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    Rachel at the Whore Hotel 
 
    When Rachel knew Reggie in high school, white girls didn't date black guys.  
 
    Twenty years later, things are really different, especially since Rachel started working at the Penthouse (a.k.a. Whore) Hotel.  
 
    As a whore. 
 
    She's still never been with a black guy, even after two years of seeing men for money every week.  
 
    Will she break her rule with Reggie?  
 
    Will she fulfill that decades-old fantasy, not just with him, but with his older brothers as well? 
 
      
 
    Olivia at the Whore Hotel 
 
    Olivia is getting married.  
 
    But first, she's having a bachelorette party at the Penthouse (a.k.a. Whore) Hotel.  
 
    What could possibly happen in one night? 
 
      
 
    Melanie at the Whore Hotel 
 
    Melanie is on strict orders from her dominant husband as she visits the Penthouse (a.k.a. Whore) Hotel for the first time. 
 
    Have sex with a black man for money, just like in the stories he's been telling her.  
 
    Stories that get him off. Stories that get Melanie off. 
 
    So Melanie does what she's told.  
 
    That's when things start to spin out of control.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Coming Soon! 
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    Other books by Lena White now available: 
 
    (Click here to go to my author page) 
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    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com 
 
    Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rachel at the Whore Hotel. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lena White 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I saw Reggie walking toward me I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t seen him since high school some twenty years ago, but there was no mistaking that face. He was still gorgeous. In fact, he looked better than I remembered him - more mature, a lot more self-assured, and somehow more masculine. Make no mistake, he was a hunk-a-hunk-a burning love when he was the star running back at Hickory High, but now he looked like a full-blown movie star.  
 
      
 
    So what was he doing here at the Penthouse Hotel? 
 
      
 
    “Mary,” he said as he arrived at my table. “Is that you?”  
 
      
 
    I offered my hand but he pulled me up to a warm embrace and a peck on my flushing cheek. I was flattered he remembered me enough to recognize me after two decades, never mind such an emotional greeting.  
 
      
 
    “It’s Rachel, now.” I’d fill him in on my name change later if I needed to. He gently took my shoulders in his hands and held me at arm’s length. He didn’t look me up and down, just held my gaze.  
 
      
 
    “You look great. What a coincidence running into you like this.”  
 
      
 
    I had my doubts. “Are you staying at the hotel?”  
 
      
 
    “I am.” I felt a twinge in my belly. “I’ll be here for the week on business.” We sat down and he waved to the waitress. As he turned back to me he said, “I see you’re wearing the scarf.” 
 
      
 
    Busted. Not that I didn’t expect it. I was at the hotel to fuck men for money - that’s what I do now. Why did it upset me that a guy I hadn’t seen in forever and barely knew at the time, was on to me?  
 
      
 
    “I am,” I finally managed. “I’ve been a hostess at the hotel for a couple of years now.”  
 
      
 
    “Really. I don’t mean to pry, but…” He stopped as the waitress arrived with our drinks. “On second thought, I don’t need to know any of the details. I’m just glad I ran into you.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? I’m surprised you even remember me. It’s not like I was a cheerleader or anything.”  
 
      
 
    Reggie smiled. “Like the cheerleaders gave me a second look.”  
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn to smile. “Come on, Reggie, I heard rumors.”  
 
      
 
    “All lies. You white girls were off limits, even in the nineties. I imagine in Hickory they still are to this very day.” He took my hand in his, respectfully but without hesitation. “Which makes me all the more excited to see you here.” 
 
      
 
    I took a long sip of my drink. I had the option to say no - the hotel didn’t have any problem with ‘hostesses’ turning down an offer. I had a reputation for turning down black men at the hotel. But Reggie was the first black man I didn’t want to turn down.  
 
      
 
    So I didn’t. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When we got to Reggie’s room, he was quite the gentleman. He didn’t paw at me and tear off my clothes, although I think I may have been fine with that if he did. He smelled so good. He looked even better. But as he closed the door I realized he was in no rush to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Drink?” he asked. I nodded and walked to the sofa. “I’m curious to know, if you’re comfortable sharing, how you got into this business.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s an old story. I got dumped and found myself unable to support myself a few years ago. I friend suggested I try whoring and it appealed to me. I’m finishing my degree this year, so I guess I won’t be doing this much longer.” 
 
      
 
    Reggie handed me my drink and smiled. “You don’t sound very convincing about quitting.”  
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I’m still undecided. If I find something to do that’s stimulating and lucrative, I’ll quit. But I like the lifestyle here.”  
 
      
 
    “And the sex?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s good. Sometimes great.” I took a long drink and put the glass on the table. “I have to say, I’m looking forward to being with you.” I stood and walked to him. He wrapped his arms around my waist.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a confession to make.” He gave me a sheepish grin. “I heard you were here from a mutual acquaintance and I sought you out.” 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. “And who might that be?” 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t matter. Now that I’m here.” His lips brushed against mine. It occurred to me that Reggie would be a lot of firsts for me tonight, including my first interracial kiss. He didn’t disappoint. 
 
      
 
    As we kissed, I pulled his suit coat off his shoulders. He pulled down the zipper on my dress. Still, even as we approached getting it on, he took his time. He caressed my hip but didn’t grope my ass. He ran his hand down my arm but didn’t touch my breast. His technique was flawless. I wanted him.  
 
      
 
    I undid his tie and unbuttoned his dress shirt. He let me. I dropped down to my knees and started to unbuckle his belt when he lifted me back up and touched my chin.  
 
      
 
    He said, “Let me do you first.” He swept me up in his arms as if I was a bride and carried me into the bedroom. He put me down gently on the bed and slid his hand down my thigh. I reached for my shoes but he stopped me. “Leave them on.”  
 
