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

The day that Monique told me that she wanted to marry Desiree, I was devastated.

I knew that Monique didn’t love me but I was shocked she loved another.

But all was not lost, Desiree explained.

She had no intention of leaving me, but changes needed to be made.

Big changes, she said.

Really big.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Monique’s apartment is bad for business,” Desiree said one night not long after she had moved in with us. “We need to fix.”

“We need to fix it,” Monique corrected her. Desiree’s English leaves a lot to be desired, but in the weeks she’d lived with us I saw a noticeable improvement. It became clear to me almost immediately that Desiree was quite intelligent. I thought it was a shame that she skipped university after she graduated from high school. She had moved, along with Monique, to Paris from Avignon in the South of France, right after graduation to begin her life as a whore, her only ambition. Now she lived with me and Monique as they continued to ply their trade in the world’s oldest profession.

“I don’t remember receiving any complaints,” I told Desiree. “Monique has built a sizable clientele using that apartment, so what’s the problem?” She looked at Monique to translate. Desiree understands English well enough most of the time, but she does lose a bit of every sentence, especially when I forget to speak slowly which was exactly what I had done. I don’t like to be told what to do and Desiree has a habit of doing just that.

“She says we could do much better with a bigger place, like this one,” Monique told me after Desiree jabbered at her in French. I love both of their accents but I’m looking forward to the day Desiree is good enough to converse on her own in my native tongue. I refuse to learn hers, much to her evident consternation.

“And how might we do better?” I asked Desiree through Monique. “You’re already seeing as many men as possible, and Desiree’s calendar is filling up quickly. What would a bigger place do for us?”

“You think too small,” she said dismissively which didn’t sit well with me. It wasn’t the first time it happened and I was certain it wouldn’t be the last time, either.

Desiree was a fascinating study in contrasts. She was quite beautiful but in a very stark, very French way. Her demeanor was volatile and her expressive look enhanced the severity of her mood swings. She could turn from cool and calm to blast-off ballistic on a dime, so for the first few weeks since she moved in, I felt like I was living on a ticking bomb almost all the time.

Oh, and she talks a lot. A very lot, almost exclusively in French so I can mostly ignore her, but I had to listen to her jabber at Monique almost incessantly which was getting old. I rarely asked for a translation and unless Desiree’s diatribe du jour was directed at me, Monique didn’t volunteer to translate, which was fine by me. I didn’t feel any need to be kept up to speed on their conversations, although for the most part, they turned into monologues.

See, that’s the thing – Monique hardly talks at all, which I found somewhat unnerving when she first moved in with me in the middle of last year but have since gotten used to. In fact, I came to appreciate Monique’s comfort with the silence that usually prevailed between us. I haven’t lived with many women in my lifetime but living with Monique turned out to be a lot easier than I expected. Of course, it didn’t hurt that I fell in love with her, either.

So the disruption that Desiree caused had come as quite a shock to our little household. Not only was Desiree volatile and talkative, but she was also demanding. At first, about little things, like the quality of my cutlery in the kitchen to the thread count of the sheets in our bedroom. She seemed to have no filters and said the first thing that popped into her mind, which Monique had no issues with but which drove me off the deep end. I wanted to throttle Desiree, almost every damn day.

Of course, there was one compensating factor and it was a big one. Huge, in fact. And there’s no way to sugarcoat it or put it delicately or any of that horse manure, so I’ll just lay my cards on the table….

Desiree was fantastic in bed.

I know that might sound superficial, and it is, or obvious at least, her being a whore and all, but she was so different from Monique that it was all I could do to keep the peace between them. For as much as I loved Monique, and that was a lot, I couldn’t get enough of Desiree. There was something about her that just rocked my world. Something I couldn’t describe. Or even figure out for myself. Which was odd because I was already living with one French whore and now that I was living with two, you’d have thought that would be enough for any man. And with those two, it should have been enough for a half dozen men, but what do I know?

Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t complaining. I had already been getting all the sex I could handle from Monique since she moved in with me, so adding Desiree to the mix was like icing on the cake. And it wasn’t like Monique was jealous of Desiree. Quite the contrary. Monique asked me to help her find Desiree in the first place because she was in love with her, and had been for years. She felt no qualms about sharing me with Desiree. If anything, Monique should have been jealous about sharing Desiree with me but that’s not who Monique is. She’s about as nonchalant about sex as a person can be. Even for a sex worker. Especially for a sex worker.

What I discovered, once we added Desiree to our nightly routine, was that my already elevated sex drive got kicked up to a whole other level. I had no trouble taking both of them almost every night and they had no trouble with that either. After six years in the business of providing sex for anyone willing to pay them, they were quite well adapted to a horndog like me. And it wasn’t like they were just going through the motions, either. Desiree especially, either put on a good act about enjoying sex with me or she actually did enjoy it and I couldn’t tell the difference so it didn’t matter to me. All that mattered was that it happened and it was great. Every damn night.

“What do you mean, I think too small?” I asked Desiree after she insulted me. “Explain,” I ordered her which didn’t go over well.

She blasted Monique in French who waited until she took a breath to translate.

“She said if we got a bigger, nicer place, we could hire another girl or two, maybe more, and make some serious money. And we should start seeing white men again.” Months ago, long before Desiree had moved in with us, I’d asked Monique to limit her clientele to black men. What can I tell you? I grew up in Atlanta and the whole race thing was big for me, even if the black guys she fucks all speak with British accents. It’s not the same but it’s not bad, either.

But I didn’t want to run a full-fledged whorehouse. For one thing, prostitution is legal in England but running a brothel is not. I said as much.

Through Monique, Desiree answered with a sneering laugh. “She said we can arrange something with the local police. They did that all the time in France, both in Paris and Avignon where she’d worked as an escort for the past few years on and off.

“How does she know the police will be as cooperative here in London as they were in France?” Monique translated and Desiree laughed. She turned to me and spoke in heavily accented English.

“Men are men, Dillon. Everywhere they are the same. You will see.”
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At this point, I should back up and explain how things work. It’s only fair.

Almost a year ago, I met Monique at a bachelor party, which in England is known as a stag do. She was one of the escorts hired to provide the entertainment at the party and she got under my skin. I won’t rehash all the details, but the bottom line is that from that night forward she moved in with me.

Not as my girlfriend, you understand. I still paid her, every day for her services. I paid her an exorbitant amount of money, let me make that clear. She’s taking advantage of me but I don’t mind. I can afford it and I don’t want to take any risks of losing her. So I pay her to stay with me.

Then I made the mistake of falling in love with her. She’s not in love with me, so there’s that. But I don’t mind. I can afford to keep paying her and I know she’s happy with our arrangement, so she sticks around.

Then about a month ago, she told me she wanted to go to France to find her old girlfriend, Desiree. Which we did. We also invited her to move in with us, in my apartment in London, in The City, where both Monique and Desiree continue to ply their trade, fucking men for money.

I know, I know. It sounds crazy and it probably is, but it works for me. And them. They’re still here, after all.

“I have invited the police to come here,” Desiree said a few days after our conversation about thinking bigger. I rolled my eyes.

“Does she understand that the English are not quite as easygoing about sex and prostitution?” I said to Desiree who translated as usual.

“She understands, and she says we will take care of them, so don’t worry, everything will be fine,” Monique told me, although I didn’t think she believed what Desiree was saying any more than I did. But ever since Desiree moved in with us, I’ve noticed a big change in Monique. Well, not that big a change but pretty big. Monique defers to Desiree in almost everything. She’s content for Desiree to take the lead in their relationship so whatever Desiree says, Monique goes along.

I put up with it because, so far, at least, they don’t give me any trouble. This project with the police is Desiree’s first attempt to insert herself into my affairs, although now that she’s here, they are her affairs, too. But with Monique, I had been clearly in charge. Now, not so much.

“What happens if everything doesn’t turn out to be fine, Monique,” I asked almost getting pissed which I’ve never done with Monique. I almost feel like inviting Desiree to move in with us was a bit rash.

Ya think?

“She said it will, so let’s trust her. If it doesn’t work out, we just go back to the way things were.” I nodded but I wasn’t feeling it, not by a long shot.

Desiree went all out for the party. She arranged for a caterer, a good one which she paid for with her own money. She also hired a band, which turned out to be a string quartet when they showed up. I thought that classical music might not go over with the chief of police or whatever they call the guy who’s in charge here in England but I let it slide. Monique kept assuring me that everything was taken care of.

The night of the party, I was more than surprised by the way that Monique and Desiree were dressed. I don’t know if I just hadn’t thought it through or what my problem was, but I didn’t expect them to dress like a couple of streetwalkers. Which is exactly what they did.

Monique wore a dress that was so short there was no way she could ever bend over the least little bit all evening without flashing everyone in the room. She’s not all that busty but her dress was so low-cut that I expected to see one or both of her nipples at any moment. Her hair reminded me of the night we met when she seemed to go out of her way to indicate she didn’t care because she didn’t. She hadn’t combed it, her roots were showing even though they hadn’t been that morning, and she was wearing way too much makeup and the wrong kind at that. She looked like a floozy.

