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

My month alone with Désirée 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.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Prologue

I’ve been with a lot of women sexually in my life. I’m not trying to brag, just stating a fact. I’ve been blessed in the looks department – nothing too dramatic, just good enough to get by – and I’ve always had the time and money to make the most of any opportunities that presented themselves. And if there’s one thing that’s true about most women, even if they are loathed to admit it; a decent-looking guy with game and bank will get their attention. Not every time, but often enough. So as long as you keep shooting, you’re bound to hit some shots. As they say on the hardwood, you never score if you never shoot.

I scored. Let me tell you, I scored plenty.

The thing was, in all the time I was dogging around, first in the States and then in the UK, I never fell in love before I met Monique. I liked some of the girls I dated. Liked a few of them well enough to live with them for a time. But I always knew on some level that I wasn’t about to make any long-term plans with them. Why would I? Guys who get married, or settle down, or whatever you want to call it, always do it for one of three reasons. Either they don’t have game and they settle for the first woman who’ll put up with their shit. Or they finally stumble across a girl who’s way the fuck out of their league but for one reason or another – either she doesn’t realize she trading down or doesn’t care for god-knows-what-reason – and he figures he’d be nuts not to lock that shit down. Or the guy in question, for reasons I don’t get and never will, wants to settle down with one woman and have kids or some stupid shit, I have no idea why.

Well, I never felt the need to go the distance with anyone.

Until I met Monique.

Not right away, of course. It took her a few months to sink her hooks into me, but once she did, I was a goner.

And here’s the thing about it, the thing that kills me even now. She never even tried to lock me down. Even after she knew what I was worth, how much I loved her, and how much I could do for her, she just didn’t give a shit. She just didn’t.

Which is probably what made me so crazy about her in the first place.

But everything changed when she returned to London after a month in Paris. And it was fucking incredible.
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You might be asking yourself right about now why I’m talking about being in love with Monique in a book about Désirée, my Other French Whore. Well, I’ll tell you.

Désirée sent Monique away from our apartment in London as a sort of punishment. She, Désirée, wasn’t pleased with the way Monique had been treating me. So she banished her to Paris, to work at Désirée’s old brothel, to remind her how good she had it living with us in London.

When she first sent Monique away, I was kind of broken up about it. I didn’t mind being alone with Désirée so much – she’s a very sexy French whore in her own right, after all – but she wasn’t the woman I loved. I was frustrated with Monique because she was just so lackadaisical about everything, including me, which is exactly what pissed Désirée off enough to send her away.

She didn’t just send her away, either. She sent her to work for her old madam, a woman I met briefly and wouldn’t want to cross. The woman was intimidating. On top of that, Désirée told the madam to work Monique hard, which in the brothel world means servicing at least a dozen guys a day and often more. I can’t imagine having that much sex in one day, never mind day after day for weeks on end, but I know it happens. I saw this documentary once about a legal brothel in Germany where the women all fucked upwards of twenty guys a day just to make ends meet, so I know it can be done. I just can’t imagine doing it.

So when Monique came home to us, I was stoked. I assumed she’d be happy to see me, or us, maybe because although Monique doesn’t love me, she is in love with Désirée. Confused? Tell me about it. Living in this situation is enough to drive a man to drink. Unfortunately, I gave up the sauce a few months ago to preserve my liver, not to mention my sanity. So there’s that, too.

But Monique made a big deal about being happy to see me when she came home so I took her straight to bed and fucked her. I half expected that she’d be less than thrilled about having sex with me, having been ridden hard and put away wet for a solid month in Paris. But she either did a great job of acting or she was genuinely glad to fuck me because she was great in bed. Better than great, she was loving, attentive, and best of all, enthusiastic. Like never before.

Which I loved.

At first.

As we recovered from our first round of lovemaking in a solid month, I turned to Monique to ask her where her new attitude was coming from. We’d known each other for well over a year at that point and I had fucked her almost daily for most of that time, but this was the first time she actually and actively enjoyed herself. It struck me as suspicious at best and totally bogus at worst.

“Sorry?” she said when I put it to her.

“Where did that come from?” I repeated. “You’re never so, shall we say, energetic, Monique.” I wasn’t going to pull any punches with her. I wanted the truth. I could handle the truth.

She blushed – I know, right? A whore who blushes? – but she tried to explain. “I have a new attitude, Dillon.”

“That’s pretty clear, Monique. My question is, why?” She raised her eyebrows but said nothing. “Are you just acting for my benefit?”

She frowned but not as if she was angry, more like she was disappointed. I almost felt bad for asking so bluntly but I’d been down the garden path with her too many times. I wanted her to be honest with me.

“I love the way you make love to me, Dillon. Of all the men who fucked me in Paris the past month, and there were so many men, only you make love to me like that. As if you mean it because you love me. I love that.

“And I love sex with men, as surprising as that seems. I could never give up fucking men. I love being with women and I really love being with Désirée, but there is something about having a dick in me that is just incredible. I love that feeling and I love it most of all with you, Dillon. I really do.”

If it was all an act she was putting on one hell of a performance. But I wasn’t hearing the words I wanted to hear. Because I knew it wasn’t true. “But you don’t love me, do you, Monique?”

“I love you in my own way, Dillon. I love you like I’ve never loved any other man.” She stared at me so hard she started to cry. I wasn’t buying it, though.

“In your way, but you’re one true love will always be Désirée, right? I’ll never be as important to you as she is.”

She was fully crying by that time. “I’m sorry, Dillon. I truly am sorry. But I can’t lie to you. It wouldn’t be right. I will always love you for what you’ve done for me and for what you continue to do for me and for Désirée. But no, I will never love you the way I love her.” She stroked my chest. “I will always be grateful, Dillon. And I will always love what you did, and what you are still doing. Isn’t that enough? Can’t that be enough?”

She bent down and took my dick into her mouth. She sucked me, gently at first and then with more enthusiasm as only a woman who sucks dick for a living can. She put on one hell of a performance, one I had no trouble buying into because say what you will about prostitutes, they know how to suck dick.

But therein lies the rub.

One of the things I love about a woman going down on me is I always imagine that, all things being equal, she’d really rather not. I might be projecting – hell, I know I’m projecting – but the act itself, to my mind, strikes me as rather disgusting. I have no trouble believing that women, in the broadest sense of the word, no pun intended, would not miss fellatio one iota if it suddenly disappeared from the world without a trace. Which means that when a woman goes down on a man, when she takes our disgusting little tool into her mouth and sucks, or worse, when she lets us fuck her face, she is allowing us to degrade her for our pleasure.

But whores are different. Unless they are brand-spanking new at the job, they have sucked so much dick over their time doing sex work that it’s almost like second nature to them. They don’t find it degrading in the least, but that takes some of the thrill of it off the table. Face-fucking a whore, while still enjoyable from a physical perspective, isn’t the same as face-fucking a woman who would much rather not do any such thing.

Clear as mud?

Great.

Anyway, Monique took my dick into her mouth and sucked me hard again, but it wasn’t the same. I appreciated her effort, and I certainly enjoyed the feeling of her soft, sensual lips and tongue on my member, but the joy of degrading her was nowhere to be found. I know, I know. I’m a sick fuck, but what can I tell you? I wouldn’t be surprised if you’re the same as me.

I began to wonder if Monique wasn’t the girl for me after all.
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“We have a problem,” Désirée told me a few days later.

I’d been holed up in our apartment with Monique since she returned from Paris and we’d seen almost nothing of Désirée. I was surprised that Désirée avoided any contact with Monique other than a quick hello when we arrived but she told me she wanted Monique to focus on me. Now, she came over to talk to me and ignored Monique other than a nod as she walked into the apartment.

“What’s up?” I asked, not too worried but concerned.

“The police,” Désirée said without hiding her disgust. “They are relentless.”

“Are they making trouble legally?” I asked, more than a little concerned now. We made an agreement with the local precinct when we began hiring other whores for our brothel that the brass and even some of the rank and file could stop by whenever they had an itch to scratch and one of our girls would take care of them free of charge. Since prostitution is legal in England but running a brothel is not, we had to keep the peace with them or risk being shut down, or worse. My heart rate doubled on hearing Désirée’s news.

