisper as I nibble on his earlobe. “Anything for you.”

He just beams at me.

“Are you still going down on Rashad to get me into the video room?” he asks with naked desire in his voice.

“I can, if that’s what you want.”

“You know I do.” He’s getting hard in my hand. I’m still sore from my evening with a dozen or more clients but I don’t invite him to fuck me. Not yet.

“Okay,” I tell him as I shift down to take him in my mouth. He gasps as I do and I suck him to the edge of an orgasm quickly. Then I look up and let his dick slap against his belly. He looks at me, confused and concerned. “I do have one request, though.”

“What?” he asks and I know in that moment he’ll say or do anything for me.

“I want to stop using condoms at the club,” I whisper as I lick the leaking tip of his dick, then slide my tongue down the shaft to his balls. He’s processing, which surprises me. I thought he’d say yes right away.

“Isn’t that a bit risky?” he asks in a choked voice.

“Of course,” I tell him just before I slide my tongue back to his head and suck it into my mouth. I know he won’t last long if I continue like this and he won’t object if I don’t fuck him. My pussy could use the rest. As he swells in my mouth, I stop again and he groans.

“Well?”

“Okay, Carolyn. Okay, now will you finish?”

Which I do.
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All the employees at the club know Garrett now, especially since he’s one of the only white guys there most nights. We stroll through the employee entrance in the back and head for Rashad’s office when I pull him aside and kiss him. I haven’t put on my makeup yet – I always wait until I can in the dancer’s dressing room – and he kisses me back but looks confused when we stop.

“What was that for?” he asks as I tug his hand and drag him to a storage closet.

“I changed my mind,” I tell him breathlessly. “I want to go upstairs.”

He looks at me. “Why? I thought you don’t want me here when you’re whoring.” He’s confused but excited. I can tell.

“I don’t want to wait,” I tell him, biting my lip. Suddenly, what I’m trying to tell him gets through and it’s like a light comes on in his head.

“You want to ditch the condoms upstairs?” he asks, dumbstruck.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “Is that insane of me?”

He stares at me for several long, silent seconds. “It’s so insane, but it’s also insanely hot, Carolyn. Are you sure that’s what you want to do?”

“Every other guy I see up there asks me if they can fuck me without a condom, it seems,” I tell him. “I’ll just say yes whenever someone asks.”

“What should I do?” He’s on board. I’m thrilled.

“Come with me,” I tell him even more excited. “I’ll use the back bedroom which has a small closet. You can listen if you’re really quiet.”

“I can’t watch?” he asks, his expression the picture of disappointment.

“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea. If anyone saw you…” I give him a look and he nods.

“Do you have to run this by Rashad?”

“No, not if we hurry. It’s still early.” I take his hand and drag him out of the closet, down the hall, and up the stairs. The door to our makeshift brothel is unlocked so someone is probably waiting inside. Most of the girls arrive a bit early but we’re not due to open for business for thirty minutes and only one of my fellow whores is this conscientious. I peek inside the door and sure enough, Audrey looks up from her phone in her usual seat at the corner of the room.

“Hey, sweetcakes,” she says with a bright smile when she sees me. “What’s this?” she says with an even bigger smile when Garrett steps through the door behind me. “Bringing someone up early, are ya?”

“Audrey, this is my husband, Garrett,” I say in a serious tone that is all I can manage even if it’s completely at odds with the absurdity of the situation. I glance at Garrett and he’s turning fifteen shades of red but my attention is wrenched back to Audrey when she bursts out laughing. She stands and comes toward us, toward Garrett, reaching to shake his hand, her body fully on display beneath her gauzy whore robe.

“Pleased to meet ya,” she gushes. “Got an old-fashioned cuckold on your hands here, Carolyn?” she asks me with a Cheshire cat’s grin. I want to bop her one.

“Nice to meet you too, Audrey,” Garrett says with more grace than I would have expected as he shakes the practically-naked whore who stands before us.

“No worries about wanting to have some fun, you two,” she says in a soothing voice. “I’ve brought my own cuck to work on more than one occasion myself.” She giggles at some memory that takes her attention away from us for a few seconds. “Go ahead and get him situated,” she continues as she takes her seat again. “I’ll hold down the fort for now.”

