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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~



I’ve been a receptionist at a law firm for over a year now, and it’s just as boring as it sounds.



It is, however, the best-paying job I’ve ever had in my twenty-seven years.



So, as a single mom, I have to tough it out for my kids.



But then, when I least suspect it, things take a surprising turn for me.



I just don’t know if I want to go down that path again.



Because I know it all too well.



~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I’m sitting at my desk in the lobby of my law firm’s office –it’s not my firm, of course, it’s just the firm where I work –ready to begin my day. I’m required to be here fifteen minutes early every morning so I can greet the senior partners, junior partners, associates, paralegals, and personal assistants when they arrive. By name. With a smile.



Which I do.



Every morning.



“Good morning, Mr. So-and-so,” I say without a hint of sarcasm or irony. “Good morning, Mrs. Pain-in-my-ass,” I say as though I really mean it. “Good morning, Ms. My-shit-don’t-stink,” I say through gritted teeth. I have to improve my attitude for My-shit-don’t-stink because sure as I’m sitting here, she’ll report me for being disrespectful. Which I can’t afford. I need this job. It’s the best-paying job I’ve ever had in the 27 years I’ve been alive, even if it is the most boring.



By far.



“Oh, Jessica,” Mrs. Pain says after she’s dropped off her purse and briefcase at her desk so she can harass me with both hands free. “I need you to go to The Ambrosia and pick up our usual order,” she says as if it’s something new – she tells me the same thing every damn morning. And she always says it without making any attempt to ask or anything polite. I’m just the receptionist and who needs to be polite to me? Certainly not my direct supervisor. Just ask her.



“And don’t dawdle,” she adds as she always does. As if I take my sweet time doing whatever she tells me to do as the office manager and resident battle axe for Comptor, Griffin and Associates, Attorneys at Law.



“Yes, ma’am,” I respond immediately as I almost leap out of my chair and grab my purse. I have to fight my way through the straggling employees who always arrive late but at least I don’t have to greet them as now as I’m on a mission and have no time for niceties. If Mrs. P doesn’t have her morning pastry with her first cup of coffee, they’ll be hell to pay and I’ll be the one holding the check.



I dodge the crowd exiting the elevator and grab the door just before it closes because I know it’s quicker to catch the car in front of you than wait for another one to come along at this time of day. The building I work in is not that tall compared to most in the small downtown section of the city but it doesn’t have enough elevators to handle the demand, so I’ve learned in my 15 months on the job to get while the getting is good. With elevators and everything else.



“Hey, Jess,” Stella says as I slip into the car. Stella works on the top floor while I’m a few floors below her, which only seems fitting. She’s an associate attorney while I’m just a lowly receptionist but we hit it off as soon as I started with CG&A as we’re two of the only white girls in the building. For reasons I’ve never been able to understand, never mind explain, this building in downtown Baton Rouge is made up mostly of black-owned professional firms that employ mostly black professionals. This is the first job I’ve ever had where I can call myself such, even though it’s an obvious exaggeration as I just answer the phones, greet clients and employees as they arrive, and sit at my desk staring at my computer screen which rarely says boo to me.



“How’s your weekend shaping up,” Stella asks just before the door opens on her floor and she exits the car. I tell her my weekend is shaping up well like I always do because there’s no time to say any more about it so why bother beginning a conversation I can’t hope to finish? I run into Stella fairly often in the elevator at this time of day as we’re both on a schedule that someone else sets for us, me getting pastries for Mrs. P and Stella arriving at her desk early for another long day as an associate lawyer at a law firm she has no chance of making partner with. Not because she’s white and not because she’s not a good lawyer – although I wouldn’t know about her being a good lawyer one way or the other –just because she’s a woman. A relatively young woman, at that.



“Have a great day, Jess,” she says as she rounds the corner and disappears into the office she spends most of her waking life in. We rarely socialize because she rarely socializes, mostly, but I’ve got other priorities as well and we’re more work friends than real friends but it seems to be enough for us. It’s nice to have at least one person who notices me at work.



“You too, Stel,” I call out as the doors close on me. I wait as the elevator begins its descent to the lobby where I have to move against the flow of bodies all heading to the elevators and their offices and their day. I exit the building and work against the sidewalk traffic which is less intense than the relentless flow of bodies in the lobby but still requires me to pay attention so I don’t get run over. At five foot six and a hundred and twenty pounds, I wouldn’t hold up well against the mostly larger bodies of the people hell-bent on getting to their desks before their managers or clients notice they’re late. Again.



Two long blocks later, I’m at the bakery, the only one Mrs. P will abide, and I wave at the counter girl who recognizes me but we don’t communicate other than a glance and a wave. She knows why I’m here and as the only white face in the crowd it’s pretty easy to tell who I am, so she hands me the premade box of pastries that Mrs. P has on a standing order and billed to the company’s account, relieving me of the drudgery and time-suck of actually paying for the sweet booty. That I won’t get to partake of so much as a cruller or a croissant doesn’t bother me, much, anymore as I’ve been doing this part of my job for 14 months, three weeks, and three days. Mrs. P let me get used to my new situation for all of two days before I was assigned the daily pastry run just as my predecessor was before me.



I rush back to the office as fast as I can but as usual, it’s not fast enough to avoid the daily cutting remark from Mrs. P. I hand her the box and bow my head in a silent apology for once again not being able to pull off the impossible.



“I just don’t understand what takes you so long, Jessica,” she says as she shakes her head, same as always. “What is so hard about getting a box of pastries?”



“Sorry, ma’am,” I say in as self-deprecating a voice as I can manage. “I’ll try to do better.”



“See that you do,” she says as she spins on her heel and walks off. I rush back to my desk to make sure I haven’t missed anything while I was gone, only to find a note from Mr. Griffin, the managing partner and the man who hired me. I’m about to open it when the phone rings on two separate lines simultaneously –it is rare but it happens –and the front door of the office opens and in walks my favorite client, who I think of as Mr. Panty Melt.



“Compton, Griffin, please hold,” I say quickly as I punch the first button on my console while I hold up one finger to Mr. PM. I punch the other button, tell them the same thing so quickly they can’t object, and slam the hold button, then I look up and smile as demurely as I know how for the man who presses all my buttons. “Good morning, Mr. Evans. Here to see Mr. Holder?” I ask, knowing full well who one of our most important new clients is here to see.



Me.



“If he’s available,” Mr. Evans says with one of the sexiest damn smile I’ve ever seen. My body tingles as I smile and look down so he doesn’t see how big an effect he’s having on me, with his perfect beard that has just the right amount of gray in it to emphasize our age difference, his ebony skin tone which I love beyond all reason and words, and his cool hair –not quite long enough to be considered an afro, but close. I can barely make out the lines of his body beneath his dark, pinstripe suit and it looks just as dreamy as I always imagine it to be when the thought of him keeps me company at night. Every night.



I dial the extension which I know by heart and ask one of the senior partner’s secretaries if he’s available, as he always is for Mr. Evans. I nod and hang up the phone, look up, and smile but Mr. Evans is still staring at me as if I’m about to ignite on fire, which feels like a distinct possibility.



“Go on, back, Mr. E,” I tell him and he nods, tips his imaginary cap – an old-school gesture that I love – and disappears around the corner from my desk. I look after him for a second before the phone rings again and I realize I left two clients on hold for way too long, so I shake my head, put on my big-girl pants, and wonder when in the world Mr. Panty Melt is going to admit why he really comes by the office almost every day to see his attorney when I know for a fact he’s spending an ungodly amount of money just to say hello to me.



A girl can dream, can’t she?











By the end of a long day of fetching coffee, setting up the conference room for a meeting, and bringing clients back to their attorney’s offices when the secretary for said attorney was busy, but mostly just sitting at my desk and staring at my computer screen, I’m more bored than tired but definitely a little bit of both. I’m supposed to take a full hour for lunch but I always eat at my desk to make up for the fact that I’m supposed to stay late to make sure any stragglers are taken care of before I shut down my command station. I wish I was the brains that ran the place but let’s be real – I’m not. I am the lowest totem on the pole and everyone knows it, not that they rub my nose in it, at least not too much. I can’t use the ladies' room right across from my desk – it’s reserved for client use only. And I can’t use the nice bathroom upstairs where most of the employees go. No, I have to use the bathroom downstairs where the janitor goes, one of the other white people employed by the firm. The only other white employee is an IT guy who I rarely see except when something goes wrong with my computer which is seldom. I don’t know where he goes to the bathroom but I have never seen him downstairs.



When it’s finally time for me to leave, I power down my computer, shut off the light on my desk, and head out to pick up my three-year-old at daycare. Jalen has had a slight cold lately and if he gets any worse, I won’t be able to leave him at daycare and I’ll have to take a day off from work. So I don’t want to keep him waiting and risk his cold getting worse. Sometimes I can get my usual babysitter to stay home with him but that’s expensive, and even though my job pays me more than any job I’ve ever had, it’s still not that much.



“Hi, Mommy,” Jalen says when he sees me at the door to his daycare classroom. He runs to me and wraps his arms around my legs and I could just melt. I pick him up and he sniffs, but he doesn’t look any worse than when I dropped him off this morning, thank god. I look at the office to see if they’re going to talk to me about him but I don’t see anyone making a move so I take the opportunity to leave. We’re almost out the door when the head of the center calls out to me.



“Oh, Mrs. Preston,” she yells and I grit my teeth. She knows I’m not married and never have been. We’ve had that conversation more than once.



But now is not the time to have it again, so I turn around, smile as nicely as I know how, and ask what I can do for her.



“It’s just that you’re a little behind on your bill, Jessica,” she says in a not-quite condescending tone. And how quickly I went from Mrs. Preston to Jessica, I note. “I was wondering when you’ll be able to bring it up to date.” She tilts her head and smiles. “We have to pay our bills too, you know.”



I sigh and put Jalen down, and he picks that precise moment to sneeze. Thankfully, he sneezes into his elbow like I’ve taught him to, but his good manners are lost on the woman who I’m almost sure has never had kids of her own and always wondered why someone with no experience would open a daycare center.



“I can write you a check now if you’d like,” I tell her as I reach into my purse for my checkbook.



But she laughs at me. “Oh, who uses checks in this day and age, Jessica? Just Venmo it to us so we can have the funds available immediately, okay?” Without waiting for an answer or saying goodbye, she turns on her designer heels and struts toward the office.



Bitch.



“Mommy, I’m thirsty,” Jalen almost but not quite whines from my knees. “Can I have a juice box?”



I search my purse for the box that I suddenly realize I used and didn’t replace –was that yesterday or the day before? –and pick my son up to soothe him as best I can when I can’t give him what he wants.



“I’ll get you a juice when we get home, baby,” I whisper and he frowns but accepts my limitations as a mother and as a human being. Which makes me feel so good.



Not.



“Come one,” I tell him as we exit the building and I look down the avenue. “Let’s get home.”



“Put me down, Mommy,” he squirms out of my arms and takes my hand to lead the way. “I’m a big boy.”