“No, not yet. But they are coming by too much, too much,” Désirée said with gusto. She is prone to overreacting in most circumstances, something I’d gotten used to in the months we’d been living together, but this news seemed to warrant a serious reaction.

I nodded. “So, we have to comp them and…” There were several ways that too many freebies could be an issue. The girls could object to not being paid, or we might have to turn away paying customers if the cops were keeping the girls so busy we couldn’t meet the demand. More likely, I guessed, Désirée didn’t like forking over her own money to pay the girls for the cops’ sessions, which turned out to be the case.

“I will make no money this month with all the unpaid visits,” Désirée practically screamed. I knew she was likely exaggerating, probably a lot, but I didn’t want to poke the bear. I nodded and stroked my chin as if I was concerned with her plight even if it was my plight as well, seeing as I was the majority owner of the brothel.

“How many visits are we talking about, on average?” I asked. Monique was listening to our conversation but she wasn’t participating, which was fine with me. This wasn’t her problem.

“Two or three each day,” Désirée almost spat the words at me. “I can’t afford it.”

I hesitated to tell her that since she was getting at least a dozen paying customers per day and almost double that on weekends, she could absolutely afford to pay the girls for fucking the police to leave us alone. But I didn’t want to get into it with her at that point. So I decided to propose a slightly unusual solution.

“What if Monique handled all the cops who show up?” I said in an offhanded way.

Désirée shot me a look, as did Monique. “Really?” Désirée asked before Monique could object. “That would solve everything, Dillon.” She rushed to hug me and then backed out of the apartment so fast I had to smile.

Monique, once I looked at her, was not smiling. Not even close.

“What?” I asked even though I knew without asking.

Monique's response of "Nothing" caught me off guard. I had anticipated some sort of objection or pushback from her regarding my plan. In my mind, I had calculated that there was roughly a fifty-fifty chance of her expressing disapproval. However, the odds seemed to be in my favor as Monique remained silent, at least initially.

Her unexpected acquiescence left me surprised. I had braced myself for a potential debate or negotiation, but she appeared to be unfazed by my proposal. It was as if my words had no immediate impact on her, leaving me in a state of uncertainty.

Despite the initial shock, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief. The prospect of encountering resistance from Monique had weighed on my mind, and her lack of objection was like a weight lifted off my shoulders. It seemed as though I had made a wise decision in taking the risk and presenting my plan without consulting her.

As the silence lingered, I observed Monique closely, trying to decipher her true feelings. Her facial expression remained neutral, giving me no indication of whether she was genuinely okay with my proposal or simply choosing to remain quiet for the time being. I wondered if her response was indicative of her trust in my judgment or if it was merely a reflection of her desire to avoid confrontation.

Whatever her reasons, Monique's initial lack of objection provided me with a glimmer of hope that my plan might succeed. It was a small step forward, but it was enough to give me the confidence to proceed and discuss the details further.

“Would you mind if I hid in the closet while you see him?” I asked. It had been months since I watched Monique entertain a client, something I loved doing when we first moved in together but which had fallen by the wayside since Désirée came to live with us. I was hard just thinking about it again.

“If you like,” she said softly with a look that made it obvious she wasn’t thrilled with the idea. Which only made me want it more.

I pulled out my phone and dialed Désirée next door. She picked up almost immediately.

“What is it?” she asked impatiently.

“When the cops come over, do they call in advance?”

She laughed. “No, of course not. They just show up.”

“Okay,” I said as I debated whether to tell Désirée about my plan. “Let me know the next time one comes by before you bring him over.”

She paused, and then she chuckled. “Are you going to spy on Monique, Dillon?” I wasn’t too surprised but a little.

“Is that a problem?” I threw it back at her.

“Only if you get caught,” she said just before she clicked off.

She had a point. If anything happened while I was hiding and watching Monique service one of the local police brass, it would be hard to explain. We’d done the voyeur thing for months before but never with law enforcement, which added a whole new dimension to the scheme. A dangerous dimension.

And made it almost irresistible to me, I realized.

“What?” Monique asked as she watched me work through the decision in my mind.

“You don’t think this will blow up in our faces, do you?” I asked her. She stared at me with a strange look on her face for several seconds.

“I don’t see why it would,” she admitted at last. “Why?”

“No reason,” I said dismissively. I saw no upside in making her uncomfortable about my intent, even though I knew it was a risk. “Did you service any of the cops before you went to Paris?”

“Yes, a few,” she said with a doubtful look.

“Do they…?” I didn’t know exactly what to say. “Are they the same as all the others?”

“They can be a little rough,” she admitted. “Nothing too bad.”

The idea of them being rough with her thrilled me. British men in general, even the types who use prostitutes, are so fucking polite it’s almost comical. The thought of one of them getting a little physical with Monique was new and exciting to me.

Should I feel guilty about feeling that way, I wondered. I looked at Monique. She was just staring at me. “Do you like it when they get rough with you?” I asked her out of the blue. I’m not at all sure why.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “Sometimes it can be exciting.”

“What do they do?” I was hard as a rock suddenly.

“Mostly they pull my hair or slap my ass while they fuck me from behind.” She moved closer to wrap her arm around my waist. “Why, do you like that, Dillon? Does the idea of a man beating me up thrill you a little?”

This was a side of Monique I had never seen before. And she was digging into a side of me I’d never realized existed. I didn’t know what to make of it. “Yeah, it kind of does.” I wasn’t sure admitting such a thing was a good idea but that was water under the bridge now.

She closed her eyes and zoned out. I waited until she opened her eyes and looked at me. “I think it will be a little dangerous.”

“In what way?”

“What will you do if they get carried away while you’re in the closet, watching?” She looked at me strangely. As if she was baiting me.

“I’ll just have to let them beat you up, I guess.” I was so hard it hurt. Fuck, where was this coming from?

“Okay,” she said simply.
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We didn’t have to wait long to put our new plan into action. Désirée called me an hour after that conversation to say that one of the brass at the local precinct had come by looking to get laid. On the house, of course. After Désirée let me know he was coming over, she walked him to our door. I let Monique know what was happening and then hid in the closet in our bedroom.

“We will be servicing you with Monique,” I heard Désirée tell the guy from the closet. It was hard to hear what was going on but it sounded a little like the guy wasn’t happy being pawned off on Monique. I was a little pissed at the idea that he didn’t think Monique was good enough for him but then it occurred to me that he might take it out on her. My erection came roaring back at the thought.

I really am a sick puppy, I thought as I listened to them walk into the bedroom.

“Get on your knees,” the cop ordered Monique bruskly. She did as she was told and proceeded to unbuckle his belt. He watched her work without making a move to help her.

He was obviously some kind of administrator as he wasn’t wearing a uniform, just a cheap suit and cheap shoes. She lowered his trousers and took his dick into her mouth. He wasn’t hard which also pissed me off. Why wouldn’t he be hard when he was about to get fucked by a beautiful whore? I’ll never understand the British.

“Take off my shoes and socks,” he ordered her as she was sucking him. She stopped and reached down to untie his laces as he continued to watch. Once she had removed his shoes and sock, an act that in and of itself is pretty fucking demeaning, she went back to sucking him while he stripped off his suit coat and tie, then his shirt and undershirt. Before long, he was naked while Monique was still fully clothed.

“Get up on the bed on all fours,” he ordered her after a while. I had a good view of her as she climbed onto the bed but kept all of her clothes on. He hadn’t told her to strip so she didn’t, like any good whore would. Monique has been whoring for all of her adult life and she knows all the tricks and shortcuts – if you never remove your clothes you can service more men in any given time frame.