I take Garrett’s hand again and walk him down the short hallway to the last room with the closet I plan to stash him in. He looks around after I switch on the light and I see the place through fresh eyes – his.

“I know it’s kind of a dump,” I tell him before he can say anything, but when he turns to look at me, he’s smiling almost as much as Audrey was a few seconds ago. “What?” I ask.

“I think it’s fantastic,” he says with his eyes wide. “It’s so…” He searches for the word but looks at me for help.

“Sleazy?”

He laughs. “Exactly. It’s so awfully and perfectly sleazy.” He sidles up to me. “Okay if maybe we…?” He cocks an eyebrow and I would laugh if I wasn’t so surprised – Garrett almost never initiates sex with me. Never has, until now.

“Sure,” I tell him and we stare at each other as we begin to strip off our clothes. “Is this too, I don’t know…impersonal?”

“No, it’s perfect. It’s like we’re not husband and wife but whore and john.” He looks a little sheepish. “Is that okay?”

“Whatever turns you on, baby,” I coo and he smiles again, broadly. Fuck, I haven’t seen enough of that smile. Not nearly enough. I need to change that.

I’m naked before Garrett so I climb onto the small bed and strike a pose – propped on one elbow, my legs drawn up fetchingly, my shoes still on my feet. He eyes me appreciatively as he removes his boxers and climbs next to me. The bed is laughingly small compared to our California king back home but this too feels sleazy and perfect.

“Come here often, big fella?” I ask in as sultry a voice as I can manage. He smiles but doesn’t laugh.

“It’s my first time in a…place like this,” he says, honestly I think but also sticking to the role. I smile and go along with him.

“Whorehouse, John. It’s called a whorehouse.” He almost blushes but he doesn’t break character.

“Right,” he nods. “I’ve never been to a whorehouse before.”

“What do you think?”

“I like it so far,” he says as he rakes me with his eyes, all up and down my naked body. “I like it a lot. You’re much more beautiful than I expected, to be honest.”

“Thanks. I am the best-looking whore in the place, if I do say so myself.”

He nods. “I imagine you are… What did you say your name was again?”

I wrap my hands around his head and pull him to me for a light, exploratory kiss. “We don’t need to use names, do we?”

“How will I know who to ask for when I come back?” He kisses me again, deeply.

“Oh, you haven’t even fucked me yet and you’re already making plans to come back?” I side-eye him and he ignores me. He reaches for my pussy and fingers me roughly, which isn’t like him. It’s not like him at all.

“Shut up and spread your legs for me, whore.”

I do and he fucks me so good.

On the ride home, Garrett is quiet. Too quiet. I’m exhausted, more so than usual after fucking a dozen men, mostly because my husband fucked me between clients. Every bloody time. He didn’t always cum, of course, but he wanted to fuck me after he watched me fuck some random guy.

I’m also letting myself be exhausted because this is the first time I don’t have to drive myself home after doing a full shift in the brothel. It’s a luxury I can’t believe I didn’t realize I was missing. I’ll be bringing Garrett with me from now on.

“So,” I begin at last. “You had fun tonight?”

He glances at me and smiles. “I had a blast and you know it.”

“I just wanted to hear you say it.” He laughs gently. “Why is that, though?”

He doesn’t answer me immediately. Finally, he turns and glances at me.

“You really want to know?” I nod. “I really loved watching you be a whore, Carolyn. You’re so good at it. Those men, they loved fucking you. Especially the ones who fucked you raw. I could tell that they loved it and you loved it, too. It just got me really excited to see that.”

Word must have gotten out that I was willing to forgo the condom for a little extra cash as almost everyone asked and I said yes to all of them. I’m sure I could have serviced twice as many men as I did because every time I walked into the waiting room there were at least two or three men waiting for me. But having to fuck Garrett after each client definitely slowed me down. Not that I’m complaining. I’ve never fucked my husband so often in our time together. It’s one fo the best things about tonight. But I’m still a little confused.

“But you’ve watched me with Marlon many times, Garrett. Why was this any different?”

He shrugs. “I guess because you don’t know them. I don’t know why that matters, it just does.”