Yes he is, I think to myself. Yes, he is.
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When I get home, my daughter Charlotte is watching TV which she knows she’s not supposed to do until her homework is finished. I’m about to chastise her when she tells me that because of some standardized tests she’ll be taking tomorrow with the rest of her class, she doesn’t have any homework. I believe her because she’s a good kid, by and large, and I don’t have the energy to deal with the school right now. She’s one of the brightest kids in her grade from what the teachers tell me and I choose to believe them. I guess they may give every parent the same story just to make their lives easier but I hope that’s not the case.



I give Jalen his juice box and go to my bedroom to change as Jalen joins his sister on the small couch in our small living room. We live in a two-bedroom apartment that is on the edge of the wrong part of town east of the Mississippi River. A couple of blocks in any direction are the projects but I’m spending half my paycheck on rent for this place and anywhere else it would be way out of my price range. The neighbors are nice, though, and they don’t seem to mind that I live in the building. Even better, they don’t seem to mind that I’m a white woman with two black kids from different fathers.



Unlike my family.



“Mommy, what’s for dinner, I’m hungry,” Jalen calls out from the living room as I’m hanging one of the three dresses I own on a hanger.



“I’ll be right there, baby,” I call back to him as I pull on my jeans and a tee shirt. I’m required to wear either a dress or a skirt at work and I only have enough outfits to make it through the week. Money isn’t exactly tight but it’s not plentiful, either, something I wish I could do something about but I don’t know how. I had to drop out of college when I got pregnant with Charlotte and I’m not qualified for any of the other jobs at the law firm or anywhere else that I can think of, so I jumped at the chance to be their receptionist when I got the call.



“What do you guys think about mac and cheese with hotdogs for dinner?” I ask as I come into the living room. “Does that sound good?”



“Yeah!” Jalen yells and Charlotte doesn’t shoot me down so I quickly go to the kitchen to put the water on before she can change her mind. She’s not a picky eater but with my budget, even I have to admit the variety of our meals is less than I’d like it to be.



As I’m fixing dinner, I check my phone but I’m not surprised to find no messages, texts, or emails since the last time I checked when I left the office. After 15 months in Baton Rouge, I’ve yet to make many friends, not that I had a ton of friends in New Orleans but at least I had a few. Even so, I rarely hear from them anymore, so I guess they were acquaintances more than friends but I don’t even have that many of those here, either. With a full-time job and two kids, it’s tough to get out and be social.



Mostly.



“Dinner’s ready,” I call out and neither of them budge, as they are held transfixed by
 Peppa Pig
 . I’m a little surprised that Charlotte is still interested in that show as it seems more targeted at Jalen’s age group than hers, but she rarely gets to watch TV this early in the day so that might have something to do with it. Or, she’s just watching it because it’s her little brother’s favorite show – other than
 Octonauts
 , perhaps, or maybe
 Bluey
 – and she just adores Jalen.



I have always insisted we turn the TV off during dinner but I still get an argument from Jalen until Charlotte shushes him and takes his hand to lead him to the table. It is so wonderful the way she looks after her little brother, I don’t know what I did to deserve such a mature eight-year-old. Lord knows I’ve been a less-than-stellar role model for her.



“So, how was your day?” I ask Charlotte after we sit down to dinner. She tells me about the boy who was mean to her during lunch and the teacher who praised her for her reading out loud in class. Each story makes me feel like against all odds, I’m actually doing a good job of raising her even though in my heart of hearts, I know that’s not true. I ran off her father before she was born and we’ve always struggled to make ends meet and then I went and got pregnant again even though I was extra careful and…



Who am I kidding? I’m a terrible mother.



I’m just better than my own mother, so there’s that.



“And what about you, Jalen?” I ask as he plays with his dinner. “What did you do at your school today?” He goes on about the same things he always tells us about his daycare – I always call it a school, never daycare –and I smile and encourage him, as does Charlotte, bless her heart. I don’t know where she gets that kind of patience from. Certainly not her mother.



“I have to go see Mrs. Russell about the weekend,” I tell Charlotte when we’re finished and she’s carrying the dishes to the sink. “Can you clean up?”



“Sure, Mom,” she says without a hint of attitude. I wonder how much longer that’s going to last.



I slip out of the apartment and walk down the hall to my babysitter's place, which is super convenient. Georgia Russell is a 44-year-old grandmother who is wonderful with the kids when I ask her to look after them, usually on weekends. I’m her only client as far as I know because I have a standing agreement for her to watch them every Friday and Saturday night, while I go out.



I walk quickly down the hall –Charlotte is great with Jalen but I can’t leave her on her own with him for long – and knock on her door. She answers quickly because even though she’s got two grandkids of her own, she’s a ball of energy. Jalen doesn’t get away with anything when she comes over, much as he tries.



“Jessica, how are you?” she asks when she opens the door, as if we haven’t seen each other in months. “What’s up?”



“Hey, Mrs. R,” I greet her. She steps back to let me into her apartment but I wave my hand. “I can’t stay, but I was wondering if you could come by a little early on Friday? I’ve got something I need to get done before I go to the club.”



“Why, of course, child. No problem at all,” she says with a broad, heartfelt smile. I’m the only white in the building, a fact that doesn’t sit well with some of the other tenants, but Mrs. R has been nothing but kind to me and she is always available to watch the kids. Which is perfect for me because I get a little antsy if I don’t get out at least once a week or so.



“I won’t be out too late, Mrs. R,” I tell her with the most serious look I can manage, even though we both know it’s a lie. “I promise.”



“Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it, Jessica,” she laughs. “I got nowhere else to be.” I’m about to say goodbye when she gives me a startled look. “Oh, I almost forgot, Jess. That club I told you about, the Top Hat? I heard they’re starting up Amateur Night again, beginning next Monday night. You want me to sit with Charlotte and Jalen while you check it out?”



I’m stunned into silence. I’ve told Mrs. R about my early days in New Orleans when I danced. She was a working girl herself back in the day, she had shared with me, so for once I felt relatively safe in telling someone about my past. She told me about a club not far from our apartment building, a black club that would occasionally run an Amateur Night. I knew from experience that it was easier to get an offer from the manager to dance regularly if you made a good impression on a real audience instead of auditioning just for him in a deserted club.



But I hadn’t made a firm decision to start dancing again. It had been years since I quit in New Orleans, not long after I had Charlotte. And back then, I didn’t have a full-time job at a very respectable law firm to worry about losing if the wrong person saw me dancing. Which is pretty ironic because the right person saw me dancing back then and a lot more. Regularly. Which is how I got this receptionist job in the first place.



Confused. Heck, I’m just getting warmed up.



“But you can watch the kids this Friday night, right?” I ask Mrs. Russell. She laughs gently.



“Of course, baby. You go have fun, you hear me?”



Oh, I hear you, Mrs. R. I hear you loud and clear.
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Friday can’t come soon enough for me but eventually, it arrives. I’m excited to have something to look forward to all week but the days just drag by until I shut down my computer, shut off the lights in the lobby, and head out to pick up Jalen and get ready for a night out. I feed the kids, and myself almost as an afterthought, before I drop them off with Mrs. R and return to the apartment to get ready for real. I put on my shortest skirt and lowest-cut top, paint my lips, and overdo my eyes. After one last check in the mirror, I pronounce myself as ready as I’ll ever be.



In my four-inch stilettos and thigh-high stockings, I walk slowly down the apartment's stairs and out onto the street. My go-to club is just a block away and I like having the option of bringing someone back to my place or going to his. Or theirs.



The club is crowded and noisy when I arrive, just as I like it. I find an open spot at the bar and look around. It’s not long before I see a middle-aged black man eyeing me from a distance, so I hold up my drink – the only one I’ll likely have to pay for all evening – and he takes the hint. He makes a beeline for me and introduces himself, first name only and I do the same. He’s in town on business for a week so he’ll be staying through the weekend and from the looks of him, he might be worth taking home with me. He’s a little overweight but not obnoxiously obese and has a handsome, trimmed beard with a little gray, something I just can’t get enough of. He buys me a drink and we talk over the music just long enough for us both to decide that this is going to work. For each of us.



“I’ve got a room at the Marriott on Hilton,” Gary tells me and I smile and frown simultaneously. “What?” he asks.



“That’s too far,” I stage-whisper in his ear. “My place is just a block from here.”



He raises an eyebrow. “I’ve got a car.”



“And you’ll be able to park it on the street, don’t worry.” I slip my finger inside his belt and pull him to me. “I can’t wait to get you out of these clothes.”



“Lead the way, Jessica,” he says with the biggest smile on his handsome face.



By the time we get to my apartment, we’re practically tearing each other’s clothes off before I lead him to my bedroom. He is almost as good-looking out of his clothes as he was in them, which is not always the case, I’ve found over the years. And he is surprisingly take-charge, which can also be rare in a man his age but when I find it, I love it.



His cock is not long but really thick and I struggle to get it into my mouth. He’s assertive but he doesn’t push me too hard even though I wouldn’t mind if he did. Once he’s good and hard, I push him on his back and ride him. We come to a mutual orgasm before I climb off him, clean his cock with my mouth and we go to sleep.



He wakes me up twice in the night to fuck me and it’s lovely. He takes me from behind while spooning me the first time and then he eases me onto my back and slides between my thighs. I’m in heaven as he makes me cum each time he fucks me, which happens fairly often but is not a sure thing. Having a cock as thick as Gary’s helps his cause, and mine.



The next morning, I introduce Gary to my kids. It’s not the first time they’ve had breakfast with someone I met and I’m sure it won’t be the last time, either. We all get along fine and I quiz Gary about his situation. He’s from Galveston, is married with three kids, and the oldest is just a year younger than I am which makes me want to drag Gary back to bed and fuck him. I don’t know what it is about a big age gap but it just makes me feel submissive and subservient, which I can’t get enough of.



We spend the day together and take the kids out for lunch and to the park. I wind up cooking dinner in the apartment, which means I don’t get to enjoy it as much but we get to go to bed earlier so, win-win. The kids are worn out from the sunshine and running around in the park so as soon as they fall asleep, I take Gary to my bedroom and he takes it from there.



As I hoped he would, he is even more assertive the second night –familiarity breeds…something, but it sure isn’t contempt. The first thing he does is hold my hands behind my back and beat my ass with his belt after he stuffed my panties in my mouth, as he put it, “So we don’t bother the kids.” I would beg him for mercy if I could have but the truth was, I love it. And I’m not concerned about waking the kids –once they’re asleep it would take an act of God to rouse them.



After he beat my ass just enough, he loops the belt around my neck and used it like a leash to make sure I’m a good girl while he fucks me from behind, and gawd, it is lovely.



I am, in his words, a very good girl.







~ ~ ~







I grew up in a very small town in Alabama that was mostly white, very conservative, and so boring I could hardly stand it. I went to church every Sunday because that’s what you did and I even believed in God – still do, mostly – but church-going was as much to please my parents as anything. I went to Sunday school and learned all the parables and lessons but they never had much of an impact on me.