Desiree looked even worse. She’s not the most elegant-looking woman under the best of circumstances and she clearly went out of her way to bring out all the worst aspects of her appearance. Her eyes were heavily made up with a ton of eye shadow and mascara that just made her look cheap. Her lips were blood red, almost absurdly so, and she had on so much blush it was almost clownish. She has bigger breasts than Monique and she must have been wearing some sort of pushup bra that made them seem even bigger, almost ludicrous in their bulging appearance. That, and with a spaghetti strap dress that bared her shoulders for the most part, she looked about as available for a quick blow job in a back alley as she could.

“What the fuck are you trying to do to me?” I almost screamed at them when I saw them. The catering staff was already getting set up and they all froze in place when I lost my shit, but Monique took me aside and told me that Desiree knew what she was doing.

“I don’t think she does, Monique,” I said to her in a barely controlled rage. “We’re going to go down in flames tonight.”

That’s when the shit hit the fan.

The last straw was a group of women who arrived about a half hour before the party was supposed to begin. None of the guests had arrived yet, and by guests, I meant the cops and whoever else Desiree had invited – I never did see a guest list. The women who arrived, though, I knew as soon as I laid eyes on them that they had nothing whatsoever to do with the police.

They were streetwalkers. The real deal, not playing dress up like Monique and Desiree but actual, in the flesh streetwalkers, hookers, stumpets, harlots. Whores. I was beside myself.

“Don’t make a scene, Dillon,” Monique told me. “Let Desiree do what she is going to do.”

The women looked like they were in a daze as they looked around my apartment and I made a mental note to take an inventory as soon as the festivities ended so I could file an insurance claim for theft the next morning. The catering staff looked almost as shellshocked as I felt and the string quartet kept their eyes glued to their sheet music. The women just looked like fish out of water.

Which was how I felt.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Desiree?” I growled as soon as I cornered her.

“You don’t interfere and we will be good,” she sneered right back at me. I gave her a look and then another one for Monique, but they both ignored me and went to talk to the hookers.

I wanted a drink.

“Canape?” one of the catering staff asked and I busted out laughing. I surprised the poor girl, who was just trying to do her job but the whole scene struck me as too ludicrous for words. I waved her off and went to the guest room where Monique and Desiree had gotten dressed so they could ‘surprise’ me.

As soon as I walked into the room, I was surprised again. Monique and Desiree were not alone. Joining them, unbeknownst to me, were a team of makeup artists and hair stylists who had brought their equipment and supplies to set up an impromptu salon in my apartment. I was just about to lose my shit for the third or fourth time when I heard the doorbell ring. It was now too late to do anything to rectify the situation as the cops had arrived.

Fucking hell.

“Please allow me to greet our guests,” Desiree said to me as she led me out of the guest bedroom slash salon. I allowed her to do so, deciding that it probably made more sense if I tried to explain to the cops what was going on in my apartment even if I had no fucking idea what was going on in my apartment. So I tagged along.

“Gentlemen,” Monique spoke for both of the women. “Thank you so much for coming.”

The gentlemen were as astonished by what they saw as I expected them to be. There were four of them and they all looked like they had to be lieutenants or sergeants, whatever they have here in England. I’ve seen enough British cop shows to know that most of the upper-level brass are called ‘Detective Inspectors’ or some such thing but I had no clue what rank these guys were, I just knew they weren’t bobbies, the equivalent of patrol officers back in the States.

“We will wait for the others to arrive before we say any more,” Monique said cryptically, which seemed to go over fine with the new arrivals. I guessed they knew how many people were coming from the station and were fine with whatever the girls had planned. I looked around at the hookers who were all huddled in one corner of the living room and eyeing the cops with a great deal of doubt, if not outright suspicion. I walked up to Monique and nodded at the other girls.

“You should say something to them to calm them down or we might lose them. Or have a riot.” She eyed me skeptically but I wasn’t kidding – the streetwalkers were ready to bolt.

Desiree must have overheard me because she walked toward the hookers and although I couldn’t hear what she said, it seemed to have the intended effect. Just as I was starting to calm down, the doorbell rang and my heart rate shot up again.

It was the rest of the cop contingent so we all gathered in the middle of the living room and the string quartet stopped playing as Desiree made clear from her look at everyone that she was going to address the crowd. Which I thought was another in a long string of huge mistakes.

“Everyone,” Desiree began. “May I please have your attention.” I was impressed by her English – either Monique had coached her or she was picking up the language faster than I realized. She still had that killer French accent but even her pronunciation was improving.

“We have brought you all together this evening to get to know each other,” Desiree went on. “And to promote friendship and cooperation between us all.” She smiled at the police and then she looked at the streetwalkers. “Come on, they won’t bite,” she said to them with a warm smile. “Come over and introduce yourselves.” The women looked at each other but slowly, they moved toward us in the middle of the room. Monique had gone over to where the string quartet was watching everything and at her request, they began to play again.

Oddly enough, it suddenly felt like a party.

The wait staff began to circulate and the bartender was suddenly filling orders from the cops who were gallantly making a show of getting drinks for the hookers. Monique walked to where I was standing and leaned in to whisper to me that she was going to go back to the salon for a few minutes but that she would return soon enough. I looked at her with a question on my face but she smiled, patted my arm, and walked away.

Desiree came over to me and smiled warmly, less so than Monique had but as much as she had in her, and then she followed Monique into the guest bedroom. I was confused at first but then I realized what they were doing – they were going to change their appearance. I smiled as I saw what their plan was and moved to join one of the conversations that was taking place, haltingly, cautiously, between the cops and the hookers. I tried to help things along as best I could but in reality, I was just vamping while Monique and Desiree were busy.

Then, suddenly, Monique walked back into the living room. I was amazed at the transformation she had managed in just a few minutes. Her hair was back to the sleek, slicked-back look she’d been wearing recently and her roots were no longer visible. Her makeup had all been toned down and her dress was much more elegant, almost conservative, but so form-fitting that it was at the same time almost obscene. It was clear to me, if not everyone in the room, that she wore nothing underneath it.

She was, in short, a vision of elegant loveliness.

The girls, still dressed as streetwalkers, eyed her with disdain if not outright hostility. The cops though were impressed and a couple of them walked over to hit on her. I just smiled. Monique made them feel good about their efforts to get to know her before she excused herself and approached the women. She spoke to them quietly for a few seconds and then walked one of them, the one who looked like the leader if there was such a thing, back to the makeshift salon. As they were walking away from us, Desiree emerged from the salon and holy shit. She had transformed herself even more astonishingly than Monique had. Her hair and makeup were gorgeous and where her severe appearance had been a liability before, now she looked like an exotic model just off the runway in Paris. Her dress was even more lascivious than Monique’s if that was even possible but she pulled it off. She looked incredible.

The cops noticed. Did they ever? Two of them were on Desiree like white on rice, offering to get her a drink and begging to dance with her, but she handled them in much the same way Monique had, graciously, warmly, but just as efficient about putting them off until she walked another one of the hookers back to the salon as well. It was a well-choreographed dance because as she and the second hooker disappeared into the guest bedroom, Monique and the first hooker reemerged, and holy fucking shit, what a transformation! The hooker was now dressed and made up just as elegantly as Monique and she looked like Eliza Doolittle at the ball in My Fair Lady, if I remember that ancient movie correctly. I was astounded.

I could see where this was going.

Sure enough, over the next hour or so, Monique and Desiree walked each of the streetwalkers back to the salon for a makeover and each time one of them reemerged from that magical room, she had been transformed. The cops were beside themselves, laughing and drinking like they’d hit the lottery. The party was in full swing by around nine o’clock when Monique and Desiree entered the living room and asked for everyone’s attention. The wait staff stopped serving, the string quartet stopped playing, and everyone stopped talking and dancing and gathered around my two enterprising French whores.

“Gentlemen,” Monique said to the cops in a solemn voice. “We hope you are having a good time here tonight. We will be hosting another party like this next month for all of you and any other gentlemen from the police department who you feel we should be getting to know. All we ask is that you give us the consideration we feel we are due for providing you with such a wonderful experience. And make no mistake, my friends. We will be hosting you like this every month for the foreseeable future, all at no charge to yourselves for as long as you like.”

Desiree stepped forward at that point. “And please feel free to come by individually at any time, with our compliments, for a little personal attention, to be provided by my friend Monique or myself, or any of these other lovely ladies who happen to be here.”

I was blown away, not only by Desiree’s surprising command of the language but also by what she was saying outright and clearly implying. From the reaction of the police brass, they were as blown away as I was. But no one objected. Not even close. They were champing at the bit. Or perhaps, salivating. I could see that Desiree did indeed know her audience well. Very well.

And just like that, I was in the brothel business.
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The first thing I learned about running a brothel was that being smart about picking your whores is crucial to your success. I discovered that the morning after the party we threw to win over the cops when one of the girls Desiree had recruited refused to be nice.

“Get out,” Desiree said to her. “GET OUT!” she screamed when the woman hesitated.