      
 
    I hiked up my dress and he whistled at the sight of my clean-shaven pussy. He kissed my thighs as he ranged ever-closer to my pussy. His hot breath on my clit made me shiver as he hesitated just above me. I wanted to reach out and grab his head but I waited. He looked up at me and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “You look damn good, Rachel. Damn good.” His hands ranged over my flanks and belly, driving me crazy. Still, he waited and teased me.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I said, “Reggie, you’re killing me.” I grabbed his hair and pulled his face into my cunt.  
 
      
 
    He was amazing. I came almost immediately. The thrill of his tongue was matched by my illicit pleasure of being pleasured by a guy I knew, someone I’d fantasized about so many years ago. The fact that he was black made it so much more exciting. I moaned like the whore I was. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, Reggie,” I said at last. “Fuck me now.” 
 
      
 
    He raised himself up and undid his trousers. His cock, his beautiful black cock, was huge and so erect. I guided him into me and he plunged into my cunt without remorse. I was astonished at the size of him. The fact that we were both still dressed made it even hotter, as if we were kids in high school again. 
 
      
 
    He fucked me to another orgasm, which is something that almost never happens for me. I smothered a scream and wrapped my legs around his torso as the waves of pleasure washed over me. His rhythm slowed for a while, then his cock’s insistence grew in me and I felt his cum flood my cunt. His black seed. I was amazed at how dirty I felt - nasty and slutty, after almost three years as a whore. I wondered why I’d waited so long to cross the interracial barrier I’d set for myself.  
 
      
 
    I knew I wouldn’t wait to cross it again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After another round of fantastic lovemaking, Reggie and I just relaxed on the bed.  
 
      
 
    “So, who told you I was here?” I asked at last. 
 
      
 
    He smiled at me. “Not going to let that go, are you?”  
 
      
 
    “No, I’m not. I want to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you remember Carl Morrow?”  
 
      
 
    “The kid whose parents ran the feed store?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s him. Does the name ring a bell?”  
 
      
 
    I drew a blank and shrugged. “Not really. Should it?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you know who owns this place?”  
 
      
 
    “The hotel?” I thought about that for a few seconds before it all clicked. “You mean, he’s related to Rodney?” 
 
      
 
    “Cousins. From what I hear, Rodney has a boatload of cousins. A lot of them work for him now.” 
 
      
 
    “Does Carl?”  
 
      
 
    “He’s the food service manager in Chicago. That’s where I live and I ran into him there last month. We’ve gotten reacquainted and when I told him I was coming to Atlanta, he mentioned your name.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe he remembered me. I barely knew him.” 
 
      
 
    Reggie rolled away from me and stood up. He walked to the bar and refilled our glasses. “I don’t think you get just how big an impression you made on our side of the tracks.” 
 
      
 
    I sat up and covered myself a little. I suddenly felt a little exposed and more than a little self-conscious. “What are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    He walked back to the bed and handed me my drink before sitting next to me. “Rachel, every brother at Hickory High knew who you were. Every sister, too, but for the opposite reason. Didn’t you have a bunch of those dumbfuck, redneck crackers sniffing around?”  
 
      
 
    “I really didn’t. I barely dated in high school.” I took a long sip and thought back to those lonely days and nights. “Maybe that’s why I’m here, making up for lost time.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s my good fortune.” Reggie took my now empty glass and caressed my nipple with the back of his hand.  
 
      
 
    “Ready to go again?” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Reggie stayed the week and I stayed with him every night. We went out to dinner and filled each other in on our lives since high school. He’d built a solid business from scratch in construction logistics support, whatever that is, and traveled around the country bidding on new business. He was surprisingly modest about his success, which I gathered was pretty substantial since the bill for my services alone for the week was well over twenty grand.  
 
      
 
    “Do you ever take vacations?” he asked me on our last evening together before he flew home in the morning. 
 
      
 
    “I take every August off and go somewhere with an ocean breeze.” I never go near the water and the sun is strictly off limits with my fair skin, but I love the beach. 
 
      
 
    “What’s next on your list of places to visit?” 
 
      
 
    I leaned back in my chair and smiled. “Why, are you booking me for an excursion?” 
 
      
 
    “If that’s what it takes, sure. But don’t you ever do anything for fun, off the clock?” 
 
      
 
    “I get a lot of offers if that’s what you mean. The hotel is pretty specific about what they expect to get paid for, and anyone we see outside the hotel who we met AT the hotel is on that list.” 
 
      
 
    I half-expected Reggie to take some offense at the notion that I wasn’t about to toss him a freebie. He didn’t at all. 
 
      
 
    “No problem, I don’t want to break the rules or anything that makes you look bad.” He motioned for the check. “I just don’t want this to be the last night I get to spend with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t you be coming back to Atlanta for business?” He never discussed the results of his efforts which I took to mean things were going well. 
 
      
 
    “No, there’s probably no reason for me to come back here.” The waiter arrived at that moment to get a signature on the credit card receipt. After everything was signed and delivered, Reggie looked at me and said, “Nothing except you.” 
 
      
 
    I was truly flattered. I thoroughly enjoyed my week as Reggie’s whore, but in my mind, it was never anything more than that - a week with a whore. What more could it be? 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
      
 
    “I have a lousy poker face.” I bought some time wiping the corners of my mouth with my napkin one last time. “I just wonder what you want from me.” 
 
      
 
    Reggie put his napkin on the table and stood up. He circled the table to pull out my chair, and as I stood up he whispered in my ear, “I wonder the same thing, myself.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Our lovemaking that night, and it was always lovemaking with Reggie, never just fucking, took on a heightened poignancy with his impending departure. By the morning, I found myself wishing he would stay. I’d never felt that way with any other guest. I rarely felt that way with my ex-husband. 
 
      
 
    As he dressed for his flight and I lounged on the bed, trying like hell to entice him to stay one more night, I asked, “So what were you getting at last night? About my vacation plans.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Well, my brothers and I go on an annual beach vacation during the summer. We’re going to Aruba this year and I thought maybe you’d like to come with me.” 
 