I attended a fairly big regional high school that bussed in kids from all over the county, but even so, the student body was mostly white. We had a few black kids but they stuck to themselves and I just watched them from afar. I thought they were cool as hell but I never got to know them.



Not that it would have mattered in high school under my mother’s watchful eye. I wasn’t even allowed to date until my senior year. I was never a raving beauty – I think of myself as cute but not pretty, with dark hair, a round face, and nice eyes, but my nose is a little big for my face and my chin is a little weak and…I could go on and on but you get the picture.



What I did have was a nice body because I was a gymnast. I wasn’t good enough to get recruited to the big schools or pre-Olympic programs. But my focus on gymnastics did do two things that I thought at the time would help me in the long run. One, it gave me a good figure – tight and lean, lithe is the word my aunt used –and whatever confidence I had came from the way I looked and how well I did in competitions.



The other thing gymnastics did was earn me a full-ride scholarship to a small school in New Orleans that had a decent gymnastics program, the only way I was ever going to go to college. I was the first of my family to go and I thought it was my ticket out of that backwoods, boring existence. For a while, it was.



The thing is, the school that recruited me – that’s right,
 they
 recruited
 me
 – was an HBCU, or Historically Black Colleges and Universities. I went from being in the majority in high school to being one of a very small minority overnight. It was such a shock to the system but I was away from home and getting an education which was all that mattered to me.



At first, I was laser-focused on going to classes, going to practices, and keeping to myself. But being surrounded by black kids, especially black boys, was distracting. Not at first, but more and more over my freshman year. Plus, with my white skin and tight body, I was a target, I found out later, for the black boys who wanted to take a walk on what was for them, the wild side. By the time I left school for the summer, I’d lost my virginity, my innocence, and my laser focus.



Truth be told, I turned into a bit of a slut.



But I’m getting ahead of myself.



The first boy I dated during the spring semester – a black boy, of course –lived in my dorm. I was shocked when I arrived at school to find I was living in a coed dorm but I was. I kept my head down during the fall semester but after gymnastics season ended, Philip asked me out and I said yes. I went back to his room with him after one of our dates and while we were hanging out in his room, he kissed me. When I kissed him back – I’m not really sure how it happened – but the next thing I knew we were naked on his bed. It felt so good to be touched. He kept kissing me and wound up on top of me and then he penetrated me. I didn’t even think to ask about a condom, I was so naive. It wasn’t violent but it wasn’t tender, either. I just remember his chain kept hitting me in the face.



After he came, I was surprised at how much blood there was, but looking back I guess a lot of that was his semen. I was so embarrassed but he just laughed and said, “Well, I guess you’re open for business now.” We went out a few more times but my dance card filled up pretty quickly. I probably slept with 20 or so boys before the end of the semester.



Over the summer, I was a good girl while I was home and didn’t sleep with anyone. When I got back to school, I met Terrance at a party and it was love at first sight. I don’t fetishize black men, I just love the way they look and Terrance looked so good with his broad shoulders, beautiful eyes, and strong jaw. I was in awe of him.



We dated for almost a month before I found out I was pregnant.



Despite my insistence that we use condoms.



Lucky me.
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After spending Sunday with my kids, I’m back at work on Monday, not looking forward to a long week of boredom. Don’t get me wrong, I’m so grateful to have my job. As I said, it’s the best-paying job I’ve ever had, which says more about me than I’d care to admit. But it comes with benefits, like healthcare, sick days, and vacation, although I can’t afford an actual vacation. When the kids get sick I can stay home with them, however, which is such a luxury.



As one of three white employees at a black-owned firm, I’m used to being ignored by almost everyone. I imagine they either know my history or don’t have time to be bothered getting to know someone who can’t help them further their career or give them any useful gossip. I’m so isolated in the office lobby that I’m the last person to know who’s getting fired or hired or anything else. So I get it. I don’t particularly like it, but I get it.



But this morning, Christine, one of the newish personal assistants to one of the senior partners makes a point of stopping by my desk and inviting me to lunch, the first lunch invitation I’ve received from anyone at the firm. She’s black, of course, but that’s fine. I live in a black apartment building in a black neighborhood and my children go to a predominantly black school so I’m the last person on earth to be concerned with the color of the woman who invited me to lunch. I’m tickled she did.



The morning drags by as usual. Once I’ve fulfilled my sacred duty of greeting all of the employees by name as they arrive for work and making the pastry run, I’ve got nothing to do but answer the few calls that ring on the main number and transfer them to the appropriate extension, greet the few prospects or clients that stop by the office instead of phoning or video conferencing their attorney, and setting up the conference room for various meetings that come up now and then. It’s undoubtedly the only job I’m qualified to do, other than janitorial – which I’ve done before, by the way – so I’ve got no cause for complaint. And I’m not complaining, just stating a fact. A fact that I wish wasn’t true but it is so what’s a girl to do?



I count down the minutes until noon arrives and she’s a few minutes late, of course, because I’m sure she’s not looking forward to this nearly as much as I am. For her, it’s just lunch with someone new. For me, it’s a social lifeline.



After what seems like an eternity, noon finally arrives and Chris comes by my desk to pick me up. I normally eat at my desk, both to save money by packing lunch and also because eating alone at a restaurant is just too depressing, so going out to lunch with someone is a treat of unheard-of proportions. I remind myself not to be too enthusiastic so I don’t put her off.



“Hey, Jessica,” she says when she rounds the corner. “Ready to go?”



“I’m so ready,” I say honestly and she gives me a little look like maybe this was a bad idea after all but I just laugh and wave my hand. “I skipped breakfast this morning,” I say by way of explanation, and from the look of relief she gives me, she bought it.



We decide where to go and she leads the way, talking about herself as we dodge the lunchtime foot traffic and arrive at a small cafe that looks nice but also a little pricey. I’m going to have to be careful what I order because I don’t have much flexibility with my budget.



“So, tell me about yourself,” Chris says after we order, a cobb salad for her and a cup of soup for me. “Where are you from, originally?”



We exchange origin stories and current situations –we’re both single moms but her kids are teens while mine are ten years younger than hers. The waitress arrives with our orders as we’re talking and lunch flies by way too quickly.



On the way back to the office, Christine absolutely makes my day by saying we should do this more often and I try not to jump on the first glimmer of friendship I’ve seen from anyone at the firm since I arrived. I calmly tell her I’m free anytime and she gives me a quick shoulder hug as I stop at my desk while she goes into the office and up the stairs to the executive floor. I can see why she was hired to work with the poobahs because she’s very professional and really put together. I felt like I wasn’t really fit to eat with her but I’ve had self-esteem problems my whole life and my current situation doesn’t do anything to ease my anxiety.



I’m almost settled at my desk when my phone rings, not the main line to the office I usually answer, but the line that just goes to my desk. I have no friends in Baton Rouge so I’m suddenly curious and a bit nervous about who might be calling me. I pick up the receiver as if it might burn my hand and ear and squeak, “Hello?”



“Jessica? This is Stella Morris from upstairs at DeWitt, Norwood. Do you have a moment to talk?”



“Oh, hi Stella. Yes, I have a moment.” I have no idea what she could want but I’m happy to talk - I’ve got nothing but time on my hands most days.



“I know we haven’t exactly been close but I didn’t know who else to call,” she says, almost breaking down. “I just got out of my partner review and they told me that not only am I not making partner, but I should consider looking elsewhere for my future employment.”



I’m stunned. I know from the few times we’ve grabbed coffee together that Stella put in so many hours at her desk to make partner. That they turned her down comes as no surprise to me –she’s admitted that the firm has never had a female partner in their decades-long history. But to practically fire her seems like cruel and unusual punishment just for not having the right anatomical equipment to satisfy their depraved idea of what a good lawyer should be.



“Oh, Stella. I’m so sorry,” I tell her as empathetically as I can. “Is there anything I can do?”



“Can you meet me for a drink after work? Which for me can begin right now, by the way.” I look at the clock on the lobby wall and wince. I’ve got another four hours before I can leave.



“Stella, I’m sorry. I can’t leave until five.”



She sighs. “Yeah, I knew that. I just have to vent to someone and all my friends from law school are working their asses off, the same as I was until a few minutes ago.”



I pause and look at the doorway to the office. It’s a habit I’ve developed whenever I have an urge to do something that skirts the firm’s rules. “Stel, do you ever use Reddit?” I ask in a near whisper.



“The app? No, why?”



“Well, they have this chat feature that’s really easy to use. If you go on the website or download the app…” I explain to her what she needs to do to set up an account. I’ve been on Reddit for years as I find it a lot easier to navigate than Facebook and less of a time suck than Instagram. I pull up the website on my laptop and log in.



“Okay, what next?” she asks and I send her a new username and a chat request and before you know it, we’re connected.



“This will be less obvious than if I was on the phone for very long, Stel. They have a camera watching my desk and although I don’t know for a fact that they’re watching me, I don’t want to risk it.”



“Oh, I totally get it, Jess. We’ve got keystroke trackers on the firm’s computers but I’ll just use my phone and who gives a shit now anyway?” She laughs a little maniacally and I wonder if she’s going to have a nervous breakdown or something. I tap a few words into my computer and wait.



“You okay, Stel?”



“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just so fucking angry, mostly at myself for thinking I could make it at this misogynistic fuckfest of a supposed law firm.”



“You’ll find something better, Stella. You’re a good lawyer and somebody will snap you up before you know it.”



“I appreciate the support, Jess, I really do. But we both know what a crock of shit that is. I’m almost forty years old and the prospect of starting at the bottom again is just too depressing to even think about right now.”



I bite my lip and look at the doorway again. “Can you hang in there until quitting time, Stella? I can go for a drink with you after I pick up my boy at daycare.”



“Oh, shit. I forgot you have kids, Jessica.” She goes quiet for a few long seconds before the indicator that she’s typing pops up on my screen, Reddit’s version of Apple's little dots on the texting app. “I’ll pay for your sitter if you come out with me tonight.”



I love my kids but the prospect of an adult conversation during the work week is just too good to pass up.



“I’ll text you my address, Stella.”







~ ~ ~







Once I found out I was pregnant, I knew my scholarship would go away. They offered to let me finish the semester but I dropped out almost immediately and went home. Which was a huge mistake. As soon as my parents found out I was pregnant, our relationship fell apart. And when they found out the father was black, my mother called me a whore. And I knew she meant it.



I had some savings from working in high school and since I was on a full ride I didn’t spend much of my own money at school during my freshman year. When life at home became intolerable for me, mostly as my belly grew, I decided to move back to school just to get away and rented a small apartment just off campus. But I didn’t let my baby’s father back in my life. Looking back on that time, I can only say that I was really depressed but I was so bad to him and to everyone else. I lost all my friends and was so lonely.



I went back home briefly to have my baby, a girl I named Charlotte, but I moved back to New Orleans a few months after she was born. As bad as my mother was before I gave birth, once she had the visual evidence of my sin against her version of god and humanity, a black baby, she was intolerable. I couldn’t wait to move out permanently even though it took almost four months for me to leave.