“Fuck you,” the woman said to me on her way out the door. “Fuck all of you,” she added just before she slammed the door to my apartment so hard she knocked a picture off the wall.

“Anyone want to go with her?” Desiree said to the remaining streetwalkers. They all looked around at each other before they collectively shook their heads. “Good,” Desiree said.

That was the second thing I learned that day – streetwalkers, if they stop to think about it, are far better off working for a madam in a brothel than pounding the pavement selling their ass to any lowlife with a hundred quid in his pocket.  I don’t know what the one who left was thinking, especially when I found out that Desiree had paid all of them out of her pocket to attend the party, but there was no way she could have made as much money on the street.

The other hookers knew a good thing when they saw it.

“What do you need from us, luv?” one of them asked me when it became obvious they wanted to stick with Desiree. “What’s it going to take?”

I threw up my hands and pointed at Desiree. “Talk to her or them,” I said, motioning at Monique, who had been silent to that point. “They’re running the show here.”

The woman who was acting as spokesperson for the group turned to Monique. “What do we have to do to sign on here?”

“Are you all interested?” Monique asked.

“Oh, yeah, luv. This is just lovely,” the woman said and the others nodded, all of them eager and smiling.

Monique turned to Desiree who took over. “We will pay you half the fee we charge.”

“How much do you charge?” the woman asked, suddenly a bit skeptical.

“We charge £500 an hour,” Desiree said.

The woman’s eyes went wide. “So we get £250 an hour?”

“Oui,” Desiree said, then added, “yes.”

The spokesperson turned to discuss things with her fellow hookers who nodded vigorously. “We’re good with that, luv,” she said with a serious look. “How often do you want us here?”

I stepped in at that point. “Are we doing this?” I asked, a bit late but I wanted to make it clear that I had yet to sign off on anything.

“Who is this bloke, by the by?” the woman asked as she eyed me.

Monique walked to my side. “This is Dillon,” she said to the hookers. “He owns this apartment.”

“Well, why didn’t you say so, luv?” the spokesperson said with a big smile as she sashayed to where we were standing. “I guess you get whatever you like, eh?” she said with an unmistakable tone as she took my arm.

“I’m good,” I said with a little attitude.

“Oh, I’m sure you are, luv. I’m sure you are.” She turned to the others and they all laughed.

Desiree walked to my side and took my arm from the lead hooker. “We will take care of Dillon,” she said with a snarl. I looked at her and she looked at me, then she pulled me to her as if she was exerting her ownership except for the fact that Monique was holding onto my other arm. Which I was okay with, being claimed by both of them.

The hookers got the message.

But everyone got the real message – we were in business. For better or for worse.

The second thing I learned about running a brothel was that if you want to do minimal work, hire someone who knows what they’re doing. I had no interest in operating a house of ill repute so I left everything up to Desiree and Monique. Desiree had in fact run the house in Paris before she got married and moved back to Avignon, so she knew what she was doing. Monique had only worked at that brothel for a year before she went out on her own and moved to London, but she was willing to learn and Desiree had no problem teaching her.

I just stayed out of everything.

Desiree took charge but she still had to use Monique to translate for her in most instances. She was really picking up English but her accent was heavy, which I loved but the other girls, the English hookers, had trouble understanding her. This worked out fine for Monique as she had to translate almost everything and she learned it as well. She didn’t mind just acting as a go-between for Desiree and the girls and once the lone troublemaker was out of the picture, everyone else fell into line. Because the third thing that I learned about running a brothel is that the pay is pretty damn good, even if the house takes 50% of the fee.

“I think we will need more girls at some point,” Desiree was explaining one morning. “But we don’t want to put on too many and then have them all unhappily because they’re not making enough money. It’s better to have too few than too many girls.”

The fourth thing I learned is that no two whorehouses are alike. Each is unique and uniquely managed, depending on the space it operates in, the girls it hires, the girls who are available to be hired, and most importantly, the temperament of the madam. Monique took it upon herself to explain things to me.

“I worked for three or four madams in the year I was in Paris,” she began.

“That’s a lot of turnover,” I interrupted for which she gave me a look. I shook my head and apologized.

“It’s very hard to keep it up especially if she’s working both jobs,” Monique continued. I wanted to ask what two jobs but I didn’t want her to give me that look again so I just raised my eyebrows. She nodded.

“Madam and escort.” I nodded and smiled to thank her for answering my unasked question. “If you see clients, it takes you away from the front of the house. If you don’t see clients, you lose your regulars to one of the other girls and that always feels risky. Most women don’t have what it takes.”

“Do you think Desiree does?” I ventured.

She nodded. “I do. She has a big incentive to make this work.”

“What incentive?”

“You and me, Dillon,” she said in a gently reprimanding tone. “She knows this is a very unique opportunity.”

“How so?”

She hesitated and I couldn’t tell if she was collecting her thoughts or if she was embarrassed to say something. I found it charming that she didn’t want to make me feel embarrassed until she went ahead and did so anyway.

“Most men who own a whorehouse don’t live there as well.”

I’m sure I blushed but I shook my head to put it behind me. “Should I move out?” I asked in a way I thought sounded sarcastic. There was no way in hell I was moving out. Not without Monique and she wasn’t going anywhere without Desiree. And Desiree wasn’t… Anyway, you get the picture.

“Not yet, but perhaps eventually,” she said, which surprised me.

“Really? How would that work?”

She looked at me in a way that I couldn’t figure out. I was still having a hard time reading Monique, even after all these months.

Finally, she said, “Can we buy another apartment in this building?”

I was surprised. I guess I shouldn’t have been but I was. For some reason, I didn’t think Monique was as committed to me as she was, although I was still paying her a shit ton of money every day. I knew she didn’t love me – she loved Desiree. Still, it was a surprise.

“Yeah, I guess we can ask,” I allowed. We could certainly afford it. The money my brother Andrew was minting for us in Bitcoin was amazing and that wasn’t even with any revenue from the brothel. Not that I expected the operation to be all that lucrative. I just wanted to keep Monique happy, which meant keeping Desiree happy. So, why not look at buying another apartment, I decided.

“Let’s go talk to the agent,” Monique said.

Why not?

It didn’t occur to me at the time but later on, I would realize that we lucked out with the agent. Not with what we said but with the fact that the agent I’d dealt with when I first rented my place a few years early was a woman and she’d been replaced by a man. Like I said, it didn’t dawn on me when he welcomed us into his office but the way he fawned over Monique woke me up to our advantage pretty quickly.

“What can I help you with today,” Mr. Roger Dougherty asked as he ushered us into this office. I made some inane comment about the woman he’d replaced, which prompted a look from Monique.

“Yes, well, Mrs. Morrison retired a few months ago,” he explained without me having to ask. I gave Monique a look and she cocked an eyebrow at me. “So, what can I…”

“We’d like to look at any other apartments for sale or lease,” Monique interrupted. “Preferably close to our current unit.” Dougherty's eyebrows wiggled up toward his hairline.

“We don’t have anything available at the moment but I do happen to know that the couple in the unit right next to yours is thinking about putting theirs on the market. But I believe they’re in the preliminary stages of looking for another place.”

“Good,” Monique said and she promptly stood up, surprising Dougherty and me. “Thank you very much,” she said as she made a move toward the door.

“Would you like me to say something to them?” he offered, which was pretty magnanimous if you ask me. He wouldn’t get any commission if we bought the place – he was incentivized to encourage rentals.

As soon as we left his office, I asked Monique why she was in such a rush to leave. “We could have at least gotten their names.”

“I know their names,” she said, which surprised me even more.

“Really? How?” Monique had rarely been out of my presence in months. I wondered when she met the neighbors when I hadn’t and I’d lived in that apartment for years.

“I introduced myself before Desiree’s party so she wouldn’t make a fuss,” Monique explained.

“Well, we could have stuck around and schmoozed Dougherty a bit,” I sniffed, somewhat put out that Monique had done the legwork without me even knowing about it.

“Mr. Dougherty won’t be a problem, Dillon,” she said as if she was explaining it to a child.

I couldn’t resist asking, “And why’s that?”

She looked at me like that same naivé child. “He never stopped looking at my boobs, Dillon. He will be no trouble to us at all.”
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Once I knew that the apartment right next door to mine was probably available for the right price, I decided to let Monique and Desiree handle the transaction to see how they would do. I figured that with all the money they’d accumulated in the months I’d been paying them, especially Monique, that they wouldn’t have any trouble securing financing. Monique had accounts with a handful of banks and even though we’d drained most of the money out of them to put into crypto, she had left a sizeable balance at each institution just to keep the relationships in good standing.

I had no idea what Desiree’s finances looked like, however.

“I’ll only get involved if you ask me for help,” I told them at dinner a few nights later. The three of us rarely went out together as Desiree took it upon herself to stick close to the apartment once we had a full-fledged brothel up and running. Not that she was needed but she had a keen eye for details and a bit of an OCD thing about how it all went down which was fine by me. I didn’t know what might go wrong so I had no problem with her being on the premises whenever any of the other girls was entertaining clients. And Monique was almost always entertaining clients, such was her reputation in the posh black Londoner community, which turned out to be a lot larger than I had realized.