      
 
    I was more than surprised, I was flabbergasted. “Are your brothers married? For that matter, are you married?” Before this moment, I didn’t want to know.  
 
      
 
    “No, none of us are encumbered in any way. No wives, no ex-wives, no girlfriends.”  
 
      
 
    “So would I be the only woman on the trip?”  
 
      
 
    Reggie looked at me for a few seconds. He walked over from his suitcase and sat on the bed next to me. He looked very serious. “No, you wouldn’t be the only woman on the trip.” 
 
      
 
    I waited. Finally, I said, “Go on.”  
 
      
 
    “We each bring a woman with us. It’s kind of a competition.”  
 
      
 
    “White women?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Every year, you each bring a white woman with you to see who wins? What kind of bullshit is that?” I was pissed. 
 
      
 
    “It’s usually fun, to be honest. We always tell everyone what to expect beforehand so there are no surprises. Well, there are a few surprises.” 
 
      
 
    “Like what?”  
 
      
 
    “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise.” He stood up and resumed packing. 
 
      
 
    “Do you really expect me to say yes to this nonsense?”  
 
      
 
    “Do you remember my brothers?”  
 
      
 
    I did. They were older than Reggie but all of them were gorgeous. “What does that have to do with anything?”  
 
      
 
    “Just say yes and find out.” 
 
      
 
    I studied him as he finished packing. “You expect me to say yes, don’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “I do. I want you to say yes.”  
 
      
 
    I decided to change the context to see just how much he wanted me to say yes. “Do I get paid?” 
 
      
 
    He turned to me and smiled. I thought I saw a hint of disappointment in his smile, but I didn’t care. At least that’s what I told myself. 
 
      
 
    “Of course you get paid.”  
 
      
 
    I got out of bed and walked naked to him. He took me in his arms but didn’t kiss me. 
 
      
 
    “Then I guess my answer is yes.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The trip to Aruba weighed on my mind all the time during the weeks leading up to our departure. Reggie and his brothers leased a private jet that flew around the country picking everyone up, and Atlanta was the last stop. I couldn’t stop thinking about climbing aboard and meeting his brothers and their women. I didn’t know Roland and Robert in high school - they were a couple of years older than Reggie and me. I remembered seeing them in the halls when I was a freshman and they loomed large in my memory. I didn’t know what to think about the women they would be bringing with them.  
 
      
 
    Reggie met me on the tarmac as I walked from the private jet terminal at Hartsfield. He was dressed in a Hawaiian shirt and cargo shorts, definitely not what I was expecting. I’d asked him what I should wear for the flight and how I should pack for the trip, but he was less than helpful. He told me it was totally casual and we would be staying at a private residence, so there was no need to dress up. I didn’t believe him. I wore a smart, tailored suit for the flight and packed several flashy dresses that were expensive and sexy. I also brought a dozen brand new string bikinis. At first, I wondered why I was trying to impress him and his brothers, but I knew I just didn’t want to be overshadowed by his brother’s bimbos. I’m so damn competitive it’s sickening. 
 
      
 
    Reggie kissed me as I reached the plane and I was thrilled he seemed so pleased to see me again. I’m not sure why it mattered so much to me. I climbed the stairs with butterflies in full flight in my stomach as I prepared to meet the competition. The plane was more than impressive. I’m no connoisseur of private jets, but this one seemed big and luxurious. As I stuck my head in the door, I was met by a raucous laugh coming from the compartment. My first thought was that they were laughing at my pathetic effort to impress everyone with my suit and heels, but they were consumed in their conversation. The layout of the interior was even more impressive - white leather, polished chrome, wood accents, and so much room. It was almost intimidating.  
 
      
 
    Then one of Reggie’s brothers noticed me climbing aboard. My heart was racing. He leaped out of his seat and lunged forward to greet me. 
 
      
 
    “You must be Rachel! I’m Roland, so glad you could make it.” He took my hands and kissed my cheek. “Hey everyone, say hello to Rachel.”  
 
      
 
    The women were seated with their backs to me as Roland walked me toward them. Robert stood up to greet me, all smiles and looking damn good, as did Roland.  
 
      
 
    Then the women turned to look at me. I about died.  
 
      
 
    They were stunning. I have no illusions about my looks - I’m very attractive, and not just for my age. I turn heads and I command a premium hourly rate at the hotel for my time. I’m no shrinking violet. But these women made me feel like the red-headed stepchild in a house full of beauties. One had long, silky blonde hair that doesn’t occur naturally, but if it was a dye-job, it was perfect. Her skin was flawless, her cheekbones impossible, and her eyes the most amazing cerulean blue I’d ever seen. The redhead across the aisle was equally intimidating. Her hair was long, luxurious, and perfectly cut. Her lips were full and sensuous. She looked like someone who not only enjoyed sex but reveled in it. On top of everything else, they were both dressed in light cotton sundresses that looked fun and sexy and so much more appropriate than my unsuitable suit. 
 
      
 
    My heart sank. How could I ever compete? What was I thinking when I said yes to Reggie? I wanted to hide my face and slink back to the hotel. I turned to find him supervising the stowing of the gangway and the locking of the cabin door. The rev of the engine told me I would have to make one hell of a scene to get off the plane. I seriously considered doing just that. 
 
      
 
    The intercom filled the cabin. “Ladies and gentlemen, please take your seats and buckle up. We are cleared for takeoff.” 
 
      
 
    I walked toward the rear of the cabin and sat on the bench seat. Reggie sat next to me and helped me locate my seatbelt. The engine roared to life as we taxied out to the runway. I turned to Reggie and started to apologize for, well, everything. 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? You look great.” He grinned at me and took my hand. “I couldn’t be happier you’re here.” I was so touched. I didn’t believe a word of it, but it was a nice gesture.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Malcolm,” Reggie shouted to the flight attendant. “Can you get Rachel a drink before we’re airborne?” I had a drink in my hand in no time at all. I needed it. 
 