It didn’t take me long to run through my savings, though. With money running low in New Orleans, I decided to do the only job I thought I was qualified to do, which was dancing at a strip club in one of the black parishes. Because I could move well with my gymnastics training, and with most of my pregnancy weight lost, I got hired after my first tryout. I was a little surprised to learn that the other dancers were mostly black but there were Asians, Latinas, a few whites, and Middle Easterns. I felt lucky to be hired and I was so desperate for work, I threw myself into my new job. I was so raw, though, that I lost money my first night because there was a fee I had to pay to work there and I had to tip the rest of the staff, so I went home in tears.



I learned pretty quickly that just dancing wouldn’t work. You make tips from dancing but it’s pretty meager compared to the money you could make doing ‘extras’ in the Champagne Room. After my first night, the other girls clued me in that you had to offer blow jobs and sex in the C-Room to survive, but I was stubborn. I refused to believe I had to do that. I didn’t want to prove my mother was right about me.



But the club charged all the dancers a ‘house fee’ of $400 each night and we had to tip out the bouncers, bartenders, and kitchen which could run as much as another $200. So I had to make $600 just to break even and dancing alone wasn’t enough. So, I broke down and did extras in the C-Room.



But before I broke down, I met J, one of the bouncers, and he changed my life.
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After letting the sitter in and making sure my kids were settled, I head out to meet Stella. She’s used to being the only white in the room since she works for an all-black law firm same as I do, so I suggest we go to the bar I frequent to pick up guys on weekends. She looks skeptical but I assure her that I’m a regular and she meets me there.



We grab a booth –I usually sit at the bar or a table for visibility – and she opens up about what a fool she’s been for thinking she could overcome the misogyny and racism at her firm and make partner. I understand the misogyny part but her racism charge surprises me.



“You think they hold it against you because you’re white?” I ask, not trying to hide my astonishment.



“Don’t you get the same kind of treatment?”



“I never thought so.”



She stares at me like I’m an idiot. “Do they ever invite you to lunch, or include you on meetings?”



“No, but I thought…” I hesitate because I don’t know what I thought. It just never occurred to me that racism played a part in how I was treated. I thought my status as a barely-trained receptionist while they were all, or mostly all, lawyers was the issue.



“Didn’t you tell me once that they make you use the janitor’s bathroom, Jess? The
 white
 janitor?”



I nod but my head is spinning. “Yeah, but…”
 But what?
 I wonder.



“Don’t be naive, Jessica,” she tells me, looking sad for me. I’m sure I’m blushing.



Stella continues on about how naive she’s been but all I can think about is how I’ve misread my situation. She seems to notice that I’m not really paying close attention to her rants so she changes the subject.



“Tell me, Jess. You used to live in New Orleans, right? How did you get hired here in Baton Rouge?”



I blush hard and even in the subdued lighting of the bar, I’m sure she realizes that I’m embarrassed. I stare at her for a long moment before she reaches for my hand on the table.



“Look, Jess. You can tell me just about anything and I will never judge you.” She laughs. “Far be it from me to judge anyone, which is kind of ironic since all I’ve ever wanted is to be an actual fucking judge.”



We laugh together and it feels great - a huge relief. “Really? I had no idea,” I tell her.



“My dad is a judge,” she admits. “I want to follow in his footsteps, is all.” She shrugs but I almost tear up at the notion of being so close to your father.



“Well, I’ll tell you but I’m going to hold you to your promise not to judge me.”



“I promise,” she says as she crosses her heart.



“Back in New Orleans, after I had Charlotte and dropped out of college, I danced for almost a year.”



“Danced?” she asks softly. “You mean, you were a stripper?”



“Yup,” I whisper.



“Okaay,” she says slowly. “How did that lead…?” She blinks. “Oh, really?”



“Yeah,” I admit. “One of the partners was a regular.”



She stares at me and I have a feeling she’s struggling with her promise not to judge me. “A regular? Does that mean what I think it means, Jess?”



I stare back at her for another long moment. “It does, Stella.”



She bursts out laughing. “Oh, my, fucking, gawd, Jessica. Are you telling me that you’ve had your boss's dick in your mouth?”



I shush her as I look around. There’s music playing but it’s not that loud and I don’t need everyone in the bar to know my business. Not this bar, at least. I’ve fucked more than one of the bartenders in the past year.



“Sorry, sorry,” she says in a subdued voice but still laughing. “It’s just too good for words.”



I tilt my head and smile. “I know, right? Who would have thought?”



“But, this partner of yours, he called you from across the state to come work for him?”



I nod. “He did. He was a good regular, Stel.”



She leans close. “And you must be one hell of a cocksucker, Jess.” She smiles but something in her smile tells me that although she’s being borderline disrespectful, she’s not slut-shaming me. And I know slut-shaming when I see it. So I lean in, too.



“Stella, I am a world-class cocksucker.”







~ ~ ~







J was the biggest of our six bouncers at Cleo’s Cabaret in New Orleans. He was tall, muscular, very dark, and very intimidating. I’d seen him from a distance my first night but hadn’t been formally introduced to him when suddenly he appeared in the dressing room. It wasn’t a big deal for the bouncers to wander in and out of the dressing room since all the dancers eventually wound up naked on the stage but I just didn’t expect him to be looming over me suddenly at the beginning of my second day on the job. Even in my four-inch platform stripper heels, he towered over me. As I looked up at him, I was pretty sure my lower lip quivered because he was everything a girl could ask for in a guy, especially a girl who likes black guys.



“I been waiting to meet the new girl,” he said in such a low, intimidating voice I almost shivered. “You know the deal with the bouncers?”



“Yes, sir,” I whispered, never taking my eyes from his stony gaze. I was naked except for the panties I’d worn from home –no shoes, no bra, nothing.



“When’s your first set?” It was a Monday afternoon, the worst shift of the week, I found out later.



“I haven’t checked yet?”



He grabbed my hand and led me out of the dressing room mostly naked to the board outside the manager's office in the hall to look at the day’s schedule. I had about 30 minutes until I was scheduled to dance.



“You want to do it here or in a room?” he asked and I just stared up at him like an idiot. Finally, it dawned on me what he’s asking. I just couldn’t figure out why he said ‘here’. We were in the hallway between the front of the house, the bathrooms, the kitchen, and the dressing room. It was so stupid to focus on the location but my brain just kind of locked up, I was so intimidated.



We stared at each other for a few seconds before he stepped in really close and whispered in my ear for me to kneel. When I hesitated, his hands just appeared on my shoulders and I felt that pressure to get down. I knelt and looked up at him and he just looked at his crotch and nodded his head. I took the hint and started unbuckling him. He didn’t say a word.



I’d given my share of blow jobs but this would be my first one in public. I kept my eyes locked on his but I could feel people walking by every so often –other girls, bouncers, waitresses –and my perceptions were all over the place. The club was dead so there couldn’t possibly have been that much traffic in the hallway, but to me it felt as crowded as a bus station.



I pulled out his cock and even though I’d been with a lot of black guys before, he felt so different. Big, heavy, the head blacker than the shaft. And the smell! A mixture of musk and stale pee that hit me as soon as I got to my knees but was so strong when I got his cock out.



J just kind of moved his hips like a little thrust and I took it in my mouth. I just sucked the head at first and he moved into me and I backed up on my knees and he kept doing it, leading me back with his cock in my mouth until I was pressed against the wall and he just kept pressing, not hard but steady. I put my hands on his thighs but before I pushed he put his hand under my chin and tilted my head up just a bit to look at him and he just shook his head and I put my hands down.



The bastard still hasn't said anything after I knelt at his feet.



I didn't know what to do with my hands so I just held my own thighs. He kept his hand under my chin to keep looking at him and pressed his cock in. I was choking before he was half in but everytime I went to struggle he'd just shake his head and I'd just give up. I was struggling to take him but not putting up a struggle because he kept shaking his head and i just kept obeying but he could see it... how hard it was for me.



After what felt like forever he started pumping, his hands on my head and his cockhead kept hitting the back of my throat and choking me with every thrust. He was pumping and I could feel him tense and he pulled back just enough to cum in my mouth. He told me not to swallow and came in four big spurts and it tasted like heaven.



J pulled out, his cock hanging there in front of me, and I looked up and he had this look that I took to mean ‘put it away’, so I tucked him back, pulled up his pants and buckled him back up.



"So much to learn," he said.



Then he bent down and to tell me to keep his cum in my mouth until I found him again and smacked my ass and to go get ready for my shift. I panicked, thinking I was going to be late for my set but when I looked at the clock, only eight minutes had passed. I thought it had been at least 20 minutes. I was totally bewildered and went back to finish changing, and I came out looking for him but the bastard was nowhere to be seen. I was starting to panic again, thinking that I had to find him… I couldn't go onstage with cum in my mouth. The club was dead but I wasn’t thinking straight.



Eventually, floor manager told me I was up next and I couldn't say anything because my mouth is still full of cum and now tons of spit as well because I wasn’t swallowing. I got onstage and started dancing and I could feel myself drooling and I knew I must be blushing like crazy. I was dancing and drooling, half panicked, totally humiliated, chin and tits just glistening. Half way through the set, I locked eyes with J standing by the DJ.



The bastard just shook his head.



I barely finished my set, my head spinning, and I came down off the stage and he sat me down in the main floor at the table closest to the stage and said, “At least you can follow orders.”



Then he told me to show him the cum and I opened my mouth and he cupped my chin and stuck his thumb in my mouth making me suck on his thumb with the cum. Then he took his thumb out, booped my nose with it and told me to swallow.



While we were sitting there – after I swallowed his cum and my chin, body and now my nose have spit/cum mixed on them – he started telling me about the club rules. That it's a classy place and I can't be sucking guys out in the open.



I was floored.



But I didn't argue with him or say anything about him making me or ordering me around or that if he knew the rules why did he do it?



I just asked him where I should be doing it.



He told me I could do it in the rooms and booths and how policy was that it was a no-no but everyone did it, blah, blah… Then he ran his finger along my breast –it felt like heaven – and he brought it up my neck to my mouth and again he didn't say anything, I just sucked it. He watched me suck for a bit and then asked, “It's not my finger you want, is it?”



I shook my head and he got up, moved in right beside me and said, “Next time, you'll have to beg,” and he walked away.
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The next morning, when I logged onto the site, Stella’s username had a new line in the chat window and we began chatting again. The night before, once I’d confessed my past, the conversation had turned back to her disappointment at work, which was a relief –I didn’t want to dig into my sordid history in New Orleans.



But this morning in the chat that’s all she could talk about.



“How did you get started?” she asks about the New Orleans club.



“I just showed up and asked for an audition. They hired me pretty quickly because turnover is high at that club.”



“Why is that?”



“It’s hard to make a decent living with their fees and tip outs. After I paid the sitter, I was barely making enough to live on and I hardly ever saw Charlotte because I was working every shift I could get.”



“How long did you strip?”



I wince at that word, even though it’s accurate. I preferred to think of myself as a dancer. “For about eight months.”