“We appreciate that, Dillon,” Monique said to my offer of assistance. “But Desiree says we can take care of everything, and we would like to own the place ourselves if that’s alright with you.”

“Sure, that's fine,” I said, making a big production about how generous I was being, allowing them to buy a multi-million dollar property in the heart of The City. They seemed to accept my act in the spirit I was offering. “How much are you paying for it, if you don’t mind me asking.”

Monique looked at Desiree who understood English almost completely now but still had a little trouble speaking if things got too complicated. This conversation was well within her wheelhouse.

“We will buy it for £4 million,” she said with a nonchalant tone that had me smiling on the inside. “We will finance £3 million.”

“Really?” I asked. I figured most of the cool million that they’d be putting down would be Monique’s money but as I learned later on, each of them was putting up half the downstroke. I was impressed.

“Where did Desiree get that kind of money?” I asked Monique as we were getting ready for bed that night. She gave me a look. She’s been doing that a lot lately.

“She has been charging men for many years, Dillon,” she said as if that explained everything.

“Not everyone is as good as you are at managing their affairs, Monique,” I told her. “I’m a little surprised, that’s all. She did go back to escorting after she left her husband.” I cocked an eyebrow and she rolled her eyes. I was still getting used to the new expressive version of my girlfriend. Yeah, that’s right. Even though she was in love with Desiree, I still thought of Monique as my girlfriend. I know, I know. It’s pretty pathetic but what can I tell you?

“Desiree is the one who told me we should put most of our money into crypto, Dillon. She is much more… what is the word?”

“Aggressive?”

“Yes, exactly. She is much more aggressive than me. I would never have thought to open a brothel, either.”

“Nor I,” I admitted. “But you’re okay with everything?”

She looked at me as if I’d stumped her. “What do you mean?” Clearly, I had.

“You’re okay with pooling your money with hers, with buying the apartment next door, and with operating an illegal brothel right in the government’s own backyard?” I smiled and tilted my head but the gesture appeared to be lost on Monique.

“Yes, of course. Why else would I agree to do it?” She can be so literal some days.

“Okay, fine,” I said to put an end to that part of the conversation. “Do you want me to come to the closing?”

“No, we will be fine. We have hired someone.”

“Really?” I was impressed. “You mean a solicitor?” The British legal system is different from the States, in that solicitors do most of the paperwork and barristers do all of the arguing in court. “How did you find him?”

She looked at me with that look again and I smiled. “You hired one of your clients?”

“Nicholas is a very well-respected solicitor,” she sniffed and I had to restrain myself from snickering. I didn’t make any comments about how good he was in bed, either.

“So, you’re taken care of, is that it?” I asked. I realized I was a little put out by the fact that they didn’t need me at all.

“We are taken good care of,” she said with a look that told me she’d picked up on my double-entendre, something she used to miss when we first met. Almost a year with me and my snarky sense of humor was all it took for her to appreciate my subtle attempts at humor.

“I’ve been meaning to ask,” I began a new subject. “Are we moving into the new place or are we staying where we are?” I didn’t care, I just wanted to know.

“The new place is very nice,” she said and I knew immediately that she was leaving the decision up to Desiree. She seemed to be leaving almost everything up to Desiree these days, but I didn’t say anything.

“When do you close?”

“The day after tomorrow,” she said as if that was not a complete surprise.

“So soon?”

“Is that soon?” She looked at me with her head tilted to one side as if she was trying to figure out what the color of the sky was in my world. I just shook my head.

“I guess not,” I allowed, not interested in making a big deal out of it. “When can I get a look at the place?”

“I have a key if you want to look now.” She went to grab her purse and I stood up from where I’d been sitting at the table. Desiree was still with a client so I knew it would be just the two of us, which was fine with me. I’m still somewhat intimidated by Desiree, I’m sorry to admit.

“When did the former owners move out?” I asked as we left my apartment for the long trek next door, all of a dozen or so steps.

“Yesterday,” she said.

“Really? They sure were quiet about it.”

“They left all of the furniture for us.”

“They left it?” I was really surprised and wondered how bad a shape it must have been in for them to leave it all behind.

“No, it’s very nice,” Monique said as she fiddled with the lock. When she pushed open the door and walked inside, I followed with sudden curiosity. I could always put my foot down if I deemed it that important, but if I didn’t I might be living here depending on what Desiree decided.

I was blown away.

The place was gorgeous. It wasn’t much larger than my place but it was all tricked out, if that’s the right word for all the special touches that had gone into transforming a modern apartment into something that would have looked typical in the Victorian era. The ceiling was covered with all sorts of carved wood paneling or whatever you call the stuff that the upper-upper class puts up there to make it look impressive. The curtains were heavy and expensive looking, not like the modern window treatments I had in my place because I didn’t care all that much. Even the floor was impressive, parquet, and expensive-looking as if a whole team of craftsmen had to spend umpteen hours to get the design and the finish just right. All in all, the place made mine look rather shabby, not to mention unimaginative.

“This place is amazing,” I said in wonder. “Simply incredible.”

Monique smiled warmly. “I am so glad you like it, Dillon. So glad.” She looked at me in a way I’d never seen before, which was really nice but also confusing.

“What?” I finally asked.

“Would you like to…?” She didn’t finish her thought. She didn’t have to. I knew exactly what she meant.

“Seriously?” I wasn’t surprised as much as shocked. In all the time I’d been with Monique, I always felt like she was ambivalent at best about our sexual relationship and mercenary at worst. No, that wasn’t fair. She wasn’t that bad but I never felt as if she wanted to have sex with me, more like she tolerated it, as if she was obliged. This felt different. Way different. In a good way.

A very good way.

She noticed that I noticed. I wondered, briefly, if that was a mistake on my part. She quickly straightened me out.

“We are very grateful, Dillon,” she began. “For everything you have done for us.” She kissed me lightly. “I am grateful. Very much so.” She kissed me again, deeper, more passionate. More passionately than ever before. I loved it and she knew it.

She broke from our kiss and took my hand to lead me to the bedroom. She was being so sweet and loving about undressing me. I was blown away and she seemed to notice that, too.

“I know I have been reserved with you, Dillon,” she told me as she unbuttoned my shirt. “I’m sorry that I haven’t been as good a girlfriend as you deserve.” She peeled my shirt off my shoulders. “I want to change that.” She unbuckled my belt and liberated my dick from my pants, then she squated on her heels and took me into her mouth. She sucked me tenderly, lovingly, for several seconds before she stood up and led me to the bed. She had me climb onto the bed and then she looked at me as she undressed.

“I want you to be happy with me, Dillon, and with Desiree as well. We talked about it and we decided we want you to know how grateful we are to you about this place and everything else that you’ve done for us. You are an amazing man and we want you to be very happy with us.”

Again, I was blown away. “I am happy with you, Monique,” I whispered.

“We want it to be better,” she said simply as she took off her shoes and climbed naked into the bed with me. “We want it to be perfect.” She kissed me again and reached for my dick. She climbed on top of me and guided me into her. She was wet for me. I loved that.

“We want you to be so happy with us because you deserve to be happy, Dillon.” She was speaking so softly, so lovingly, I could barely hear her but it was fine. I got what she was saying. I loved what she was saying. But I was also sad about what she was saying.

Because I knew, in my bones, that I would never be the most important person in Monique’s life. I just wouldn’t.

Desiree would always be Monique’s one true love.


5

I never realized how much of a distraction my apartment had become once Desiree turned it into a full-fledged whorehouse until we moved next door.

Most of the changes happened gradually, I understood after the fact. At first, after we’d invited the brass of the local constabulary to the party where we laid out our plan, the changes came slowly. Just one or two of our new employees – I thought of them as our employees even though Desiree had taken on full responsibility for managing them – would show up most afternoons and evenings to handle any walk-ins we might get. Most of our clients – and by our I mean Monique mostly and Desiree to some extent – had previously scheduled appointments. But Desiree was adamant about turning us into a real brothel where anyone who showed up would get serviced. In a pinch, both Monique and Desiree would pitch in as needed but I could tell that was not how Desiree envisioned the way things would work. So she scheduled additional girls to be on hand, just in case.

Which turned out to be quite entertaining for me. I didn’t have anywhere I needed to be and I wasn’t about to get chased out of my own home just because we were running a business out of it, so I was usually on hand to meet the girls and interact with them as they waited for customers to show up. In the first few weeks, walk-ins were few and far between so the girls had a fair amount of time to kill. Which, as I said, kept me entertained.

For one thing, Desiree was almost always on hand to introduce me when new girls showed up. I’d already met the first four who had been at the cop party but Desiree was soon recruiting more girls to round out the staff. I never asked and she never offered where she found them but I was very impressed by her uncanny ability to find attractive women who were willing and able to entertain strangers by spreading their legs for them.

But I digress.

“This is Dillon,” Desiree would invariably tell the new girls when they first graced our establishment. “He owns the apartment so we will treat him very well,” she would say in that killer French accent of hers. Since she was talking to women she’d hired as prostitutes, it was always assumed by those women that the phrase, ‘Treat him very well’ included any sexual act I could think of whenever I so desired.