“You fuck anyone else today, bitch?” the cop asked in a growl as he grabbed her hip with one hand and aimed his dick at her cunt with the other. He made no move to don a condom and Monique didn’t insist on one, much to my delight. My plan was to reclaim her once she’d fucked him and I loved the feeling of another man’s cum in my woman’s cunt when I fucked her. It’s the best lubricant in the world, not to mention it’s degrading as hell for her, something I was all too familiar with from our time before Désirée came to live with us. I’d almost forgotten how much I enjoyed watching Monique fuck johns while I was hiding in the closet with the prospect of reclaiming her as soon as he was finished.

“I asked you a fucking question, whore,” he growled as he slammed into her cunt again and again.

“You are my first customer today,” she said in a ragged tone as he continued to pummel her. He reached up and grabbed her hair to leverage his assault on her vagina and she moaned as if she was enjoying him being rough with her, which she likely was from our earlier conversation. I wondered if she was laying it on thick for my benefit as well.

“If Désirée thinks she’s going to shunt us off on you all the fucking time,” he said as he fucked her. “She’s got another thing coming.” He groaned and spasmed on that last line and dumped his load into Monique's vagina as she feigned an orgasm of her own. I knew she wasn’t really climaxing but he didn’t have a clue. She’s really good a faking it. I know that from long experience.

When he pushed her forward onto the bed, he turned to get dressed. She just laid there without making any effort to see him out. He remained silent until he finished dressing and exited without saying a word. I listened for the front door of the apartment and when I was sure he was gone, I exited the closet and stripped out of my clothes.

Monique rolled onto her back and watched me as I disrobed. She spread her legs for me to see her dripping cunt, a sight I hadn’t seen in a while with another man’s cum in it. I was beyond thrilled and hard as stone. I climbed onto the bed and entered her pussy immediately. She moaned for me, laying it on thick again but I didn’t care. I loved that she was going the extra mile for me and I fucked her vigorously until I came hard in her already-drenched cunt.

“Did you enjoy that, Dillon?” she asked as I panted. She took my head in her hands and kissed me and it was one of the most satisfying kisses I can remember receiving from her. “I love it when you reclaim me,” she whispered in my ear. “I love it when you do that.”

“You love it?” I asked. She’d never used that word before. “Seriously?”

“I love it, Dillon,” she confirmed as she held my head and studied my eyes. “And I love you.”

I snorted. “You love Désirée, Monique. Don’t lie to me.”

She looked hurt. She’s not a good actress so I took note of her dismay. “I realized when I was in Paris that I love you both. You must believe me when I tell you that, Dillon.”

I studied her closely and wondered if I could trust her. “Prove it, Monique,” I said without thinking.

“How?”

“I don’t know but I’ll think of something.” I rolled off of her and got dressed, then I went next door to talk to Désirée. She wasn’t surprised.

“She came back to us changed, Dillon,” Désirée told me in my old apartment. “I believe she has a new appreciation for everything you’ve done for her.”

“That’s not the same as love, Désirée,” I said with a wave. “Not even close.”

“It might be the best you can hope for,” she said gently, which for her was unusual. I nodded. She looked at me. “By the way, how did things go with the Detective Inspector?”

“Fine. Good,” I said with a wave. “He was a bit of an ass,” I added.

“Yes, he’s always a bit of an ass,” Désirée said with a laugh. “Most of them are.”

“Really? Is it that bad?”

She nodded. “Monique will have her work cut out for her if we keep making her service them all.”

“He didn’t seem too happy about our plan,” I said with a raised eyebrow.

“I really don’t care,” she said with a look of disgust. “I’m tired of paying for them.”

“So you won’t be paying Monique, then?” I asked, already quite sure of her answer. She laughed at me.

“No, of course not. She will contribute and be happy to do so, don’t you think?”

A thought occurred to me. “Why don’t you let the cops know that she likes it when they slap her around?”

Désirée looked at me with surprise on her face. Then she smiled. “Yes, that’s a good idea.”

“Let’s see how that goes, then.”

“I will take care of it.”


4

The police came to fuck every day. I was surprised at how many of them showed up looking for freebies just because they looked the other way as we flouted the law regarding running a brothel.

Who knew?

Monique serviced all of them with no complaints, which surprised me almost as much. She never said anything about being back in the saddle, so to speak, as a whore, although it made sense once I thought about it. She’d been a whore since she came of age in France and her month in Paris was intense from what Désirée told me about it. Compared to that, a couple or three cops a day was nothing.

I didn’t reclaim her after every visitor she serviced but I usually watched. I only fucked her afterward if the cop was a little rough with her. What can I tell you? I never realized that I was into degrading Monique until someone else did it for me, but once I got a taste for it I was hooked.

Not that I ever degraded her. I still loved her in my way, so I never slapped her ass or pulled her hair, I just enjoyed watching other men do it to her, then I took her myself. I treated her gently, as if I was consoling her but I knew she wasn’t buying it. She knew I was the one who suggested to Désirée that she handle all the cops that came by so I wasn’t fooling anybody. Still, I think she appreciated that I was gentle with her.

Désirée still kept her distance. She spent all day and night next door at the brothel, managing the girls, handling the customers, and sending any cops that showed up next door to see Monique. I finally went to see her myself to talk about her game plan for the future.

“Are you still a part of our family?” I asked after we sat down for tea.

She shrugged and almost rolled her eyes. “I was letting you and Monique reconnect after a month apart, no?” She still had that heavy French accent that I loved so much.

I nodded. “It’s been great, but I know she misses you and is wondering if there’s something wrong between you.”  What I wasn’t saying was that I missed Désirée, too.

She saw right through me. “Is it just Monique who misses me?”

I looked down and smiled. “No, it’s not.”

“And why is that?” she asked with a big smirk.

“You know why.” I wasn’t about to spell it out for her.

“Maybe I should buy a kit for Monique so she can work on that cunt of hers,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. I have to admit, I was shocked. Somewhat.

While Monique was in Paris for the month servicing ten to twenty men per day, I was fucking Désirée exclusively for the first time in our relationship. It was then that she let me in on her little secret about how she maintained such a tight cunt after so many years as a whore. She had purchased a specialized dildo that was conical in shape so that she had to use her vaginal muscles to hold it in place if she put it in while she was standing up. Even more amazing, she could attach small weights to the bottom of the dildo which made it much more difficult to hold onto and which gave her the ability to strengthen, to an amazing degree, the grip she could assert with her vagina on said dildo or on any penis that fucked her. Like mine. Which made for amazing sex. Which I missed since Monique came home and Désirée stayed away.

“You want me to get a set of weights for Monique, Dillon?” she asked with a sly smile.

“I’m surprised you didn’t tell her about it before now.”

She smirked. “I have never shared my secret with anyone except you,” she said, surprising me.

I was touched and a little curious.“Why me?”

She just stared at me with that look of hers. Désirée, all one hundred pounds of her, is a very intimidating woman. She’s been whoring her entire adult life, just like Monique, but unlike my first French whore, Désirée is a committed prostitute. She took to the profession like a duck to water whereas Monique kind of drifted into it by following Désirée’s lead. And where Monique is pretty blasé about everything in her life, including her job, Désirée is a dedicated servicer of men who want sex and are willing to pay top dollar for it. And a big part of her dedication to her chosen career is her commitment to maintaining a world-class cunt.

So I was shocked to learn that she never shared her secret with anyone else before. Even her longtime lover, Monique.

“I have come to respect you, Dillon,” she explained. “You are a good man.”

I was rocked back on my heels even though I was sitting down at the time. “Are you going soft on me, Désirée?” I asked with a smirk of my own even though I was bowled over by her admission.

“Me? Never,” she said with a dismissive look that was much more in character for my tough-as-nails brothel madam. It takes brass balls to run a good whorehouse and Désirée had the biggest set of balls I’d ever come across, man or woman. “I just respect you, Dillon. Nothing more.”

“Then why don’t you come back to me, Désirée?” I said, surprising myself as much as I surprised her, apparently. She looked at me like I had two heads.

“You miss me?” she asked, suddenly as vulnerable as I’ve ever seen her.

“I do. And not just because of your superhuman cunt, Désirée. I miss what we had while Monique was gone. I don’t want her to go away again, but I miss you.”