“What did you do after you left?”



“I got a job as a cashier at a local supermarket. I bounced around after that, cleaning houses, and eventually was hired to clean a small roadside motel.”



“What happened that you moved to Baton Rouge?”



I hesitate –I’ve never shared this part of my story with anyone but I already feel as if Stella won’t judge me. “I got a call from the partner here to offer me the job.”



“That’s a long way to go for a receptionist’s job, Jess. Was there another reason you left New Orleans?”



I hesitate again, longer this time. Now we’re getting into the real story and I’m not ready to go there. “I have to go, Stella. I’ll get back to you, okay?”



“Later, alligator,” she types and I close the screen on my laptop.



A moment later, Mr. Panty Melt walks through the front door, making a beeline for my desk. “Hi, Jessica,” he says in a voice so dreamy I feel a twinge between my legs. His warm smile and gorgeous eyes always do a number on me but this is the first time he’s used my name like that.



“Mr. Holder isn’t in yet, Mr. Evans,” I explain, hoping against hope that my voice doesn’t crack under the excitement.



“I’m not here to see Donald, Jessica. I’m here to see you,” he says with a serious face and tone. I almost do a doubletake. “If you’ve got a second.”



“Of course, Mr. Evans,” I tell him and he smiles again, a crooked smile that is just too delicious and charming for words.



“Call me Carl, Jess,” he says as he leans in just enough. “You don’t mind if I call you Jess, do you?”



“No, Mr. Ev…Carl,” I stammer. “I’ve got time to talk.” What I don’t say is that I’ve got no idea what he wants to talk about.



“Well, I was wondering if you’re unattached, Jess,” he whispers. I blink. Did I hear him correctly?



“You mean, personally?” I ask, desperate to understand. I’ve never been asked out by a client of the firm –I’m not sure what their policy is on dating clients. It never occurred to me to ask.



“Yes, personally,” he says. “Romantically,” he adds and I can’t help but think I’m dreaming.



“No, I’m not seeing anyone, Carl,” I say in a near-whisper.



He smiles again but quickly turns serious before he asks, “Would you go out with me, then?”



“I’d love to, Carl.”







~ ~ ~







J took an interest in me after the first time I blew him in the hallway but I didn’t think much about it at first. All of the bouncers had their favorites among the dancers and J had more than just me. I wasn’t jealous of his other faves, I just knew I wasn’t the only one he took a shine to. I was just thrilled to be one of them.



But after a month or so, he invited me to his place on Saturday afternoon. I didn’t have a shift until 8 that night so I arranged for the woman in the apartment next to mine to watch Charlotte and took the bus out to his place. I never learned to drive and couldn’t afford a car of my own so I took the bus everywhere, no big deal. I arrived at his place around 1 and he invited me inside but as soon as he closed the door behind me, he made it clear, much as he’d done at the club, that I was to go to my knees and blow him.



Which i did.



He then proceeded to fuck me in every room in his small bungalow.



I was in heaven.



Since he was working that night same as me, he gave me a lift to the club. I called my babysitter to make sure Charlotte was okay –she was, she was such a good kid, even then – and I danced a full shift. By that time, I knew the score on doing ‘extras’ in the Champagne Room so I made enough money that night to pay the sitter and then some. Not much extra but at least I made something.



As I was leaving the club, I ran into J and my heart skipped a beat. I would have been fine if he wanted another blow job but he didn’t. He wanted to invite me over to his place on Sunday. I knew I wasn’t working Sunday night so I had no hope of earning anything to pay the sitter again, but an invitation from J, even at that point, was more of an order than anything, so I asked what time I should come by. He just looked at me.



“What?” I asked not knowing what I’d done wrong.



“Same as yesterday,” he practically sneered.



I was surprised but also thrilled. The sex and the way he dominated me was the best I’d ever had and to have it again was beyond my wildest expectations. I’d figure out how to pay for the babysitter and just nodded. He walked away without another word.



When I arrived at his house the next day, he opened the door but didn’t open the screen door. I looked at him, confused until he said I had to leave my clothes outside. He wanted me naked in the house at all times.



I was confused and hesitated, not because getting undressed in public wasn’t something I had a problem with but I wondered briefly if his neighbors might object. J took my hesitation as something else and just growled, “Do it, or fuck off and don't come back."



I stripped on his porch every time I visited him from that day forward.



Once inside, he had me blow him again, a ritual almost as consistent as always being naked when I came in the door. He fucked me and dominated me again, same as the day before but when it was time to leave, because I wasn’t working that night he told me to take the bus home. And he didn’t let me clean up before I left his house so I had to ride the bus reeking of sex. And since he forbid me to wear panties to his house, I either left a spot on the bus seat or felt his cum running down my legs if I had to stand.



I went to J’s house every weekend from then on, both days, four to eight hours each day.
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“You better be careful,” Christine warns me at lunch that afternoon. “If things don’t go well between you and Carl, Mr. Holder will not be happy.”



“I know, Chris,” I tell her. “But I can’t say no to him now.” I smile my most winning smile as I plead my case but she rolls her eyes and waves me off.



“You should have said no to him right up front,” she huffs. “Something about firm rules which I’m pretty sure is a thing.”



“No doubt,” I agree dejectedly. “And if it was anyone besides Mr. Panty Melt, I would have.”



She almost does a spittake. “Mr. What?” She laughs and rolls her head back. “You did not just say what I think you said, did you, Jess?”



I laugh along with her but I can’t believe I let that slip out. I’m going to have to be extra careful on my date, I realize. But for now, I’m just basking in the glow of a new friendship, my first at the firm in over a year, as Chris has invited me to lunch every day this week. We’ve talked about our kids mostly –she’s got two teenage girls while mine are much younger but we’re both single moms and there’s a bond there no matter how different our circumstances may be.



In fact, we’ve been getting along so well I feel like I can finally explore just how much she knows about my past and how I’m perceived by the other employees. I waited for a lull in the conversation to change the subject.



“Can I ask you a question?” I ask inanely –I just asked her a question but she didn’t call me out on it.



“Sure,” she says a bit warily.



“As you know, you’re the first person at the firm to ask me to lunch,” I begin and she nods but says nothing. I’m trying not to project my discomfort on her but I’m pretty sure we’re both a little uneasy suddenly. “I was just wondering what everyone thinks of me.” I didn’t add the part about being the only white female and one of three whites overall on a staff of over fifty people. I’m pretty sure I don’t have to, that she understands what I’m asking.



“Well, I can’t speak for everyone, Jessica,” she says carefully. “You’re sure you want to know?”



I nod.



“Well, I think most people think of you as bit of an office mascot.” She looks at me but I don’t react. I’m not sure how to take that. “To be honest, I don’t think most people think of you other than a token white girl. Like you’re there to lighten up the lobby.”



“You’re aware of my past, right?” I don’t ask if she knows how my past got me my job –I don’t have the courage to ask that.



“Yeah, but I don’t care about all that,” she says dismissively and I can’t decide if she’s being dismissive about my past or about me. I’ll go with my past for now. “I don’t think anyone cares, to be honest.”



I smile and try not to look like I feel as relieved as I feel. I thought I was being shunned since I was hired but people just didn’t have time for me. It’s a big weight off my shoulders, no question about that.



But then another thought occurs to me and suddenly I’m as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocky chairs, as my grandpa used to say. “Do you think Mr. Holder knows?”



She deadpans me, hard. “I think all the senior partners know, Jess.”



Oh, great.







~ ~ ~







At first, trips to J’s house were heavenly. Even though he began to humiliate me from my second visit and every one thereafter by making me strip on his front stoop, I really didn’t mind at all. It took a little getting used to stripping out in public but soon enough I didn’t think twice about it. What I did think about, and found intoxicating, was how thrilled I was to do what he ordered me to do. I’d never been dominated before J and I loved it. I absolutely loved it.



He dominated me in other ways, too. At home, he began tying me up to fuck me, all with my full consent and I always got the sense that if I asked he would have untied me but I never asked. . He had cuffs he used to pin my wrists behind my back and not long after he introduced me to what he called a star restraint –four chains linked cuffs to my wrists and ankles and where they met in the middle was a butt plug he stuffed in my ass. He said my ass was too tight and he switched the plug every so often to a slightly larger one to loosen my sphincter.



J never got violent with me. His usual way of tormenting me, which he did often, was to ignore me. More than once, after I’d disappointed him at the club or if I was late arriving at his house, he left me kneeling naked on his front stoop all afternoon until it was time for me to go home. Being ignored like that was pure agony for me and not just because of the pain I endured by kneeling on the concrete porch for hours without a break. It was so painful for me to be ignored by J.



If I disappointed him at his house after he let me inside, my punishment took place in his backyard. He bought me a collar early on – that trip to PetsMart to buy it was another extremely mortifying experience – and he would put it on me as soon as I arrived at his place. If I did something wrong, or if he was just in one of those moods, he would clip a short chain to the collar and lead me into the back yard. Then he would use a leash anchor he would twist into the ground to keep me there, unable to stand or even sit –all I could do was lie flat or get to all fours. And when he put me in the part of the yard he reserved for me to relieve myself, I knew I’d be out there for the rest of the visit.



Oh, yeah. He never once let me use his bathroom in the six years I visited him at his house. I always had to go in the backyard.
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“So what is it like being the only white person at the firm, Jessica?” Carl asks me after we settle and order dinner at one of his favorite restaurants. From the prices I couldn’t help but notice on the menu, he’s either richer and I realized or he saves this place for special occasions.



I can live with either scenario.



“Well, I’m not the only white person who works there,” I explain with a shy smile. “The IT guy and the janitor are both white.”



He chuckles. “The janitor, eh? I’ll have to give Lewis a hard time about that next time I see him. That is just too on the nose.” He shakes his head and looks for the waiter to refill my water glass. We’re still waiting for our drinks and I’m drinking my water because I’m so nervous –I realized on the way here that I haven’t been on a real date since I met Jalen’s father five years ago.



“You know Mr. Griffin?” I ask, trying desperately not to look as shocked as I am.



“Lewis and I go way back,” he says with another gorgeous smile. I’m already soaking my panties just being out with Mr. Panty Melt and I don’t need to hear that he knows the man who hired me. It’s too embarrassing. “I’ll probably switch my business to him if Don goes anywhere.”



“Why are you working with Mr. Holder in the first place?” I ask, not really wanting to get into the ins and outs of the inner workings of Comptor, Griffin but I’m not ready to field a bunch of questions about my past. I’d love to get one real date under my belt before I have to explain the unexplainable.



But Carl handles me like the pro I’m sure he is, although I have no idea what he does for a living, if anything. I’m not sure he needs to see his lawyer almost every day of the week but he does. How much legal trouble can a man like him be in?



“Let’s leave the shop talk at the office for tonight, shall we?” he asks without really asking. I nod my head and take another sip of water just as our drinks finally arrive. I switch to my dirty martini and let the gin burn my throat as I take a much-needed sip. “Tell my about yourself, Jessica Preston.”