I took pains to not interfere with the smooth operation of the enterprise, so if there was only one girl on duty I didn’t spirit her off to one of the bedrooms for a quick fuck. In those instances – and that was the norm early on – I would just sit and talk with them in the living room if they were interested in having a conversation with the proprietor. Most of them were smart enough to put their phones away if I was right there with them.

And man, did I get an earful.

My standard, go-to line usually had to do with how they got their start in the business. I’d always been fascinated by how a woman decided to become a whore and I never tired of hearing their origin stories.

“I enjoyed sex,” a pretty brunette named Margret, with small tits and a cute ass, told me her first day in our employ. “And I got tired of giving it away for a pint or even dinner, so…” She didn’t elaborate and since that was my first time asking I didn’t press her for more details. Later on, I would ask for more info, but not at first.

“My old man at the time suggested a little role-playing and it was fun,” a bleach-blonde named, I kid you not, Trixie – with an almost-unintelligible Cockney accent – explained one afternoon. “I would get all tarted up and wait for him to come by and proposition me on the corner across from our apartment, but one night the idiot was late showing up and someone else offered me fifty quid to blow him in the alley, so I said, why the hell not?” She cackled at the memory of kissing her guy when he finally did arrive and was none the wiser that she’d just swallowed another bloke’s load, as she put it.

“Did he ever find out?” I asked, all smiles but retching on the inside at the prospect.

“Fuck if I know,” she deadpanned. “I dumped his sorry ass a few days later and took up a spot on that very street. The other ladies walked me through the ins and outs of it all.”

I didn’t press her for details although I wished I had.

As time went on, I got better about asking them for specifics. One hot little number, a redhead named Esme, who had more than a hint of an Irish accent – I know, go figure – told me that she was married to her high school sweetheart at a young age and had never slept with anyone but him. He turned out to be addicted to porn and was enamored with cuckold videos, the kind where the husband films his wife doing another guy in their living room or kitchen. Eventually, Esme’s husband decides he’d like to try having his wife sleep with other guys, but he had a sweet new wrinkle he threw at her.

“He had me get dressed up in some sexy lingerie and he took pictures of me, then he put them on this website where, you know…” She gave me a look but at that point, I had no idea what she meant.

“Sorry,” I told her with my hands raised, palms up. She rolled her eyes.

“It was an escort site,” she said as if that should have been obvious, which in hindsight I guess it should have been.

“So, your husband turned you into a whore?” I asked, somewhat astonished. I mean, I know I’m the rarity that gets off getting involved with whores and escorts, two of whom that I’m living with and others who come by now and then, but I had no idea there were guys out there who saw prostitution as a desirable side-hustle for their better half.

“How did you wind up working for us?” I asked Esme.

“Oh, we’re still married,” she deadpanned and I almost fell out of my chair. “I heard about your madam from one of the girls I did double duty with one time and I liked what she told me.”

I had to smile, if only to myself, when she referred to Desiree as a madam – it was the first time anyone had called her that, even though the title fits her to a tee.

“And your husband is okay with this?” I asked as I was railing her. She’d been one of three girls who came by that afternoon and I always had a soft spot for redheads and the Irish. She had no issues with doing the landlord, being a good little whore and all. She really liked our setup, she told me later. Most brothels in London, even the ones in The City, like ours, weren’t nearly as nice, Esme told me as we were getting dressed.

“Oh, he loves it,” she said. “As soon as I walk through the door of our apartment he’s all over me, asking how many men I fucked that day, how many came in my mouth, and the more the merrier, he says all the time. It’s pretty comical, you ask me,” she said with an air of sadness that struck a chord with me.

“If you had your druthers…?” I prompted her.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said with a wistful tone. “I’m okay with it, truth be told. Michael isn’t all that good in bed, so there’s that.” She laughed. “If he ever realizes how he screwed himself by showing me that there are so many men who know what they’re doing, he’d probably throw himself in the Thames.”

“I’ll never tell,” I said solemnly and she laughed.

When Desiree’s staffing efforts had gotten to the point where we almost always had three girls other than her and Monique on duty at the apartment from noon to midnight, the three of us decided to move full-time into the new apartment next door. I still went to the brothel most days to see who was available but I liked having a place of my own to escape to. I never would have believed it, but there is such a thing as having too many whores in your life.

“Do you miss me?” I asked Monique one day. “We used to spend all our time together.” I figured out too late that the old adage is true – never ask a question unless you’re sure what the answer will be. I expected Monique to tell me that she did miss me but in retrospect, I can see that I was expecting too much. She let me down easy, though. She told me that of course she missed me but I could tell it was a lie. Monique doesn’t lie often so she sucks at it. Which is good for knowing how she really feels but terrible if you happen to be in love with her when she’s not in love with you.

Which was still the case for me.

“I do love you, Dillon,” she said in a way that told me she loved me in her own way, which was not the way I loved her. “I just love Desiree, too.” Which meant she loved her girlfriend in a way she would never love me. In the cold clear light of day, and after a lot of soul-searching and therapy, I came to realize that I would have been far better off if I’d taken the hint and started to see myself as better off without Monique. But I wasn’t ready to cut the cord. Not by a long shot.

So I doubled down.

I decided to make Desiree fall in love with me.

I know, I know. What a buffoon I was.

I knew that the thing Desiree loved most in the world at that point was money. I was already paying her and Monique £10,000 a day, so it wasn’t like she shouldn’t be grateful, and she was. But I thought, in my own stupid way, that if I showed her how much money we were making in bitcoin she would become even more grateful and maybe, just maybe, see me in a more romantic light. Stupid? Incredibly so, but what can I tell you? I was desperate and that makes a person do crazy, idiotic things. Or so I’m told.

But I was not to be deterred by such mundane concerns like good sense. So I took it upon myself to educate Desiree and Monique in all things crypto. The problem was, I didn’t know what the fuck I was talking about and they were completely uninterested in listening to me drone on about Bitcoin. I won’t bore you with the details – suffice it to say that my plan went sideways pretty quickly.

“What is going on with you, Dillon?” Desiree said after one particularly frustrating discussion. “Why do you keep talking about this?” I looked at her and sighed.

“Because I’m an idiot?”

“No, not so much,” she said gently, which for Desiree was unusual. She was a complete hardass with the other whores we employed, mostly because that’s how you have to be with employees but also because that’s who she was. But at least with me, she was trying to be nice. “I think there is something else going on with you.”

“I’m not sure how I fit into this,” I said with a look at the commotion around me. There were four other girls in the living room of my old apartment at that point. We were still having the new place painted and cleaned so we were stuck for the moment. Desiree seemed to sense how lost I was, a first for her. She sat down and took my hands in hers.

“Dillon,” she began. “I want you to be happy. What can I do to make you happy?”

“I’m not sure,” I said honestly. How could I tell the girlfriend of the woman I loved that I was kind of jealous of her? That I knew she would always be the most important person in Monique’s life? That her very existence was the reason I wasn’t happy anymore, and there wasn’t anything I could do about it?

“Do you need to go away with Monique?” she asked, which surprised me. A lot.

“Is that an option?” I knew Monique had a full appointment book and rescheduling her regulars would be a huge hassle. But Desiree didn’t hesitate.

“I will make it happen,” she said simply. Monique was entertaining one of her regulars at that moment so we couldn’t talk to her about this new plan, but Desiree made me feel like if that’s what it was going to take to pull me out of my funk that she would move heaven and earth to make it happen. I looked at her with fresh eyes. Grateful eyes.

The problem with that plan was that when Monique and I went off for a short holiday, just the two of us, it was obvious that she was bored. I’m not sure how different she was from when it was just me and her, before we went off to find Desiree, but I wasn’t willing to put up with her disinterested attitude anymore. I told her as much.

Big mistake.

“Then let’s go home,” she said without emotion. That’s the thing with Monique – she says almost everything with little or no emotion. Unless she’s talking to Desiree.

When we got back, I didn’t make a big deal about it, that the holiday was a bust, but Desiree knew almost as soon as we walked in the door what had happened.

“Okay, let’s try something else,” she said that night. “Let’s move into the new place.” The painters and cleaners had finished their work while Monique and I were away. “And we will be our own little family, just the three of us.”

I looked at her. “So, no more going over to my apartment to…?” I didn’t say it. I didn’t have to.

“That’s right, no more of that,” she said with a look at the wall between the new place and the old that said everything that needed to be said. I was a little disappointed but I figured I’d give it a try. Monique was on board of course – she did whatever Desiree told her to do. So we moved all of our clothes into the new place and took up residence there.

It was nice.

Until it wasn’t.
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The first thing I noticed when we moved into the new place together was how much effort Desiree was putting into her relationship with me. She’d been very nice to me when we first invited her to move to London to live with us, but she was also just reunited with Monique and their relationship took precedence with her, which I understood completely. I felt left out, that’s for sure, but I was okay with it.