“Because I’ll spread my legs for any man who pays me?” If this is what he likes I’m going to really lean into it. This is the most excitement I’ve seen from my husband in, well, ever. “Is that what you enjoy?” I spread my legs right there in the truck as we were barrelling down the interstate and began to finger myself. I’m sore as hell but it’s worth it to see the look on Garrett’s face as he drives. I moan a little too loudly and then almost scream when I cum. For the umpteenth time tonight. I can’t believe what a fucking slut I’ve turned into.

“Yeah,” he whispers. “I like that a lot.”

“Then let’s keep doing it. Okay?”

“Okay.”
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I took Garrett with me to the brothel every night of his two weeks off from the rig.

He loved it.

So did I.

We’re sitting in the truck at the terminal where I’m dropping him off again and he’s surprisingly upbeat. Usually, when it’s time for us to say goodbye, he’s in a mood. Not today, however.

“I imagine you’ll be bringing Marlon to the brothel?” he asks as we watch the minutes tick away until he has to go.

“No, I probably won’t. He doesn’t like to watch as much as you do.”

He nods. “Would it be okay if we keep this just for us?”

I smile. “Of course.”

“Thanks.” He leans over to kiss me and then turns away to climb out of the truck. I watch him walk to the terminal without looking back at me until he reaches the door, then he turns and waves. I wave back.

I settle in my seat and put my Airpods in my ears to listen to Spotify while I wait for Marlon. And think about my new situation.

Having done just the brothel for two weeks was a lot. More than I can take, really, but I didn’t have the heart to say no to Garrett when he asked if we were going to go each night. I’ve never seen him so excited. Or happy.

But I’ll need a break soon and I think I’ll tell Marlon that we’re going to stay home for a few nights. I’m sure he’ll be fine with that.

But then I get thinking about the club, downstairs, and how much I love stripping. There’s something about being on display and being the center of attention for dozens and dozens of men that really appeals to me.

God, I’m such an attention whore!

In addition to being an actual whore.

Who knew?

I daydream about stripping for a while as I listen to music, the EDM beat throbbing in my head and in my pussy as I imagine myself back onstage and baring my body in front of dozens of men. I’ve only been away from the runway for a couple of weeks and I already miss it more than I care to admit. All of those eyes are on my body as I slowly reveal it to them over the course of a set of three songs. It’s so intoxicating I can’t wait to get back to it.

Then I think about something Marlon kidded me about before the brothel opened.

Streetwalking.

At first, I was appalled at the idea.

It seemed so dangerous.

It still does.

Being out alone on a dark street, waiting for strangers to drive up and pay me to blow or fuck them. I honestly don’t know how it works. Do I get in their car and go somewhere, like an alley or a deserted parking lot? Do I go to the guy’s home or some cheap, sleazy hotel that rents rooms by the hour? All of the above? It seems even more insane than what I’m doing now which is already out there on the crazy scale.

And yet.

I’m intrigued. The idea of standing on a corner, maybe leaning against a streetlight like the clichéd image, smoking a cigarette (even though I don’t smoke), my bag hanging on my shoulder, my shoes so trashy, fishnet stockings. I don't know why that image appeals to me, it just does. And the idea of actually doing that makes my belly clench hard.

Finally, Marlon emerges from the terminal and strides towards the truck. My belly clenches hard again for an entirely different reason. He looks good. Damn good. So handsome, so rugged, so sexy, and so happy to see me. I’m smiling so broadly my cheeks hurt when he climbs into the passenger seat.

“Hey, babe,” he says in that deep voice that I feel in my bones. “How you been?” He gives me a kiss and a smirking smile. I roll my eyes. I know he wants a full update on my two weeks with my husband but I thought we might talk about other things first.

“It was good,” I say cryptically. “You?”

“Same old shit,” he says as he looks out the window. “Although…I got promoted.”

“Really? Why didn’t you tell me?” I’m so excited for him but I didn’t even know he’d applied for a promotion.

“I just did,” he says without looking at me.

“You know what I mean,” I almost growl as I crank the ignition. “We need to celebrate.”

“Yeah, I know,” he says while side-eyeing me. “And I know just how to do that.”

“Is that right?” I pull out of the parking lot and onto the highway that leads back to our house. “I’m kind of sore, you know?” I give him a look.