      
 
    “Next stop, Aruba.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    The flight was actually fun once I got over how out-of-place I felt. The girls were cordial at best but the guys were so intent on making me feel welcome that I soon forgot to be intimidated. Except for every time I looked at Simone and Elin. 
 
      
 
    That’s right, Simone, the redhead, was French, as in South-of, and spoke with the most amazing, sexy accent. And of course, Elin, the blonde, was Swedish, just like the former Mrs. Tiger Woods, except she was sexier, if that’s even possible, with her cool demeanor and a killer body. I couldn’t really tell, but they both looked taller than me, of course. And younger, of course. If you ever want to feel like a third-class human being, just try competing with elegant women with European accents. You won’t like it, I can promise you. 
 
      
 
    But I managed to get through it. Arriving at the villa helped a lot. The place was amazing - like something out of a movie. It seemed to stretch on forever, on different levels and with verandas and gardens tucked away, here and there. The grounds were lush but manicured, like a tropical English garden. The view of the ocean was spectacular, and since we were on the western side of the island, I couldn’t wait to see the sunset over the water. Throw in a pristine, white-sand beach, private, of course, and I was in heaven. 
 
      
 
    The first thing we did was sort out who slept where. Reggie told me he and I lucked into the grand master bedroom, which also faced the ocean for our own private sunsets. How that got decided was beyond me, something the brothers all worked out before the flight. We were escorted to our little corner of paradise by one of the five servants who came with the house for the week.  
 
      
 
    As we followed our bags to our room, Reggie said, “From what Robert told me when he reserved the place, the full staff is actually around a dozen natives, when you count the grounds crew and security.”  
 
      
 
    “Why do we need security?” I wondered if I should be concerned.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing, you just can’t really count on the local police force if trouble happens. I think it’s more for the owners’ benefit than anything.” He tipped the bellhop and closed the door. I fell on the bed and squealed with delight. “Happy you came?” Reggie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Ecstatic,” I said. “Thank you for inviting me.” I motioned him over to the bed and pulled him down on top of me. “Fuck me,” I whispered. “Fuck me good.” 
 
      
 
    Reggie kissed me, deeply. But then he rolled off of me and the bed. “No time.” He offered his hand. “Come on. We’re due in the main living room.”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever for?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll see.” He waved at me. It was the most impatient thing I’d ever seen him do. 
 
      
 
    We wandered around a little bit but wound up in the central great room, just off the infinity pool that took up a good part of the back deck. Everywhere I looked I was blown away by the unmistakable extravagance of the place, from the tiled floors to the art on the walls. The indoor furniture looked like it came from an architecture magazine, while the outdoor furniture was all teak.  
 
      
 
    As the other couples filtered into the great room, we sat and waited. Robert took the lead in speaking to the small group.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks to all of you for coming to this year’s beach getaway. I hope you’ve found the accommodations up to your expectations.” There were nods and murmurs all around. “Good. Ladies, I know you’ve been told little about the things we have planned this week, and rest assured, you’re all equally in the dark, by design. We didn’t want to give anyone of you a head start on what this week is all about.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at Reggie and he just smiled at me. I tried to smile back, but then I looked at Simone and Elin. They seemed so serene. I didn’t feel that way at all. 
 
      
 
    “First off,” Robert continued, “let me give you a little background on our little event. This is the eighth time the three of us have held this little competition. Each of the previous events have been complete successes. But if at any time anyone feels uncomfortable for any reason, or if an emergency comes up on the mainland, the jet is standing by to fly you wherever in the world you want to go. We’ve always made this offer to all participants and so far, no one has taken us up on it. 
 
      
 
    “That said, let me tell you about what you’re competing for.” Robert was now speaking only to us women. He made eye-contact with each of us in succession as he spoke. “There is a prize at stake, but only one, so it’s a winner-take-all contest. That prize is, courtesy of my brother, Roland, a cool one million dollars, tax-free.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Reggie, then at the other women. I couldn’t get my mind around what I’d just heard. The girls seemed excited, but a bit subdued. I guess maybe I looked the same way because I immediately knew I had no chance. How could I compete with those two? 
 
      
 
    “The rules are simple - anything goes. You can use all your feminine charms in whatever manner you please to win. At the end of the week, everyone in the room gets a vote with the only stipulation that you can’t vote for yourself.” Robert raised his hands as if he were a preacher or a coach. “So, let’s have some fun.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Everyone went back to their own rooms after the meeting. I couldn’t wait to talk to Reggie. 
 
      
 
    “So, this is the eighth time you’ve done this?” I tried to stay calm, but it was a struggle. I still felt like I had no chance, but with a few minutes to think about it, my competitive juices were flowing. “How has it gone in the past?” 
 
      
 
    “In what way?” Reggie was clearly enjoying my mental turmoil, so I’d have to drag it out of him. 
 
      
 
    “Do the brothers all vote for the woman they brought with them?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s been pretty consistent.” 
 
      
 
    “So, the women will decide the winner, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Again, that’s the way it tends to play out.” 
 
      
 
    “And the two of them seem to be colluding since the flight down here, so they will likely have some pact in place that they will vote for each other, so I’m probably going to decide who wins, but it can’t be me.” I shot him a look and he gave me a crooked smile. 
 
      
 
    “I think you’re jumping to conclusions.”  
 
      
 
    “Really? Don’t you think I can read a room? I’ve been accused of being naive on occasion, but I’m no dummy.”  
 
      
 
    “Come on, let’s go for a swim. I want to show you something.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t want to swim, I want to talk.”  
 
      
 
    “We’ll talk more, but first I want you to see the board by the pool.” 
 
      
 
    “The diving board?” I was so confused. 
 
      
 
    “No, not the diving board. Put a suit on.” 
 
