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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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“Ready for lunch, Jessica?” Christine Washburn asks me after she rounds the corner by my desk. I’m the receptionist for Comptor, Griffin, and Assoc, a black-owned law firm in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, and one of only three whites who work for the firm. Christine is one of the newish executive secretaries who work upstairs where the senior partners have their offices, but she’s the first employee who invited me to lunch in the 15 months I’ve worked here. Before she asked, I always ate at the front desk, so having someone to talk to is wonderful.



“Just let me flip the phones and I’ll be right with you, Chris,” I tell her as I stand up and grab my purse. I call the girl who will answer the main line in my absence and press the button on the old-timey console that sends those calls to her desk, then I push my chair under the counter to make it clear to any visitors that I’m out, and we head for the elevators.



“Are you seeing Carl again this weekend?” she asks as we wait for a car to arrive. I nod and look at her but then I suck in a breath and put my hand over my mouth. “What’s wrong?” she asks.



“I totally forgot that Carl invited me out on Saturday,” I whisper to her as the elevator dings and the doors open. We’re the only people in the car when the doors close, so I don’t have to whisper. Not that I did before, but it seemed prudent to do so in the shadow of the office. Carl is one of the firm’s best clients.



“How could you forget something like that?” she asks with an edge in her tone. I can’t blame her –I screwed up, no doubt about it. But even so, she doesn’t have to rub my nose in it. I already feel bad enough.



“It just slipped my mind,” I tell her honestly. She gives me a skeptical look, and I roll my eyes. “Come on, Chris,” I whine. “Don’t be like that, okay?”



“Well, don’t say I didn’t warn you,” she sniffs. We arrive at the ground floor quickly, an unusual occurrence for this time of day, it being lunch hour and all. We stride through the crowd waiting to enter the elevator, and I try not to feel like the fool I am. This is going to be bad.



“I know, I know. I’m an idiot.” I can’t believe I screwed up so badly. And that I can’t tell Chris why and how.



“Well, just because it slipped your mind doesn’t mean you’re going to break the date with him, does it?” she asks as we exit the building and walk toward our favorite lunch spot, a small cafe that has good salads at reasonable prices, a must for me.



I give her a look and she comes to a dead stop right on the sidewalk.



“You are?” she almost screams at me. I just shake my head. “Oh, Jess, come on. Mr. Holder will be livid.”



“I know, I’ll call him, Chris. I promise. As soon as I get back to the office.”



She reluctantly starts walking again, but at a snail's pace as if to rub my nose in my own stupidity. I can’t say I blame her. This is really bad. Carl is one of Donald Holder’s best clients and if I do anything to upset their professional relationship, I’ll lose my job. Worse yet, Carl is a close friend of Lewis Griffin, the man who hired me and the managing partner at Comptor, Griffin, and Assoc. If I screw up my relationship with Carl – such as it is after only one date – I’ll feel like I let Mr. Griffin down, the last thing I want to do. I may be just a lowly receptionist, but this is the best-paying job I’ve ever had and I’ve got two kids to support. On my own.



“Why do you have to break the date with Carl?” Chris asks after we order and take our seats at a table by the window. The sun is shining in on us through the large pane of glass but I’m suddenly chilled by my realization that I screwed up. Worse, I can’t tell Chris the truth. She wouldn’t understand.



“I just have another commitment, is all,” I say in a weaselly tone that even I can’t ignore.



“What kind of commitment?” she persists. I don’t blame her but I wish like crazy that she’d just drop it. I feel bad enough but I can’t say anything as she’s the only real friend I have at the firm after over a year of being, as she informed me last week, the firm mascot. The token white girl hired to lighten up the lobby.



Did I mention that Chris and every other woman who works at Comptor, Griffin is black? The only other white employees at the fifty-lawyer firm are the IT guy and the janitor, a fact that Carl found funny as hell.



Carl is black, too.



“Something I can’t get out of, Chris,” I tell her as earnestly as I can, hoping against hope that she’ll just take my word for it and drop the subject.



She doesn’t, of course.



“I told you when he asked you out, you should have said no, Jessica,” she says with a certainty that grates on me, but that also signals this might be her last words on the subject. I can only hope. “Can’t you cancel whatever it is you’re doing on Saturday?”



I shake my head as I wait to eat a bite of salad. “No, I can’t, Chris. It’s a job interview of sorts and I can’t get out of it.”



“What kind of job holds interviews on a Saturday night?” she asks before a shadow of recognition crosses her face. “Oh, no, Jessica. Don’t tell me…”



I nod and look down at my salad. Suddenly, I’ve lost my appetite.



“Where?” she asks.



“A club near my building.”



“Which one?”



I look at her. Is she saying she knows the strip clubs in Baton Rouge? I thought Chris was as straight-laced as they come, even if she didn’t give me a hard time about my past. In addition to telling me that I’m thought of as the firm mascot, the token white, she also let me know that everyone knows I was a stripper a million years ago when I was still a teenager. She told me no one at the firm cared, but now I have my doubts.



“The Top Hat,” I whisper.



She eyes me but doesn’t launch into a tirade about what a hole-in-the-wall it is. I have to assume she doesn’t know, which makes sense. How would she? She’s a single mom of two teenage daughters, and I get a strong sense that she bends over backwards to set a good example for them. Not that Chris is the type of woman who would frequent, or worse, perform at a strip club.



Unlike me.



“Are you going to tell Mr. Griffin that you’re moonlighting?” she asks pointedly. Lewis Griffin is the managing attorney at Comptor, Griffin, and Associates and the man who hired me to be the firm’s receptionist over a year ago.



What Chris doesn’t know –at least I think she doesn’t know – is that Lewis Griffin used to be a regular of mine at the strip club I danced at in New Orleans back in the day. Which is why he called me out of the blue to offer me the job.



I think.



“Do you think I should tell him?” I ask softly. I didn’t consider telling him before now.



“Well, what if he finds out from someone else? How do you think that would look, Jessica?”



“Not good, I imagine.”



She raises an eyebrow. “No, not good. Not good at all.”



“So you think I should tell him?” I don’t know if I should. As low-class as the New Orleans club was, the Top Hat is even worse. What are the odds, I wonder, that a man like Lewis Griffin would be caught dead in a place like that? Of course, he did frequent the club in New Orleans whenever he was in town on business. I can attest to that, personally.



“If you don’t, and someone sees you there and recognizes you…” She doesn’t finish her thought. She doesn’t have to.



Suddenly, her eyes go wide. “Oh my, Jessica. What if Carl sees you there?”



I roll my eyes. “Carl is definitely not the Top Hat Club type, Chris.”



Is he?















I’m almost done for the day, but I’ve got to call Carl before I leave. It’s really late notice, but I completely forgot that he asked me out again. I’ve been so wrapped up in my audition at the Top Hat Club. I was surprised at how easy it was for me to get back into the swing of dancing and for the last few days since my set during Amateur Night, it’s almost all I can think about.



But more than that, I don’t see myself dating Carl in a serious way. I’d love to jump his bones as he mashes all of my buttons – black, older, handsome, and fit – but I’ve never seen myself as girlfriend material. And don’t get me started about marriage. It’s just not for me. Not that I should be so bold as to suggest that Carl might want to marry me after one date. But dating is about relationships and I’ve avoided even the hint of a relationship since I moved to Baton Rouge. The way things went in the two relationships I had during my six years in New Orleans has cured me of ever wanting another one.



Or so I thought.



I pick up the old-timey phone handset with the cord attached to the ancient console that sits on my desk and dial Carl’s number. I could call him on my cell –he made sure I got his number even when I told him it wasn’t necessary – and I listen to it ringing. My heart is racing for some reason. For someone who doesn’t want a relationship with the man, I sure seem to be invested in what he thinks of me. Or maybe I’m just worried that he’ll complain about my rude behavior to management and I’ll lose my job, which would be a disaster.



Or would it?



“Hello?” comes his voice after he answers the call. “This is Carl Evans.”



“Hi, Carl. It’s Jessica.” I wait, my heart in my mouth.



“Jessica, how are you? Why are you calling me on the office line? Are you still at work?”



I look involuntarily at the clock on the wall, which reads 4:05 on an old-fashioned dial. “I am, Carl. I don’t clock out for another hour or so.”



“Even on a Friday?” he asks. “That seems barbaric.”



“I guess so, but you know how it is. I don’t make the rules.”



“Yes, and we should do something about that, Jessica.”



I don’t know what he means but I’m too nervous to ask. “Listen, Carl. I’m really sorry to do this last minute and all, but I can’t go out with you tomorrow night. I have something else I have to take care of.”



The silence on the line is deafening.



“I’m sorry to hear that, Jessica,” he says quietly. I can’t tell if he’s just disappointed or if he’s pissed. “Do you really have somewhere else you need to be, or is this a brushoff?”



He’s straightforward, I’ll give him that. I like that about him. I like it a lot.



“No, not at all, Carl. I just have something I can’t get out of, is all.”



“Well, are you free tonight?”



“No, I can’t do it tonight, either.” I hesitate and then go for it. “I’m free Sunday night, though. I just can’t stay out too late on a school night.”



“Oh, I understand completely, Jessica. We don’t have to make a late night of it, if you’re available.”



I think about it. My goal was to get Carl to fuck me and that’s now unlikely to happen so what am I doing? But I don’t want to spoil the moment or risk disappointing him again and jeopardizing my job, so I nod my head even though he obviously can’t see me.



“Yes, Sunday works for me, Carl,” I say with a genuine smile, putting aside my concerns. I do enjoy his company. And dinner was fantastic last weekend.



“That’s wonderful, Jessica. I’ll pick you up around seven.”



“Sounds good, Carl. I’ll see you then.”
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“Hi, Georgia,” I said to the babysitter when I let her into my apartment. Georgia Russell lives down the hall from me and she’s my go-to for watching my eight-year-old Charlotte and three-year-old Jalen when I go out for the evening. Up until recently, she would sit for me when I went out to have some fun at the bar down the block or one of the dance clubs I frequent but tonight is different. “Thanks again for everything,” I tell her as I touch her arm.



“Oh, go on, Jessica,” she chides me with a warm smile. “I didn’t do nothing.” She walks into my small living room and Jalen bounds off the couch to hug her. Georgia is a young grandmother who used to stroll the neighborhood back in her younger days. She told me about the Top Hat Club a few weeks ago and on her recommendation, I tried dancing again during Amateur Night, where I impressed the manager enough to get a trial run for a regular shift. Which is what I’m doing tonight.



“I never would have known about this if you hadn’t told me.” She smiles and sits next to Charlotte who is engrossed in some television show. I walk to my bedroom to finish putting on my makeup for my big night. For what I hope is my big night. I think.



“You’ll do fine, girl,” Georgia calls out from the other room. “I know you will.”



I want to press her for details but I already decided the less I know about how things work, the better. I’m nervous enough about how things will go tonight and not knowing, oddly enough, is the best way for me to get through it. I got a good look at the club two nights ago when I danced one set and saw their layout. I was surprised that they don’t have a VIP room –there’s a small stage in the main room but other than that, it’s set up more like a lounge than a strip club, with small four-top tables in the middle of the room and booths along three of the walls with a bar and a small kitchen that serves food.



The manager was impressed by my performance on Wednesday night and offered me a tryout without my asking for one. I imagine the fact that I’m white played as big a part in his decision as my dancing and stripping abilities, as all the other dancers that night – as well as all the patrons – were black. I live in a black neighborhood and the club is just a twenty-minute walk from my apartment so I wasn’t surprised or uncomfortable being the only white. I prefer it, in fact.



“I’ll be home around 12:30 or so,” I tell Georgia as I go to kiss my kids goodnight. They are good about me going out and I just get a little whining from Jalen but he’s easily reassured by Georgia that they’ll have a good time in my absence, which I’m sure they will. I’ve been going out almost every weekend since we moved to Baton Rouge so it’s nothing he’s not used to. I do feel a little twinge of guilt but at least I’m going to be earning money tonight instead of just spending it.



I leave my building and head out into what’s left of daylight as the sun isn’t down yet for the walk to the club. I’ll walk as long as the weather’s good and take the bus if it’s raining. I never learned how to drive and can’t afford to own a car in any event, so I’m used to taking public transportation or walking. I’ve got my heels in my bag and a light coat around my outfit. The manager told me they have costumes I can wear during my sets so I’m just wearing a plain dress that’s not nice enough to wear to work at my real job at the law firm. I was told everyone gets three sets during the shift, which lasts from 6 to midnight, and this being Friday, I expect a good crowd. I’ll need one to earn enough to pay Georgia $120 for babysitting, which is my main goal tonight.



“Hi, Jessica,” someone says as I pass them on the sidewalk and I smile, wave, and nod but I’m not sure I know their name so I don’t respond in kind. After 15 months of living in the neighborhood and sticking out the way I do – I’m the only white I see on the street at the moment –I’m fairly well known and don’t feel like I’m at any risk walking alone at night. I’ll see if I feel the same after my shift but I know the bus routes like the back of my hand so if I don’t feel safe, I’ll take the bus home.



When I arrive at the club, I’m practically vibrating with excitement about what’s to come. I haven’t danced other than Amateur Night in almost seven years and although three sets doesn’t sound like much, it’s such a strenuous activity that I’m not sure I’m up to it. I’m only 27 but I was just 20 when I quit dancing in New Orleans, so there’s that. And I have no idea how ‘extras’ work at this club, although I was relieved to find out that they don’t charge a fee to dance, they just take 40% of what I earn in tips so I can’t lose money, something that was a real problem at the club in New Orleans. On slow nights back then, I wouldn’t make enough to cover my expenses and would wind up owing the club money. When dancing was my only source of income, it made my life difficult. That this club is my second source of income and I can’t lose money makes it a lot better.



“Hey, Jessica,” the manager, Rashad, says as soon as I come through the door. I’m impressed that he remembered my name but once again, I don’t see any other white faces so I guess it’s not that big a deal. “Come with me and I’ll introduce you around.” He walks me to the changing room and the other dancers – six of them, all of them black – are getting ready for the shift. Rashad introduces me to all of them but I don’t remember anyone’s name except Aisha, whom he introduced as the headliner and I can see why she is. She’s young, maybe 19 or 20, really pretty, and thin but busty. It’s no surprise that she’s the top dancer at the Top Hat Club.



What does surprise me is that only Aisha is putting on a costume. All the other dancers are naked in stripper heels of one sort or another but that’s it. At the club I danced at in New Orleans, you were only allowed to be naked on stage or in the Champagne Room, never on the main floor.