And just like that, things changed between us. Again.
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Désirée came to our apartment later that night. Monique and I had already eaten dinner and were watching TV in anticipation of going to bed when we heard a knock on the door. I looked at Monique and she looked at me – neither of us have any friends who would come calling at such an hour and Désirée always called first before she sent any cops who had dropped in unexpectedly to fuck Monique for free. So I was curious as to who could be knocking on our door so late at night. I don’t know why it didn’t occur to me that it might be – it could only be Désirée but it didn’t.

Even more surprising was how subdued Désirée was when I welcomed her into our home. Her home. She’d been sleeping next door at the brothel for weeks since Monique returned from her month-long exile in Paris but this was still her home. She had a key, her name was on the deed and she had every right to be there. So that she knocked was strange. The look on her face was even stranger.

She seemed nervous.

“I would like to sleep here tonight if it’s alright with you,” she said to both of us. Monique looked at me, clearly astonished but deferring to me to welcome Désirée back into our lives. I did so immediately. I took Désirée into my arms and kissed her, warmly if not passionately and she kissed me back in kind. Then I pushed her towards Monique who had been waiting patiently to welcome her longest lover back into her life. I watched with some sadness as the two of them kissed lovingly, realizing not for the first time and certainly not the last that I would always be the third wheel in their relationship. They might both claim to be committed bisexuals but I suspected that if they never saw another penis again they’d be fine with it.

Then Désirée surprised me yet again. “I don’t want to intrude and I don’t want this to be all about me,” she explained in as soft a tone as I’ve ever heard from her. “I love you both and I want to be a part of our family again, as it was before Monique went away.”

“You sent me away,” Monique said without animosity. “And I deserved it,” she added with a look at me.

“Why do you say that, Monique?”

“Because it was true. I was not a good wife to you, Dillon,” she said with a look of pain writ across her face. “I am sorry for that.”

“We’re not married, Monique” I pointed out. It had never occurred to me that marriage was on anyone’s agenda between the three of us. If anything, I assumed that Monique and Désirée would get married at some point after I left the picture. I didn’t want to leave. I just always felt like they could do without me a lot more readily than they could do without each other. Even when Monique was away and I enjoyed as close a relationship with Désirée as I thought was possible, I never felt like she loved or needed me. I just didn’t.

But Monique turned and looked at me with as serious a look as I’d ever seen. “I think we should get married, Dillon. I will sign anything you want about the money.” She looked at me searchingly. “What is it called? A prenup?”

I nodded, almost too stunned to speak. “Yes, that’s right,” I finally managed.

Monique went on. “Without you, none of this would have been possible and I need to be what you always wanted me to be.” She turned to Désirée. “I hope you understand, my love.”

“I do,” Désirée whispered. “And I feel the same as you,” she said to Monique but turned to me as she said it. “We owe you everything, Dillon. We are so grateful for you.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. Désirée picked up on my indecision and came to me. She took my hand and led me to the bedroom without a word. Monique followed. Together, they undressed me and had me lie down on the bed, and then they undressed themselves and came to me. They took turns kissing me and sucking my dick, then Désirée mounted me and Monique positioned herself above my mouth but facing Désirée. Just before she lowered her bare mound I saw her lean in and kiss Désirée and it was an extraordinary sight.

We spent the next hour making love for the first time it seemed. Not fucking, making love. It was incredible. I’ve never been so happy in my life.

The next morning when I awoke, I was pleasantly surprised to find both of my French whores snuggled close to either side of me. They were still asleep and I just listened to them sleep-breathing for several luxuriously happy minutes. And I came to a decision.

“Good morning,” I said softly as Désirée stirred first. Monique continued to sleep.

“Bonjour,” she whispered with a warm smile. “Did you sleep well?”

“Wonderfully,” I said with a warm smile of my own. “But I can’t wait to tell you what I decided we should do.”

“Should we wait for Monique to wake up so you can tell us together?” she asked.

“I can’t wait,” I said as I shook Monique gently.

“Good morning,” she said without opening her eyes. She looked so sweet, almost angelic and I remembered why I fell in love with her. There was something so pristine about Monique, which is beyond ironic given who and what she is. But that’s how I feel about her.

“Good morning,” I whispered as I pulled her close. She melted into my body and I kissed the top of her head as she moaned her approval. My heart felt like it might burst.

“Dillon has something he wants to tell us,” Désirée said softly and although I was a little disappointed because I wanted to bring it up myself, I smiled and let her be the one to break the news to Monique, who finally opened her eyes and peered up at me.

“What?” Monique asked with a hint of a smile.

I began, “I want us to be a family in every way we can be from now on. I want Désirée to move back in with us full-time, and I want us to sleep together every night. No clients for either of you anymore at night. I don’t want to share you for sleeping.”

“But for fucking?” Désirée asked, always with her eye on the bottom line. “The police?”

“Monique may continue to fuck the cops as she has been but I will pay her to do so.”

“On top of the money you pay us daily?” Désirée asked, clearly surprised. I was still paying them £10,000 a day for their services as my personal whores and I had no plans to stop. But things would be different.

“I will continue to pay you both but I will also be asking my brother to combine our accounts. I’m going to call my brother today.” Andrew had visited last year when Monique first moved in with me but he had yet to meet Désirée. I decided it was time he did.

“Wait, you are combining our accounts?” Désirée asked. Monique, as I expected, remained silent as she listened to us discussing our futures together. “What if we decide to leave?”

“I hope it will never come to that but I will have Andrew draw up a pre-nup for all three of us.”

Désirée stared at me, her astonishment clearly evident – she made no attempt to hide it. But the mention of a prenup motivated Monique to ask, “Isn’t a prenup for people who are getting married?”

“It is,” I confirmed without explaining further. I’d let them ask as they figured it out.

“But how can we marry, all three of us?” Désirée asked, sounding as if her confusion was pissing her off. No surprise there.

“We can’t all three marry legally but we can arrange our affairs as if we were, all three of us, married to each other. The prenup will spell it out. I’m not exactly sure how but that will be Andrew’s job, to make a three-way marriage in name only work for us.”

“Why are you doing this, Dillon?” Désirée asked pointedly. Monique just nodded her agreement with the question.

“Because I want to share everything I have with you, as if we were married.”

“And if we leave someday? We get nothing?” Désirée asked, still not getting what I was intending. Monique got it though. She turned to Désirée and shook her head.

“No, we can never leave,” she said to Désirée. Then she turned to me. “That’s what you want, is it not, Dillon? That we can never leave?”

“Not exactly. I don’t want you to ever leave but if you do, you take what’s yours with you. The prenup will spell that out since we can’t legally get married, but we’ll treat it as if we were, with full rights to all of our joint property. The real estate, the cash, and all the crypto.”

“So, if you keep paying us, we are really just paying ourselves with our own money,” Désirée said still sounding doubtful.

“If you want, I will keep transferring money from one joint account to another but it will all be titled the same, each of us equal owners. So, in a way, you’re right. You’ll just be paying yourselves with your own money.”

“Then you can stop doing that,” Désirée said almost immediately. “I don’t need to play games if what you say is true.”

“Why would I be playing games?” I asked.

She stared at me hard, her face a mask of skepticism and mistrust. Something I wanted to change. “I have been fucked over by men my whole life, Dillon, so trust comes hard for me. If you do what you say you are going to do, then…”

“I trust Dillon,” Monique said and I turned to smile at her. And kiss her. She kissed me back but then she looked at Désirée. “You can trust him, too.” She reached for Désirée to pull her in and kissed her. Désirée let her, reluctantly at first but she didn’t resist for long.

“Then it’s settled? We will be, for all intents and purposes, a family?”

“Call your brother,” Désirée said without smiling.

“I will.”
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As soon as I explained to Andrew what I planned to do, he said he would fly to London from his home in Connecticut as soon as he could. But he didn’t wait to berate me, which I expected.

“What are you doing, Dillon? Giving two-thirds of your fortune away to a couple of prostitutes is crazy, even for you, brother.”