      
 
    I reluctantly changed into my least-sexy suit. I was pissed, depressed, and more than a little disappointed. I don’t know what I expected from this trip, but having to participate in a sex contest that I can’t win was definitely not on the list. I started to consider breaking their vaunted record and insist they fly me home. Let Reggie pick the winner. 
 
      
 
    Reggie offered his arm as we left the room to head for the pool and I took it, almost against my better judgment. The more I thought about it, the surer I was that I wanted to go home. Reggie was smart enough not to engage me in meaningless conversation. We arrived at the infinity pool with my mind made up. 
 
      
 
    Reggie walked me to a whiteboard near the bar. “Take a look at the schedule.”  
 
      
 
    “Why is there a schedule?” I asked. “I thought this was supposed to be a vacation.” 
 
      
 
    “It is, but with so much money at stake, Roland insists that everyone get a fair shot at winning.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes were pointed at the board but I had trouble focusing. I was lost in my thoughts and didn’t want to be disturbed. “So?” I said at last. 
 
      
 
    “I know you don’t want to hear it, and I know you’re disappointed. If you want to fly back to Atlanta, I will have the jet ready to take off in an hour. But take a good look at what you’re thinking about giving up.” He motioned at the grid on the whiteboard. 
 
      
 
    I looked at it, for real this time. Most of the blocks of time were listed as ‘Free Time’ with several excursions sprinkled here and there, including deep-sea diving, sailing, and shopping. The evenings listed different restaurants and clubs. Finally, I focused on the sleeping arrangements. I was paired with a different brother each of the first three nights, but one of the girls was listed with me as well. On the next three nights, I was paired with two brothers. On the last night, I was with all three of them. My vagina began to quiver.  
 
      
 
    “And in case you missed it, there’s a siesta scheduled every day from two to four.” I focused on those blocks. I was paired with each of the girls every other day and one of the brothers in between. 
 
      
 
    I turned to Reggie. “I’m not gay. I’m not even bi.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine. You don’t have to be gay. But aren’t you the least bit interested in experimenting? With those two?”  
 
      
 
    The flutter in my belly and the wetness between my legs told me I did. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    The first activity on the schedule was a naked group swim. I can’t believe that one slipped by me while I was staring at the board. I didn’t want to be late, but I didn’t want to be early, either. I begged Reggie to make sure we weren’t the first ones to arrive poolside. I needn’t have worried. We were dead last. 
 
      
 
    The girls were lounging next to each other on matching teak chaises, with matching all-over tans and matching hair-free mounds. Their tanned breasts put mine to shame - I’ve never been one to work on my tan, not in my teens and certainly not in my forties. The guys were horsing around in the pool, but as soon as Reggie and I arrived they climbed out to greet us. I kept my eyes locked on theirs, but even with just my peripheral vision, I could tell they were both hung like stallions. As Reggie dropped his swim trunks I caught a glimpse of the girls peeking. Suddenly, I felt overdressed in my skimpy bikini, so I untied the bow at my neck and stepped out of my thong. I quickly realized that being demure about staring at Roland and Robert was uncalled for as they gave me a thorough once-over, complete with smiles and appreciative whistles. I have to admit, I needed the affirmation.  
 
      
 
    “Rachel, come join us,” Simone called out in her most fetching French accent. Can you love and hate someone simultaneously? I’m all-but-certain you can because I welcomed the invitation, but I wanted to choke that too-sexy-to-compete-with voice of hers, low but still sweet. Elin just leaned back and adjusted her sunglasses as I approached and sat on the vacant chaise. Elin, I had no trouble just hating.  
 
      
 
    “Where did you meet Reggie?” Simone asked.  
 
      
 
    “He was visiting Atlanta a few weeks ago and we met in a bar,” I said, only lying a little by omission. “We really hit it off, and here I am.” 
 
      
 
    Simone said, “He’s such a cool guy. I’m really looking forward to being with him.” So much for social graces. “Does he please you in bed?” I tried not to look stunned, but I’m sure I failed.  
 
      
 
    “He’s very good to me.” I let it go at that, not sure if I was expected to reciprocate with inappropriate questions of my own or what. I decided to be bland. “Where did you meet Robert?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m with Roland,” Simone said without any subtext. “We met at Cannes last year. I was in a film his company produced.”  
 
      
 
    My heart sank. I’m going up against an actual French movie star. I decided before I tried talking to icy Elin I’d go for a quick swim. I excused myself and dove into the pool.  
 
      
 
    The brothers surrounded me as soon as I surfaced, teasing and splashing me and each other. With their boyish clowning and energy, I began to finally enjoy myself.  
 
      
 
    Reggie said to his brothers, “Hey, you think your European friends know what a chicken fight is all about?”  
 
      
 
    “Let’s find out,” Robert said. He and Roland jumped out of the pool and grabbed the twin goddesses of cool, who whined and resisted but finally jumped in. In the meantime, Reggie ducked under the surface and planted his head between my legs, lifting me into the air and sun. And into everyone’s view. 
 
      
 
    Soon all the girls were mounted on their partners’ shoulders and we began splashing and pulling at each other. I have to admit, it was a blast. Everyone got into the spirit of the moment, and we were soon laughing too hard to even continue. We all collapsed into the water and someone called it a draw. Then we climbed out of the pool and I got my first real look at the other equipment in the family.  
 
      
 
    All thoughts of flying back to Atlanta were completely gone. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Lunch was served poolside and it was not just delicious, it was exquisite. The buffet looked like it would feed a family for a week, but each dish was perfectly presented and so enticing. We talked about small things as we filled our plates and ate under huge floral umbrellas at the cafe tables near the bar. Alcohol flowed and everyone was having a great time.  
 
      
 
    Then someone rang a bell. A large bell, like you would find at a firehouse or a church.  
 