“You’ve got shoes in your bag, right?” Rashad asks and I pull out my 4-inch platforms that I kept all these years. I guess I never gave up on the idea I’d dance again. He smiles and nods. “You’ll go on after Aisha but I want you to do a turn on the floor first so everyone gets a good look at you. Oh, and we require everyone to wear these and use their real names,” he says as he holds up a paper name tag that has
 ‘My Name Is:’
 printed on it. He writes
 ‘Jessica’
 with a Sharpie then removes the backing and sticks it to my chest just an inch above my left nipple. Everyone else is putting their name tags on as well so I don’t feel out of place but using my real name seems to leave me even more exposed, more naked. More degraded, too.



I’m shocked but I don’t say anything; I just nod my understanding, the butterflies in my stomach in full flight. I want to ask the other dancers what’s expected of me on the floor but Rashad senses my apprehension and goes on without prompting.



“We charge $20 for a blow job, $50 for pussy, and $60 for anal. After you finish with someone, bring the money to me and I’ll take care of it for you. You don’t have a problem with anal, do you?” I shake my head. “Good. It’s not all that popular but you will get some who want it. Did you prep?” I nod - I learned at my old club to give myself an enema and shove as much lube into my rectum as I can.



Rashad nods. “Good girl. You’ll fit right in, Jessica.” He walks away before I can ask anything else.



I’m surprised at the prices. At my old club, we charged $50 for a bj, $100 for pussy and $120 for anal. Of course, that club charged each dancer a $400 fee just to work a shift and we had to share our tips with the waitstaff, bouncers, and cooks, so I was usually in the hole about $600 or $700 before I made anything at all. At least with this arrangement, I won’t lose money. But it’s obvious that to make enough to pay the babysitter at $20 an hour, I’ll need to have as much sex in one shift as I usually had in a week at my old club.



That realization makes me wet as hell.



“Oh, and this is Patty,” Rashad says when he walks back into the changing room with another dancer. A white dancer. Patty looks tired and much older than me. I guess her to be about 40, maybe 45, but I don’t get a chance to talk to her because Rashad hustles us all out of the changing room as the club is now open and Aisha is due to begin dancing. As the headliner, she starts the shift onstage in a schoolgirl costume while the rest of us file into the main room in nothing but our stripper heels and name tags.



The sign above the entrance said the club’s maximum capacity was 85 and it looks like we’re almost full when I come through the door. Every patron I see is black, male, and definitely lower class. Not in a bad way but I didn’t have any sense that someone like my boss at the law firm would be a patron in a club like this. The men are dressed in jeans and tees or tank tops, overalls that look greased up from working at an auto repair shop, and other types of clothing that just scream poverty. I realize that the prices for our services are set so low because that’s all this crew could afford.



The music blares over the sound system as Aisha appears at the far end of the short runway-slash-stage and begins to gyrate as the rest of us fan out across the room. I can’t tell if I’m exaggerating but it feels like all eyes are on me, the only white in the room, since Patty was still getting undressed when Rashad shooed us out of the changing room. It’s not long before one of the men sitting at a table with two others waves me over. He doesn’t say a word to me – he just holds up a twenty-dollar bill and stands up. I look at him for a second before he looks down at his trousers and I realize he expects me to unbutton him and pull out his cock. I take the twenty, lay it on the table, and reach for his belt.



“Don’t get on your knees,” he tells me as I’m working to free him. “I want to see you spread that white pussy while you blow me, darlin’,” he shouts in my ear over the music. I blush hard and squat once I’ve freed his cock, a nice one, not too large but quite hard which I hoped would be the case. I’m naked, after all, and what would that say about me if he wasn’t hard? I squat down and take his uncircumcised cock in my mouth to begin my shift.



It promises to be an interesting night.











“Jessica, are you there?” my friend Stella texts me first thing Saturday morning on Reddit.



“I’m here, Stella,” I type quickly. I’ve had the app open on my phone first thing this morning waiting for Stella to message me. I’ve already fed the kids breakfast and they’re watching Saturday morning TV so I can concentrate on talking with Stella if she’s around.



“How did your evening go?” she types back almost immediately.



I smile to myself. She’s as anxious to know as I am to tell her.



“it was interesting”



“Come on, girl. Spill some tea.”



“what do you want to know?”



“Everything! What was it like?”









	

Me: it was so different than the old club






	

Stella: How?






	

Me: it's like they crossed a strip club with more of a lounge






	

Stella: A lounge?






	

Me: like it's all open and relaxed and it felt like there weren't many rules






	

Stella: So, how much did you make?






	

Me: $240






	

Stella: Take home?






	

Me: yes that's what i brought home






	

Stella: Is that good for a Friday night?






	

Me: the other girls said it was really good for a first shift






	

Stella: Were you the only white girl there?






	

Me: no there was one other white girl there






	

Me: out of 8 dancers






	

Stella: How was she? Skanky?






	

Me: kind of... more tired than skanky






	

Me: like she looked older than her age






	

Stella: Did you make most of your money with lap dances, blow jobs or sex?






	

Me: blow jobs by a good margin






	

Stella: How many and what did you charge?






	

Me: they set the rate for all the girls






	

Stella: So, nothing was discouraged, everything was on the 'menu'?






	

Me: yeah and it was so weird with it just being on the main floor like that






	

Stella: How many did you do, Jess?






	

Me: 28 bjs 4 sex 1 anal






	

Stella: Wow! Did you enjoy yourself?






	

Me: yes i kind of lost myself in it all






	

Stella: What does the club allow you to charge for bj, vaginal, and ass-fucking?






	

Me: 20, 50 and 60






	

Stella: Are those fair prices to you?






	

Me: it's low from what i'm used to






	

Stella: And tell me about it being out in the open






	

Me: everyone watches and just calls you over when you're done... it's so odd






	

Me: it's like 8 little sex shows at the same time






	

Stella: Calls you over? Like, the next guy who wants you?






	

Me: yeah






	

Stella: Does anyone dance?






	

Me: and all the girls wear name tags






	

Me: yeah there is a set every 15 minutes






	

Stella: So, not much dancing, lots of sex going on






	

Stella: Did you ever get a break?






	

Me: yes i got a half hour break around 10:30 but all i got to do was clean up a bit






	

Stella: Did you get to talk to the other girls at all?






	

Me: a little bit yeah






	

Stella: What did they say?






	

Me: mostly we just introduced ourselves






	

Stella: What did the manager say?






	

Me: he was happy... he liked my dancing and said i was a hustler and got into it quickly






	

Stella: Is he going to put you on the schedule?






	

Me: yes he already did






	

Stella: Are you on tonight?






	

Me: yes... on i'll be on every other night during the week






	

Stella: So, you're doing this?






	

Me: are you mad?






	

Stella: No, not at all. You do you, I only want you to be happy, Jess






	

Stella: Will you quit your job?






	

Me: i don't know yet... i want to make sure i earn enough






	

Me: but there are cheaper places to live closer to the club too






	

Stella: That's smart






	

Stella: Weekdays will be slower, right?






	

Me: at normal clubs they are






	

Stella: What time did you get home?






	

Me: i was in bed by 1:00






	

Stella: You'll see less of your kids. Are you okay with that?






	

Me: i'd see more of them if quit being a receptionist






	

Stella: How long can you do both?






	

Me: i'm not sure... i'll find out i guess






	

Stella: Are you thinking about doing both as long as you can?






	

Me: just until i get a better idea if i can survive on this






	

Stella: Yeah, that's what I was thinking.






	

Stella: So, did you swallow every load?






	

Me: yeah i did... eagerly






	

Stella: Sounds dreamy! All black guys, I'm sure. How many were there in the club at one time, approximately?






	

Me: the occupancy sign said max was 85 and it looked pretty full






	

Stella: Tell me about the sex. Did that seem worse than the bjs, more intimate and exposed?






	

Me: it was very exposed... having to straddle guys right there in the open was a bit unnerving but so good too






	

Stella: And the one guy who wanted to fuck your ass? Did he announce it so everyone knew what was happening around him?






	

Me: no he just did a little twirl thing with his finger when i straddled him and said ass






	

Stella: Did you clean the guys who fucked your pussy? Part of the service, so to speak?






	

Me: yes i did pretty much without thinking just habit from my time with J






	

Stella: Were they impressed?






	

Me: :) yes






	

Stella: Was Mr. ATM impressed?






	

Me: yes he loved it






	

Stella: I'm surprised you didn't get more takers once that happened! lol






	

Me: i didn't really have time... i was already going from guy to guy






	

Stella: Needless to say, you didn't go down to the glory hole, right?






	

Me: no i was exhausted by the end of the night






	

Stella: 33 sex acts in six hours is a lot. Were you just going from dick to dick for most of the night?






	

Me: yeah i was.... can i confess something to you?






	

Stella: You need to ask?






	

Me: i haven't brushed my teeth yet






	

Stella: Ooo, nasty! Why not? Reliving it?






	

Me: relishing i guess






	

Stella: Yeah that's a better word






	

Stella: Have you ever swallowed so much cum in one evening?






	

Me: no never this mch






	

much






	

Stella: And you'll do it again tonight, right?






	

Me: yes i'm excited to






	

Stella: Off the wall question - do you plan to eat dinner before you go tonight?






	

Me: lol i know what you're getting at






	

Stella: : )






	

Me: yes it helps keep my tummy settled






	

Stella: All black cock, right?






	

Me: no there were a few latinos there last night






	

Stella: Oh, okay






	

Stella: Think you can keep up that pace if you do it full time?






	

Me: i really don't know... the other white girl has been working there since before covid






	

Me: i'm sure i can keep up with her






	

Stella: You are such a good whore






	

Me: :)






	

Me: brb






	

Me: it's crazy that most girls would be offended by that






	

Me: i love it






	

Stella: And now you see that you really are a whore, right?






	

Me: yes thanks to you






	

Stella: Now that you explained it, I get the 3 sets in 6 hours thing for dancing.






	

Stella: The dancing isn't the point there






	

Me: no it isn't






	

i mean it's way more obvious at this place






	

Stella: It's basically an open-air whorehouse






	

Me: lol is there such a thing?






	

Stella: I had no idea but you spent the night there so, yeah. There is such a thing.






	

Me: good point






	

Stella: I'm blown away






	

Stella: I don't understand how the cops let that exist






	

Me: apparently they've never been raided






	

Stella: There are laws against prostitution in Baton Rouge and Lousianna!






	

Me: yeah it's totally illegal






	

Stella: I know! Astounding! lol






	

Stella: Any other memorable sex acts you can tell me about from last night?






	

Me: yeah either cops just don't care or someone is paying someone






	

Stella: Or both






	

Me: yeah or both






	

Stella: Any huge cocks or tiny ones?






	

Me: the sex itself was pretty basic






	

Me: most were average 6is"






	

ish






	

Me: i swallowed on that must've been closer to 8






	

one






	

Me: none that were tiny though






	

Stella: You got to work on your gag reflex






	

Stella: Was he impressed?






	

Me: yeah... after wednesday i got enough practice to mostly suppress it again






	

Me: he loved it






	

Me: he wasn't a heavy cummer but it was delicious






	

Stella: After Wed?






	

Stella: Did you give some bjs that night?






	

Me: at the glory hole






	

Stella: Oh, right! Duh! I have to run now, Jess. Talk tomorrow?





































































































And just like that, she was gone.
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I spent the rest of Saturday running errands and playing with Charlotte and Jalen before it was time to go back to the club. I fed them an early dinner, let Georgia in to watch them and head out. I had no trouble walking home last night so my plan is to do the same thing this evening.



I’m still amazed at how the Top Hat Club operates. They seem to flaunt every rule in the book and only have one bouncer on duty to handle almost 80 guys, but if last night was any indication, they know what they’re doing.



I’m at the back entrance almost before I know it and go inside. I’m early but three of the other dancers are already getting dressed, or undressed, I should say, even though we have fifteen minutes until the doors open. I’m surprised to see Patty, the other white girl, so I take the spot next to hers as she’s putting on her makeup. I peel off my top and catch her eye in the mirror.



“Do you live nearby?” I ask to get the conversation started. She gives me a look – she always looks tired, I’ve noticed – but she’s nice enough when she answers me.



“I live with Tasha and Blair about a block from here,” she tells me as she indicates the black girls getting ready next to her. “We all stroll for Maurice.”



“Is he your pimp?” I ask, suddenly excited. I’ve always wanted a pimp. I have no idea why strolling appeals to me, it just does.



“Yeah,” she says as she puts on her eyelashes. “I’ve been in the life since I was 15.”



“How old are you now?” I ask impertinently. She doesn’t take offense, though.



“I’m 31.”



“Do you have kids?”



“Four,” she says without a hint of pride. “Tasha has one and Blair has two.”



“They all live with you at the apartment?”



“Yeah.” She looks at me. “Maurice takes good care of us. I’ve had a fair number of pimps over the years and he’s the best I’ve ever had.”



“When do you stroll?” I want to stroll so badly but I don’t tell her that. To me, it’s only the women who stroll for a pimp who controls them that are true whores. Which is what I want to be. I have no idea why, though. I just do.



“After the club closes or all night if I don’t work here, which isn’t too often. Mostly just Wednesdays when they have Amateur Night.”



“I did that last Wednesday,” I offer and she nods.



“Yeah, Rashad said you did really well and that he was going to give you a tryout this weekend.”



“Last night he said he’d give me four nights.” I was thrilled when he offered me a spot in the regular rotation. I didn’t realize that Patty works almost every night until just now. We focus on our makeup for a few minutes before the club is due to open.



“Can I get your cell number?” I ask as we’re joined by the other dancers in the changing room.



“Maurice keeps my phone unless I’m strolling so there’s no point.” She looks at me and I realize she doesn’t just work for Maurice –he controls her. I guess that’s the way things work in the life.



“Let’s go, ladies,” Rashad says from the doorway. “Doors open in five minutes.”



Aisha, the young headliner, follows him into the room and she’s already dressed in her schoolgirl outfit that the club provides all of us to strip out of. She must have put her makeup on before she arrived or she has her own dressing room. I feel a twinge of jealousy but I know I’ll never be a headliner –I’m too old and I’m white.



As happened last night, we all file out of the dressing room and enter the main room ahead of Aisha, who goes up the short staircase to the stage as the music blasts over the sound system. All of us are naked, something I wonder if I’ll ever get used to, other than Aisha. One of the men sitting at a small table in the middle of the room waves me over and I recognize him from last night. Like most of my Friday night customers, he got a blow job from me but tonight he’s waving a fifty at me. I’m determined to upsell my pussy tonight to increase my take home. I’m thrilled that my first taker won’t need any upselling.



“Hey there, Jessica,” the man says, a black man in his mid-forties if I had to guess. He’s dressed in what looks like a janitorial uniform –gray shirt and matching pants with ‘Martin’ sewn on the shirt pocket – and I greet him by name as I approach.



“Hi, Martin,” I coo with a shy smile. “You’re ready for me?”