“I know, but you’ve met Monique,” I said calmly. The last time Andrew came to see me, he had severe doubts about me getting into a relationship with Monique until he fucked her. I had no doubt he’d feel even more strongly about Désirée once he fucked her, which is exactly what I planned to have him do upon his arrival.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said just before he disconnected the call. I stared at my phone and smiled – he’s so predictable, which is exactly what you want in a business manager but can be annoying in a brother. Then again, I’m sure he finds me annoyingly unpredictable, so there’s that. I made the call to him with Désirée and Monique sitting in the room listening in. Monique made no comment, as I expected, but Désirée was, shall we say, pissed.

“Who the hell does he think he is?” she said with disdain dripping from her voice.

“He’ll be fine,” I said with a glance at Monique. “You’ll see.”

She nodded. “Andrew is very nice and easy to convince,” she said in a way that got the point across without being crass about it. Désirée looked skeptical but I can’t say I blame her. Andrew is tough to take on first blush sometimes.

“What is the plan for the police today?” Désirée asked, changing the subject. “We should have a plan.”

“We never finished that part of the discussion,” I said. “We should do that.”

“What do you want me to do?” Désirée asked, which surprised me. When it came to running the brothel, she usually made unilateral decisions. This was a change for her.

“I don’t want Monique fucking all the cops anymore,” I said flatly. “I’ll pay the other girls to fuck them out of my own account.”

“But your account is now our account, no?” Désirée asked with a slight smirk. “So, actually, we will all be paying the other girls to fuck the cops, no?”

I just stared at her. I was going to have to get used to this new arrangement, it suddenly occurred to me.

“I don’t mind fucking the cops,” Monique said out of the blue. I turned to look at her. “I like it.”

“But you don’t have to,” I said, even as doubts crept into my mind. Part of me wanted to treat Monique with respect and that meant not asking her to fuck the cops whenever they showed up for a freebie. But a small part of me knew I would miss that part of our lives – me watching her getting taken and then reclaiming her when they were done with her.

“I know,” she said to me gently. She put her hand on my arm and went on. “I appreciate you giving me the option to stop, but I would miss it. And I know you would miss it, too.” She smiled warmly and I got a little choked up. “We don’t need to change that much.”

“What if I did them with you?” Désirée asked, also out of the blue. We both turned to stare at her with our mouths hanging open.

“You’d do that?” Monique asked before I could say a word.

“Yes, I would,” Désirée said emphatically. “I think it is only right.”

“Why?” Monique asked. I was curious as well.

“Last night was fun,” Désirée said with a casual toss of her hair, something I wasn’t used to seeing from her. “I want more of that.”

I looked at her. “We’ll be doing more of that tonight,” I said with emphasis. “You don’t have to go looking for it with the cops.”

“I know, but I want to show my support for Monique,” she said as she slid over to her girlfriend and kissed her cheek. “I’ve missed you, too.”

“I think it would be fun, Dillon,” Monique said to me. “And I like it when you reclaim me. I like it very much.”

I found myself conflicted but also relieved. I knew in that moment I would have missed it if Monique stopped whoring all together. The prospect of watching her and Désirée service gentleman only enhanced my desire to keep watching. And reclaiming her. Or them.

Yeah, I could certainly live with this turn of events.

Andrew arrived late the next day. I picked him up at Heathrow by myself so we could have some time alone to talk before I introduced him to Désirée.

“What the fuck, Dillon?” he said as soon as he saw me.

“Nice to see you, too,” I said with a sardonic smile. “Good flight?”

“Cut the crap, brother. What are you doing, giving away more than half your fortune.” Andrew was responsible for giving me my fortune, as he calls it, which is probably pretty accurate. Last time I checked, my net worth was north of fifty million pounds. Not bad for a twenty-six-year-old college dropout who never really worked a real job in his life.

“I can live on a tenth of what I’ve got and if you’re right about where Bitcoin is going, I’d be able to rebuild my nest egg in a couple of years if Monique and Désirée decide they’ve had it with my shit. But I don’t think they’re going anywhere.” I gave him a look and he rolled his eyes. I hate it when he does that.

“How is Monique?” he asked. I was glad to change the subject even if I knew I hadn’t heard the last of it from him.

“She’s good. Really good, actually.” I pulled into traffic which was miserable as usual at the airport. We would be in the car for an hour to go just a few miles back to the apartment.

“And this Désirée? What do you know about her?” He gave me a sharp look. Ever since our parents died, Andrew has taken it upon himself to look out for me since I’m so much younger than he is. And he’s done a fantastic job, I’ll be the first to admit. We inherited a much smaller sum from our parents and he’s done wonders with it being early and aggressive in the crypto market. I have a feeling I’ve done better than him since I’ve been really leveraged since he told me the bottom was in almost a year ago at $20,000. Last I checked, which was just before I left to pick him up an hour ago, it was at $64,000.

“She’s been friends with Monique since their version of the third grade,” I told him. I recounted how Monique asked me to help her find Désirée after they lost track of each other five years ago. He just listened and nodded the whole time.

“And now you’re going to give her a third of your wealth? It makes no sense, Dillon. No sense at all.”

“I know that,” I told him and his head snapped around. “That’s why I’m doing it. To prove to them that I’m serious about our relationship. Besides,” I added with a look. “Easy come, easy go.”

“Fuck, that’s just nuts, Dillon. You know it is, too. That’s what I don’t get.”

“Just wait until you fuck her, Andy,” I told him with a sly grin.

“Yeah, about that,” he said as he scrubbed his face. “I don’t think I’ll be sleeping with either of your women this trip.”

It was my turn to snap my head around to look at my staid, conventional brother. “You're serious?”

“Yeah, I’m afraid so.” He looked ill.

“Have you forgotten how much fun you had with Monique the last time you were here?”

“I’ll never forget that visit, Dillon. But it’s wrong and I don’t want to be unfaithful to Rachel again.” He didn’t look at me. He didn’t have to.

“You didn’t tell her, did you?” I couldn’t believe he would be so stupid.

“No, but I’ve felt terrible about it ever since it happened.” He finally looked at me. “I take my marriage vows seriously, Dillon. I know that’s something you’ll never understand but I do.”

I drove in silence while I thought about what he was saying to me. “No, I kind of get it. You want to honor your commitments, even if they make no sense.” I gave him a cocked eyebrow and he shot me a look.

“So, you’re saying that’s what you’re doing with your hair-brained scheme? Honoring some sort of dumb commitment?” He shook his head. “It’s not the same thing, Dillon. Not even close.”

“Yeah, says the guy who fucked my whore and then felt guilty about it.”

He steamed silently for a long while. Finally, he growled, “Is that how you think of Monique, Dillon? As your whore?”

“It’s what she is, Andy. She knows it, I know it, hell, half the men in London know it. She’s fucked more men than either of us have ever met in our entire lives.”

“And you’re okay with that?” he almost yelled.

“It beats the hell out of your stuck-up bitch of a wife, who’s only slept with you and thinks she owns you because of it.” I don’t know where that came from and I regretted saying it as soon as the words left my mouth. “I’m sorry, Andy. I was out of line,” I said almost immediately.

We rode in silence the rest of the way to the apartment.
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When we got to the apartment, both Monique and Désirée were waiting for us. Andy made a big show of saying how happy he was to see Monique again, then he turned to Désirée and introduced himself graciously and with a warm smile, much to my chagrin after I insulted his wife in the car. I felt like a real shit.

“Dillon says you are the financial genius behind all of his success,” Désirée said as she took his arm and walked him to the sofa. He rolled his eyes and laughed.

“No, he’s done most of it on his own,” Andy said. “I just pointed him in the right direction.”

“That’s bullshit, and you know it, brother,” I said, relieved to see that there seemed to be no hard feelings between us. I thought I’d really screwed the pooch in the car.

“I don’t have nearly the net worth you do, Dillon. Even if you are giving two-thirds of it away.”

There it is.

“That didn’t take long,” I said with a sidelong glance.

“Sorry, now it’s my turn to be out of line. I apologize if I’ve offended anyone,” he said to Monique and Désirée.