      
 
    “Two bells, time to adjourn for siesta time,” Robert said. He mentioned the pairings and everyone stood to leave. I hesitated. Reggie whispered in my ear that I should just have fun and go with the flow. I stood up, determined to try. 
 
      
 
    I needed to be determined. My first partner was Elin.  
 
      
 
    I followed her lead into the house and we found ourselves alone in her bedroom. Great, my first time with a woman and I’m on her home turf. I tried to conjure up Reggie’s voice again.  
 
      
 
    “Do you prefer top or bottom,” Elin asked me.  
 
      
 
    “Uh, this is my first time, so I’m not sure.” Might as well be honest. 
 
      
 
    “No trouble,” she said in true ice-maiden fashion. “I like the top so lie down.” I did as I was told. 
 
      
 
    She slid onto the bed next to me and her body was warm next to mine. She was so soft, not at all like Reggie. Her breasts were perfect and I wanted to touch them but I couldn’t make the first move. I didn’t know much, but I knew that bottoms don’t initiate. I was right.  
 
      
 
    “You are quite lovely, Rachel. You shouldn’t be at all intimidated by anyone.”  
 
      
 
    Okaaay. I didn’t know it was so obvious.  
 
      
 
    Yes, I did. 
 
      
 
    She stroked my hair and kissed my cheek. Her hand made its way down my face, my neck, my nipple. She paused and caressed my breasts so very lightly. She grazed my nipples as they perked to attention. Then she kissed them each in turn. Then she sucked them gently. Her unhurried approach to my pleasure was a welcome relief and in stark contrast to most of my partners. No, check that, ALL of my partners, Reggie included. He was great, but his testosterone-fueled desire was at least two beats ahead of my preferred pace. I was so glad I let Elin drive.  
 
      
 
    Her hand traveled down my belly and mound. I spread my legs just a little and she grazed my lips. I closed my eyes and just let her take over. I was overwhelmed by her unexpected tenderness. Her breath was warm on my face and sweet. I luxuriated in her presence. I opened my eyes to drink in her beauty. I was delirious.  
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes again as she parted my lips and massaged my clit. The smoldering heat in my loins sparked to a raging fire almost immediately. She sensed my sudden urge and took one of my nipples in her mouth, then switched to the other, then back again. My orgasm crashed over me in a ferocious wave. My body shuddered and I arched my back. I was stunned. I opened my eyes to see her smiling at me.  
 
      
 
    “Pace yourself. We have plenty of time.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The rest of the week went by so fast, I forgot about Atlanta, the hotel, everything. The six of us were so compatible, in every way possible. The weather was perfect, the food was divine, and the sex was incomparable. I didn’t want it to end.  
 
      
 
    Robert and Roland were very accomplished lovers. I enjoyed each of them many times when we were together, as I did when I was with Reggie. The constant rotation of partners was, at first, a little disorienting, but once I found the groove, I was enthralled. Switching back and forth between the men and the women was intoxicating, but I made sure not to drink so I could be fully conscious for every siesta and every night.  
 
      
 
    But all good things must end, and as the finality of the trip, and the contest, closed in on me, I felt a little depressed. I never discussed it with Reggie, but I assumed that if he found a new partner for each of these trips, I likely wouldn’t see him, or anyone else, ever again. As much as the last day was fun and exciting, there was a bittersweet shadow looming over it all. 
 
      
 
    After dinner on the night before our morning departure, Robert passed out ballots. I’d been thinking about who I should award the money to since nothing that happened all week changed my mind about my initial assessment - I had no shot. The contest would surely come down to my vote between Elin and Simone. And I was cool with that. I came to like them both very much, all the more that I felt certain I’d never see them again. As much fun as we’d had together, I didn’t think I would ever be a priority for a French movie star and a Swedish lingerie model.  
 
      
 
    That’s right, I found out after our first siesta together that Elin was the top model for a high-end line of Scandinavian sexy underwear. Who knew that they even wore anything other than flannel in the land of the long, cold winters? She even showed me a catalog, which featured her almost to the exclusion of all the other models, and for good reason. She truly looked like a Norse goddess.  
 
      
 
    And, of course, one night we screened Roland’s movie, featuring Simone. She was lovely, and I imagine she’s a very accomplished actress, but since I don’t speak French and there were no subtitles, I couldn’t say for sure. She seemed so proud of her work, as was Roland, that I was charmed even more than I thought possible.  
 
      
 
    Which is why I voted for Simone in the end. I couldn’t really say she was a better lover than Elin. In fact, I was hard-pressed to say she was even as good, but that might have been colored by the fact that Elin popped my lesbian cherry. Either way, I knew it was a close call, but I was happy with my decision. I passed in my ballot with all the others. 
 
      
 
    Robert said, “Thank you all for another great week. I know I speak for my brothers in saying that this was beyond all of our expectations, and we hope the three of you feel the same way.” He took the short stack of ballots and tapped the edges on the table, prolonging the agony for Simone and Elin. I smiled and looked at Reggie. He smiled back at me.  
 
      
 
    Reggie smiled back at me a little too broadly.  
 
      
 
    “Rachel,” Robert said as he tore up the ballots. “You won.” 
 
      
 
    I fainted straight away.  
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Reggie was standing over me when I came around.  
 
      
 
    “Rachel, you’re fine. Take some water.” I chose to believe him because he was still smiling.  
 
      
 
    “She okay?” Robert asked. The other murmured as they gathered around me. I felt so embarrassed.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she’s fine.” Reggie was wiping my forehead with a damp cloth. 
 
      
 
    “I won?”  
 
      
 
    Everyone laughed. “That’s right,” Reggie said. “You were the only one playing.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.” Reggie helped me to my feet and I sat back down in my chair at the dining room table. “There was no contest?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, there was,” Reggie continued, “but you won. It was more like an initiation, and you passed, with flying colors.” 
 