“Is that right?” he asks, mimicking me with another smirk. “Been keeping that pussy of yours busy, have you?”

“Well,” I begin. I give him a look, fleeting but it tells him everything he needs to know.

“So, Garrett got into you being a full-fledged whore, did he?”

“Yeah, he did.” I’m not sure how to explain just how much Garrett got into it. It’s the first time I’m having trouble talking to Marlon about anything. “Is that okay?”

“He’s your husband, Carolyn,” Marlon says in a serious tone. “I’m the third wheel in all of this.”

I look at him. “Is that how you think of yourself? A third wheel?”

“If the shoe fits…” He doesn’t look at me.

“Where is this coming from, Marlon?” He seems off. Hurt, almost.

“I got a call from Garrett while we were in transit,” he explains. “He told me about what you’ve been doing and how he’s been involved.”

I just turn and keep my eyes on the road. “Is that going to be an issue for you?”

He doesn’t speak for a long moment. Then he says, “Like I said, I’m just along for the ride with you two.”

I decided it’s time to change the subject.

“Well, I’ve been thinking…” I offer and he turns to look my way. I’m doing 70 in traffic so I can’t look at him but I feel his eyes on me. “Do you remember when you told me about that place in Houston where the hookers do their thing?”

“Yeah,” he says slowly. “Bissonnet Street.”

“That’s the one.” I just let him think about it for a few seconds. Then I shoot him a look.

“Really?” he asks. “You want to try it?”

“What do you think? Am I crazy?”

He chews on it for a while. “Yeah, it’s completely nuts.” He doesn’t say anything else and I don’t either. I exit the highway and pull up to a red light. I turn to look at him and he’s staring at me. “You get that, right?”

“Well, I’m not saying I want to make a career out of it,” I offer.

“But…?”

“Yeah,” I say with a crooked smile. “Can you take me there?”

“Sure,” he says with a wicked look that make me shiver. “But not today. I want you all to myself for now.”

Three days later, we’re driving to Houston after dark. I’ve been AWOL from the club for a while but when Marlon calls Rashad to explain, he smiles and nods. “He’s fine,” Marlon tells me when he ends the call.

“I do want to walk the runway again, but…” I give him a sexy look.

“Yeah, I know. But we can’t make a habit out of this, okay? For one thing, it’s a lot more dangerous. Hookers get snatched off the street all the time, way more than strippers or whores. And then there’s the cops. Rashad pays a boatload of money to leave you girls alone but nobody’s doing that for the streetwalkers on Bissonnet. They tried shutting it down multiple times, in fact, and whenever they do, their first move is to throw all the hookers they find in jail for the night. You ready to spend a night on ice, Carolyn? I promise you it’s no fun.”

I don’t tell him that my pussy is dripping and clenching at the thought that I might get arrested. I have no idea where this fascination with dangerous behavior originated but it’s strong in me, that much is certain.

“I’ll be careful, Marlon,” I tell him as I look out the side window at the passing streetlights. I keep imagining myself leaning against one of them as I scan the street for johns. I shiver and blow out a breath to calm myself.

“Getting nervous?” he asks as he exits the highway and winds his way through some rundown neighborhoods. I imagine we’re getting close but I don’t ask. I’m not sure I really want to know.

Marlon turns down another street and I see the street sign we’ve been looking for – Bissonnet Street. We get on and I’m surprised that it’s a wide road, six lanes, with cars driving quickly by the largely industrial parks, big box stores, and fast food restaurants. I look at Marlon.

“So, the Bissonnet Track, as it’s called, is on the side streets off Bissonnet Street. We’re almost there.” He drives further until we come to a closed gate. “Fuck,” he says, obviously confused.

“What’s that?” I ask.

“I heard they were talking about shuttin’ it down,” he says as he pulls back into traffic. We drive until he finds a place to pull over and park. Then he pulls out his phone. “I should’a done this before we left home.”

I don’t say a word.

“Okay, it’s moved, is all,” he says as he pockets his phone and does a U-turn at the next light. Ten minutes later, he tells me we’re here.