“Ready as I’ll ever be, darlin’,” he says with a big grin. “No need to warm me up.” It’s not a given, but some men, especially the older ones, need a little oral stimulation before sex. I don’t mind helping them out, especially since sex pays more than double a blow job. I’m still getting used to these prices.



I reach for Martin’s trousers and he lifts his hip to allow me to shift his pants down and expose his rigid black penis. I step over his leg with one foot but before I can straddle him, he grabs my nipple and twists it hard enough to make me yelp. I don’t enjoy pain but I don’t mind enduring it if it makes him happy. I’m a pleaser above everything.



When I’m in position, I aim his erection at my pussy which is already wet in anticipation of what amounts to a six-hour orgy for me. I ease down on him and he smiles and closes his eyes. As expected, I have to do all the work so I bounce up and down on him until I feel him swell inside me and he cums deep in my vagina. I’ve yet to see anyone use a condom since I started so I hope the club brings in a clinician to check us regularly.



“That was great, Jess,” he says as I climb off his lap. The mixture of my wetness and his semen spills down my thighs, leaving what we used to call the ‘slime trail’ at my old club and I do a
 whore’s walk –
 feet as far apart as I can manage in 4-inch heels – so I don’t drip cum on my shoes and ruin them. I go to Rashad and hand him the fifty I got from Martin.



I’m amazed at how quickly it all comes back to me.



When I turn toward the stage, I’m surprised to see Aisha leading Patty around on a leash attached to a collar around her neck. I only watch for a few seconds when I hear someone call out my name. I turn to see another black man –they’re all black tonight –wave a twenty at me.



When I get to him, I smile demurely as I kneel to undo his trousers but as I reach for him, I give him a look.



“I love the feel of a black cock inside of me,” I tell him and he gives me a look right back, but he digs into his pocket for more money and pulls out two more twenties. “Anal,” he says and I blush but continue to liberate his cock. I prepared as always before I left my apartment with an enema and lube but his cock is thick and after I turn to offer him my ass, I struggle to get him past my sphincter. But it’s not long before I’m bouncing on him that he cums inside me. I smile because now that I’ve got one load in my rectum, everyone else who uses my dark passage should be easier to accommodate.



When I rise from him and turn to clean his dick, he gives me a look. I’m well trained from my time with J that every cock that fucks me, fore or aft, gets a thorough cleaning afterward. The guy sitting next to him notices my willingness to do ass-to-mouth without being asked.



“She really is a filthy whore, isn’t she?” he says loud enough for me to hear it over the music. But when he pulls out his wallet, I smile at him. And shiver with excitement. I love being embarrassed and degraded. I have no idea why, I just do.



“I’ll be right back,” I tell my new admirer after I get my fee from the old one and take it to Rashad to hold for me. He’s all smiles.



“Good job, Jess,” he tells me but I look at Aisha who is still leading Patty around by her leash onstage.



“I’d love to try that,” I tell him and he gives me a knowing smile.



“Good to know, Jessica. Good to know.”











Sunday night, I’m waiting outside my apartment building for Carl to pick me up. His car pulls up to the curb and he parks, then exits from the driver’s side to open my door for me. I’m so impressed with his old-school manners and upscale circumstances. He’s wearing a nice suit and his car is a late-model BMW that I’m sure would be a target for car thieves if he left it on the street in my neighborhood. I’m sure he wouldn’t want to bring me to my apartment with my kids and all so if I’m ever going to sleep with him, it’ll be at his place or a neutral location. Either way, I can’t wait.



“You look lovely tonight, Jessica,” he tells me as he opens my door and holds it as I climb into the plush seat. I’ve never been in such an expensive car in my life and it’s all I can do not to fawn over it which I know would be a big mistake for a man like Carl. I’m still surprised he’s willing to slum it by dating his lawyer’s receptionist but I’m not going to look good fortune in the mouth, or something like that. He’s got my number and, apparently, I’ve got his, as well.



“I thought we’s go to a place that has a little music for a change of pace, if that’s alright with you, Jessica,” he says as he pulls away from the curb. The engine is so quiet I wonder if this is an electric car and a glance at the wide video display on the dashboard tells me it must be but I’m dying to ask to confirm.



“Whatever you like is fine with me, Carl,” I tell him and he gives me a quick smile.



“Great. Something tells me you’re a wonderful dancer, Jessica.”



I just love the way he always uses my full name.



“I did study gymnastics, you know,” I offer as an aside.



“I remember,” he says with a laugh. “Although just looking at you, I’m not the least bit surprised. You look fantastic for having had two kids.”



I smile but it’s a bit forced. I always assumed that men wouldn’t want to date a single mom and I can’t shake the feeling with Carl, even though he’s never given me any cause to be concerned. I just know how things work in the real world. Of course, what he doesn’t know is that I’m just as anxious to jump his bones as he seems to be to jump mine. What’s more, I don’t think I’m any more interested in a long-term relationship with him than he is with me. I just want to get laid.



I know, I know. I spent the last couple of nights being paid to participate in two barely-controlled orgies, so what’s my problem? The fact is, I’ve not slept with a man I cared about since I left J and I wouldn’t mind seeing what that felt like. The hard truth is, Leon was the last man I slept with who cared about me –J did nothing but use and abuse me. Not that I didn’t love it but he didn’t give a good god damn about me and that’s a fact. Leon loved me and I treated him like shit, the same as with Charlotte’s father, Terrance, in college. I’ve got a terrible track record when it comes to relationships which is why I never ask for anyone’s number when I go out on weekends. I don’t want the headaches.



So what am I doing with Carl?



Damned if I know.



Carl drives to one of the nicer parts of Baton Rouge to a dance club I’ve never been to before. He pulls up to the entrance and a valet runs over to open my door for me. I’m pretty sure this is the first time I’ve ever been in a car that was about to use valet parking and it feels so weird but good, too. Like I’m not the white trash I always think of myself as.



Carl comes around the car to offer me his arm and escort me into the club. It’s a really nice place, not my kind of crowd but that’s to be expected. I’m not in the minority for once which feels weird and I wonder if Carl brought me here to show me off or what. I don’t really care, I’m just trying to figure out the racial dynamic between us.



We walk to the bar and he holds a barstool for me. I smile warmly and he orders from the white bartender, the first I’ve seen in Baton Rouge since I moved here. I order a dirty martini and Carl smiles at the mention of the word ‘dirty’ but I don’t call him on it. I’m still a little self-conscious about our relationship.



“Do you want to dance or drink first?” he asks and I look at the dance floor. I’m usually the worst dancer in the clubs I frequent but not here –barely anyone can dance but it’s an older, whiter crowd so no surprise there. I look at him and shrug so he says we’ll drink first.



“I probably need it to loosen me up,” he admits and I tap his forearm as if to say he’s crazy. He smiles appreciably and we move to take our drinks which the bartender has just placed on napkins in front of us. I raise my glass and he clinks it.



“To new friends and experiences,” he says with a warm smile. I bow my head slightly and lean close.



“I’m all for new experiences,” I whisper and the music isn’t too loud so I’m almost sure he heard me. “And I don’t mean dancing, Carl.”



He gives me a look, downs his drink in one long gulp and offers me his hand. I take it and after he tosses a bill on the bar for our drinks, we head for the exit.
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Monday morning at just before 8 am, I greet everyone even though I’m dragging from the late night with Carl. After spending the night with him in a hotel room, he dropped me at my apartment early this morning and I collected my kids from Georgia’s apartment, got them dressed and fed and off to school and daycare before I arrived in time for work. I’m not sure how long I’ll be able to keep up this schedule but it was one heck of a weekend.



Once I’m settled at my desk after I come back from my pastries run, I notice Stella’s name on the Reddit app and smile –I was surprised she didn’t contact me yesterday but I know she’s probably as busy as I am, just not having as much fun.



I waste no time replying to her









	

Me:



	

good morning!








	

Stella:



	

Good morning, Jess!






	

Me:



	

how are you, Stella?






	

Stella:



	

Good but tired. Thinking about you kept me up most of the night! lol






	

Me:



	

i'm sorry you didn't sleep well






	

Stella:



	

How was your night?






	

Me:



	

good... i did like we talked about and upsold my pussy






	

Stella:



	

How did that turn out?






	

Me:



	

14 bj, 11 fucks, 3 atm






	

Stella:



	

cash to you?






	

Me:



	

i brought home $430






	

Stella:



	

That's very good, don’t you think?





















































































I have to stop texting as Lewis Griffin, my former client and the managing partner at the firm stops by my desk. I can’t remember the last time he came to see me.



“I’m on my way out for the day but I’ll be back before you close up, Jessica. I want to talk to you about something so stick around until I get back, okay?”



“Yes, sir,” I tell him but my heart is in my throat. He doesn’t look unhappy but this is the first time he’s asked to meet with me since I started here 15 months ago. I don’t know what to make of it.



When he leaves, I bring up the Reddit app and get back to chatting with Stella, but I’m so distracted.













	

Stella:



	

Are you there, Jess?






	

Me:



	

i’m here






	

Me:



	

sorry, the managing partner stopped by to talk to me






	

Me:



	

he wants to meet later






	

Stella:



	

Getting back to Saturday night, how did you upsell your pussy and ass?






	

Me:



	

a mix of sweet talk and submissiveness... telling them how much i love having black cocks inside me






	

Stella:



	

What percentage does the club take from what you earn?






	

Me:



	

club takes 40% and i have to tip out the kitchen staff






	

Stella:



	

Did you talk to the other girls a bit more?






	

Me:



	

yes , as much as i could with the time we had






	

Stella:



	

What did you learn?






	

Me:



	

6 are hooking too, including patty






	

Me:



	

oh and patty lives with 2 other girls and their kids






	

Me:



	

they live on the same block as the club






	

Stella:



	

How do they hook?






	

Me:



	

they have a pimp ,... same one for all 6






	

Stella:



	

So, they all streetwalk?






	

Stella:



	

Or escort?






	

Me:



	

2 just do incalls , the others stroll or street walk when they aren't at the club






	

Stella:



	

That’s what you want, isn’t it?






	

Me:



	

It is






	

Stella:



	

Even though it’s so dangerous?






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Me:



	

what should i do if he approaches me?






	

Stella:



	

You tell him you already have a pimp






	

Me:



	

who? he knows all the pimps in town






	

Stella:



	

Do you know what they charge and make when they work outside the club?






	

Me:



	

no, i didn't have a chance to ask that






	

Stella:



	

But you will, right?






	

Me:



	

yes i will






	

Stella:



	

Did you enjoy getting fucked more Sat night than Friday?






	

Me:



	

yes, i did very much






	

Stella:



	

Do all the girls do atm?






	

Me:



	

i think so. i didn't hear of any saying no






	

Stella:



	

But it sounds like you were busy even if there was less sex acts






	

Me:



	

it felt just as busy , and it takes a little longer for sex than for bjs






	

Stella:



	

Was it pure bliss for you, Jess?






	

Me:



	

yes, it felt like heaven. Oh, and I was invited to the super bowl party next sunday.






	

Stella:



	

What time does the SB party start?






	

Me:



	

they want me there at 4






	

Stella:



	

for 6 hours?






	

Me:



	

they said i should be done by midnight ,






	

Stella:



	

So it might be a big night for you






	

Me:



	

i hope so













































































































I have to answer the phones so I close my laptop and handle the call. It’s just a few minutes and Stella waits for me to finish.









	

Stella:



	

You don't get to do much or any cleanup at the club, do you?






	

Me:



	

no , the only time i have enough time to clean up is on a break






	

Me:



	

best i can do is wipe between guys






	

Stella:



	

So, you just move from one john to another with cum dripping from your holes?






	

Me:



	

yes ,... like i said i wipe but when i start moving i leak again






	

Stella:



	

I love that!






	

Stella:



	

None of the johns kiss you, do they?






	

Me:



	

no






	

Stella:



	

Do they play with your tits?






	

Me:



	

oh yes. some of them twist and pull and tug my nipples ,






	

Stella:



	

Enough to hurt or just to get your attention?






	

Me:



	

it hurts






	

Stella:



	

Do you enjoy the pain?





























Her question brings me up short. Do I? I’ve never thought of myself as a masochist.



But before I can answer her, she asks another question.









	

Stella:



	

Any interesting cocks or fucks stand out from the other night?






	

Me:



	

two






	

Stella:



	

Tell me






	

Me:



	

an older man... in his 80's had me bent over his table






	

Me:



	

he for sure held a grudge against whites






	

Stella:



	

Hate-fucked you?






	

Me:



	

he smacked my ass enough that the bouncer actually came to talk to him






	

Stella:



	

Did you enjoy that?






	

Me:



	

what i enjoyed is that by the end he was happy with me






	

Me:



	

he said i showed the right deference to my betters






	

Stella:



	

You don’t really enjoy pain, do you?






	

Me:



	

not really. i'm not a masochist






	

Me:



	

but i enjoy the feelings it brings if that makes sense






	

Stella:



	

Yes






	

Stella:



	

Other fuck that stood out?






	

Me:



	

i didn't know until later but it was patty's pimp, Maurice






	

Me:



	

he was one of my atm






	

Stella:



	

Impressive?






	

Me:



	

not physically he's average but his presence is very big






	

Me:



	

if that makes sense






	

Stella:



	

Yes, it does






	

Stella:



	

Do you want to whore for him?






	

Me:



	

i don't really know him yet






	

Stella:



	

Good point






	

Me:



	

patty has been his for years






	

Stella:



	

Is she ‘happy’ with him, do you think?






	

Me:



	

i think she sees him like i saw J






	

Me:



	

i'll try to get more from her tomorrow night






	

Stella:



	

Good






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Me:



	

i thought of you when i was working the other night






	

Stella:



	

Really?






	

Me:



	

i imagined you giving to each man






	

Me:



	

i wanted to make you proud






	

Me:



	

the club manager is really happy with me





























































I wondered if I’d crossed a line when she didn’t respond. But talking to Stella has really made me feel better about myself because she doesn’t judge me. No one has ever done that before and I’ve never been so open with anyone about how I feel.









	

Stella:



	

Were you thrilled to be asked to do the SB party?






	

Me:



	

yes, very... they only asked 4 girls






	

Stella:



	

So a small party?






	

Stella:



	

Or you’ll be extra busy?






	

Me:



	

it's a private party at the club but i didn't ask how big it will be






	

Me:



	

now that i think about it i probably shoulda asked






	

Stella:



	

Did Patty know anything about it?






	

Me:



	

i didn't ask but she has done them before






	

Stella:



	

Did you exchange numbers with her?






	

Me:



	

her pimp keeps her phone unless she's strolling






	

Stella:



	

Oh okay






	

Me:



	

the girls she lives with are his too






	

Stella:



	

That’s very controlling






	

Me:



	

yes it is






	

Stella:



	

Does that appeal to you?