“As long as you don’t talk him out of it,” Désirée said with a smirk. “We’ll be fine.” She smiled at him and he gave me a look.

“She’s a feisty one,” he said to me and she tapped his arm playfully. “It’s a shame I won’t be able to sample the merchandise.”

I looked at Andy, astonished. He’s usually not outright rude. I wondered what was going on.

Monique hadn’t said much of anything to that point but then she stepped forward and took Andy’s other arm. “Really? I was looking forward to being with you again, Andrew.”

“Sorry, Monique,” he said with a convincing tone of regret. “I can’t anymore.”

“Why not?” Désirée asked pointedly. “Are you too good for us?” She was really coming on strong. I wondered if it was calculated or if she was just really pissed off.

“Not at all,” Andy said with a look of concern that under different circumstances I would have found comical. “I just want to be faithful to my wife.”

“Did she come with you?” Désirée asked while making an ostentatious display of turning to look at the front door of the apartment, as if Rachel would walk through it at any moment.

“She did not,” Andy said with a droll tone.

“Then what is the problem?” Désirée asked as she took Andy’s arm again. “We won’t say a word about anything. Your wife will never know.”

“But I’ll know.”

“Do you really want to say no to both of us?” She made eyes at him and I could see the wheels turning in his mind. “Have you ever been with two beautiful women at one time, Andrew?” she asked with a coy smile.

“No, I haven’t,” he replied with a catch in his voice. If she kept this up I was pretty sure he’d crack. I wanted him to crack. I needed him to crack.

“You will regret it for the rest of your life if you pass up this opportunity,” she said with a sly look.

“I’m sure I will,” he whispered hoarsely.

“Maybe we should show him what we’ve been working on?” Monique said out of nowhere. I hadn’t a clue what she was talking about.

“Yes, we should,” Désirée said with a knowing smile. “You wouldn’t object to seeing us exercise a bit, would you?”

“No, I suppose not,” Andy said with a glance at me. I shrugged but that was disingenuous. I had a pretty good idea what they meant by ‘exercise’.

“We’ll be right back,” Désirée said as she and Monique scurried off to our bedroom.

“What’s this about?” Andy asked me but I just shrugged again.

“No idea,” I outright lied with an innocent smile. “So, first impressions of Désirée?”

He gave me a look. “She’s…interesting. I mean, she’s beautiful…”

“But?”

He rolled his eyes. “Well, she couldn’t be more different from Monique.”

“Variety is the spice of life.”

He shot me another look. “Speaking of that, what’s the deal with this place? What happened to your old place? Isn’t it right next door?”

“It is. We are running a small business out of it.”

He looked confused. “What kind of business?”

Before I could answer, the girls came out of the bedroom. Naked. Almost naked.

“Now, before you get all bothered,” Désirée said in a stern tone but with a smile on her lips. “Let me explain.” She held up the pouch she used to store her vagina-strengthening dildo. “I think you’ll find it enlightening.”

Andy, who had stood up when he saw the girls, said nothing. He kept his eyes on Désirée with a few glances at Monique. They looked amazing. Both of them were wearing thigh-high stockings and garter belts but nothing covered their feminine charms.

“This is a system I found years ago,” Désirée began as she opened her pouch and extracted the conical dildo. She handed it to Andy and I have to give him credit, he didn’t shy away from handling it. I knew that Désirée cleans it assiduously after every use but my brother had no way of knowing that. Then again, it wasn’t all that obvious what it was or how she used it. The dildo didn’t look anything like your typical dildo or even one of those specialized vibrators. I’m not sure what I thought it was when I first saw it but I certainly didn’t think it was meant to be inserted into a woman’s vagina. I was sure Andy didn’t have a clue what it was for, either.

“And this is what makes it so effective,” Désirée said as she extracted a small disc from the pouch. She took the dildo back and screwed the weight onto the threaded dowel that stuck out of the wider end of the dildo. “I can add up to three pounds of weight here.” She handed the dildo back to Andy and shook the other weights, discs of various thicknesses and diameters, onto the coffee table. They clattered as they bounced on the polished wood surface.

“I still don’t understand,” Andy said with a confused tone.

“Show him, Monique,” Désirée said as she picked up another weight and began screwing onto the end of her dildo. Andy and I turned to look at Monique who had extracted her own dildo out of the other pouch. She spread her feet apart and inserted the narrow end of the dildo into her slit.

Andy gasped.

“As you can imagine,” Désirée went on as she added weights to her dildo. “She needs to squeeze with her vaginal walls to hold the dildo in place, otherwise it would fall out due to its shape.”

Monique held the dildo in place, seemingly without effort although I knew from my observations when she first began training with the device that it took a fair amount of strength to hold it, strength she only developed with days and weeks of hard work. Monique’s pussy wasn’t nearly as strong as Désirée’s, who had been training with her dildo for several years. But Monique had made a lot of progress, which I could attest to personally.

Monique’s cunt, already tight when I met her, was now incredible.

“So,” Désirée said as she held up her now fully loaded dildo, all the weights attached to the wide end and completely hiding the threaded dowel. “This one weighs a total of three and a half pounds.” She said nothing more but spread her feet apart and inserted the device in her delicate twat. The weights were completely visible and obviously quite heavy for what she was doing with them, which was to hold them with her vagina as she squeezed her walls to keep the device in place.

“As you can imagine,” Désirée went on with no visible signs of stress, no discernible strain in her voice. “Being able to support this amount of weight takes an enormous amount of strength, which makes for an incredible sexual experience.” She smiled seductively at my brother but it was lost on him – he couldn’t take his eyes off her cunt.

“How long can you hold it there?” he whispered at last, not looking at Désirée’s eyes. She looked at me though and cocked an eyebrow.

“For hours,” she whispered with a seductive smile just as Andy looked up at her face.

“It really is unbelievable what she can do with that cunt of hers,” I said. Andy turned to look at me.

“I fucking hate you all,” he said as he took her hand and walked her toward the bedroom.
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Andy stayed with us for three days.

“Is this going to get you in trouble with Rachel?” I asked as he packed his suitcase. “Or did you visit other clients while you were here?” I knew he hadn’t – he never left the apartment.

“I’ll figure out something to tell her on the flight.” He gave me a doleful stare. “I don’t know how you manage, though.”

“What do you mean?” I thought I knew what he was getting at but I wanted to hear it. Especially from my staid, older brother who showed up with good intentions but was leaving with good memories instead.

“How do you get anything done?” He went back to packing.

“What do I have to do?”

He shot me another look. “I’ve watched your trading activity, Dillon. It’s pretty amazing and there’s no way it’s all luck. How do you do it?”

“Trend analysis, old school,” I said with a shrug. “It doesn’t take a hell of a lot of time to figure out the trend.”

“But it’s incredible the way you leverage yourself at just the right times.” He shook his head. “I should have you manage my account. My clients as well.” He looked at me hard, suddenly. “Would you consider doing that? Taking over my book of business?”

“Do you have full discretion?” I wasn’t about to run my trades by his clients, who I figured were just as conservative and gunshy as he was.

“I can get it, with your track record.”

“What kind of compensation are we talking about?” I didn’t need the money but what the hell? If I was going to do the work, I wanted to get paid for it.

“Well, you’re track record isn’t as long but your returns are right up there with the best hedge funds, and they all charge at least three percent of assets under management and 30% of net profits. Would that be satisfactory?”

“What kind of lock-up are you talking about?”

“An annual withdrawal period?” He looked excited. I was getting excited.

“How much are we talking about in investable assets?”

He hesitated. “That’s a tougher call.”

“Why’s that?”

“Well, I don’t have discretion with most of my clients, so we’ll have to have that conversation and I don’t know how many of them will be willing to sign a limited power of attorney and for what percentage of their assets under management?”

“Bottom-line it for me, Andy. What do you think I’ll get to manage on the day we open for business?”

He hesitated again, the numbers flying around in his head so obviously I could almost see them banging into the sides of his skull. “I’d say, maybe a hundred-fifty to start.”