I look out and see the girls walking the street. They’re all dressed, if you can call it that, in skimpy outfits and high heels, their hair mostly a mess and their bodies not much better. I’m appalled. But mostly I’m stunned by one glaring fact.

The girls are all black.

“What did you expect, Carolyn?” Marlon asks, seeming to read my mind. “This is the black part of town, you know?”

“I guess, but at the club…” I look at him.

“Yeah, but the club caters to black men who like white women. Most black men like black women.” He nods at the street. “Or so it would appear.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask as I scan the dozen or so women I can see for anyone who’s white. Unsuccessfully.

“You didn’t ask me,” he says and I snap my head around to glare at him. “Don’t give me that – you didn’t.” He holds up his hands. “We can call the whole thing off, no harm, no foul.”

“No, I want to at least try it.” I brace myself and pull the door handle to let myself out of the truck. I’ve never felt so nervous in my life and that’s saying something given my recent history.

“I’ll be right here when you’ve had your fill, Carolyn,” Marlon yells through the open window. I look at him and wave. I head down the street in my six-inch stripper heels and my white tank top and my short skirt. I feel almost as undressed as the women I see around me. When we left the house, I wondered if I’d overplayed my hand with my lack of clothes. Now I see I’m dressed rather conservatively compared to many of them.

“Hey, bitch,” one of them calls out to me from fifty feet away. “What the fucking hell do you think you’re doing? Get your skanky white ass out of here, you fucking whore.”

I’m tempted to point out the illogical nature of her comment when a vehicle pulls up behind where I’m standing. I expected it to be Marlon but it’s not. It’s a black man in an ancient sedan, some make I don’t recognize and could care less about, but he’s leaning out the window passenger side window to leer at me.

I ease closer.

“How much?” he asks. I’m ready for this, I tell myself – Marlon told me how I should respond to the most obvious question imaginable in this situation.

“Fifty for a blow job, a hundred for full service.”

“Get it,” he says as he pushes the passenger side door open. I swallow, my mouth is dry as dust. I should have drunk more water. Or something.

“You gonna make me beg, sweetheart?” he asks in a good-natured way as I hesitate. I swallow again and climb into his car, closing the door behind me.

“Let me just pull around the corner so nobody bothers us.” He doesn’t wait for a response but guns the ancient engine and we take off down the darkened street. No streetlights around this neighborhood, I tell myself as my heart almost pounds out of my chest.

“You gonna show me those fine tits, sweetheart?” my client asks with a lopsided grin. I notice that he’s missing a tooth and he looks less than sober.

I wonder again if this was a huge mistake.

“Come on, darlin’” he whines. “I’ll through in an extra ten spot if you flash those beauties for me.”

I look around as he parks the car and wonder if I’ve lost my mind, but I pull up my shirt and he reaches for my left breast. I let him. I close my eyes as he tweaks my nipples one after the other.

“Real tits,” he says, clearly impressed. “Wish I had more time.”

“What do you want me to do?” I ask a little too forcefully. I smile but it’s weak.

“In a hurry, babe?” he asks as he unbuckles his belt. “I’ll just take a blow job. That mouth of your, goddamn…” He extracts his penis from his trousers and he’s not even erect. I look at him and he shrugs.

“I don’t excite you?” I ask. I have no idea why.

“You’re the best I ever seen around here, babe, but I’m pushing sixty and I don’t respond like I used to. But you’ll take care of that, won’t you, sweet cheeks?” 

I lean over and lick the tip of his dick as he holds it up with his left hand. But as soon as I take the head in my mouth, he pushes down on the back of my head, jamming my face into his crotch.

He smells awful.

He tastes worse.

And I almost cum from the degradation I’m feeling.

“That’s it, you whore. Suck my black cock like a good white bitch.” He holds my head down and I let him, unwilling to fight him and getting off on what he’s doing to me. I really am twisted I think to myself as I’m almost retching on his disgusting dick.

Suddenly, I remembered I didn’t collect the money. I force him to let me sit up and I look him in the eyes. “I need the fifty bucks before I do anything else.”

“Sorry, babe,” he says as he reaches into his trousers and pulls out a fifty. “But now that I think about it, I’ll take the full-service option.” He extracts another fifty and hands the two bills to me.

“Where do we do this?” I can’t imagine he’s flexible enough to fuck me where I’m sitting.