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

Do you know how often she strolls?






	

Me:



	

no i thought she was at the club every night






	

Stella:



	

Find out. I have to go now. We’ll chat later.






	

Me:



	

yes, i will, thanks again, stella













I leave the app open on my laptop but Stella doesn’t message me again. I don’t have much to do except prepare the conference room for a meeting and worry about what Lewis wants to talk to me about after work. I’m relieved when I get a call from Chris to go to lunch today.



When noon finally arrives, we head out to our favorite spot and she tells me about the gossip on the main floor. I rarely get to see any of the people she’s referring to –I just greet them in the morning and as they leave at the end of the day. But I listen politely until she notices that I’m not really into it.



“What’s up?” she asks at last. “You seem distracted.”



I pause and take a bite of my salad so I can think about what I’m going to say. I hold up a finger to indicate I don’t want to talk with my mouth full and we both chew in silence for a few seconds. Finally, I swallow and shoot her a look.



“What?” she asks.



“Lewis stopped by my desk on his way out this morning,” I tell her and before she can respond, I hold up my finger again. “Let me finish.”



“Okay.”



“I went out with Carl last night,” I add and her eyes go wide.



“Did you sleep with him?”



“I did.” I keep my eyes on my salad until I just have to look up. She’s staring at me but at least she’s not frowning at me. Or worse.



“How was he?” she asks with a sly smile.



“Really good. He took me to a hotel and we fucked three times before he drove me home this morning.”



She nods and rolls her eyes. “Not bad for a man his age.”



“He’s not that old, Chris,” I protest and she holds up her hands as if she’s surrendering.



“I didn’t say he was. But even middle-aged men tend to run out of gas pretty quickly.”



I side-eye her and she giggles. “Are you speaking from experience?”



She shrugs. “Maybe, but let’s get back to you, Jess. Do you think that’s what Lewis is going to talk to you about? You never told him, did you?”



“No, I didn’t.” I feel bad about it but I couldn’t quite get up the nerve to have that conversation with Lewis before the fact. Now that I can’t, I’m really nervous, but I don’t tell Chris. I just play with my food as my appetite is fading fast.



“Well, if he’s got a problem with you dating one of the firm’s best clients, it’s too late to do anything about it now.” She jabs her plastic fork into a cherry tomato and sticks it in her mouth. “Don’t you wish you’d said something, Jess?”



“Don’t be like that, Chris. I don’t need you to rub my nose in it.”



She lowers her eyes and nods. “Yeah, sorry about that.”



We eat in silence for a few long minutes. Finally, I look at her and she looks at me. “I’ll miss you if it comes to that, Chris.”



“I’ll miss you too, Jess.”



I put my fork down and stare at her. “I was trying to be funny,” I whisper.



She tilts her head. “I know. So was I.”









 5











The afternoon drags by even more slowly than usual. I find myself staring at the Reddit app on my computer and the clock on the wall, hoping that Stella will text me again but she doesn’t. I just have to wait with almost nothing to do until 5 o’clock finally arrives.



After I say goodnight to most of the firm’s employees as they leave, I close my laptop and head up to the senior partners’ floor. The building installed a staircase years ago so the partners didn’t have to take the elevator to get from their floor to the main floor where most of the employees work. I climb the stairs slowly, trying to buck myself up that the meeting with Lewis won’t mean the end of my employment.



I come to his corner office just as his secretary is packing up to leave and she looks at me but doesn’t say anything. I knock on the closed door and he calls out for me to enter as she walks away. I’m not sure she shook her head as she left but I’m not sure she didn’t, either.



“Thanks for staying late, Jessica,” Lewis says to me, some of the first words that have passed between us since I came to work fifteen months ago. I never knew for sure that Lewis insisted I was hired as my direct supervisor, Eloise Simms, interviewed me when I came to town, but I got the initial call asking me if I wanted the job from Lewis a week earlier. Mrs. Simms, who I refer to in my head as Mrs Pain-in-my-ass because she’s so difficult to deal with, must have been told that the interview was merely a formality because it didn’t go all that well. My resume was almost laughable –all I’d done since I left the club in New Orleans was work at a grocery store, clean houses on my own before I got hired as the housekeeper at a small motel. She didn’t go easy on me in the interview and I thought I didn’t have a prayer of getting the job.



But then I did.



“Of course, Mr. Griffin,” I say softly as I stay near the door. He stands up from his desk and walks to the small table near the window where I assume he meets with clients and motions for me to join him.



“There’s no need to be so formal, Jessica,” he says with a tight smile. He’s always been tightly wound even when he was fucking my ass are the club in New Orleans, which he did on more than one occasion.



“Yes, sir.”



He smiles indulgently and I roll my eyes slightly.



“Seriously?”



“Sorry.”



He nods. “No, I’m sorry I haven’t been more forthcoming with you since you started here.”



“It’s fine, Mr. Grif…I mean, Lewis,” I say with a crooked smile. He waits for me to sit before he joins me.



“No, it’s not and I’m sorry for that,” he says with disarming sympathy for my confusion. After seeing him at the New Orleans club for months, where he became a regular of mine in the Champagne Room whenever he came to town, since I’ve been his employee he’s treated me as if he barely knows me. Which he doesn’t, not really, at least not in any way but the biblical sense. But even that ended almost seven years ago.



“It’s okay, really, Lewis,” I tell him in my most heartfelt voice. “I’m so glad you reached out to me when you did. It was a godsend.” I wonder if I said too much but I mean it. He saved me in more ways than one. I needed to get away from J and without Lewis’s help, I don’t think I would have been able to do it. Even if I still miss him terribly, in a way. It’s insane, but I do and there’s no denying it.



“Well, that’s good to hear, Jessica,” he says with another tight smile. I didn’t know it at the time but Lewis is twice divorced with no kids from what Chris told me. She doesn’t know him but she has been clued in by the girls she sits near on the main floor. I had no idea about any of it until she told me.



“Anyway,” he says as he shifts in his chair to signal that the real reason for our meeting is about to be discussed. “The reason I asked you to meet with me is that I heard something and I decided to ask you directly if it was true or not, Jessica.”



I nod but my mouth goes dry as dust and my heart rate spikes. Did he find out I began dating Carl just over a week ago? Does he know I spent the night with him less than 24 hours ago? Did Carl tell him? I stare at him and he just stares back at me for the longest moment of my life. One of them, anyway. I’m begging him with my eyes to say something, anything. If he’s going to fire me, just get it over with. I’ll figure something out once I know one way or another what’s happening but the suspense is killing me.



“I heard from a friend of a friend that you’re dancing again,” he says softly. His gaze never falters until he glances down at my body. “At the Top Hat Club.”



I try not to shake or cry as I answer him. “Yes, sir,” I whisper. “It’s just a trial run, though.” That’s not technically true as Rashad already told me he was putting me on the schedule four nights a week but I can back out of it if I have to. And it looks like I have to. Which depresses me even more than I thought it would. But I can’t afford to lose my job, not yet. Not until I know I can make enough to survive on what I earn by dancing. If that’s what I decide to do. Assuming I get to decide.



Lewis doesn’t flinch. “I’m sure the trial run is just a formality, good as you are, Jessica. At everything.” He levels a look at me and I realize for the first time he’s not pissed. He’s not going to fire me. He’s just letting me know…something. What?



“I’ll find out soon enough, sir,” I tell him and wait. It’s his call where this conversation goes next but I have a sneaking suspicion I know where it’s going.



“Be that as it may, Jessica,” he says as he stands up from the table. “I’ve never been to the Top Hat Club but I know what goes on there.” He raises an eyebrow.



“Yes, sir,” I whisper. I stay in my chair as he steps around the table.



“I don’t see myself visiting the Top Hat Club but…” He offers me his hand and I take it. He pulls me gently to my feet and he puts his hands on my shoulders. “What do you say, Jessica?”



I stare at him for a few seconds before I regain my composure. Is he asking what I would charge to fuck him? Right here, right now? If I’m wrong, how would he react? I wait, unable to decide what I should say. Finally, I decided to just ask him.



“What would you say is fair, Lewis?”



He looks me up and down before he pulls his wallet out of his back pocket. “How does $300 sound, Jessica?” He pulls three hundred dollar bills out and offers it to me. I take it.



“That sounds good, Mr. Griffin.” I toss the bills on the table and reach for his belt. He lets me. I glance over my shoulder just to make sure no one is in the office as his blinds are up and if anyone was there, they would see everything. Which would be of greater consequence to him that it would be to me.



“No one’s here, Jessica,” he says as I loosen his trousers. His cock springs forth, fully erect, but I bend at the waist to take him in my mouth anyway because that’s the way I’ve been trained. Say what you will about J – and I have, believe me – thanks to him I am very well-trained at servicing men. Whether they’re men like Lewis Griffin, managing partner of Comptor, Giffin, and Associates, Attorneys at Law, or the men at the Top Hat Club.



Even though it’s been years since I sucked Lewis’s cock, I remember the feel and taste of him. Even at his age, he hasn’t lost any of his hardness since I last saw him at the club in New Orleans and I wonder if this will become a regular thing between us. I imagine it will and I’m okay with that.



“Okay, Jessica,” he says as he eases his cock out of my mouth. He stands me up, turns my body away from him and bends me over the back of the chair. I wait for him to position himself behind me and allow him to pull my panties to one side. He doesn’t check to make sure I’m wet for him because anyone who fucked me regularly at the club knew that I was always wet for them after a blow job. It was one of my best characteristics, more than one patron told me.



“Fuck, you’re still as tight as I remember you, Jess,” he says as he eases into my vagina. I push back against him as I hold myself up on the arms of the chair. He pumps my pussy for a few minutes but not long enough for me to climax before he does with a grunt and a spasm. When he slides out of me, I adjust my panties so I don’t ruin my dress. Although I guess now I can afford to have it dry cleaned.



“I’ll see you back here next week, Jess,” he says as he buttons himself into his trousers. I turn and nod before I leave his office.



I guess I still have a job.



For now.
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I leave my Reddit app open all morning but there’s no sign of Stella before lunch, so I’m bored and anxious at the same time. I need to tell someone about last night with Lewis and I’m not sure I should say anything to Chris at lunch. But if I don’t tell her I might explode so I decide I’ll go for it.



She’s not surprised.



“I’m more surprised it took him this long, to be honest,” she tells me over salads at our favorite sandwich shop. “I mean, he’s a man, right?”



“Yes. Yes he is,” I tell her with a raised eyebrow and she giggles.



“How was he?” she asks and I shrug.



“He’s okay,” I say honestly. “I’ve had worse but I’ve had better, too.”



She nods and plays with her salad as if she’s trying to decide if she wants to continue this conversation. Finally, she asks, “How did he compare to Carl?”



“It’s not a fair comparison but there is no comparison, really,” I tell her. “I like Carl a lot, even after just one night.”



“Which is unusual for you, right?” she asks with a little attitude. I have to smile.



“Sorry, are you judging my life choices, Chris?”



“Me? Nooo,” she says in a sing-song voice. “I would never judge you, Jess.”



We both laugh because we both know she’s judging the hell out of me. If she only knew what goes on at the Top Hat Club.



“Lunch tomorrow?” I ask when we get back to the office.



“Sure,” she says with a wave before she disappears into the main room. I flip open my laptop and am thrilled to see a message from Stella. I answer her and the signal that she’s responding comes up almost immediately. She must have been watching for my reply.













	

Stella:



	

Hey Jessica!






	

Me:



	

i'm so happy you have time for me, Stella!






	

Stella:



	

I always have time for you, Jess, I just never know when! lol. Tell me about the club Tuesday night. How many johns, how many whores, anything you particularly enjoyed.






	

Me:



	

all told there were only 20 - 25 patrons all night...






	

Me:



	

4 girls were there plus 2 waitresses, the one bouncer and one manager and the kitchen staff of 2






	

Stella:



	

When it's slow like that do you get a chance to talk to the other girls?






	

Me:



	

yes, but... we're still supposed to mingle but sometimes we have down time






	

Stella:



	

Learn anything interesting?






	

Me:



	

there are more local girls at this club than i saw at my old one... like grew up in the neighborhood local






	

Stella:



	

Were the other 3 girls black? Patty wasn't there?






	

Me:



	

that's right ... it was the first night i was there that i didn't see her






	

Stella:



	

Do you get any attitude from the black girls for being white in an all black club?






	

Me:



	

not really, a little cause i'm new but not new






	

Me:



	

i have more dancing experience than some of the girls there and i already got some better shifts






	

Stella:



	

Did you get anything from them about streetwalking?






	

Me:



	

yes, there a couple of pimps that cover the area, they run all the girls around between them






	

Stella:



	

So, are you getting it that streetwalking is not a good idea, Jessica?






	

Me:



	

yes, i know






	

Me:



	

if you agree it's probably best not to try






	

Stella:



	

I do, unfortunately. I know you had your heart set on strolling for one of them






	

Me:



	

yes, but i'm also seeing them at the club and i don't think i'd want to get on their bad side






	

Stella:



	

No, you really don't. So as hard as it will be, you have to fend them off when they try to recruit you to work for them.






	

Me:



	

yes, i plan on it






	

Stella:



	

It’s really for the best, Jess. Now, I have to go to a meeting with my new partner. Chat later?

























































































































































She’s gone before I can answer and I close the website on my laptop. Stella is such a collection of contradictions to me. She’s opposed to my wanting to stroll for Maurice, Patty’s pimp, but she’s always asking me about my activities at the club. It’s almost like she’s repelled and attracted by the idea of me being a whore, something I’ve always thought of as someone like Patty, who is under the control of her pimp. Patty has only shared a few details with me about how she lives and works but it sounds divine to me. Ever since I met her and learned of her circumstances, I’ve imagined myself in her position.



Which Stella finds absurd. Sort of.



I count the minutes until I can leave and they pass slowly, but just as my work day mercifully winds down, Carl walks through the outside doors and into the lobby where I sit. I smile at the unexpected joy I feel when I see him and his smile is even brighter than mine. I want to kiss him but think better of it in the fishbowl where I work.



“What are you doing here, Carl Evans?” I ask him with a cheeky grin. “Why didn’t you tell me you would be stopping by?”



“That would have ruined the surprise, Jessica,” he says in his deep baritone that still melts my panties.



“What surprise?” I ask, suddenly on edge. I’m due at the club in just over an hour and I still have to pick up Jalen at daycare and feed both him and Charlotte.



“I thought we might go to dinner again,” he says but when he notices my look of confusion mixed with apprehension at having to turn him down, he quickly hedges. “And I want to meet your kids so we’ll go to a family-friendly place,” he adds with a hopeful look that fades quickly as I don’t change the look on my face. “No?”



“I can’t, Carl,” I tell him as I put my hand on his arm impulsively just as my supervisor, Eloise Simms, comes around the corner from inside our office.