Once we moved into the new place, however, Desiree and Monique had already spent weeks or maybe months getting to know each other again. Monique was her usual blasé self but Desiree was different. She was a very determined individual, so different from Monique. I felt her focusing on her relationship with me right away and I loved the attention. She made me feel important, something I never felt with Monique and it was almost like finding water in the desert. It felt great.

For example. Desiree spent a lot of time at the brothel, which made sense since she was in charge. But when she came back to the new apartment, she made a big deal of greeting me as if she was coming home from work and was thrilled to see me. It was a small gesture but it had such a positive impact on me.

“It is so good to see you, Dillon,” she would say with a big smile that seemed completely genuine. “How was your day?” We talked about our respective days like an old married couple – me with whatever was happening in the crypto market, her with whatever was happening with the brothel. Now that I wasn’t trying to teach her about crypto for reasons she couldn’t understand, she actually seemed interested. And the drama that came from managing a slew of whores as they fucked and sucked half of London was entertaining as well.

Desiree also became more physical with me. She would make a point of kissing me deeply when she came through the door, as if I was her long-lost lover. I’m sure the contrast between her and Monique was a big part of the kick I got out of how she was treating me but I didn’t care. I loved the attention and if there’s one thing about Desiree, when she wants to be sexy, she is fucking sexy as hell. She would kiss me passionately, like no one ever had in my life. I knew she didn’t love me but it didn’t matter – she acted as if she did. I was really moved.

“Do you need some relief?” she would invariably ask as well, and more often than not I’d take her up on her offer. She’d lead me into the bedroom and go down on me, then she’d take me to our bed and let me fuck her, all the time making me feel like I was the second coming even though I knew it was all an act. See, here’s the thing about me. If you tell me I’m amazing, even if I know you’re lying through your teeth, I believe you. Especially if I’ve got my dick buried in your pussy at the time. Maybe that true for most men but it’s certainly true for me.

After a quickie to take the edge off, we’d cook dinner together and once again, I felt like I was half of a couple, normal, almost boring, but it was so nice. Just what I needed after a year with Monique, who never made me feel like that. I know, I know, I sound like I’m not the luckiest man on the face of the earth, living with two beautiful women and all, but it was true. I felt rejuvenated.

The best part, though, was the nights when neither Monique nor Desiree had any appointments with clients and the three of us went to bed together in our new place. I’d had live-in girlfriend in the past so I was familiar with the way it felt to just get undressed with another person and climb into bed with them at the end of a long day, and this was like that except at least twice as good because there were two of them. I loved it. I always watched as they talked, usually in French but that just made is sexier, then they talked to me in English, then we all got into bed and began to connect sexually. There is something about watching two women who love each other that never got old. And after they kissed and caressed each other for a few minutes, they always turned their attention to me and made me feel special. In that regard, Desiree took the lead and showed Monique what had been missing between us and Monique took the lesson to heart because she always made more of an effort to be loving with me when it was the three of us in bed together. It was great.

Until it wasn’t.

Surprisingly, to me at least, it was Monique who started complaining one morning. The three of us had slept together in our bed in the new apartment and I was sitting at the table in the kitchen while Desiree brewed coffee. Monique came into the room with a sour look on her beautiful face which was unusual. Typically, she looked bored, but not that morning. That morning she looked just short of pissed.

“What’s wrong?” Desiree asked her before I looked up from the news on my phone.

“You are ignoring me,” Monique sniffed, a lot more emotion than we usually saw from her.

“What?” Desiree almost yelled before she unleashed a barrage of French on Monique. I just sat and marveled at how angry Desiree got so quickly but soon enough I was getting pissed that she kept haranguing her in French instead of English. Finally, I told her to stop.

“Speak English or go away,” I told Desiree who, for a moment at least, looked like she might call my bluff.

“She says I am acting like I am your wife,” Desiree almost spat at me. Then she berated Monique again in French and I thought I might have to keep the two women separated to prevent bloodshed. Finally, Desiree threw up her hands and stormed out of the kitchen and out of the apartment.

“What is wrong with you?” I asked Monique who at first wouldn’t look me in the eye. I asked her again and made it clear that I wasn’t going to let it drop. Finally, she turned to look at me.

“I know I can be cool towards you, Dillon,” she admitted, a first. “But that’s just who I am. My parents were not demonstrative with me and my sister growing up so I’m not used to showing everyone how I feel.”

“How do you feel, Monique? Because from where I sit, you’re in love with Desiree but couldn’t give two shits about me.”

She looked at me with more emotion than I had ever seen from her but it wasn’t love. It was pity. “I am very grateful to you, Dillon. Without you, none of this would have been possible.” She waved her arm around the apartment. “And I wouldn’t have even thought about finding Desiree again after such a long time. That’s all you, and I am so grateful to you for everything you did for me.”

“But?” I said pointedly.

“But I love Desiree,” she whispered. “And she loves me.”

“Then what’s the problem?” I didn’t really want to know but I had to ask.

“I don’t see enough of her anymore. She’s always busy, with the brothel or with you.” She sighed. “I feel like I don’t matter that much to her.”

At that moment, Desiree came storming back into the apartment. She still looked like she was mad as hell and I could have sworn I saw Monique cower when she approached her. Some girlfriend, I thought to myself.

“I bought you a ticket,” she yelled at Monique. “To Paris.”

Monique looked like she was on the verge of tears, which is highly unusual for her. “What’s in Paris?”

“You need to go away for a time,” Desiree said in a slightly lower voice. “I made arrangements with my old madam. She said you can stay with her for a month.”

“A month?” Monique cried. “Why are you doing this to me?”

Desiree calmed down almost completely at that point. “Because you need to learn how to appreciate what you have, Monique. Everything comes too easy for you, so I’m taking it away for a time. Not forever, just a month. It won’t kill you.”

I was blown away. Monique clearly was as well. I thought she might melt right there in the living room – I’d never seen her so upset. She turned to me to plead her case but I held up my hands in surrender. I wasn’t about to argue with Desiree.

“Come on, I will get you into a cab,” Desiree said in a softer tone.

“I should pack some clothes,” Monique said, dejected and apparently defeated.

“You can get some in Paris,” Desiree said as she led her to the door. “Tell Madam I will wire her the money.”

And without any warning, they were gone. I looked around the apartment as if I was lost. I’d not had Monique away from me except for appointments in almost a full year. It felt strange as hell. The idea that I wouldn’t see her for a month seemed unreal.

When Desiree came back, alone, to the apartment, I asked her if what she’d done was truly necessary.

She nodded emphatically. “Yes, it was. Monique needs to know what it’s like to be a little miserable for once in her life.”

I looked at her, astounded. “Don’t you think she felt your absence when you two split up?”

Desiree laughed. “Is that what she told you? I didn’t leave her, she left me.”

I was even more surprised. “Then why…?” She stopped me as she put a finger on my mouth to shut me up.

“Let’s not talk about her, Dillon. Let’s talk about us.”

“Us?”

She smiled seductively. “Yes, us. Now that Monique is gone, it’s just us for a change. I like that.”

“Okay,” I said, confused as hell. “I thought you loved Monique.”

“I love her more than anything but she can be a bit much sometimes. And I want to see what you and I have when she’s not around.” She melted into my arms and kissed my mouth, lightly at first but then with growing passion. “I want to see what we’re like as a normal couple.”

“A normal couple?” I couldn’t decide if she was putting me on or if this was who Desiree really was. “How can we be normal when…?” I nodded at the wall our apartment shared with the brothel.

“I finally have things over there under control,” she said as she stroked my arm. “We can have some time to ourselves to see what we have, just you and me, together.”

I stared at her for a long time, then I nodded. “Whatever you say, Desiree.”
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Needless to say, things didn’t work out the way Desiree wanted them to between us. We get along fine and she’s still amazing in bed, but without Monique as our common interest, everything just felt forced.

For example. I met another couple who lived in the building and they invited us over for dinner. It was a small dinner party, as it turned out, with about six couples from around the neighborhood. No one we knew, something that makes me a little uncomfortable but I figured if Desiree wanted to see what it was like for us to be a normal couple, this would be a good way to see how that worked.

Not well, it turned out.

The evening started off well enough as our hosts introduced us as the couple that lived in the building, but when one of the other women asked what Desiree did with her time, she told her. She didn’t come right out and say that she runs a whorehouse two stories up but it became pretty obvious that she wasn’t your run-of-the-mill London housewife, either.

“You have your own business?” the woman asked. “What do you sell?”

Desiree didn’t hesitate. “I have women who work for me in the personal services industry.” Because prostitution is legal in England, that’s the preferred euphemism for describing the women who do sex work. There’s a lot less stigma associated with sex workers in the UK than in the States but it’s not all sunshine and unicorns, either. The woman Desiree was talking to got what she was saying immediately and you could see her expression register her distaste if not disapproval for Desiree. Unfortunately, Desiree didn’t notice the change so she just kept on talking.

“I have almost a dozen girls now and it is very challenging keeping them all in line,” she went on to the woman’s growing horror. “They all think that they are special, which they are but not always in the way they think.” I could see the look she was giving to her husband who had his own deer-in-the-headlights look to him as they tried to figure out a way to bring the conversation to an end. But Desiree just kept talking.