I smile, take a breath, and hope I don’t screw this up. I tell him about my upbringing in Alabama, my time in high school and college as a gymnast and my scholarship. I don’t tell him why I dropped out of college or what I have been doing since then.



“What about you, Carl? What’s your story?” I ask quickly before he notices the big gap in my timeline. He smiles knowingly, but I can’t decide if he figured out my deflection plan or if he’s happy he finally gets to talk about himself. I’ve found that most men are.



“There’s not much to tell, really,” he begins and I know immediately that he’s shining me on. “I grew up poor in Detroit, watched my parents fall apart when the factories shut down, and promised myself I’d never work for someone else and I never have.”



He smiles again as he notices the waiter coming toward us with our meals. I ordered some sort of foreign-sounding chicken thingy while Carl ordered a steak and everything looks and smells amazing. I realize how hungry I am and have to work at restaining myself from wolfing down my food because it’s easily the best thing I’ve tasted in years. We talk about the food and the wine a bit –Carl talks about the wine, I just nod along without a clue what he’s telling me –and I wonder if we’re going to get back to our stories because while I’m sure Carl’s got questions, I do, too.



“So, you went to an HBCU,” he says at last and I nod just as I stuff another forkful of rice in my mouth to buy myself some time to think. Most of the guys I let pick me up at the clubs or the bar never get as far as where I went to college, nevermind knowing it was a mostly black student body, which Carl obviously understands. For the first time since I moved to Baton Rouge, I wonder if my preference for black men is going to spoil my chances with this black man.



But I do have an explanation. “Well, they were the only school that offered me a scholarship, so it wasn’t like I sought them out. They came to me.”



He nods. “That’s fair. But now you work for an almost all-black law firm and from what I’ve heard, your kids are both mixed-race,’ he says quietly without looking directly at me, thankfully, so he doesn’t see my face fall. I never told him I have kids, let alone that their fathers are black.



“I like the way black men look, Carl,” I state as matter-of-factly as I can. I’ve been accused before of having a fetish for black men, even though I don’t see it that way.



“But we’re not a fetish for you?” he asks, point blank.



“I don’t see it that way,” I whisper.



“Well, I wouldn’t be surprised if black men fetishize you, Jessica. It’s something a lot of black men like, you know.”



“White girls?” I ask, point blank.



He smiles. “Pretty white girls.”



I smile shyly. “You think I’m pretty?”



“Of course,” he says like it’s a given. I don’t think of myself as pretty, though. Cute, maybe. But not pretty. “Don’t you?” he asks.



“I don’t,” I tell him. “I don’t see myself as pretty.”



He smiles again. “Well, we’ll just have to see if I can change your mind, Jessica.”



I like the sound of that.











~ ~ ~











I quickly found myself intoxicated by and addicted to J during my early days as a dancer in New Orleans. Each day, I looked for him as soon as I arrived for a shift – which was almost every day as it was so hard to earn a living – and even more so at his house on weekends. He told me early on that he would never think of me as his girlfriend because he only dated black girls, and he never invited me to spend the night, not that I could have with Charlotte and the sitter waiting for me at my apartment. But I never missed a day with him, unless he made it happen by leaving me on the front stoop or chaining me in the back yard.



Before I met J in never thought of myself as being submissive but I quickly realized there was nothing I liked better than pleasing him. It didn’t matter what he wanted from me, I never objected or even hesitated. It never occurred to me to do so. He could fuck me any way he wanted to and I loved it. I always came when he fucked me, just from being penetrated by him. I even came once in a while when I blew him, even though he never let me touch myself. I was just so thrilled to make him happy with my mouth that I came too.



He did make me edge myself, though, to entertain him and to frustrate me. I didn’t find it all that frustrating though, because I knew he would eventually fuck me again and I would cum then, but even on those days when he had me edge myself until it was time for me to leave, I was so pleased that I did what he wanted me to do, I didn’t mind. His smile was all I lived for.



He used me at the club as well, but he never took me in one of the rooms we were supposed to use to do extras for club patrons. His favorite way to take me was in the alley behind the club. There was a dumpster in the alley that the club used to dispose of garbage from the kitchen so it always smelled rank. J would have me get on all fours on a big piece of cardboard –he almost always dragged me from the dressing room naked to fuck me there – and I still remember the smell of that dumpster. I also remember the people in the building across the alley who would watch him fuck me, some of them cat-calling me as he fucked me, degrading me.



I loved it. I have no idea why, but I loved it.



The first time J shared me with another man was in the alley. He was fucking me from behind and another bouncer came out to talk to him. All the bouncers knew that I was one of J’s girls but when he asked to talk, J told him to go ahead and fuck my mouth while J fucked my pussy. It was the first time I’d ever been with two men at once and I was shocked that J would offer me so casually, but as soon as the other bouncer put his cock in my mouth –I could taste another girl’s pussy on it, by the way –I was overwhelmed by all the new sensations I felt as I was spit-roasted for the first time. I didn’t even know that was the term for it, but I knew I loved it. Within days, J shared me like that with all the other bouncers.



It had a huge impact on me... to this day, my favorite sex act is to be spit-roasted.



Not long after J began sharing me at the club, he started sharing me on weekends. The first time it happened, he was fucking me on the couch in his living room when there was a knock on the door. Without breaking his tempo of pounding my pussy, he called out for whoever was at the door to come in. Once again, I was shocked and mortified but I realized later that he’d invited his friend to come over and knew who was at the door, even if I didn’t.



J finished fucking me before he offered me to his friend, whom I’d never met or even seen before. At the club, I knew who all the bouncers were before they fucked me. At J’s house, that long-ago afternoon, I was given to a complete stranger. It shocked me but I didn’t say a word in protest. As I said, saying no to J never even occurred to me. The guy was black, of course, but that’s where the similarity to J ended. J was a big man but he was strongly built, with muscles on top of muscles, exactly the type of man you would think of as a bouncer at a strip club. Someone who wouldn’t take shit from anyone, which was J to a tee.



But Marlon was not like J at all. He was, to be charitable, out of shape. He was so out of shape, in fact, that I wound up doing most of the work. He waited for me to undress him, then he laid down on the couch and motioned for me to get him hard with my mouth before I rode him. It took him a long time to cum and by the time he did, we were both bathed in sweat. As with J, I was expected to clean his cock with my mouth after he came.



Which they all did, everyone one of the men that J shared me with, after they came in me, I cleaned them with my mouth. Even after they came in my ass. Which many of them did.



More often than not, J and his friends would fuck me in his backyard. I was used to being naked at his house and as a stripper, I was used to being naked in general, but there was something even more degrading about being fucked outdoors, especially if it had recently rained. J’s yard was a combination of patchy, dying grass and plain dirt, and everyone seemed get a kick out of fucking me on my hands and knees before pushing my face down in the mud. I was never allowed to clean up before I took the bus home and it was excruciating being on the bus, especially when I began recognizing people from taking it so often, looking like I did on my trip home.



But I went back to J’s house, week after week, month after month, year after year, until I moved to Baton Rouge.
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“How did your date go?” Chris asks me at lunch on Monday. We’ve fallen into an pattern where she calls me around ten each morning to confirm I’m available, which is absurd because I don’t have anywhere else to be but I know what she’d really saying when she calls is that she’s available. Which is fine by me.



“It was lovely,” I tell her, shading the truth ever so slightly. “Carl took me to Fleming’s for dinner.”



“Oh, that’s a really nice place, from what I’ve heard,” she says brightly. “I’ve never been, of course,” she adds with just a hint of attitude and I wonder if I should have mentioned where we went. So I quickly change the direction of our conversation.



“It was nice but we didn’t go anywhere after dinner, which was a little disappointing.” She gives me a look and I know what she’s thinking – I’ve hinted that my habit on the weekend is to look for a suitable one-night-stand at the clubs and bars I frequent.



“Well, you can’t expect a man like that to just jump into bed with you, right?” she says with a laugh that’s a little forced. Or maybe I’m just being paranoid. As I said, I haven’t dated like this in years.



“I suppose not but…” I hesitate. Do I want to admit how really felt after we left the restaurant? That if he’d invited me to his place I would have jumped his bones? Or if he’d made any sort of play for me when he dropped me off at my apartment building, even after I invited him upstairs for coffee, which he politely declined?



“Did I screw things up?” I ask out of the blue. “I had a good time and we hit it off just fine, but…”



“Well, seeing as I wasn’t there, it’s hard for me to say,” she says, also with a bit more attitude. “But these things take time, Jessica. Maybe he’s old school, given his age and all, and he’s waiting until the third date to make his move.”



“Oh, good lord,” I say with an exaggerated eye roll. “I haven’t been on a second date in years.” She gives me another look and tries to brush my statement off as hyperbole but it’s true. I haven’t been exactly honest with Chris, afraid that she’ll judge me because from what she’s said, she is trying to set an example for her teenage daughters and barely dates at all. In that regard, we couldn’t be more different.



“Is he worth putting some work into?” she asks, no attitude this time. I shrug.



“I guess so. He sure mashes all of my buttons.” We giggle and move on to office gossip but our conversation weighs heavily on my mind for the rest of our lunch hour.











“Hey, Jess,” a message pops up on my Reddit profile after I returned to my desk in the office lobby. I recognize Stella’s username immediately. I didn’t see her in the elevator this morning on my daily pastry run but I wrote that off to her being a lot less motivated now that she’s been told she doesn’t have a future with her firm. “You around?” she adds.



“I’m here,” I message back. “What’s new with you?” I like the immediacy of Reddit way more than email and since it’s easy to open the site in a browser on my laptop, I don’t look as conspicuous about ignoring my work at my desk in favor of my phone. Not that I have a ton of work to do most days.



“I’m in Chicago,” she says, flooring me. “I got a new job over the weekend.”



I blink and my mouth drops open. “What!?!? I didn’t think you’d be gone that fast.” My heart sinks –I felt like we were just getting to know each other.



“I know, right? I called a friend from law school on a whim Friday afternoon and by Sunday, I was packing to check out her situation. She needs someone right away for a big case she just landed and even though I would have to take the Illinois bar exam to be listed on the docs, Evie says we can work around that for now.”



“So, you’re moving to Chicago?” I ask, my head spinning.



“It looks that way. We’re already knee deep in the case and it feels like a great fit, but I won’t make a final decision for a few weeks,” I’m looking around my desk in the lobby to make sure no one is seeing how shocked I am at the sudden loss of what I thought could turn into another friendship. And I’m kicking myself for not reaching out to Stella months ago.



“I’ll miss you, Stella,” I type and send, my eyes tearing up on me. “We just started getting to know each other.”



“Well, that’s kind of why I’m messaging you, Jess.” I wait as the site indicates that she’s typing before anything shows up, like the three bubbles on a text message. “We can stay in touch using this website, if it’s okay with you.”



I smile and wipe my eyes. “Yeah, I’d really like that, Stel.” I start to say that I don’t have a lot of work the way she does but I delete the words before I send them. No need to come across as super-needy, even if I sort of am.