“Mr. Evans,” she gushes. She works closely with Carl’s attorney, Don Holder, so she’s known Carl much longer than I have. Not as intimately, but still. “What brings you by so late in the day? Don had a court date and he left an hour ago.”



“I’m not here to see Don, Eloise,” Carl says with a tight smile. No one likes Eloise, one of the consequences of being in charge of the support staff but she seems to relish the job. “I’m here to talk to Jessica.”



Eloise turns and eyes me as if I just kicked her dog. “Oh, really?” she says with exaggerated emphasis.



“Is that a problem, Mrs. Simms?” he asks pointedly. “Because I’m sure it’s none of your business, to be frank.”



“Of course not, Mr. Evans,” she says with a tone that makes my blood run cold. I’m going to pay for Carl throwing his weight around but it’s so much fun to watch him put Eloise in her place for a change. It’s not something I’ve seen much before in my time with the firm. Maybe ever.



“Good,” Carl says with a much lighter tone now that he’s won. “As I was saying, Jessica,” he says to me as he almost turns his back on Eloise, “are you available tonight?”



I want to crawl into a hole. I glance at my supervisor and her eyes are the size of saucers, which is not good given how overweight she is, which means you can barely see her eyes most days.



But my discomfort doesn’t change the fact that I’ve got to beg off Carl’s incredibly generous offer to take my whole family out to dinner, something I didn’t expect in a million years.



“I can’t tonight, Carl,” I tell him but I can feel Eloise’s eyes burning holes in my head. “I mean, Mr. Evans,” I add in a lame attempt to dig myself out of the hole to no avail. “I have a prior commitment,” I add mysteriously. “Another time, maybe?”



“Of course, Jessica. I’ll be in touch.” He looks even more disappointed than I expected as he nods at Eloise and turns on his heel and heads out the door.



“See me first thing Monday morning, Jessica,” Mrs. Eloise Simms tells me with unrestrained glee in her animosity for me. “We need to have a talk.”



Wonderful.
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I had to put Carl off for the next four nights. I was scheduled to work regular shifts at the club Thursday through Saturday and then the Super Bowl party on Sunday. After over a year of not dancing at all, it was a lot.



And not because of the dancing.



On Monday morning, I’ve got my Reddit profile open on my laptop and Stella appears just a few minutes into the day, but I have to put her off to go see Eloise.



I went to the pastry shop to get her usual order and arrived at her desk with the box and my head bowed to beg her forgiveness. I expected her to lace into me but she didn't.



“I talked to Mr. Griffin about you, Jessica,” she begins as she pulls a pastry out of the box. “He said he doesn’t have a problem with you seeing Mr. Evans socially as long as you don’t embarrass the firm. Which astounded me because it clearly violates firm policy but he said he’d make an exception in your case. Any idea what that’s all about, Jessica?” She side-eyes me hard and I have to look away.



“No, ma’am,” I whisper and she just blows out a breath.



“Well, you are skating on very thin ice in my book, Jessica,” she adds with a menacing tone. “But there’s nothing I can do to stop you, so you’re dismissed.” She waves me off and I turn to walk back to my desk.



When I sit I notice that Stella is still waiting for me to answer her initial inquiry of the morning.









	

Stella:



	

Good morning, Jessica. Are you settled at your desk?






	

Me:



	

yes i am






	

Stella:



	

How was you party?






	

Stella:



	

your






	

Me:



	

it was pretty busy... the game wasn't that interesting and the guys focused more on us






	

Stella:



	

Scorecard?






	

Me:



	

it didn't work as regular work they just gave us $300 for the night






	

Stella:



	

Oh, I thought that might be the way it worked.






	

Stella:



	

No tips?






	

Me:



	

no






	

Stella:



	

How many johns attended?






	

Me:



	

counting the hosts there were 28 men






	

Stella:



	

That's a pretty good amount for 4 girls






	

Stella:



	

Did you get a lot of black dick or was it a mixed crowd?






	

Me:



	

it was an all black affair






	

Me:



	

except for me and patty






	

Stella:



	

Oh, I thought Patty wasn't doing it this year






	

Me:



	

yes she did






	

Stella:



	

Did you get a chance to talk to her about some of the questions we had?






	

Me:



	

a little bit but not as much as i wanted






	

Stella:



	

Was the sex a little less constant than the regular nights?






	

Me:



	

no if anything it was busier... the two black girls started just as waitress with me and patty doing the sex work...






	

Me:



	

but the game got boring fast and they joined in too






	

Stella:



	

Wow, was that fun?






	

Me:



	

it kept me pretty busy and yes lots of fun but i'm pretty sore too






	

Stella:



	

8 hours of sex is a lot. I thought about you often throughout the afternoon and evening






	

Stella:



	

Good thing you're off tonight






	

Me:



	

I have a date with Carl tonight






	

Stella:



	

Are you seeing Carl now?






	

Me:



	

It seems that way, yes






	

Stella:



	

Do you like him?






	

Me:



	

I really do






	

Me:SteSStella:



	

That’s great. I have to run now but we’ll chat later, okay.





































































































































And just like that, she’s gone.



I had little else to attend to all morning so I looked forward to lunch with Chris. We talked about the gossip in the office, or rather she did since I had nothing to add to the conversation due to my being exiled in the lobby. Nothing much happened for most of the day after lunch until I heard from Stella again a half hour before quitting time.













	

Stella:



	

I thought of a few more questions about the party.






	

Stella:



	

How many guys fucked you last night, would you guess?






	

Me:



	

i think they all took a turn with me






	

Me:



	

i was the new girl






	

Stella:



	

Did all or most of them cum inside you?






	

Me:



	

most yes not all






	

Stella:



	

Any ATM?






	

Me:



	

yes several






	

Me:



	

and several spit roasts too






	

Stella:



	

Fun!






	

Me:



	

yes it was but i am glad for the night off






	

Stella:



	

I can imagine. Was 8 hours a little much?






	

Me:



	

yes ... we didn't really get much of a break






	

Stella:



	

I'm so curious. Does someone always have their dick in one of your holes the entire time?






	

Me:



	

no we got a few minutes between guys most of the time






	

Stella:



	

The party took place in the main room, right? There is no back room.






	

Me:



	

yes that's right






	

Stella:



	

And the main room is set up like a lounge? With small tables and four chairs around them?






	

Me:



	

there are booths on the walls and yes, small tables in the middle






	

Me:



	

for last night that had a bunch of couches in the middle and a projector on the stage






	

Stella:



	

It sounds like it would be difficult to fuck someone in a booth






	

Me:



	

it is






	

Stella:



	

Tables are easier, couches are easiest, right?






	

Me:



	

much but the couches aren't there normally






	

Stella:



	

Of course. Just for the party






	

Me:



	

yes that's right






	

Stella:



	

The girls are naked the whole time, right? Do the guys stay dressed and just drop their pants when they want to fuck you?






	

Me:



	

yes ... some don't even take off their pants just open their flies






	

Stella:



	

Did many of them cum in your mouth?






	

Me:



	

around half i think













I have to step away for a few minutes to set up the conference room for a meeting, but when I get back to my desk, Stella has another question for me.













	

Stella:



	

When you went to Amateur Night last week at the new club, was there a lot of sex going on or not so much?






	

Me:



	

practically none






	

Stella:



	

So, your first real shift was a real eye-opener for you, wasn't it?






	

Me:



	

yes and no ... i suspected it would be, i just wasn't sure, the open room threw me some






	

Stella:



	

If I'm understanding all this correctly, I'd say that the New Orleans club was 90% dancing (on stage and table dances) and 10% sex, while the new club is 5% dancing and 95% sex.






	

Me:



	

oh yes... the New Orleans club was a bit of a dump that wanted to be a bigger club...






	

Me:



	

the club here is proud to be a dump






	

Stella:



	

And you like it better here, right?






	

Stella:



	

Not just the money but all the sex






	

Me:



	

i like that i can't lose money and to be honest i think i'm still a bit in awe of how much this place doesn't care about normal rules






	

Stella:



	

Yeah, I can see that






	

Stella:



	

Did you get to a point last night where you just thought, "I can't suck or fuck another cock."?






	

Me:



	

no but i did wonder if they were letting in new guys lol






	

Stella:



	

Why? Because they just kept going and going?






	

Me:



	

yes we never had more than a few minutes break






	

Me:



	

me and patty specially






	

Stella:



	

I think it's interesting that they started out with just you and Patty servicing the guys and the black girls were serving as waitresses






	

Stella:



	

Like, they all wanted white pussy and ass






	

Me:



	

i think they thought the game was going to be more engaging






	

Stella:



	

Yeah, but they singled out the only two white girls at the club to service everyone to begin with. Sounds like a specific request to me.






	

Stella:



	

From the guys






	

Me:



	

oh yes i see that






	

Stella:



	

You may not fetishize black guys but I'm pretty sure they fetishize you






	

Me:



	

Is it a fetish for me to like that?






	

Stella:



	

I don't think so.













I wait for her to come back as she must be at work and busy. I’m just so glad she can make time for me during the day, although from what she’s told me, she’s at the office until late at night. From the frying pan to the fire, is how she put it.













	

Stella:



	

Would streetwalking be more degrading than what you do at the club?






	

Me:



	

maybe, but that’s what I want






	

Stella:



	

But why?






	

Me:



	

have you ever seen a streetwalker in person?






	

Stella:



	

Sure






	

Me:



	

have you ever seen a pregnant white girl walking alone in an all black neighborhood?






	

Stella:



	

No






	

Stella:



	

You?






	

Stella:



	

lol






	

Me:



	

that look on their face, the body language is all the same






	

Stella:



	

The same as what?






	

Me:



	

as a working girl on a stroll






	

Stella:



	

When you were in J's neighborhood?






	

Me:



	

yup






	

Me:



	

the number of times i got ask how much leaving his place






	

Stella:



	

I'm not surprised






	

Stella:



	

I am surprised you never offered a number






	

Me:



	

i think about it often... how different things would be if i had






	

Stella:



	

I mean, you were full of cum. How much worse could it get?






	

Stella:



	

And besides, you couldn't be a whore. You have kids.






	

Me:



	

lots of whores have kids






	

Stella:



	

But it never ends well






	

Stella:



	

They get addicted and the kids get taken from them






	

Me:



	

can i confess something?






	

Stella:



	

Sure






	

Me:



	

i don't know if i want it to end well






	

Stella:



	

But not until your kids are grown






	

Stella:



	

Once they've left, then you can go down that path if that's what you want.






	

Stella:



	

But not until then.






	

Me:



	

i've planned it out so many times






	

Me:



	

drop them off with my parents, and just go to some big city, go into one the rougher neighborhoods and ask around for the pimps






	

Stella:



	

You can't do that






	

Stella:



	

You'd miss them terribly






	

Stella:



	

And regret it






	

Me:



	

i know, i'm not saying i'm going to do it






	

Me:



	

but my mind goes there a lot






	

Stella:



	

I know






	

Stella:



	

Maybe you need to find another J in Baton Rouge






	

Me:



	

oh i even thought of going back to him after dropping the kids off






	

Stella:



	

I'm not surprised






	

Me:



	

just showing up at his door with nothing and begging him to take me in






	

Stella:



	

Think he would?






	

Me:



	

i think so... he knows i'd do anything he told me






	

Stella:



	

Ever consider a visit?






	

Me:



	

without a job or kids or my own place, he'd have me earning my keep in his neighborhood






	

Me:



	

oh i've considered it so many times






	

Stella:



	

What stops you?






	

Me:



	

if i go i'm not sure i'll leave






	

Stella:



	

You'd miss your kids.






	

Me:



	

yes so much






	

Stella:



	

And if you made it clear it was only for a week, and you had a job and responsibilities to come back to, he'd go for it.






	

Me:



	

i'm scared i'm addicted and that if i take another hit of J i'll never get out






	

Stella:



	

You would.






	

Stella:



	

You did once and you can do it again.






	

Stella:



	

For your kids






	

Stella:



	

Do you get vacation from your job?






	

Me:



	

Stella, i don't think i'm strong enough to do it again






	

Stella:



	

You are. Your kids are even more important to you now.






	

Stella:



	

And your job is, too






	

Me:



	

sweety my kids are my world






	

Stella:



	

I know






	

Me:



	

my job is good to me but it's boring as hell






	

Stella:



	

But you need your job to provide for your kids






	

Stella:



	

That combination would allow you to leave after a week






	

Me:



	

maybe if i found a pimp that let me take care of my kids properly for a bigger cut






	

Stella:



	

That will never happen






	

Stella:



	

Pimps aren't like that






	

Stella:



	

They're worse than J






	

Stella:



	

At least he didn't get you strung out on drugs






	

Stella:



	

A pimp would






	

Me:



	

you think so?






	

Stella:



	

You ever see a streetwalker that didn't look strung out?






	

Me:



	

i don't know that most street walkers want to be there






	

Stella:



	

No, but they are because they're strung out






	

Stella:



	

It's what keeps them there






	

Stella:



	

And you might not like it






	

Stella:



	

You think you do but I'm not so sure






	

Stella:



	

What's the appeal?






	

Me:



	

oh i don't want to like it... i want that degradation... i want to live in it






	

Me:



	

it wouldn't be degrading if i liked it






	

Stella:



	

Good point






	

Stella:



	

I hadn't thought of that













It’s quitting time and I’m meeting Carl after I pick up Jalen from day care so I sign off with Stella and close my computer. A quick bus ride and a short walk later, I’m home with both of my kids and putting on my best dress and fluffing my hair in a desperate attempt to look presentable for Carl. I’m sure I look fine – I just don’t know what I’m going to tell him.



When I was dating Leon in New Orleans during the week and seeing J every weekend, it wasn’t an issue because I made it clear to Leon that I wasn’t going to stop seeing J no matter what. I couldn’t. He had too tight a hold on me. For a long while, Leon was okay with our arrangement. But once I got pregnant, he wanted more from me and I had to end our relationship. It hurt me almost as much as it hurt him but I had no choice. Besides, I didn’t think of Leon as marriage material. Worse, I didn’t see myself as a wife. Anyone’s wife. I’m just not built for it.



Carl presents similar problems for me but the same scenario keeps playing out in my mind. Of course, he hasn’t mentioned marriage or anything close. It’s way too early for those kinds of thoughts. But if I’m going to break his heart in the long run, shouldn’t I shut it down now and skip all the drama?



“Anyone home?” he says as he opens my apartment door without knocking. I stand up from the small sofa where I’ve been sitting on pins and needles with the kids watching something on TV. I walk to him and he leans in to kiss me but I hold him off to introduce him to Charlotte and Jalen.



“Pleased to make your acquaintances,” he says in a serious tone as he shakes their hands. Charlotte looks impressed but Jalen just keeps his eyes on the TV and Bluey, his favorite show.