      
 
    Robert said, “You’re the only newbie here this week. Elin, this is your fourth year, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, and it’s Simone’s fifth.”  
 
      
 
    Reggie said, “We bring one new woman each year, just like we did with you, to test their compatibility with the group. If you fit in, you get to come back, year after year.” 
 
      
 
    I struggled to understand. “But you’ve done this eight times. It doesn’t add up.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, we don’t do this just once a year. Some years we do it twice, some years, three times. Depends on who we meet back in the real world. Plus, scheduling can be a challenge.” 
 
      
 
    I let it all sink in. I would be invited back. I’d get to see them all again. I was elated.  
 
      
 
    I just had one question. “Do I still get the million dollars?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Olivia at the Whore Hotel 
 
    Lena White 
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Come on, I dare you.”  
 
      
 
    I knew I was turning beet red, but I couldn’t help it. This was not the Truth or Dare I was expecting at my bachelorette party, especially from my best friend.  
 
      
 
    Abigail wouldn’t stop. “What’s the point of getting drunk and coming to a place like this if you’re going to poop all over the damn party?” She was laughing but there was an edge in her tone. When she had a few drinks in her she could be like a dog with a bone. 
 
      
 
    Cynthia chimed in. “She’s right, Olivia. Why are we even here if you won’t play along?”  
 
      
 
    I looked at the rest of the girls for any sign of support that this was the nuttiest idea in the world. I only saw my friends laughing at me - not with me. Not with me at all. I decided if I could just get one I could say no to this insanity. Nancy seemed a tiny bit hesitant. 
 
      
 
    “Nan, tell them this is crazy. Tell me I’m not crazy for not wanting to do this.” 
 
      
 
    Nancy hesitated until Abbie lit into her. “Oh, no you don’t. Come on, Nancy, don’t give her an out.” Nancy smiled at me with just a hint of sympathy, then she caved. She just shrugged.  
 
      
 
    “Scarf. Scarf. Scarf.” They all joined in. Abbie held up the three scarves the attendant handed us in the scarf room. “Come on, Livvie. An extra grand for the honeymoon, that Ethan doesn’t even have to know about.” She waved the deep red scarf at me.  
 
      
 
    “You’re damn right Ethan isn’t going to know about this,” I said. “Any of it.” I grabbed the scarf to the cheers of the entire table. Five of my best friends in the world, cheering me on to sell myself for an hour, two nights before my wedding, to a complete stranger. Some friends.  
 
      
 
    But what the hell was that twinge I felt in my pussy, anyway? 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    It happened so fast. I had barely tied that damn scarf around my neck when three men approached the table. I’m sure they knew exactly what was going on - we made enough noise to get thrown out. No such luck. The guys were all over us, oozing fake charm, buying us another round, sitting in the chairs my friends offered them, right next to mine. The drinks showed up way too fast. The guys introduced themselves, but I had no idea what their names were. I was lost in my own thoughts and insecurities.  
 
      
 
    What I did notice, immediately, was that the guys were all black. They were great looking, polite but full of shit just the same, dressed in expensive suits, and did I say they were great looking? And black? I thought I might have a nervous breakdown. How was this happening? 
 
      
 
    “So, Olivia, what do you say?” Abbie asked me with the biggest fucking smirk on her face. “You want to pick someone so we can get the party started, or do you want to do all three of them?”  
 
      
 
    Another round of cheers from my friends seemed like an assault on my mind. How was it even possible that I found myself in this position? Two hours ago, I had no idea the Penthouse Hotel even existed, and now I was on the verge of becoming a fallen woman, or whatever you call whores these days.  
 
      
 
    I looked at the three men sitting around me. The one to my right looked like a younger version of Denzel. He smiled at me and my pussy twinged even more than the first time when I put on the scarf. I asked him his name again.  
 
      
 
    “Marcus, my name is Marcus. You want to get out of here, just you and me?” He looked like the least threatening of the three, not that I felt threatened. I just thought it was an amazing coincidence that I’d just mentioned a few days ago to Abbie that I’d never been with a black guy, and here I was getting married in less than a week. She gave me shit about it for days. And now, here at the hotel where men pay to sleep with women, were three black guys. Who’d have thunk? 
 
      
 
    While I was lost in my memories of my conversation with Abbie, Marcus maneuvered me out of my chair and started walking me toward the elevators. He slipped his arm around my waist and whispered in my ear that we were going to really have a good time together.  
 
      
 
    “I’m getting married on Saturday,” I said for no apparent reason.  
 
      
 
    “I know that. Hell, the whole bar knows that. You girls were getting a little out of control.” We arrived at the elevators and waited for the next arrival to clear the doors. I panicked a little when I realized we were the only two people getting on to go down.  
 
      
 
    As the doors closed, I tried to pull away from Marcus, but he gripped me firmly around my waist.  
 
      
 
    “Relax, Olivia. We’re going to have some fun, you and me.” He turned me toward him and he kissed me. I’d always wondered what it would be like to kiss a black man. He quickly pulled me to him and I felt his bulge pressed up against my belly. He wasn’t much taller than me, but he was so hard, and not just down there but all over. He pressed himself against me and pushed his tongue into my mouth without hesitation. I was completely overwhelmed. I tried to lean back but he pinned me against the wall of the elevator and pressed into me even more.  
 
      
 
    The bell rang and the doors opened. He looked at the column of buttons and we exited. Before the elevator doors closed he kissed me again, this time with one hand on the back of my head and the other on my breast. His touch was rough, even through my blouse and bra. I fell back against the closed elevator doors but I didn’t resist. I met his probing tongue with my own. He felt so masculine. He smelled so good.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s your room?” I asked as I emerged from his embrace for air and to steady myself.  
 