“Back seat, babe.” He tugs at his trousers as he opens the door and gets out. He quickly opens the back door and slides into the seat. I’ve yet to move. “You coming, babe? I gave you your fucking money.”

I turn, pull on the door handle and move to the back seat with him. The car is so old that the back seat is almost as wide as the beds in the brothel are long, which I guess is why he uses it when picking up streetwalkers. I open my purse to stash my fee and pull out a condom.

“Fuck, bitch,” he says with a sour face as he exposes himself again. “Why you gotta go and do that? I don’t know if I can even get one of those things on with my condition.” He looks at me. “How much I gotta pay to fuck you raw?”

I shake my head. “That’s not going to happen.”

“Fuck, half the whores out there don’t make me wear a damn wrapper,” he whines.

“Exactly,” I tell him.

“Fuck, just give me a BJ then and I’ll take half my money back, too.”

I pull one of the bills out of my purse, stash the condom, and then set it on the floor. I get on my knees and bend over to suck his still-flaccid cock. It hardly seems possible but it tastes even worse than it did before. He grabs my head again but I’ve got more leverage now and I fight him off. I look up at him and frown.

“Don’t do that,” I tell him and he rolls his eyes.

“You’re awfully particular for a fucking street whore, bitch.”

I stare at him for a second before I reach for my purse. I pull out the other fifty and throw it at him. “Go fuck yourself,” I tell him as I climb out of the car. He grabs for me but I yank my wrist out of his grasp.

“Fucking prick tease,” he yells at me as I storm away up the street. Headlines come on a few feet away, almost blinding me, but as my heart rate doubles I realize it’s Marlon.

“Get in,” he says as he pushes the passenger side door open. I don’t need to be told twice.

“You okay?” he asks as he squeals the tires when he hits the gas. “Carolyn, are you okay?”

I nod, shaking I’m so upset and angry. What the fuck was I thinking? I burst into tears and hide my face in my hands as Marlon drives us away from the scene.

We don’t talk for the entire ride home.

I just bawl my eyes out the whole way.
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I never went back to the streets, of course.

I did go back to the club, both to strip and to whore in the relatively safe confines of the brothel. I don’t go every night but I do go often. I love the different aspects of both of my situations.

“You know,” Marlon tells me as I drive him to the terminal at the end of his two weeks at home with me. “If you like whoring, we could get a lot more money escorting.”

“We?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

“Well, it’s all in the family, right?”

“I suppose, but what do you mean by escorting? Going out with men on dates, like to dinner and dancing?” I’m being funny but Marlon takes me seriously from the look he gives me.

“No, babe,” he says with his voice so low I can barely hear him even though we’re sitting in the truck with the engine and radio off. “You go to men at their hotel room or the apartment to fuck them. You can charge more and you keep it all. After taxes, of course.”

“Of course.” We’ve been making quarterly payments to the IRS for my cash earnings since I began my adventure. As Marlon put it, that branch of the government doesn’t care how you earn your money as long as they get their cut.

“Are you interested?” he asks as he checks his phone for the time.

“Maybe, but I want to talk about something else before you go.”

He looks at me. “What?”

“Your third-wheel comment.”

He frowns. “What about it?”

“I don’t like it that you feel the way you do, is all.”

“That’s life babe. What the fuck can I do?”

I lean over and put my hand on his knee. “I’ve got this friend, back in London who I’ve been talking to and she’s unhappy. She just lost her job right after she broke up with her boyfriend and moved back in with her parents. They’re lovely people but she’s too old for that.”

Marlon keeps his eyes on me but says nothing. He’s got to know where this is going but he’s just going to make me come right out and say it.

“So, anyway,” I continue. “I was thinking of inviting her over for a visit.”

“Is that so?” he finally asks. “What does she look like.”

As soon as he went there, I knew I had him. “She’s pretty.”

“Come on, Carolyn. If she’s an old friend of yours, you must have a picture of her.”

I smile and pull out my phone. I’ve got Leila’s photo all queued up on my screen when I touch the screen. I hand it to him.

He doesn’t just look at it, he stares at it. For a while.

Then he looks up at me. And smiles.

“Make the call.”
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