“Can I get you something to drink?” I ask Carl as I motion for him to sit in the chair across from the couch by the window in my tiny living room. He declines politely.



“I’ve got reservations in 15 minutes so we should get going, Jessica,” he says in a low tone but I startle.



“Reservations? I thought you wanted me to bring the kids, Carl. I don’t have a sitter lined up.”



He waves me off and smiles. “The kids are invited, Jessica. I want to get to know them and let them get to know me.”



I sag with relief but I have to ask, “Where are we going that we need reservations?”



His eyes twinkle. “You’ll see.”
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Carl took us to the Cracker Barrel off of I-12 west of downtown. Since I don’t drive, we never get to this part of town and the kids were tickled to be eating out. I was nervous at first but they behaved beautifully and we all had a lovely time. When he brought us back to my apartment, I invited him inside and to my surprise, he accepted. I was more than a little embarrassed by how small my place is but he didn’t seem to mind. The kids watched TV for a while as I made coffee and we drank it at the kitchen table.



“Nice place you have here, Jessica,” he says without a trace of irony. I roll my eyes though and he laughs. “No, I mean it. It’s got to be tough bringing up two kids as a single mom on a receptionist's salary. I should talk to Lewis about giving you a raise.”



“Oh, please don’t do that, Carl,” I plead with him and he chuckles. “I’m just grateful to have the job and the benefits. I don’t want to make waves.”



“Of course, but it’s not going to get any easier, is it?” He cocks an eyebrow and I nod.



“No, it’s not, but what can I do?” I’m not sure where Carl is going with this conversation but my concern deepens when he looks at the kids and leans close. Does he know about my new side-hustle at the Top Hat Club?



“I really like Charlotte and Jalen,” he whispers. “Are their fathers in their lives at all?”



I frown.
 Where is he going with this?
 “No, they’re not.” I give him a quick synopsis about Leon and Terrance, how I ran them both off for no good reason except that I’m a terrible person but he waves me off again.



“You can’t look back with regret, Jessica. Only look forward.”



I look at him, not knowing what to say. He takes my hand in his.



“What’s this about, Carl?” I finally ask straight out.



“I’m not sure, to be honest, Jessica. All I do know is that you touch me in a way no one has in a long while.” He strokes the back of my hand with his thumb until he finally looks into my eyes. “A very long while.”



“You’ve never been married?” I ask. I hesitated to probe too deeply at first with Carl but now it feels as if he wants to talk about it. I’m just not sure if I do.



“No, never even come close,” he says in a sad voice. “No kids that I know of, either.”



I don’t know what to say. Suddenly, I feel as if I’m being courted, or vetted, I don’t know which. Is he more serious about our relationship than I realized? Or am I being foolish? Or paranoid?



“Well, I guess I should be going,” he says at last. I’m not sure I want him to go but it feels like asking him to stay would be unwise. I stand when he does and he steps close to put his hand on my hip and pull me to him for a chaste kiss. It’s sweet but unexpected and I’m still not sure what he wants from me. But I don’t say anything and he says goodbye to the kids and leaves without another word to me.



What the hell was that?
 I wonder…















At lunch the next day, I tell Christine about my ‘date’ with Carl. She listens without asking any questions until I finish the story with Carl’s unexpected exit. When I stop talking, she arches an eyebrow, the last thing I need.



“Please don’t judge me, Chris,” I plead. “I can’t handle it.”



“No, I won’t judge you, Jessica. You’ve got an interesting situation on your hands, though.”



I look at her. “Meaning what, exactly?”



“If I didn’t know better, I’d say that Carl Evans, the lifelong bachelor, is having second thoughts about spending the rest of his life alone.”



I swallow hard. “I’m not the kind of girl anyone would marry, Chris. I’m the poster child for white trash. Just put me in a trailer and give me a couple more kids.”



“Nonsense, Jessica. You’re a good mother and you have a good job and an apartment of your own. To me, white trash are the people who take no responsibility for their lives. Who live like pigs and lowlifes. That’s not you, Jess. You’re a good person.”



“I don’t feel good about myself, Chris.” I don’t tell her that she doesn’t know the other half of my story, the club and the men and how I degrade myself four or five nights a week. How I envy Patty and how she’s owned by her pimp, who takes care of her and her kids. “I just don’t.”



“You’ve made some questionable choices, no question about that, Jess. But who among us hasn’t? All I’m saying is that it does you no good to beat yourself up about it. Keep doing the right thing and you’ll be fine, whether anything comes of this relationship with Carl or not.”



“See, that’s the thing, Chris,” I whine. “I don’t have a relationship with Carl. Not really. We hardly know each other. I didn’t know until last night that he’s never been married and doesn’t have any kids that he knows about.”



Chris’s eyes go wide and she laughs out loud. “He said that? Those exact words?”



“He did.” I smile. “Which means it’s probably a lie, right?”



“I’d say so.” She looks at her watch and startles. “Oh, I need to get back to the office, Jess.”



We clean our table for the next patron because the sandwich shop is so understaffed and head back. But just as we’re exiting, I touch Christine’s arm and she looks at me.



“Thanks, Chris. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”



“We single moms need to stick together.”



I couldn’t agree more.











“Jessica, come to my office, please,” Rashad, the manager of the Top Hat Club tells me when I arrive for my shift on Tuesday night. We’re usually slow on Tuesdays so I’m a little worried about missing any opportunities to make money. I need to pay the club 40% of my fees, tip out the bouncer and the kitchen staff, and pay the sitter. It’s not as easy to lose money at this club than my old one in New Orleans but it can still happen if the crowd is sparse enough. So I can only hope that Rashad doesn’t hold me back from the floor for too long.



“Yes, sir?” I ask with my eyes downcast. I’m not overwhelmed by Rashad as he’s not physically imposing the way J was at my old club. But he’s still my boss and that counts for a lot in my book. His too, I’m sure. I wait for him to look up from his phone but he keeps me waiting. It’s a little unnerving but I’ve seen this kind of power move by the men in charge before. It’s kind of hot, actually.



“I remember what you said about wearing Patty’s collar the other night,” he says without looking at me until he’s finished. But then he looks up and asks, “Are you still interested?”



“I am,” I say in a small voice. There’s something about wearing a collar that just mashes all of my buttons. J would put a collar on me when I was at his house as soon as I arrived and he would lead me into the backyard to do my business because I wasn’t allowed to use his bathroom. It was so mortifying but so hot, too.



“Well, tonight’s the night,” he says as he reaches into a drawer in his desk and pulls out the collar and leash. I’m almost vibrating, I'm so excited. And wet.



He doesn’t put it on me immediately but makes me wait as he hefts it in his hand. “And I wanted to tell you how happy I am with you. For a new girl, you’re doing really well and all the patrons are raving about you.”



“Well, like I said I danced for almost a year in New Orleans,” I offer and he steps toward me but doesn’t reach to attach the collar. Instead, he reaches for my breasts and fondles them through my top which I hadn’t had time to remove yet. I’d been wondering when he would get around to using me since it’s the norm for all the bouncers and the manager to have their way with any or all of the dancers.



“And you know as well as I do that dancing isn’t really the point at this club, right?” he says as he tweaks my nipple through my top. I reach for his bulge to return the favor because I know where this is going. When he pulls my head to his crotch I take the hint and open his pants to suck him. His cock is a nice size and shape. I suck for a while until he pulls back and has me bend over his desk. He pulls my skirt up and panties to the side, then he fucks me hard and deep, cumming inside me. As I always do with any of the patrons who fuck me, I clean his cock with my mouth afterwards.



He sits in his chair. “Before I put the collar on you, Jessica, why don’t you ride my shoe and make yourself cum?” he asks without really asking. He lifts his foot and I straddle it, the tip of his fake-leather dress shoe rubbing my clit as we lock eyes. I’ve been asked many times to ride a man’s shoe or foot over the years, mostly as a way to degrade me which is fine because I love being degraded. I discovered at my old club that men love to make women like me cum to demean us. I have no problem with it.



“I was thinking,” I say to Rashad as I rub my cunt on the toe of his shoe. He works the tip into my pussy and I moan between sentences. “Why don’t you have the other girls walk me around on the leash and I’ll clean them after they’ve fucked a patron.” I’m so turned on by suggesting another way of degrading myself as I’m degrading myself that I cum quickly and moan as I do.



“Yeah, I like that,” he says as he watches me climb off of his shoe. Then he says, “Be sure to clean my shoe, Jessica.” I smile and bend down to lick his shoe clean.



“Thank you, sir,” I say in my most submissive voice.



“Good girl,” he says and my pussy tingles.











Then next morning at work, I get a text on Reddit from Stella.









	

Stella:



	

I've been thinking about you all evening...






	

Me:



	

good morning!






	

Stella:



	

Good morning, Jess






	

Me:



	

sorry i'm a little slow this morning






	

Stella:



	

No worries






	

Stella:



	

How was last night?






	

Me:



	

it was very degrading






	

Stella:



	

Do tell!






	

Me:



	

i tried to keep count for you but i'm not sure i got it right






	

Me:



	

i think it fucked 20 or so men and gave 12 bjs






	

Stella:



	

Wow! I am so impressed, Jess!






	

Me:



	

:) thank you






	

Me:



	

i came home with $480 but i'm not 100% sure what all i did






	

Stella:



	

That's fine. You were a very busy girl






	

Me:



	

i think i zoned out at times






	

Stella:



	

I can only imagine






	

Stella:



	

DId you talk to the manager about the leash?






	

Me:



	

I did. He was fine with it.






	

Me:



	

And he fucked me finally






	

Stella:



	

In his office?






	

Me:



	

he did






	

Stella:



	

How do you feel this morning?






	

Me:



	

i'm ok ... sleeping helped






	

Stella:



	

Okay, good






	

Stella:



	

What made you zone out? The sheer volume of men using you?






	

Me:



	

i'm not sure. that and the leash






	

Me:



	

it felt like i'd blink and i was somewhere else






	

Stella:



	

I don't know what questions to ask but I want to know everything






	

Me:



	

i'll do my best to tell you anything you want






	

Stella:



	

It was a lot, right?






	

Me:



	

yes it was






	

Me:



	

oh and Aisha had my leash for a bit






	

Stella:



	

What was that like? Was she into it?






	

Me:



	

she was very into it






	

Stella:



	

: )






	

Me:



	

she liked having a ‘little white pet'






	

Stella:



	

Very cool!






	

Me:



	

and i'm almost sure patty will be doing it with me tonight






	

Stella:



	

You'll both be leashed and walked around by the others?






	

Me:



	

i think so






	

Me:



	

at the end of the night when the manager used me he said something about it being too much for me alone






	

Stella:



	

That's probably true






	

Stella:



	

You won't mind sharing, will you?






	

Me:



	

no i just don't want her mad at me






	

Stella:



	

She can say no, can't she?






	

Me:



	

i'm not sure






	

Stella:



	

Would you tell the mgr you can do it alone if she doesn't want to do it?






	

Stella:



	

Can you do it alone?






	

Me:



	

i'd say that just to keep her liking me






	

Me:



	

i have a lot of trouble when people don't like me






	

Stella:



	

I know






	

Stella:



	

It's so adorable of you






	

Me:



	

i just don't know how relationship with the manager and with her pimp works and if she can refuse stuff






	

Stella:



	

Can you talk to her before the mgr does?






	

Me:



	

i mean it might not even be her that gets "asked" i'm just guessing






	

Me:



	

i'm not sure ... she usually gets there way before me






	

Stella:



	

Got it. Well, it's kind of out of your hands, Jess






	

Me:



	

i guess so






	

Stella:



	

Tell me how the evening began for you. Was there a rush to use you?






	

Me:



	

kind of ... i had the first set of the night with Aisha






	

Stella:



	

The two of you onstage?






	

Me:



	

she danced and i rode a dildo






	

Stella:



	

With her holding your leash?






	

Me:



	

she led me up on the stage and put me on the dildo, she let go of the leash to dance and came to get me to pick up her tips for her with my mouth






	

Stella:



	

Wow. Did you feel degraded?






	

Me:



	

yes i felt more degraded than being lead around the main rom






	

Me:



	

room






	

Stella:



	

Ooo, I love that!






	

Stella:



	

Then what happened?






	

Me:



	

then she led me around the main floor






	

Me:



	

i sucked, got fucked and licked her clean after she got used






	

Stella:



	

Did you get extra attention from the men as Aisha's pet?






	

Me:



	

yes or at least she did






	

Me:



	

or us together






	

Stella:



	

How long did she walk you around?






	

Me:



	

about an hour or so






	

Stella:



	

Wow, longer than I would have guessed






	

Me:



	

maybe an hour and a half






	

Stella:



	

Did you love being walked by her?






	

Me:



	

yes i did






	

Stella:



	

I love it so much






	

Me:



	

men were paying her to have me lick her






	

Stella:



	

Front and back?






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

Did you feel degraded or sexy?






	

Me:



	

well both really






	

Stella:



	

That's what I want to hear about, Jess! lol






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Stella:



	

Did you lick her after someone came in her?






	

Me:



	

i've served women before but it felt like more






	

Stella:



	

She's so young and beautiful, and the headliner






	

Me:



	

yes after she'd had my leash they were still paying for it and she came and grabbed me a few times






	

Me:



	

i think it's more because she was kind of in charge... before it was always J






	

Stella:



	

It sounds like a fantastic way to start the evening






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

Were you drinking a lot of cum during the time she was holding your leash?






	

Me:



	

8 i think






	

Stella:



	

Again, wow!






	

Me:



	

i'm pretty sure i remember my time with her well






	

Stella:



	

90 minutes is a long time, Jess. She must have loved it!






	

Me:



	

she did... i was a little out of it at the end of the night but she came by and had me lick her just before the manager used me






	

Stella:



	

Oh, wow. I love that! Did you love it?






	

Me:



	

yes i was leaking noticeably all night






	

Me:



	

my own leaking i mean






	

Stella:



	

I understand, Jess! lol






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Stella:



	

After Aisha gave up holding your leash, what happened?






	

Me:



	

i was led around until my next set and i danced a normal set, except i was led on stage by my leash and picked after i was done






	

Stella:



	

Other than when you danced, you always had a leash holder, right?






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Me:



	

it's a little fuzzy when they switched after that






	

Stella:



	

As you zoned out?






	

Me:



	

yes













Out of the blue, my phone rings. I look at the screen and it’s Stella.



“Hello?” I answer.



“Jessica, I needed to talk to you about this,” she says breathlessly. “Are you sure this is what you want to be doing with your life?” She hesitates and I don’t know what to say.



“Are you ashamed of me, Stella?” I ask, almost in tears.



“No, not at all. I just worry about you, Jess.”