I let that sink in. “And if the rest of the money eventually gets comfortable with us?”

His eyes went wide. “Us?”

“You’re my partner in all of this, no?”

“Well, sure but…”

“Fifty-fifty, brother. It’s the only way I’ll do it.”

He smiled. “I appreciate that, Dillon. But you’re doing all the work.”

“You’re bringing me the clients, Andy. And you’ll be handling all the paperwork and back office bullshit, which I imagine you’ll have to contract out on your half of the split, right?”

“No problem, Dillon.” He stepped toward me. “We have a deal, then?”

I shook his hand. “We have a deal, brother.”

Other than that discussion, I didn’t talk business with Andy. We didn’t talk about much of anything. While he was in London, he spent most of his days and nights fucking Monique and Désirée. As he’d said, he never had two women at once before and he took full advantage of the opportunity when it presented itself.

Of course, Désirée and Monique were happy to accommodate him.

“Your brother was quite energetic for a man his age,” Désirée told me after he left for the States.

I smiled. “A man his age? He’s only ten years older than I am.”

She shrugged. “It’s an important ten years. When men reach forty, they usually have a lot less interest in sex, especially right after they finish.”

“But not Andy?” I asked with a leering grin.

“No, not Andy. Even when we weren’t actively having sex, he didn’t want us to leave the bed. He couldn’t get enough of us.”

“Who could blame him?” I said in all honesty. Monique, who had been listening but saying nothing to that point smiled and gave me a look. A pleased look.

“What did you do while were indisposed?” she asked.

“I talked to the girls next door, mostly,” I said.

“Just talked?” Désirée said with a knowing leer of her own.

“No, not entirely. Is that a problem?” I asked looking at both of them. I figured it wouldn’t be but I was suddenly curious – do whore’s get possessive?

“No, I don’t care at all,” Désirée said a little too quickly. Monique didn’t respond at all, but she didn’t look happy.

“Are you jealous, Monique,” I asked in all seriousness. She shook her head but I wasn’t buying it. I looked at Désirée.

“Monique, you cannot be jealous of Dillon,” she said in a quiet but serious tone. “You cannot.”

“I know,” she whispered without looking up. I glanced at Désirée again and she just shook her head.

“Well, this is what you wanted,” Désirée said to me. “You wanted her to be in love with you and now she is.”

I took Monique’s hand in mine. “What about Désirée, Monique? Are you jealous of her when I fuck her?”

“That’s different,” she whispered, still refusing to look at me. “I know it shouldn’t be but it is.”

“Why is that, Monique? Why does it make a difference to you with me and Dillon?”

“Because I love you both,” she said, finally looking up. “I like seeing you together, enjoying each other the way you do. It is different, that’s all.”

“Even when you’re not there to watch?” I asked. I wasn’t trying to upset her but I knew I was. I just wanted to get it all out in the open.

She shook her head and looked down at her hands again, pulling away from me. “I don’t care if I’m not there. I know you love Désirée and I know she loves you. And sex should be about love.”

That rocked me back in my chair. “What?” I glanced at Désirée and she gave me a surprised expression that seemed totally honest – Monique had surprised her as much as she surprised me. “Since when should sex be about love, Monique?” I asked.

She sighed softly and after a long pause, looked up at me. “I have been thinking about this since I went to Paris last month. I am a whore and I am a good one. I know that. I like my job but it is a job. Especially when I have to fuck one of the cops who treats me badly. I don’t mind that they treat me badly. Sometimes I like it. But it’s not like sex with you or Désirée. I see that now. I didn’t see it before Désirée sent me to Paris but I see it now. And that’s what I want, Dillon. I want to be yours, and Désirée’s because I love you both and I know you love me. That’s what I want.”

“Do you want to stop being a whore, Monique?” Désirée asked before I could say anything, but that was exactly the question I wanted to ask. I watched Monique carefully. She didn’t move for several silent seconds.

“I don’t want to stop,” she said at last. “Not entirely. Like I said, it’s what I am and what I do. If I wasn’t a whore, what else would I be?”

My heart just about broke. “You can be anything you want, Monique. Anything.” Désirée shot me a look and I raised my eyebrows. Now was not the time, I tried to say without saying it.

“That’s not true and you know it, Dillon. I’m uneducated. I have baggage. I can’t be anything but what I am.”

“Nonsense,” Désirée said suddenly and vehemently. “It might take some time but you can change, Monique. You can go to school, or whatever you want to do. We have the money and you have nothing but time, young as you are.” She looked at me and I nodded.

“She’s right, Monique. Anything you want, I’ll make it happen. Anything.”

Monique looked at me, and at that moment I knew that she was mine. Forever. The look on her face was incredible, a combination of hope and possibilities, along with gratitude and relief. But most of all, for the first time ever, I saw love in Monique’s eyes, and it was directed at me, finally.

And I loved it, too.

“You two are so good together,” Désirée said softly. “You will make a lovely couple.”

I turned to her. “What are you talking about?” I asked more harshly than I meant to. “You’re part of this, make no mistake. Without you, this doesn’t happen and it doesn’t work.”

Désirée just stared at me. I could see her revving up to blast me, to tell me I was crazy but she didn’t. She just kept on staring at me.

“He’s right, Désirée,” Monique whispered. “Without you, it all falls apart.”

“Bullshit,” she almost spat at us. But she didn’t leave.

She stayed.
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In the days that followed after Andy left us to fly back home, I began to realize just how much I wanted both Monique and Désirée. That conversation with Monique, where she confessed how much she wanted sex to be about love, convinced me that we needed to curtail her involvement in the brothel. Even though she made it very clear to Désirée and me that she still enjoyed whoring, I decided that we would wind down Monique’s duties over the coming months.

Désirée agreed with my plan, but we kept it from Monique.

“She wants nothing more than to be your wife, Dillon,” Désirée said when we were alone. “It’s obvious – I don’t know how I missed it for so long.”

“I missed it, too,” I told her and she shot me a hard look.

“I’ve known her for most of her life, Dillon. I should have realized sooner what she wanted.”

“What about you, Désirée?” I asked. I had my own opinion about what she would say but I needed to hear her articulate her desires. I was through playing games with either of them.

“I love my work,” she said flatly. “All I ever wanted to do was to fuck for money, and to convince other women to fuck for money. There is something so empowering about both acts, but the second is much stronger than the first, for me at least.”

I wasn’t surprised by what she said but I was almost shocked by the vehemence with which she said it. There would be no denying Désirée what she desired. In that regard, she’d been aptly named. Or maybe she grew into the name but it didn’t matter. All that counted was to make it happen for her. I counted my blessings that we were already on the right track.

Then a thought occurred to me. “Did you realize you liked recruiting women to be whores when you did that with Monique, or did you know before that happened.”

She looked at me without speaking for a few seconds, then she looked away. “I’ve never thought about it in those terms but now that you’ve asked, I’d have to say I didn’t know before it happened. I had no idea, really.”

“So, you suggested to Monique that she join you when you moved away from Avignon without knowing what was to follow?”

“Oh, I knew she’d take to prostitution like a fish to water, make no mistake,” she said with a hard look. “Mostly because I knew she wanted to be with me and to please me but also because Monique is so comfortable with her body.” She softened. “When we first began to have sex in school, she would do anything to please me.”

“Because she loved you?”

“Who can know about love at that age? No, she just had no inhibitions, right from the start. I was uninhibited too but Monique was… How do you say it? A libertine?”

“It’s usually men who are considered libertines, but I get what you’re saying.” I loved that about Monique as well – there was nothing she wouldn’t do sexually. At first, I took her lack of boundaries to be indifferent but eventually I saw it for what it was – she just had no limits. She still doesn’t.

“She is less inhibited than any man or woman I have ever met,” Désirée said with a look of surprise, even then.

“Less inhibited than you, Désirée?” I asked, yanking her chain to some extent but I was also curious how she thought of her own sexuality and boundaries.

“I am also uninhibited, Dillon,” she said with another one of her withering looks. “Of that, there can be no doubt. But for me, there is always another motive behind everything I do.”