“So, something I wanted to ask you about, Jess, at the bar the other night,” she begins. “And again, I’m not judging you.”



“I believe you, Stel.” For some reason, I feel like she’s not, mostly because I didn’t feel judged at the bar.



“I was curious about your career in New Orleans,” she typed. “I thought you had a baby when you moved there.”



I swallow hard and wonder if she
 is
 going to judge me anyway. “I did, but the woman who lived in the apartment next to mine was a grandmother who didn’t see her grandkids often enough and she loved watching Charlotte for me. The few times she wasn’t available, I’d have to pay one of the older teenagers who lived in the building.”



“But I thought you said that it was tough making enough to live on because of the fees and tip-sharing.”



“It was, but I kept thinking things would eventually get better. I left the club after about 8 months when it was clear that they wouldn’t.”



“What did you do at the club to try to get by?”



“You mean, what extras did I do in the Champagne Room?”



“Yeah, that. Was it hard at first?”



“Yes, and I was stubborn. All the girls told me I had to do extras to survive but I tried to just get by on tips at first.”



“For how long?”



“A few days is all. It didn’t take long before I knew I had no choice.”



“Do you remember your first extra?”



I swallowed before I answered. I’m not sure why this is getting me turned on but it is. “A blowjob. And I remember J’s gloating face after.”



“Did you know J but hadn’t fucked him yet?”



“He had already ‘introduced’ himself to me.”



“Did your self-concept change at that moment?”



I pause. “It felt so weird to take money for it.”



“How much did you make?”



“$50.”



“Did the club set the prices for extras?”



“Oh, yes. They didn’t want the girls to out bid each other.”



“What did you charge for sex?”



“$100.”



“Was anal something you would do?”



“Yes, for $120. And uncovered was an extra $25.”



“You would have unprotected sex?”



“Yes. Mostly with guys I knew, my regulars. With new guys, I insisted they use condoms.”



“Didn’t you worry about STDs?”



“The club had us checked every couple of weeks. It wasn’t really a problem.”



She pauses and I shift in my chair at my desk. My panties are soaked from reliving that part of my past. If I’m not careful, I’ll have a wet spot on my dress.



“Did you worry about seeing someone you knew at the club, Jess?”



I swallow again and wonder if I should admit what I’m about to admit. “Yeah, it happened now and then. The worst was when my old gymnastics coach showed up at the club.”



“One of your college coaches?”



“No, one from when I was on a developmental team back home in Alabama.”



“He’d moved to New Orleans?”



“Yes, I found out later that he got a job at another school.”



“Did he remember you?”



“Not at first. I recognized him right away but he didn’t recognize me until my second set onstage. I was looking right at him when he figured out who I was. I almost ran off the stage when he motioned me over for the tip.”



“Were you trying to help him figure it out by looking at him?”



“Gawd no, I was hoping he wouldn’t. I just figured that if I hid it would be more obvious.”



“Was he cool about it? Did you go to him for the tip?”



“I did but I was blushing and he slipped the bill right into my mouth. Even with the dim lighting of the club everyone could tell I was blushing.”



“Was that typical? I heard they usually tuck it in your G-string?”



“Our club was full nude... girls either took them in their hands or mouth, or just let it fall on the stage and picked it up at the end of the set. He let his fingers linger in my mouth, too.”



“Wow, he really rubbed your nose in it, the bastard!”



“Yeah, I was squatting in front of him, spread open with his fingers in my mouth with a dollar bill. It was like he held me there without holding me, you know?”



“Not very nice for someone who knew you.”



“Somebody I idolized growing up.” I hesitate but something about confessing all of this to Stella felt so good for me. I hadn’t thought about those days in years. “He became a regular.”



“Guys just love to humiliate girls, especially strippers and whores, don't they?”



“The club’s managers loved it.”



“So, by regular, you mean you gave him blow jobs in the Champagne Room?”



“Not just blow jobs.”



“Sex?”



“He was one of the few white men to use me. Yes, fuck, bjs, anal, atm.”



“What’s atm?”



“Ass to mouth. I would clean him after he fucked my ass. It’s expected these days.”



“That sounds pretty disgusting, Jess. No judgment, but…”



“Yeah, it’s not so bad if it’s your ass you’re tasting. And I always prepared before a shift at the club with a thorough enema.”



She paused as she digested that piece of information, I assume. “Getting back to the coach, did you see him at the club or outside?”



“All in the club.”



“I thought sex was frowned on at the club.”



“Officially, it was frowned on. That way, if you got caught, like by the vice squad or something, it was all on you.”



“Bastards.” She paused before she wrote, “I have to go now, Jess, but this was…enlightening. Do you mind answering all these questions for me?”



“No, I don’t mind at all, Stella. Anytime you want to, ask away.”



“Thanks. Later.”



I closed the browser and stood up. I was going to have to wait until everyone had left the office so no one would see the big wet spot on my dress.







~ ~ ~







After I’d been working at the club in New Orleans for about 8 months, I decided I couldn’t go on there. I wasn’t making enough money to justify being away from my daughter each night so I got a job as a cashier at a grocery store. I was nervous about telling J but he didn’t react, he just told me he still expected me to visit him at his house each weekend. I said I would let the store know and they were good about setting my schedule accordingly.



Before I left the club, though, J gave me a going away party of sorts. After my last shift, he dragged me out of the dressing room naked into the back alley and had me get on all fours on the cardboard. As he was fucking me, the other bouncers came out and they all took a turn with me. It was my first train and I loved it. It was so visceral, being taken like that in the alley with people watching from the building across the way. By the time they were finished with me, I was dripping their cum from both of my holes and my makeup was ruined. When I went back into the club to get dressed to go home, I didn’t talk to anyone, didn’t say goodbye, I just left. It was quite a sendoff.



After that, J began to share me with other men at his house. One or two would come over while I was there and I was expected to fuck them, either in the living room or in the backyard. I didn’t know them at first and there were a lot of them over the years, but I usually saw just one or two of them during each visit.



That’s when I began to feel like a whore and that J was my pimp. I desperately wanted him to put me out on the street to be a hooker for him but I never asked and he never offered. I just fucked his friends and acquaintances at his house. I’m pretty sure no money changed hands because if he had charged them, he would have bragged about it to humiliate me. Little did he know that was exactly what I wanted.



I never felt like a whore at the club for some reason. I saw myself as an exotic dancer who did extras in the Champagne Room, nothing more. I knew some of the other dancers saw clients outside the club and got paid for it but I never did. And besides, to me a whore was a streetwalker who had a pimp that controlled her. I had J but he didn’t put me on the street, even though I wanted him to.



While I worked at the grocery store, I met Leon. He was a goofy guy, about five years older than me but really sweet and very good-looking. We talked whenever he came in to the store and after a few conversations, he asked me out. I told him I was busy on the weekends but he said that wasn’t a problem and we went out during the week. I fell in love with him and we stayed together for almost four years.



But here’s the thing –he knew about J. I was up front with Leon that I was seeing another guy. He said he didn’t have a problem with it and for a while, he didn’t. I never even told him J’s name because I got the sense he didn’t want to know and he never asked.



After a while, though, he made it clear he wanted more from me but I couldn’t bring myself to stop seeing J. I told Leon so and he accepted it, reluctantly, but he didn’t push me. I loved Leon but not enough to leave J. I loved Leon but I
 needed
 J. I know in hind sight it makes no sense but that’s the way it happened.



Then I got pregnant again.



I was on the pill and I made Leon wear condoms whenever we had sex but I still got pregnant. I think I may have missed a day or two with the pill, but I’m not sure. At first, I was scared to death that J might be the father, but when I talked to my doctor to nail down the date I conceived, I realized J couldn’t have been the father. During the time the pill failed me, J was only fucking my ass for reasons I’ll explain later, as were all the men he shared me with. The only guy who was fucking my pussy that month was Leon. Which was a relief because I didn’t want my child to be like J. I couldn’t stop seeing him but he was a bastard and I was scared to death if he was the father, my child might turn out like him.



When I told J that I was pregnant with Leon’s baby, he got angry and punished me by not touching me at all for several weeks. He left me on the front stoop one day and staked me in the backyard the next. I went home in tears both days. He began inviting more men over to fuck me even though he wouldn’t touch me. This went on for a couple of months until I began to show, then J got into fucking me again.



All that time, Leon was pressuring me to give him more of me than I was willing to give. I loved Leon but not in a way that I could commit to him, even when I was pregnant with his child. It killed him when I said I wouldn’t or couldn’t give up J.



But I just could not stop seeing J.



So I kept going to J’s house every Saturday and Sunday all through my pregnancy. And he kept sharing me with his friends the whole time. Right up until the weekend before I delivered.



And the weekend after Jalen was born.
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“Good morning, Jessica,” Carl, aka Mr. Panty Melt, says as he strolls up to my desk on Monday morning. I smile and duck my head to hide that I’m blushing at seeing him.



“Good morning, Mr. Evans,” I croak as I pick up my phone to let his attorney know he’s here. “Is Mr. Holder expecting you?”



“He’s not because I’m not here to see him, Jessica. I’m here to see you. And can we skip the formalities now that we’ve been on a date? Call me Carl.”



I get a twinge in my belly – he didn’t ask, he ordered me to call him by his first name. I know it’s a small distinction but it just does something to me. Of course, I don’t say anything to him.



“Yes, Carl,” I whisper. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”



He doesn’t quite roll his eyes but he comes close. Thankfully, he doesn’t stop smiling the whole time. “Well, I had a marvelous time Saturday night and I was wondering if we might do it again this Saturday.” He’s just standing there, waiting for me to answer but I’m desperately trying to think of a way to tell him that I’d love to go out with him but I don’t want to just go to dinner again. “What is it, Jess?” he asks as his smile fades.



I regroup quickly. “Oh, I’d love to go out with you again, Carl. I was just wondering if we might go to a club or something, where we can dance.”



He brightens immediately but as soon as my words sink in, he does roll his eyes. “I’m no spring chicken, Jessica. A night of dancing is not something I’ve done in some time.”



I give him a coy smile. “Well, we don’t have to just dance all night, Carl.”



“I’ll pick you up at eight, Jess,” he says with a sly smile just before he turns and exits the lobby.











“Jess. Are you there?” Stella’s username appears on my screen. I opened the browser first thing when I arrived for work this morning and have left it open all day. I know she’s busy so I don’t message her but wait for a question, which has arrived just an hour before quitting time. I’m thrilled just the same.



“I’m here, Stel. How are you today?”



“So busy it’s taken me all this time to get back to you, but I’ve got a million questions. Is now a good time?”



“I’m all yours! Lol.”



“So, I was trying to process everything you shared with me the other day and I wondered how you got to Baton Rouge from New Orleans. Did you have your current job lined up before you left?”



I blush hard and look at the door to the office without thinking, as if to check and see if anyone is watching me blush. “I got a call from the managing partner offering me the job.”



“How did he know you?”



I blush even harder. “He was a regular at the club in New Orleans.”