“Why?” As soon as I ask the question, it strikes me as obvious. And ridiculous of me to even ask.



“Jess, come on. In the last few weeks you’ve changed so much. You’re hardly the person I remember meeting last year.”



I worry about coming off as too flip with Stella –where does she get off? –but my natural tendency to want to please people kicks in and I sigh. I even nod my head although we’re not on a video call.



“I know, Stella. It’s been a big change for me, too. I don’t know why but I just…” I struggle with what to say next. Can I admit it, even to her?



“You’re really getting in too deep at the club, Jess. I mean, you’ll be streetwalking for Patty’s pimp if you’re not careful.”



I don’t admit it but I’ve thought about doing exactly that ever since I started dancing again. I don’t know why that life appeals to me but it does. More than it should, I know. It’s not something I’m proud of but I can’t stop thinking about it.



“I know you’re right, Stella,” I admit reluctantly. I don’t want her to be angry with me and I really don’t want her to think less of me. I’m good enough at doing that myself to need any help. Then it occurs to me to ask, “Why the sudden concern for my well being, Stella? Up until now, you’ve been encouraging of all of this.”



She pauses for a long moment. Finally, she clears her throat. “I know, Jess, and I’m sorry about that. I just got caught up in the way you go after what you want. I’ve never been like that. I’ve never met anyone like you, Jessica. You astound me.”



“Really? I don’t see why. I’m nothing…”



She cuts me off. “No, stop doing that, Jess. Don’t run yourself down like that. I think you’re amazing but I realize now that I’ve been encouraging you to do dangerous things and for that I’m sorry. But you should think of yourself as anything less than amazing, Jess.”



“I’m nothing much, Stel. Just ask my parents.”



“Fuck your parents, Jessica,” she says with surprising vehemence. “They’re ignorant, bigoted fools. Disowning their child and grandchildren for such stupid reasons. I have no respect for that. They should be ashamed of themselves.”



I don’t know what to say but my eyes fill with tears and I have to ask Stella to hang on while I find a tissue. “I’m sorry I upset you, Stella.”



“You didn’t upset me, Jess. I just get fired up whenever I think about how your parents treated you when you needed them.”



“Yes, I guess that’s right. But I didn’t mean to burden you.”



“You’re not a burden, Jess. I think you’re amazing. A woman who knows what she wants and goes out and gets it, whether at a pickup bar or a strip club that’s really just a nightly orgy.”



“I guess my parents were right about me,” I offer and she almost bites my head off.



“Jessica, stop giving them any credence, will you?”



“Okay.” I don’t know what she expects me to do –stop loving my parents just because they stopped loving me?



“Sorry, Jess. I don’t mean to badmouth your parents but religious fools just get me all fired up.”



“I’m one of those religious fools, Stella,” I admit tentatively.



“You believe in god, Jess?”



“Yes.”



She’s quiet for several seconds. “Sorry, Jess. Maybe we should stop. I didn’t realize that.”



“It’s okay. I don't know how I fit in everything... I have my own struggles.” I wipe away my tears again.



“I’m sorry, Jessica. I get carried away.”



“It’s okay, Stella. You weren't saying anything I haven't struggled with.”



“I’m sorry you’re struggling, Jess.”



I sigh. “I know that God isn’t like my parents. But I still believe in God and I still love my parents.”



She sighs. “I hope they come around for you, Jess.”



“I don’t know. I’m sorry, I’m just broken.”



She whispers, “Jess, you are not broken. You’re just different.”



“You really think so?” I ask pathetically.



“I do, Jess. And I won’t stand for anyone saying any differently. Even you.
 Especially
 you.”



“I guess I'm still learning and healing, Stella... healing now that you've helped me.”



“I clearly have a lot of work to do on that front. I will make it my mission in life to help you heal, Jess. You deserve to heal.”



“Thank you, Stella.”



“You've been treated so poorly and it wasn't your fault. You need to believe that and forgive yourself for not living up to the expectations of others. No one should feel guilty for bringing children into this world, loving them and giving them what they need to thrive. You're doing that. Why should you feel bad about that? I don't get it.”



I wipe my eyes again.



“Is any of this helping, or am I just making things worse? Are you still there? Did you melt?”



“You’re helping, Stella, you really are. I was just leaking a little from my eyes. You make me feel so special and I have such a hard time feeling like I deserve it.”



“Stick with me, Jess,” she says in a lighter tone.



“Please be patient with me when I feel like white trash, Stel.”



“I will, if you’ll stop thinking of yourself as white trash, Jess.”



“I’ll try. But I have to run now and pick up Jalen.”



“Good night, Jessica.”



“Good night, Stella.”
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Wednesday morning, Lewis Griffin, the managing partner of the law firm where I work stops by my desk on the way into the office, just long enough to confirm that he expects to see me after work again today. I nod and my belly clenches at the prospect. I expected to go to him again, just like he asked me last week when he fucked me in his office, my first time with him since I began working here over a year ago.



“See you tonight,” he says as he walks away from my desk in the lobby. I’m practically cumming without touching myself, not because he’s any great lover, but that he’s in charge of the entire office, older than me by at least a couple of decades, and so hot with his traces of gray hair, I would be pleased to fuck him under any circumstances. That he’s ordering me and paying me to fuck him, in his office after everyone has left for the day, is so hot I can’t stand it. I don’t know how I’ll last until then.



After Stella’s long conversation with me yesterday, where she had what struck me as a complete change of heart about me moonlighting at the club, I wonder if I’ll ever hear from her again. She went from being into my sexual depravity to being appalled by it. I don’t understand what I did to make her change her mind like that, but as much as I watch the Reddit app for her name to appear in the chat function, it never does. I’m alone in the world again, it seems. Even Chris has to beg off lunch and I wonder if she knows something she’s not sharing with me.



So I watch the clock all day and wait for 5 o’clock to arrive. Which it finally does.



I shut down my laptop, store it in my locked desk drawer and head into the office from the lobby and up the stairs to Lewis’s office. Everyone has left for the day which makes me wonder if Lewis sends everyone away so we can be alone. I shake off the thought as I reach the senior partners’ floor and knock on the corner office door.



“Come,” I hear and my pussy clenches. I know it’s nothing but whenever I’m ordered to do something by an older black man it just makes me quiver with excitement. I’m sure years of being trained and groomed by J is a big reason I’m like this but I don’t have time to consider its origin as Lewis is standing up from his chair behind his big mahogany desk and walking towards me.



“Thanks again for coming, Jessica,” he says as he approaches me, takes me in his arms and kisses me. I’m a bit startled –in all the time Lewis used me at my old club in New Orleans, he never once kissed me. Men in strip clubs rarely kiss the dancers, especially after we’ve had another man’s dick in our mouths, which is basically all the time. It’s certainly that way at my new club but even at the old one, no one ever kissed me.



“Before we begin,” he says without letting me go, “I’d like to talk for a minute.”



“Of course,” I respond but wonder what he has to say to me.



“Come in and have a seat,” he says as he lets me go and walks to the small conference table between his desk and the window. The same conference table he fucked me on last week.



“Thanks,” I say because I don’t know what else to say. I sit and look at him with a small smile painted on my lips just to be polite. I’ve been in the grip of too many powerful men in my life to do anything but be polite and hope for the best.



“I hear you’re seeing Carl Evans,” he says with a sly smile. “Which is fine, I don’t have any issues with you dating one of our best clients, Jessica.”



“That’s what I heard,” I tell him and the smile leaves my face. Did I just screw up? What if he asks me how I know?



“I’m sure Eloise said something after she brought it to my attention,” he explains and I breathe a sigh of relief. He smiles to acknowledge he knows how tough my supervisor can be.



“I’m glad,” I say as cautiously as I can. “I wasn’t sure what the rules were.”



“Officially, we discourage our employees from dating each other but there’s nothing we can do if a client asks you out.” He leans forward. “I am correct in assuming that Carl initiated the relationship, right?”



“Yes, sir,” I say submissively.



He smiles again. “Please, call me Lewis, Jessica. At least when we’re not working.”



“Okay, Lewis.” I think it sounds weird but he’s the boss.



“And that brings me to my other reason for having this chat, Jessica,” he says in a tone I recognize when a man wants something. More than something.



“Yes?”



“Are you seeing clients outside the club?” he asks in a low voice.



I frown. “Clients?”



“Your clients, not ours.”



Oh.



“No, sir. I mean, no, Lewis.” I feel my face flush and look down.



“Would you like to?”



I look up. “Are you…?” I start to ask, not knowing how to finish the question.



“I am.” He doesn’t explain but he doesn’t have to.



“Alright,” I say simply.



“Is that a yes, Jessica? I want to be crystal clear about this.”



“Yes, Lewis. I’ll see you as a client.” My pussy clenches hard. I’ve got my first client. Who is also my boss’s boss.



“Good,” he says as he stands. “I’m glad we had this chat, Jessica.”



I stand and wait for him to give me some sort of signal that the meeting is over of if we’re going to fuck in his office again. For a long moment, it seems as if he can’t decide. I let him stew about it for a few seconds before I step toward him. I reach for his cock which is bulging in his dress pants.



“One more here in your office, Lewis? For old times sake?”



He doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t have to. The smile on his face tells me everything I need to know as I sink to my knees.











The next day, I don’t hear from Stella again and Chris begs off going out to lunch just to make my day a total bust. The only thing I have to look forward to is a night at the Top Hat Club. Which I can’t stop thinking about.



I somehow make it through a long boring day and hurry to Jalen’s day care to pick him up. We walk home together in an on again off again rain shower that keeps us ducking into doorways along the way and laughing at how wet we’re getting. By the time we get home, we’re both drenched.



“Are you going out again, Mommy?” he asks when I start for my bedroom to shower and change. He’s a smart little boy and after just a couple of weeks he knows my pattern. If I’m not working at the club I join him on the sofa for a few minutes before I change and cook dinner. I realize I’ll have to shake up my routine so he doesn’t anticipate another evening where I’ll be away. Which breaks my heart that I’m thinking about ways to hide it from him.



“Miss Georgia will be over to watch you, Jalen,” I tell him as I hover at the door to my room. “She’s going to bring something good for dessert, too.” I bought a box of cupcakes and hid them on the top shelf of my small cabinet where I keep canned goods just for an occasion like this. I knew before it happened that Jalen would notice me being gone more nights than I was around.



When I was just going out to bars and clubs on the weekend, I was home every night during the week for my kids, which allowed me to justify a little time away for myself in my mind. But now that Rashad has me dancing four or five nights a week, I’m home a lot less and even Jalen has picked up on it. Charlotte has noticed but she hasn’t said anything because she knows how hard it is for me to pay for everything with only my salary. I told her when I got the job at the club that I’d be working nights but that it wouldn’t last forever. I’m not sure how I’ll transition to working just at the club but if I can keep upselling the patrons each night I’m sure I can make enough to quit working at the law firm.



How the new offer from Lewis fits into all that is beyond me, though. Will he still want to see me as an escort if I’m no longer an employee at the firm? Will that make it easier to see me here at my apartment? Will it matter at all?



And what about Carl? I can’t go on seeing him without telling him about the club, but I’m not sure he’ll be as open minded about it as Lewis is for obvious reasons. Lewis met me at a club. Carl has no idea.



Big difference.



“Mommy, can we have hotdogs with mac and cheese for dinner?” Jalen asks when I come out of my bedroom. Charlotte is still in her room doing her homework so it’s just the two of us in the kitchen-slash-living room and I go to the couch where he’s watching Bluey on TV and give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek, which he’s still young enough to enjoy, unlike his older sister.



“We’re out of hotdogs, baby,” I whisper but he’s so engrossed in the cartoon show about a family of dogs in Australia that I don’t get a response from him. I watch a few seconds of the show and try not to feel bad that Jalen has no one in his life to act as a father-figure the way Bluey does before I chastise myself for comparing my life to a cartoon.



“Yoohoo,” a voice comes through the apartment door from the hallway beyond as Georgia announces her arrival. Jalen jumps off the couch and runs to let her in even though she has her own key to my place as often as she sits for the kids. I don’t even want to think about how much dick I’m sucking every night just to pay my neighbor, a former streetwalker, to watch my kids so I can go suck dick.



So why do I do it, you might ask? I know I do.



“Mommy, Miss Georgia is here,” Jalen announces as the woman wraps him in her arms. She may be a former prostitute but with three kids of her own and several grandchildren as well, she knows what I’m going through as a single mom in the ghetto. That I’m white and she’s black doesn’t matter to her in the least, not that she’s expressed, at least. In fact, she told me about the Top Hat Club in the first place which I’m sure I never would have discovered on my own. They don’t even have a sign outside the door –it’s all word of mouth. The place is so outside the norm, never mind the law, that I’m sure everyone keeps its existence on the downlow to make sure the cops don’t get involved. Patty has told me that in all the time she’s been dancing there, which dates back to pre-Covid days, the club has never been raided.



“Hey there, big man,” Georgia says to Jalen as she comes through the doorway. He’s holding the door for her like he owns the place and I have to smile. “How you doin’?”



“Good,” he says as he wraps his arms around her legs. She looks up and smiles at me.



“Hey, Jessica,” she says with a warm smile. “You doin’ okay, too?”



“I’m good, Georgia,” I respond. “Real good.”



“Oh? Do tell, girlfriend,” she says with a saucy smile.



“It’s nothing.” I raise an eyebrow and point at Jalen. She nods, knowingly and walks him back to the couch and the TV. Once he’s engrossed she turns to me and whispers, “So, what’s going on?”



I explain what just happened at the office with Lewis and she nods again. I didn’t expect any judgment from Georgia and I didn’t get any, thank god. She walks into the kitchen where we can talk away from my son and the noise from the television. She almost looks as if she’s got something to say but she doesn’t volunteer anything.



“So, I’ve been meaning to ask you,” I start and we sit at the table. “I’ve seen a couple of guys from the building at the club.”



“Seen them as in, you’ve serviced them?” she asks, again, without judgment. I’m so pleased I can talk to her about this kind of thing.



“Yeah, exactly.” I look at Jalen to make sure he’s not listening. “I was thinking about asking them if they want to, you know…”



“See you here?”



“Yeah, that. What do you think?”



She looks away from me as if she’s giving it some thought. Then she turns back to ask, “Where’s Charlotte? In her bedroom?”



“Yeah.”



“Okay, so here’s the thing, Jess. If you want to go rogue here in the building…”



“Rogue?” I’m unfamiliar with the word.



“Yeah, hooking without a pimp. A girl without a pimp is either a rogue or renegade, Jess.”



“Okay, now I get it.”



“Anyway, it’s tricky, so you should talk to Frank before you start selling your ass out of here.” She doesn’t say it with any animosity as she used to sell her ass on the street for years.