“Money?” I asked with some hesitation.

“Yes, money. I want to be rich. And from an early age, I realized that I could be rich by giving men what they wanted and they all wanted it from me.”

I was surprised. “Were you molested, Désirée?”

She shook her head. “No, never. The age of consent in France is fifteen. On the day of my fifteenth birthday, I lost my virginity. I was never molested before that.” She gave me another cool look. “I made up for lost time from then on.”

I didn’t need any further details. “And today? You’re still motivated by money, even though you never have to worry about money ever again?” Andy had sent us the paperwork for me to share my wealth with Désirée and Monique and we all signed it at the solicitor’s office the next day. Without any celebration, I might add.

Désirée smiled at me, as warm a smile as I ever see from her. “I enjoy sex with you, Dillon. Don’t worry.”

“That’s not what I asked,” I said softly. Now that we were here, I wanted an answer. Thankfully, she didn’t toss off a flip, sarcastic reply that would have hurt me deeply.

“Being paid for sex is who I am,” she said simply, truthfully. “I can never be anything but what I am, Dillon.” She reached up and cupped my cheek, a very intimate gesture for her. “I will always be grateful for what you have done for me and for what we have together. But I am what I am.”

I wasn’t thrilled with her answer but I took some comfort in the honesty she showed. “Then I guess that will have to do,” I said.

She gave me a dead-eyed look. “You act like it’s not what you want, but you and I both know that it is exactly what you want, Dillon. You want a woman who is first and foremost a whore. You thought you found that in Monique but she isn’t a true whore, not really. And that’s good, that’s what you want as well, a wife who is just a wife.” She smiled as if she was discovering a truth for the first time, which was exactly the case. For both of us.

“Go on,” I said, knowing what she was going to say but wanting to hear it from her just the same.

“You wanted the best of both worlds,” she said warming to the task. “A woman who would be your wife and give you that life, with the cottage in the country, the white picket fence, the babies.” She laughed. “I just realized. You and Monique will have children together.” She clapped her hands and rolled her eyes. “I never thought about it before. You want Monique to give you a family.”

She had a point, one I had vaguely suspected but hadn’t fully formed in my own mind. It took Désirée to help me understand my own desires, and it would take Monique to turn those desires into reality.

“Go on,” I said again.

“But you also want a wife who fucks strange men for money,” she said in an overly-sexy tone, as if she was mocking me. She even put her arms around my neck and kissed me lightly. “You love the taste of other men on my lips, just like you love the feel of other men’s cum in my pussy. You love being married to a woman who other men pay ungodly sums of money to fuck while you get to fuck me for free. You love that, don’t you, Dillon.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re hardly free, Désirée. I’ve paid you a lot of money these past months, and now I’ve given you a third of my net worth. That’s hardly free.”

“A fair point, but you know what I mean. I fuck you whenever you want me because I’m a whore and that’s what whores do. I’m your whore, Dillon, and you love that.” She kissed me again, deeper this time, with building passion. “Can you taste it? Can you taste the cum on my tongue? Can you smell the cum on my breath? Don’t you just love that? Don’t you?”

“I do,” I admitted. It was absolutely true. I loved it all.

“And I love giving you what you love, Dillon. I love it, too.”

“I love you, Désirée,” I said, not expecting her to reciprocate.

“I love you, Dillon,” she whispered. “In my own way.”


Epilogue

One year later…

I never bothered marrying Monique. It seemed pointless. She is my wife and I am her husband, functionally if not legally. We don’t need the stupid piece of paper.

But I’m also married to Désirée, although that relationship is a lot less obvious than the one with Monique. It’s no less important to me, though. I figured that out quickly and it’s only become more and more obvious to me as time has passed.

I bought a cute cottage on the outskirts of London where I live with Monique. She’s six months pregnant with my child and we couldn’t be happier. She’s actually enjoying being pregnant, something I had no idea was even possible but she just glows all the time. She’s always patting her belly, which is already bulging so seductively with three months to go until she delivers.

I had no fucking clue that pregnant women were so sexy, either, especially when she’s carrying your child. Every time I look at Monique my heart swells in my chest. I’ve always been partial to thin women before but the bulge in Monique’s still sexy frame is beyond sexy. It’s downright erotic. There’s something so primal about a woman who is with child – hell, even the phrase is sexy in its own way. I just love living with her out in the country.

That’s not to say that I’m ignoring Désirée or she’s ignoring me. I travel into The City every weekday morning to work at our old apartment where Désirée now lives pretty much full time. She still runs the brothel in my old apartment right next store and business is thriving, not least because Désirée is an excellent madam. She’s probably a better madam than she is a whore and she’s an outstanding whore. Still.

Désirée has taken it upon herself to service the cops that allow us to operate an illegal brother. Even better, she charges them to fuck her. They don’t pay the full fee, her one allowance to their importance to our operation, but she does get paid, something she said she will never give up entirely. The woman is a whore through and through and getting paid is the only thing that really matters to her.

Besides me, that is.

Since our talk about our relationship and Monique and all of it, my relationship with Désirée has been unbelievably good. She treats me like an equal partner in every way that matters. She’ll discuss the mundane and the important decisions she has to make every day at the brothel. She solicits my opinion on things and will heed my counsel most of the time. When she goes her own way, she explains why she decided not to take my advice and since she’s such a great businesswoman, I always see the wisdom of the path she chooses. I don’t always agree with her but I get the logic she uses.

Oh, and I fuck her regularly. Which is still fantastic.

Don’t get me wrong, I still love Monique so much it astounds me. She is the love of my life, the mother-to-be of my child, and as warm a woman as I could ever hope to share my life with. But Désirée is a dream, no two ways about it. She’s as sexy as they come, beyond sexy, really, and I can’t get enough of her. She seems to enjoy me, as well. You never can tell with a whore, one of the few downsides of being in a relationship with a sex worker, truth be told. But if she is acting, she’s really good, and isn’t that all that really matters in the end? She makes me feel like god’s gift to women and what’s so bad about that?

Finally, there’s the relationship between Monique and Désirée, who comes to visit us in the country fairly regularly. Whenever she stops by, we’re our own version of the family unit, just not any that most people would recognize as normal, which is fine with me. Fuck normal. I like what I’ve got. A husband, a wife, and a whore. A French whore, the best kind.

And as I learned, first from Monique and later confirmed by Désirée – once a whore, always a whore. So I’ve got two French whores to call my own.

Ain’t life grand?

Click here to leave a review of

My Other French Whore (Part 2)
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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


My Audiobooks

[image: ]

Titles on Audible

[image: ]

Part 1~Part 2~Part 3~Part 4




[image: ]

Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss

[image: ]

Lexi~Sara~Erin~Mariah-Jocelyn




[image: ]

Part 1 ~ Part 2 - Part 3

[image: ]

Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams




[image: ]

Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife

[image: ]

Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife




[image: ]

Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker

[image: ]

A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer

OEBPS/image_rsrcRN.jpg
My Model Hotwife
Vhite [?

My Madel
Hoturife

A chexs






OEBPS/image_rsrcRS.jpg
Elegant Hotwives






OEBPS/image_rsrcRJ.jpg
Lena Whnte and Badger Therese

Lena White ¢ v cha White
Badger Therese [l 4 it J il Thgsse
o






OEBPS/image_rsrcRH.jpg
Recently Released






cover.jpeg
ILena White

| % /
\ ¥ ¥

v





OEBPS/image_rsrcRT.jpg
Hotwife Fantasies






OEBPS/image_rsrcRK.jpg
Andrea Martin and Lena White






OEBPS/image_rsrcRG.jpg
ILena White






OEBPS/image_rsrcRU.jpg
Hotwife Collections

g
& My Sweet|

KRRt ff‘;kz b

ot Tate





OEBPS/image_rsrcRP.jpg
Cuckold Collections

[Eena Wi
i ey Ry






OEBPS/image_rsrcRF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRM.jpg
‘My Cul de- sac Cuckold






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcRR.jpg
Hotwife and Cuckold Collections