“Oh, my god, that is too funny, Jess. He used to fuck you in the Champagne Room and he called you to offer you a job as his receptionist? That is just too funny.”



“I guess it is.”



“Did he ever indicate he expects more from you than answering phones?”



“We hardly ever talk. I greet him in the morning but I do that with all the employees. I don’t think we’ve ever had a conversation since I started here 15 months ago.”



“You don’t find that odd?”



I hesitate, wondering what she’s getting at. “No, not really. Should I?”



“Do you think it was unrelated that he reached out to you, a whore, when he needed a receptionist?”



I stared at my screen for several seconds. “I never thought of myself as a whore, Stella. I think of myself as a former exotic dancer.”



“Who did ten blowjobs a week and even more sex as part of your job?”



I was feeling embarrassed but also wet – old memories of being humiliated by J, the managment at the club, and even more former gymnastics coach came flooding back to me. Being mortified also excited me. It still does.



“I think of streetwalkers under the full control of a pimp as whores, Stella.”



“There are all kinds of whores, Jess.” She paused but then the site indicated she was typing again. I waited. Finally, “I hope you know I’m not judging you. I think you’re amazing, Jessica.”



I’m stunned. “Really? Why?”



“Because you did what you needed to do and didn’t let society’s antiquated attitudes towards sex workers stop you. I think that’s brave, Jess. I really do.”



I hesitate to tell her what I plan to do this week. “Can I share something with you, Stel?”



“Go on.”



“I’m thinking about going to a club tonight to participate in Amateur Night.”



“As a dancer?”



“Yes.”



“What brought this on?”



“I was talking to my babysitter last weekend and she asked me if I knew about the Top Hat Club. It’s about a 20 minute walk from my apartment.”



“She said it’s a strip club?”



“Yes.”



“And you plan to dance there?”



“Yes.”



“Why, Jess?”



I hesitate again. “It’s been a long time since I danced, almost 7 years and I want to try it again.”



“Are you thinking of quitting your job at the law firm to dance full time, Jess?”



“No, I just want to check it out and see if I still can do it. It’s just an exploratory visit tonight.”



“Well, let me know how it goes in the morning, okay?”



“Will do, Stella.”







~ ~ ~







When I began to show and J started fucking me again, he also brought more men to his house each weekend to fuck me. For some reason, everyone liked to fuck the pregnant white girl even though they all knew J wasn’t the father. He made sure they knew.



As the months went by and I showed more and more, walking from the bus stop to J’s house through his neighborhood was more and more humiliating. Walking back to the bustop after the visit was even worse as I was asked what I charged almost every trip.



During my second trimester, my sex drive went nuts and I couldn’t wait to see how many men J had invited to fuck me. However many he invited, it was never enough, even though they always fucked me more than once while I was there. I was insatiable.



By my third trimester, I was so uncomfortable from the baby pressing down on my bladder that I was miserable. J continued to make me pee in the backyard –I never once used his bathroom in the six years I visited him –and I was only able to ride the guys he invited over to fuck me or to take them doggy-style.



The Sunday before I delivered, J decided to run another train on me. I’d done one before with six guys when I was about five months into my pregnancy, but as my belly grew J got more and more requests from his friends. That last weekend before Jalen was born, I fucked 12 or 15 guys, all in his bedroom over a few hours. I lost track of how many times they fucked me.



When it was just J and a friend he always spit-roasted me which is still my favorite position. When there were two friends over, they always made me airtight which was intense but not as enjoyable for me as being spit-roasted. The night of the train, though, everyone used my pussy and either came in me or on me. By the time I went home, I was a mess and J still made me get dressed, without cleaning up, on his front stoop. It was so hard to dress with no place to sit and nothing to lean on, but I had no choice. J gave me no other options.



Jalen was born on that Tuesday, but J made it clear when I left on Sunday that even after I delivered, he expected me to come to his place on Saturday, so I did. He fucked my raw cunt three times that day. The only concessions he made to my condition was that he didn’t invite any of his friends over and he gave me a ride home. But on the ride home, while I nursed Jalen, he said he expected me to come back the next day.



Which I did.



And every Saturday and Sunday after that, for another year and a half, until I left for Baton Rouge.
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After letting the sitter in to watch Charlotte and Jalen, I leave for the club. I think about taking a cab or an Uber but I like to walk and the weather is good. I’m the only white on the street as I start out but I’ve lived in the neighborhood for over a year and everyone knows me. I do stick out, though, so there’s that.



I find the club and go inside but I’m surprised by what I find. The club in New Orleans was a dump but they aspired to be more upscale than they were, so they didn’t allow sex of any kind in the main room. The Top Hat, the name of the club I was standing in, didn’t have a Champagne Room.



I talk to the manager and he says everyone gets one set which is fine – I’ll only need one set to know if I still have what it takes. I’ve thought about asking the manager if he’s looking to hire but I don’t, not at first. I’ll do my set before I go down that road.



I’m surprised by the club’s clientele, too. At Cleo’s Cabaret in New Orleans, the average client was definitely blue collar but as I mentioned, they aspired to be more than they were, so we got our share of white collar types now and then. The managing partner at my current employer, Lewis Griffin, felt right at home there, enough so that he became one of my regulars which led to him hiring me to be his receptionist.



At the Top Hat, however, the clientele, if you want to call them that, was a notch below blue collar. And they were all black. We would see all races at Cleo’s, including whites, Hispanics, Asians and Middle Eastern men even if the majority of the guys were black. Not so at the Top Hat Club.



All of the dancers, the ones that I saw, were black as well. I was the only white there. I didn’t pay much attention to the other amateurs –none of the regular dancers worked that night from what I was told –as I was lost in my thoughts at dancing again. I waited backstage for my number to begin and when it did, my heart was in my throat, but as soon as I stepped from behind the curtain onto the runway, it all came flooding back to me. I managed to do a decent job of removing my clothes in time to the music and made about thiry dollars in tips, not bad for such a low-level crowd and only one set. When the music died, I collected my money and my discarded costume and exited.



The manager was waiting for me backstage.



“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” he asks in an even, non-smarmy tone that I appreciate.



“I danced for almost a year a while back in New Orleans,” I tell him.



“I can put you on the schedule this Friday and Saturday to see if you fit in,” he says without looking at me. “It that works out as well as tonight did, I can give you four nights a week.”



I’m shocked. I didn’t even ask for a job. I don’t say anything but just smile and nod.



“Okay, I’ll see you Friday, then.”



When I turn to leave, he stops me. “By the way, we do have something in the basement you might be interested in.”



I turn and look at him. He winks at me.



“What’s that?” I ask, my pussy twinging like mad because I have a sneaking suspicion what he’s going to say.



“A glory hole.”











“You did
 WHAT?”
 Stella types into our chat the next day. “A glory hole?!?!”



“I know, right? Not the smartest thing I’ve done.”



“So, after you danced you sucked a few cocks?”



“I worked there from 9:30 to 12:30. I kind of lost track of time.”



She hesitates, in shock, I presume. “So, you enjoyed yourself?”



“I loved it,” I admit.



“Three hours in a glory hole? I didn't know you got paid to do that!”



“I did, but it’s bad.”



“Bad in what way?”



“Like, $5 bad.”



“How much did you make?”



“I got home with $95.”



“So, $65 from the gh?”



“Yeah.”



“So, you did 13 blow jobs?”



“So, 13 bjs over 3 hours?”



“Yeah.”



“Swallow them all?”



“I swallowed 8.”



“The other didn’t cum?”



“They did…they pulled out.”



“So, facials?”



“Yeah.”



“Sounds degrading.”



“I was too impulsive, too. I didn’t think to bring wipes with me from the dressing room.”



“So, you were dripping the whole time?”



“I used the hem of my dress to wipe.”



“Did you enjoy yourself?”



“Too much.”



“So, women don’t work the glory hole for the money, right?’



“No, I don’t think so.”



“Suck any white cocks, or is it predominantly a black club?”



“Well, yeah. It was hard to judge from a Monday but I was the only white there. No. no white cocks.”



“Your kind of place.”



“No clean cocks, either.”



“Smelly?”



“Yeah, most were.”



“Any concerns about STDs?”



“I’m going to get tested after work. There’s a free clinic near my place.”



“Do you think you’ll do the glory hole again?”



“Honestly? Yes.”



“You loved it, didn’t you?”



“Yes, I did. There’s something about sitting there smelling like cum that was heavenly.”



“And the bjs don't last that long, so you had a lot of down time to revel in what a smelly slut you are.”



“Yeah, just a mat to kneel or sit on.”



“Can you go anytime or do you have to be a dancer?”



“if you're a dancer you get paid but anyone can go”



“You don't really care about getting paid, do you?”



“Some, yes. I want to at least pay for the sitter.”



“Oh, that makes sense.”



“The manager said the main room would be busier on the weekend. And the house just takes a percentage so you can’t lose money.”



She pauses, then, “Why did you stay so long in the glory hole?”



“I just kind of lost track of time. I knew it was getting late but I didn’t want to check.”



“Do you ever see who you’re sucking? Do they see you?”



“No, I can't see them but they can see me. The top part of the booths is one way glass.”



“Also degrading. You love everything about that, don't you?”



I smile. “Oh, you know me, Stella.”



“Why did it take you so long to go there?”



“I don't know... I had feelings pretty bottled up for the last year or so.”



“Well, you sure uncorked them last night! Lol”



“lol last night is nothing.”



“What do you mean?”



I hesitate but now I’m committed to confess everything, for better or worse. “Friday I'm doing a whole shift upstairs.”



“How long is a full shift?”



“Six hours. 6 to 12 pm.”



“Are you dancing for the money or for the fun of it?”



“Well, both.”



“With no Champagne Room, how will you make enough money?”



“I got the feeling stuff still happens... you just don't get the privacy of a separate room.”



“So, bjs in the booths?”



“Or more is what I’m thinking. I’ll find out Friday.”



“Wow, that’s surprising to me.”



I smile again. “Hon, this place is a hole-in-the-wall kind of club. I doubt they have any licenses to lose.”



“One last question then I have to go. Did you get back to your apartment reeking of cum? Or were you able to clean up before you left the club?”



“I got to clean up some but I'd using my dress to wipe for hours... there was only so much I could do.”



“Did you get any judgment from the sitter?”



“lol no she used to be a working girl.”



“Oh, right. Did she know where you'd been all night?”



I smile one more time. “Sweety, I didn't find that place on my own.”



She hesitates, and I wonder if she’s going to try to talk me out of the whole thing. I bite my lip, but after what seems like forever, I see the signal from the site that she’s typing again.



“So, you’ll give me a full report after your first shift, right Jess?”



I laugh with relief. “You can count on it, Stella.”
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Now that I’ve revived what I didn’t realize I missed so much, my work life is much less boring.



And now that I’m dating again, sort of, my love life is more exciting, too.



But when the managing attorney at the law firm where I work asks to meet with me,



I have to wonder which of my new activities he wants to discuss.



Or does he want to discuss something else?



At long last.
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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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