Frank is the building’s super. “Yeah, you’re probably right,” I say with a nod. “Do you think he’ll want to know?”



“He might,” she says as she stands up from the table. “Can’t hurt to ask.” She turns to go to the bedroom. “Now, you better scoot or you’ll be late for your shift.” She looks down the hall at the bedrooms and calls out, “Where’s my girl Charlotte?”



I grab my purse and head out the door.



“See you later, Jess,” she calls out after me.
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The following evening, I’m standing outside Frank the super’s apartment on the first floor of our building, nervous as a squirrel. I got Georgia to sit with the kids for a while so I can see him to ask about going rogue with the guys I know from the club. I can’t imagine he’ll have any problem with me seeing men in my room as I’ve been bringing home one-night-stands now and again since I moved in. No one has complained or I’d have heard about it from Frank since he’s up on everything that happens around here.



Just in case, however, I upped my game considerably for this visit. When I dance at the Top Hat Club, I go to work in casual clothes and almost no makeup. I put on my face once I arrive and I only wear clothing when I’m dancing –well, when I start my set and then quickly lose onstage –so there’s no reason to get all polished in advance.



For my visit to Frank’s I put on way more makeup than I wear at the club or anywhere else for that matter, teased my hair just enough to look slutty, and in case that’s not enough, I’m wearing a mini skirt, a very sheer top with no bra, and my 4 inch platforms I wear at the club.



I swallow hard, my heart practically in my throat and almost hyperventilating, as I knock on his door. I hear his footsteps as he walks across the room to open it. As soon as he sees me, he gives me a look that makes me vibrate with excitement. I have sex with dozens of guys each shift at the club but this feels so different. This is my make or break moment for turning myself into a full-fledged whore, something I’ve wanted for years.



“Hi, Frank,” I say in my most submissive voice. Frank is a little overweight but other than that, he mashes all of my buttons. He’s black, tall, older than me, with a little gray in his beard, and very direct. Not bad looking, either. “I’m Jessica from 211.”



He just chuckles. “Yeah, I know who you are,” he says as he looks me up and down before his eyes settle on my nipples, clearly visible through my sheer blouse. “Is something in your apartment broken?”



“No, it’s nothing like that,” I whisper. I’m dying for him to invite me into his apartment so i don’t have to stand half-naked in the hallway but he doesn’t budge. “I don’t know if you heard, but I just started working at the Top Hat Club.”



“Yeah, I heard about that.”



“You know that some of the tenants go to that club, right?”



He raises his eyes to meet mine. “Yeah, I know.”



“So I was wondering if it’s okay for me to start seeing them on the side from home.”



He stares at me for a long moment. Finally, he clears his throat. “Be specific, Jessica,” he says in a low tone.



I blush hard. “I want to whore out of my apartment, Frank.” My body is on fire, I’m so humiliated.



“Maybe you should come inside,” he says as he turns and walks to his chair in the living room and sits down. I enter the apartment and close the door behind me. He looks up at me from his chair and says, “I don’t want to cause trouble with the pimp that controls this territory so unless you get his permission, you can’t do any whoring here.”



My heart sinks.



Then he asks how long I’ve been a whore.



“I’ve been a stripper but I’m just starting out as a whore.”



“A stripper, huh? Why don’t you show me how good you are?”



I stare at him for a few seconds before I start to move to the music I hear in my head. I unbutton my blouse and let it fall to the floor, then I shimmy out of my shirt and my G-string until all I’m wearing are my shoes. He stares at my body for several excruciating seconds until he stands up, takes my hand, and leads me into his bedroom. He motioned for me to lie on his bed as he removes his clothes, then he lifts my legs up over his shoulders.



I’m not too surprised when he positions his erection at my asshole –thankfully, I’d prepared for this possibility with lube –and slides home in one quick motion. Some men, when they enter my ass, cum quickly but Frank draws it out and fucks my ass for several long minutes until he comes deep in my bowels. I moan for him even though I didn’t cum.



After he pulls out, he lies down next to me on the bed and motions with his eyes for me to clean him. I get on all fours and suck his dick clean of our combined juices, once again grateful that I prepared with an enema before I left my apartment. I clean him thoroughly and then kneel on the bed.



“You’re well-trained for a new whore,” he says. “But as far as turning tricks in your apartment, you talk to Maurice first. I don’t want no trouble.”



“Yes, sir,” I say meekly as I shift around to sit.



“Don’t make a mess on my bed,” he growls and I scramble off. I look around for a towel but see nothing and he doesn’t offer, so I clean myself with my hand and lick it. He smiles.



“Hold on,” he says as he gets up and grabs his pants. He pulls a twenty out of a pocket and hands it to me. “Let’s just call this a retainer –whenever I call you, you come, you hear? What nights to you work at the Top Hat?”



“Tuesdays and Thursday through Saturday.”



“Those are good shifts for a new stripper or whore, whatever the fuck you are,” he says with a sly smile. But then the smile disappears and he adds, “We clear on this, Jessica? You talk to Maurice before you do anything. Now, get the fuck out.”



My training with J from the years I spent going to his house in New Orleans kicks in and I just grab my clothes and get dressed in the hall outside of Frank’s apartment. Luckily, no one comes by while I’m naked. I dress quickly and walk to the stairwell, skipping the elevator in my obscene outfit, smeared makeup, and just-fucked hair.



But I smile as I climb the stairs back to my apartment.



If this works out, I won’t be a receptionist much longer.











The next morning, I hear from Stella just before lunch via the Reddit chat. I smile at how invested she seems to be in my life, at least for today.













	

Me:



	

good morning






	

Stella:



	

Good morning, Jess






	

Stella:



	

Are you busy?






	

Me:



	

I’m never busy! lol






	

Me:



	

did you have a good night ?






	

Stella:



	

I did but I'm more interested in your night






	

Me:



	

i talked to him and he already knew about the club and he knew i'd been working there






	

Stella:



	

Go on






	

Me:



	

he said he didn't want trouble with the pimp that controls our area so i need his permission to go rogue here






	

Stella:



	

Do you know the pimp?






	

Me:



	

yes, his name is Maurice. i've served him at the club before






	

Stella:



	

So, there was no reason for you to fuck the super, right?






	

Me:



	

we didn't know he would care






	

Stella:



	

?






	

Me:



	

we didn't know the super would care about what the pimp thought






	

Stella:



	

Got it






	

Stella:



	

How did you leave it with the super?






	

Me:



	

with him knowing i'm a whore now and fucking me when he wants






	

Stella:



	

Did he fuck you last night?






	

Me:



	

he fucked my ass






	

Stella:



	

Oh, wow. In his apartment or office?






	

Me:



	

in his apartment






	

Stella:



	

So, your first escort client. How did you feel about that, Jess?






	

Me:



	

his office is his apartment






	

Me:



	

both a little dirty and very excited






	

Stella:



	

Did you clean him with your mouth?






	

Me:



	

yes i did






	

Stella:



	

I’m still amazed that doesn’t phase you






	

Me:



	

i’m used to it






	

Stella:



	

If you say so






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

I'm so glad you talked to him before you did anything, Jess!






	

Me:



	

:) i'm glad i was feeling like a failed a little






	

Stella:



	

How did you fail, Jess?






	

Me:



	

i don't have a solid answer yet






	

Stella:



	

But you made a lot of progress. I think you did grreat!






	

Me:



	

:) thank you













I had to clean up the conference room after that and thought I’d lost Stella to her job for the rest of the morning, but when I got back to my desk, she’s still there.













	

Stella:



	

I'm not sure how to proceed with the pimp, Jess






	

Stella:



	

I feel like if you approach him, he'll try to take control of you






	

Me:



	

i can try talking to some of his girls and try to find out that way... what do you think ?






	

Stella:



	

That makes sense






	

Stella:



	

You'll just have to be strong if he tries to take control, Jess






	

Me:



	

yes ... if i can walk home and i can talk to a few after work tonight






	

Stella:



	

Okay, you have my permission to walk home tonight






	

Me:



	

thank you






	

Stella:



	

Tell me more about your conversation with the super.






	

Me:



	

anything you want






	

Stella:



	

Did he know as soon as he saw you that you would fuck him?






	

Me:



	

i think so ... i wore a mini with a very sheer top to go see him






	

Stella:



	

Did you look as good as you look for work? All made up and gorgeous?






	

Me:



	

the makeup was a heavier but yes i tried






	

Stella:



	

I’m sure he couldn’t resist






	

Stella:



	

So, he pretty much knew as soon as he saw you what was being offered, right?






	

Me:



	

yes i think so... i still said but i think so






	

Stella:



	

What exactly did you say to him?






	

Me:



	

i asked if he knew about the club and i asked if he knew i worked there...






	

Me:



	

i told him i was hoping to do some work on the side out of my place and that i'd be happy if he was one of my regulars






	

Stella:



	

Very bold, Jess! I love how bold you were!






	

Stella:



	

He didn't offer to pay you last night, did he?






	

Me:



	

he gave me $20 he called it a retainer






	

Stella:



	

So, you got paid! Wonderful!






	

Stella:



	

Do you feel like you've crossed over into new whoring territory now?






	

Me:



	

yes very much






	

Stella:



	

Happy?






	

Me:



	

i am ... i'm not sure how to explain my emotions






	

Stella:



	

Were you vibrating when you knocked on his door?






	

Me:



	

i was practically hyperventilating






	

Stella:



	

I love that!






	

Stella:



	

Did you wear a bra under you sheer top?






	

Me:



	

no i didn't






	

Stella:



	

Nipples clearly visible?






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

You must have made quite a sight, Jess! I love that so much!






	

Stella:



	

A happy little hooker! lol






	

Me:



	

thank you






	

Me:



	

it was so humiliating to take $20 for everything i did for him






	

Me:



	

even if he didn't call it payment






	

Stella:



	

He made you his cheap whore






	

Me:



	

yes and he liked that i was a white whore






	

Stella:



	

I'm sure he does






	

Stella:



	

I'm sure they all do at the club, too






	

Me:



	

yes i guess so













A few minutes later, Chris calls to tell me she can go to lunch after all. I tell her it’s fine and keep chatting with Stella.













	

Stella:



	

How did you leave it with the super? Will he be fucking you at your place at all or will you be going to his?






	

Me:



	

he's going to call me down when he wants me ... i told him my work schedule






	

Stella:



	

I expect you'll hear from him often, don't you?






	

Me:



	

i think so






	

Stella:



	

But it's good business to take care of the landlord






	

Me:



	

do you think he'll keep just giving me 20 ?






	

Stella:



	

I was surprised he gave you anything, to be honest.






	

Me:



	

i'm not sure which is worse






	

Stella:



	

Such a small amount mortified you, didn't it?






	

Me:



	

yes it's so little






	

Stella:



	

But the bigger thing is keeping him happy






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

And you enjoy being mortified, right?






	

Me:



	

yes i get so wet remembering it















	

Me:



	

i loved last night






	

Stella:



	

What did you love the most, Jess?






	

Me:



	

that i am a whore in every possible way now






	

Stella:



	

You are the complete package now, Jess






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

Were you surprised he knew you were at the club?






	

Me:



	

yes and no






	

Stella:



	

I think everyone knows, Jess






	

Me:



	

yes i think so too now






	

Stella:



	

Everyone in the building, everyone on the street, everyone knows you're a whore






	

Me:



	

oh gawd






	

Me:



	

yes






	

Stella:



	

They all look at you and imagine a black cock in your mouth






	

Stella:



	

All the men wish it was their cock in your mouth






	

Stella:



	

But they know that all they have to do is go to the club and pay you $20 to make it happen






	

Me:



	

yes















	

Me:



	

is it crazy i'm excited to talk to the girls after the club tonight ?






	

Stella:



	

No, I'm excited too






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Stella:



	

What will you say to them?






	

Me:



	

i'm not sure yet ... try to see if they know any rogue girls in our area






	

Stella:



	

Is that the accepted term for what you want to do? 'Rogue girl?'






	

Me:



	

a girl without a pimp is either a rogue or renegade






	

Stella:



	

But you don’t want a pimp






	

Me:



	

yes but it would be worse to have pimps working in each others territory






	

Me:



	

that's how fights break out






	

Stella:



	

Doesn't the territory pertain to strolling?






	

Me:



	

i thought so but with the super worried about it i'm thinking there is more to it






	

Stella:



	

Do you see the girls from the club strolling near your building?






	

Me:



	

it's not that close but yes ... they closest 'corner' is a block away






	

Stella:



	

Maybe you should make it clear that you're not interested in strolling, just having clients fuck you in your apartment






	

Me:



	

i didn't plan on telling them much ... i was just going to play like i'm curious about their life and the area






	

Stella:



	

Oh, good idea






	

Stella:



	

You're so good at whoring, Jess






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Me:



	

lol that shouldn't make me as happy as it does






	

Stella:



	

Yes it should, Jess






	

Me:



	

:) yes






	

Stella:



	

You're a whore and you should be proud that you're a good one






	

Stella:



	

I'm so impressed with your instincts, Jess






	

Me:



	

is it evil of me to want my mom to see me now ?






	

Stella:



	

No, I'd say it's payback and you know what they say...






	

Stella:



	

Payback is a bitch






	

Me:



	

i’m so bad






	

Stella:



	

I don’t think so






	

Me:



	

:)






	

Stella:



	

You should invite your mother to Baton Rouge and bring her to the club one night...






	

Me:



	

it would literally kill her






	

Stella:



	

Good






	

Me:



	

lol






	

Me:



	

i love you






	

Stella:



	

I love you too, Jess






	

Me:



	

i think that if the girls say there aren't any independent girls in the area than it answers that and it's done















	

Me:



	

hi .. i'm sorry i got pulled away and didn't get to let youknow






	

Stella:



	

No worries






	

Stella:



	

Well, I was a little worried






	

Stella:



	

Everything good?






	

Me:



	

yes just some late gophering and i didn't see them until they were right at my desk when they got me






	

Stella:



	

I thought that might be the case.






	

Stella:



	

I'll be thinking about you tonight






	

Me:



	

i guess i was a little distracted with you to play attention to my employer :)






	

Stella:



	

lol






	

Stella:



	

We'll chat tomorrow, Jess






	

Me:



	

yes ... i'll let know you what i find out tongiht















	

Stella:



	

I'm dying here, Jess! Where are you?






	

Stella:



	

Jess, I'm worried sick. Where are you?






	

Stella:



	

Jess, please talk to me...
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Jessica Preston is missing.



Stella Morris thought she knew her friend — until she started digging into Jessica’s secret life. A strip club that’s more than it seems. A law firm that’s lying through its teeth. And a trail that leads straight into Baton Rouge’s underbelly, where girls like Jessica disappear without a trace.



Finding her means crossing lines Stella thought she never would — and trusting people who have everything to lose if Jessica is found.
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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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