Then another guy sensed what was happening in our conversation and he started asking questions. “Do you ever have to fill in?” he asked Desiree with a sly tone. I watched the look on the woman’s face go from uncomfortable to horrified.

“Not too often but sometimes,” Desiree said as if taking on a client who was looking to get laid was the most natural thing in the world.

“What’s that like for you?” the guy asked me in a smarmy tone.

“No problem,” I said with a shrug. Desiree looked at me and I think it suddenly dawned on her how deep a hole she’d dug herself. I saw the change in her as she decided to go right back at the guy.

“Why would it be a problem for Dillon?” she asked pointedly. I suppressed a smirk of my own as the guy got defensive.

“No reason,” he said with his hands raised in mock surrender.

The woman who began the conversation tried to pull her husband away but he wasn’t letting her. He piped up, “Does the building have any issues with what you’re doing?”

Desiree was in full ‘fuck-you’ mode by that time. “No, not at all. We take very good care of them. The police, too.” She looked at the others in the group with that look of hers, the one that said, ‘Go ahead, say something stupid.’

It was pretty entertaining, to be honest.

“What’s the going rate?” the smarmy guy asked, upping the stakes considerably. The woman was practically dragging her husband away from us but he refused to budge.

Desiree gave Smarmy Guy a look that rocked him back on his heels. “For you?” she asked with a sneer. “A thousand pounds per hour.” Then she turned to the couple. “For you, five hundred.”

I thought the woman was going to faint.

“Let’s go, Martin,” she said as she finally dragged her husband away from us.

“That’s pretty steep, don’t you think?” Smarmy said with a glance at me that made me want to pop him. But Desiree wasn’t finished with him. Not by a long shot.

“Come by tomorrow and I’ll fuck you myself. And if you last even half an hour, it’s on the house. Apartment 833.” Then she took my arm and led me away.

It turned out that Smarmy Guy’s name was Lancaster. He showed up mid-afternoon at my old apartment where the girls worked but for some reason, Desiree brought him next door to fuck him. I was somewhat surprised when they showed up without warning but she walked him into the guest bedroom and closed the door without introducing me.

He left about twenty minutes later without saying goodbye, either.

“What was that all about?” I asked when Desiree emerged from the bedroom a few minutes later.

“I didn’t have any beds available next door,” she said with a bit of attitude that quickly evaporated. “I hope that wasn’t an issue for you, Dillon.”

“No, that’s fine. I was just curious.”

“He didn’t last fifteen minutes, as I predicted,” she said with a smirk.

“How did you know?” I’m a big fan of Desiree’s tight cunt but I was surprised she could use it to milk a guy against his will. Well, sort of against his will. He was here of his own accord, after all.

“I have a strict regimen to strengthen my muscles,” she told me, surprising me once again.

“What regimen?”

She hesitated, then she told me she would be back in a moment. She must have gone next door because she was only gone for a minute or so. She was carrying a small leather bag which she put on the dining room table. I looked at her, confused.

“This is something I devised years ago,” she explained as she emptied the bag. There was a small plastic cone that was vaguely shaped like a butt plug. Upon closer examination, I noticed it had ridges along its length. At the wide end, there was a dowel that was threaded. In addition to the cone were what looked like very small weights for a dumbbell.

“What is this?” I asked and she smirked.

“It’s the secret to having a strong cunt.” She took the cone and screwed two weights onto the dowel, then inserted the end with the ridges into her vagina. I thought there would be no way she could hold it inside of her but she did.

“So, you lift weights with your pussy?”

She nodded. “I’ve been doing this for years. I can hold half a pound for an hour.” She extracted the weighted dildo and handed it to me. It was wet with her juices so I took it by the weights.

“How much do you have on now?” I asked as I hefted it in my hand.

“That’s a quarter of a pound. When I was younger, I could hold a full pound but I don’t work out as much as I used to.” She smiled. “Since I met you, there’s less of a need to stay in shape.”

“Why is that?” I asked, still not fully comprehending.

She rolled her eyes. “Because when you fuck men for money, it’s best to squeeze them hard enough to empty their balls quickly. Some men see whores as a challenge. They want to prolong their session as long as the time allows.” She took the dildo from me. “With this, I can squeeze the smallest dick hard enough to make a john cum in five minutes or less.”

“Doesn’t that piss some clients off?”

“I’ve never had any complaints,” she said with a sly smile. “Did you ever feel shortchanged?”

I looked at her with newfound respect. I just thought she had a tight vagina. I had no idea she worked hard to get it that way.

“So, your guest today didn’t have a prayer of lasting the full hour, right?”

She laughed. “No, he did not.”

I picked up one of the weights that wasn’t attached to the dildo. “And now? Since you moved in with us, you don’t work out as often?”

“I use it a few times a week just to stay toned, but no, I don’t work out nearly as much as I used to.”

I looked at her and she raised an eyebrow. “Really? Are you sure?”

“If it’s not too much trouble,” I said softly.

She came to me and kissed my mouth. “Anything for you, Dillon.”

For the next few weeks, Desiree and I came to an understanding. She worked at the brothel, managing the girls and doing what a good madam does to keep a den of iniquity fully functioning while I stayed at our apartment and worked on my crypto portfolio. She stopped seeing clients and I stopped fucking the other whores so we were pretty much a normal couple in most ways. In most ways.

“Do you mind if I watch when you work out?” I asked early on. She looked a little surprised at first, then bemused, but she had no problem with doing her weights while I sat there, fascinated. I was blown away by how much she worked at it, too. She did squats, she did wall-sitting, and she even used the weighted dildo in her asshole. I asked her why.

“The sphincter is a muscle like any other. It can be made stronger in the same manner as a cunt. Most men enjoy fucking a whore’s ass so I keep mine in shape, the same as I do with my vagina.”

“I’ve never been all that enamored with the dark passage,” I told her, which wasn’t quite true but partly.

“Yes, I’ve noticed. Why is that?”

I made a face. “I always felt like once you went backdoor, you couldn’t go anywhere else.” It wasn’t completely true but mostly.

She smiled, but it was more of a smirk. “With a whore or a girlfriend?”

I was surprised. “Girlfriend, I guess.”

“I’m not surprised. Whores are much more careful about such things.” She walked to her desk in our living room where she kept the paperwork for the brothel. She flipped through a file and pulled out a sheet of paper. “See this?” she said as she handed it to me. “This is what I spend each month for prepackaged enemas. I make each girl use two before every appointment. That keeps them clean for other things.”

“What other things?” I asked, although I was pretty sure I knew what she was going to say.

“I’m sure you can guess,” she said with a tone that bordered on derision. “Yes?”

I wondered if Monique had shared the story I told her months ago with Desiree. The way she looked at me confirmed that she had.

“Monique told you, didn’t she?” I asked at last.

“Of course,” she said simply. “But I could have guessed. You men, so predictable.”

“So, that wouldn’t be a problem with you?”

“No, of course not. Here, let me show you.” She led me into the bedroom and stripped off her clothes. She’d been wearing a light dress that she often wears when she’s working at our apartment – when she goes next door to supervise the whores, she always dresses up, usually in something sexy and borderline obscene. But she slipped out of her dress quickly and since she never wears underwear except when that’s all she wears, she was naked in short order.

“Wet you cock on my cunt, then fuck my ass, Dillon,” she told me as she crawled onto our bed and positioned herself to let me fuck her from behind. I did as I was told, gladly, and once my wick was wet I pushed it into her dark passage. I’m not averse to a good assfucking, and I was thrilled with Desiree’s back door. She moaned as if she was enjoying the reaming I was giving her but she told me not to cum. When I felt my climax building, I slipped out of her.

“Here,” she said when she turned around. “Cum in my mouth.”

I was thrilled.

But nervous, as well. I had told Monique that the last girlfriend who had given me ass-to-mouth had gagged when she went down on me, not because she deepthroated me but because my dick was a bit dirty. More than a bit. She did the deed anyway but that was it for us – the idea of kissing her after she’d done that was beyond the pale for me. I broke up with her that same day.

Desiree, however, didn’t gag or give me any indication that my dick was disgusting. Evidently, she had prepared in advance even though I’d given her no warning of what was to come that day. After she went down on me and I shot my load deep in her throat, I asked her about it.

“So, you’ve been cleaning yourself this whole time?”

“Every day, Dillon. You never know when you need to be clean so it’s better to be clean all the time.”

“But when do you do it?”

“That is my business and not something you need to know.”

“And Monique does it, too?”

“She is a whore, no?” I could only nod in agreement. I was shocked that they kept their backdoor hygiene regimen from me the whole time I’d been living with them.

“So, I can have my way with you?” I asked with a crooked smile.

“Of course, Dillon. I thought you knew that.”
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The rest of the month that Monique was away was like a revelation to me. Spending my days and especially my nights with Desiree and her alone was incredible. She continued to work her pussy muscles as well as her sphincter and I enjoyed the fruits of her labor with reckless abandon. We fucked several times a day because, truth be told, there wasn’t much else I wanted to do. Desiree would check on the girls next door every so often just to make sure things were running smoothly, then she’d come back to me and throw herself at me. Almost literally. She was insatiable and I was a more-than-willing recipient of her lust.

The difference between Desiree and Monique was almost indescribable. With Monique, I was always the initiator and by far the more passionate lover. She was indifferent at best, barely tolerant at worst, which was far too often, I realized after the fact. Her apathy about our relationship served to inflame my desire for her and, I realize in her absence, was maddening in its effect. The less she wanted me the more I wanted her. I know it’s a story as old as time but even though I knew it was happening while it was happening, I was powerless to do anything to stop myself from obsessing over her.

With Desiree, it was quite the opposite. I knew she wasn’t in love with me and I certainly wasn’t in love with her, but her apparent desire for me sexually, whether real or simulated, made the sex outstanding in ways I’d never experienced before. Oh, I’ve fucked my share of women I had no feelings for – hell, all of them fit that category other than Monique – but those experiences were different. Whether a paid encounter with an escort or a pick-up for a one-night stand, there was no connection other than the novelty of being with someone new.

Here’s the thing with fucking Desiree – neither of us were under any illusions about what we meant to each other. We were nothing more than whore and john. More importantly, we knew that fact would never change. I didn’t love her and never would, and she didn’t love me and never would. It’s freeing in a deeply fundamental way to realize that our relationship, such as it was, had no chance of going any further. I loved fucking her and she seemed to enjoy fucking me. So we fucked. With no other hidden agenda, no unspoken plan, no ulterior motives. We were fuck buddies except that I was paying her for the privilege of fucking her.

Oh, yeah. In case you were wondering, I was still wiring £10,000 to her joint account with Monique every day. We’d long since pulled the plug on the cash transactions with Monique’s tacit if begrudging approval in favor of a daily wire transfer, but it was still happening daily. That much hadn’t changed. In my estimation, it never would.

As the month was coming to a close, I felt the need to talk about what would happen when Monique returned to London.

“We will go back to the way things were before she left,” Desiree said with a tone that made me feel stupid for asking. Desiree had a knack for doing that. “Why?” she added.

“It just feels like things might be different between us,” I offered. She gave me a hard look as only she can.

“Dillon,” she said as if she was talking to a child. “I sent Monique away because she was taking us for granted. Especially you but me as well to some extent. She needed to be reminded how good she has it here with us.”

“What do you mean?” I hadn’t asked what life would be like for her in Paris. I figured it would be similar to her life here, seeing a few clients a day.

Desiree corrected my misunderstanding. “I told my madam that I wanted her to be heavily used while she was at the brothel. She has been seeing one to two dozen johns a day for most of the month.”

I was floored. “Why so many?”

Desiree smirked. “She needed to be taught a lesson, Dillon. She needed to be reminded how much you love her and what you do for her.”

I almost fell over. I didn’t know what to say. She noticed. “It is still true, no?” I nodded. It hadn’t really occurred to me before that moment, but I had missed Monique and was looking forward to seeing her again. But I also expected her to be the same as when she left – blasé, towards me, towards life, towards everything. Everything except Desiree. Now, I wasn’t sure what to expect.

“You will be happy with her when she returns, Dillon. I have a good feeling about it.” I wanted to ask how she could be so sure but I decided to let it rest. I needed to think.

Desiree and I went to the train station together to pick up Monique later that day. I still didn’t ask how things would be different once we were a threesome again but Desiree wasted no time addressing the elephant in the room.

“When we get back to the apartment, I will leave you two alone,” she told me as I drove to the train station. Monique was riding the train through the Chunnel instead of flying for reasons I didn’t understand nor really care about – I left details like transportation up to Desiree.

“How long?”

“I’m not sure,” she said for the first time I can ever remember her being undecided about anything. Desiree has very strong opinions about almost everything I’d discovered in our month together. I found myself disappointed that she was going to pull back but figured it wouldn’t last long – I was well aware of how much she loved Monique and how much Monique loved Desiree. “Perhaps a week or two. No more than a month, though.”

I almost crashed the car. “What are you talking about?” I thought she would say a day or two.

“I want Monique to understand that if she wants this arrangement to continue, she has to focus on you, Dillon. That is why I sent her away in the first place. She was taking you far too lightly.”

I wanted to say that Monique takes everything too lightly but I was in such turmoil at the prospect of not seeing Desiree – and how much that upset me – that it was all I could do to continue. “Where will you go?”

“Oh, I’ll be next door at the brothel,” she said with a tone that made me feel like an idiot. “But I will leave you two alone.”

“Why? Didn’t you miss Monique?” We hadn’t talked about how Desiree felt. I didn’t think we needed to. I knew she missed her no matter how much she enjoyed being with me.

“Of course,” she said softly. “But you and her are the most important thing right now. So I will step back for a while.”

“What if I don’t want you to?” I couldn’t believe I was saying it but I’d really grown to enjoy sex with Desiree. And it suddenly dawned on me that I wasn’t ready to give her up, even for a week. Even for a day.

“We will all benefit from a little separation, Dillon. You’ll see.” She smiled at me and patted my leg. “You’ll see.”

I let it drop and began to think about being with Monique again. I realized that I’d been unconsciously concerned about how we would balance being a threesome after her long absence and it was oddly comforting to know I wouldn’t have to deal with two women at once. I looked at Desiree with even more respect for her than I already had, which was considerable. This woman was always two steps ahead of me.

We arrived at St Pancras International after a slow crawl in London traffic and I parked the car. We walked through the huge station for Monique’s train to arrive with my head swirling. I felt like I was in some kind of old fashion movie in black and white, waiting for the arrival of a train with my girlfriend even though my situation was different from anything Hollywood would ever dream up – waiting for my French whore with my other French whore.

“There it is,” Desiree said with more excitement than I would have expected from her. I watched as the train came to a stop and watched the crowd disembark with my heart pounding unexpectedly from the excitement. Finally, I saw her.

She looked amazing.

Our eyes met as she descended the stairs from the train and I moved quickly in her direction. For an instant, I wondered if she would come to me or seek out Desiree to embrace but her eyes never left mine. She threw herself in my arms and I kissed her hard. It was amazing.

“Oh, Dillon,” she whispered when we broke the kiss. “I am so happy to be in your arms again.” I tried to keep my heart from exploding out of my chest but it was no use. I was ecstatic and her reaction to seeing me again. Beyond ecstatic, if that’s possible.

Finally, I let her go and turned to look for Desiree. She was standing a few feet away, smiling but with a hint of sadness. I pushed Monique to her and she embraced her girlfriend but it was restrained. I wasn’t sure if I was happy or sad about it.

“I will get a porter for your luggage,” Desiree said after they ended their embrace and she went off to collect Monique’s things, leaving us alone again.

“So, you missed me?” I asked against my better judgment.

“So much, Dillon. So much,” she said with as much enthusiasm as I’d ever seen from her. It was astounding. “I will never take you for granted again.”

“I had no idea…” I began but I wasn’t sure how to finish my thought. I didn’t know that Monique was conscious about how she came off – I just assumed she was oblivious. Was I wrong about that, too?

“I was terrible,” she said as she wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me to her. I held her close and put my head on hers as we walked toward the baggage area. “I will never be terrible again, Dillon. Never.” I was thrilled. Could she be this different?

Desiree had told me when Monique left a month ago that she had given her strict instructions not to call me for the entire time she was gone. I hadn’t heard from her at all, something that bothered me at first but that became quickly normalized over the course of the month. Hearing her voice again for the first time in thirty days was incredible.

“Did you talk to Desiree while you were gone?” I asked. I had no idea if they talked or not, surprisingly – it hadn’t occurred to me to ask before this moment.

“She called me when I arrived but said we wouldn’t talk again until the day I left, so not really.” She looked up at me. “I missed you both,” she whispered.

“It’s so good to have you back, Monique,” I told her with as much emotion as I had in me. I really meant it, too. Suddenly, the prospect of being alone with her for a week or two sounded perfect. Once again, Desiree was right. I really should stop doubting her.

“Is everything good at the apartment?” she asked as we walked toward the baggage area.

“About the same,” I said. “Did you miss that, too?”

“So much,” she said with an eye roll. “I had three roommates in Paris. No privacy.”

“Well, did Desiree tell you she’s moving next door for a week or two?”

“She did. I think that is a good thing.” She looked up at me and smiled. I tried to see any signs that she was telling me what I wanted to hear but I didn’t. She seemed sincere. My heart soared once again.

“You’re sure?” I asked as I held my breath.

“I’m sure, Dillon. I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

I smiled and pulled Monique tight to my body. I felt more optimistic about my life than I’ve ever felt before. I was on top of the world.

Little did I know…
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My month alone with Desiree changed me in a way I didn’t expect.

Which is exactly what she had in mind when she sent Monique away.

But now that we’re all together again, everything has changed.

But I don’t know if all the changes work for me.

It’s time for me to get what I want.

Click here to leave a review of
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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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