      
 
    “This way.” He led me down the hall with his hand up my skirt. He slipped his hand under my panties and fingered my pussy as we arrived at the room. I didn’t make any attempt to fend him off. With his other hand, he pulled the keycard from his pocket and stuck it in the slot. The click of the door shocked me back to the realization that I was about to fuck this black man for money. He must have sensed my moment of doubt as he reached for my head again and kissed me deeply. I let him. 
 
      
 
    Marcus pushed me through the door while still kissing me. He kept his lips on mine as he stripped out of his suit and I pulled at my clothes. We stumbled toward one of the two king-sized beds and finally let go of each other to remove the last of our garments. His naked body fell onto mine as we collapsed on top of the bedspread. The thought of foreplay never occurred to me as I grabbed his rigid cock and aimed it at my wet cunt. He plowed into me and I grunted with an all-consuming pleasure. He was hard and big. He pushed his hips into mine and the tip of his cock pressed against my cervix. My body was on fire for him.  
 
      
 
    And then the thought I’d tried to avoid all evening surfaced without regard for my panic.  
 
      
 
    There’s no way I could get married now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I really don’t have time for a bachelor party,” I said to Abigail, my maid of honor and closest friend since childhood. “Look at this list of things I still have to get done.” I waived a legal pad at her - less than half the items had been crossed off with less than a week until the big event. 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense,” Abbie said. “This is your last chance to let your freak fly free, and I know you, Livvie. You’ll regret it forever if you pass up this one last shot at whatever’s been bugging you.”  
 
      
 
    My dear friend knows me too well. I kept telling myself that all brides have second thoughts, but I couldn’t shake my doubts. I was sure I loved Ethan, my fiance, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him and have babies with him and everything else. But there was this nagging voice in the back of my head, especially late at night, that just wouldn’t let me be. I made the huge mistake of mentioning my mental state to Abbie. 
 
      
 
    “Well, of course, you’re having a crisis, you’re too damn young and beautiful to get married, especially to that dumb fuck.” Abbie is Ethan’s sister. I knew she loved him, probably as much as she loved me, but she made no bones about the fact that we were too young, too safe, too conventional. If there’s anything Abbie hates, it’s being safe and conventional.  
 
      
 
    “Tell you what. Give me one evening and the most outrageous thing you can think of doing in one evening to change your mind. If you still want to marry E after I’ve taken my best shot, I’ll never make a fuss about this stupid marriage again. But if you don’t have enough faith in your decision and yourself to let me test you, well then I’m going to ride your ass at every family gathering for the rest of our days. You understand?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Abbie was as relentless as fuck about damn near everything, so the thought of having her bad-mouthing our relationship for decades to come was even worse than suffering through an evening of whatever she cooked up. 
 
      
 
    How bad could one evening be? 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Marcus fucked me like there was no tomorrow for what seemed like an eternity. I was on the verge of cumming at least half a dozen times, but each time he got me close he backed off, just enough to prolong and frustrate me. His stamina and self-restraint were amazing, but I wanted him to finish. Damned me to hell for being such a wuss, but I couldn’t help but think about my friends waiting for me up in the bar. 
 
      
 
    As he slowed down yet again, leaving me on the edge of an orgasm, I pushed him off of me with unconcealed annoyance and rolled on top of him. If I couldn’t get off on that magnificent black cock riding cowgirl on it, then I wasn’t worth my hard-won slutty reputation from my sorority days.  
 
      
 
    I mounted Marcus and worked up a delicious rhythm when the door to the room flew open and the party from the penthouse flowed loudly into the room, with Abigail leading the charge. I about jumped out of my skin as I scrambled to get under the bed covers. Marcus just smiled and rolled to one side so I could pull the bedspread up enough to cover myself.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t let us stop you,” Abbie shouted, drunk and laughing and way too loud. She had a bottle of something in one hand and champagne flutes in the other. I pulled the covers over my head in a futile attempt to disappear.  
 
      
 
    “Jalen, come here.” Abbie was even more of a slut than I was in college. I didn’t want to think about where this was going, but I knew. I peeked out from under the sheet and saw Abbie hand the bottle to the other guy and wrap her arm around Jalen’s neck. He wasted no time jamming his tongue down her throat and grabbing her tits and ass. The other girls gathered around the third guy to fill their glasses and cheer Abbie and Jalen on. Suddenly, everyone in the room was shedding clothes and grabbing, kissing, and soon enough, fucking.  
 
      
 
    I was so distracted by the orgy breaking out before my eyes that I didn’t realize Marcus had slipped beneath the sheets. But when his cock pressed against my pussy, I realized that I was even hornier than before and I spread my legs for him to enter me. The sight of all those naked bodies proved to be more than what I needed. With a few quick strokes from behind, my favorite position, my long-delayed orgasm washed over me in a torrent. I moaned and reached back to grab Marcus’s hip just as his seed shot into my pussy. He bucked and grunted and I luxuriated in the spreading warmth of him flooding my already-wet cunt. We collapsed into the soft pillows. 
 
      
 
    On the other bed, Abbie and Jalen were naked and entwined. She massaged his massive black cock as he fingered her pussy. I was entranced. For all the screwing around we did in college together, I’d never seen Abbie with a guy. I rarely even saw her naked. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Nancy pulled back the sheets that enveloped Marcus and me and climbed into bed with us.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” she said as she leaned in to kiss me. Marcus was lying behind me so I had nowhere to go, no time to think before her lips were on mine. Her tongue penetrated my mouth so gently, but insistently, and her hand fondled my nipples before sliding down to my dripping pussy. Marcus’s cock was still in me as she fingered my clit. The sight of us must have inspired him because soon I could feel Marcus swell in my cunt. He reached to fondle my tit from behind and soon I was ready to climax again. I was overwhelmed with lust and sensuality.  
 
      
 
    But I got no time to rest. The third guy was making out with Denise and Abbie was still fucking the hell out of Jalen, so Marcie climbed into our bed, and soon four of us were writhing against each other. Marcie seemed to want Marcus all to herself, so I gave myself completely to Nancy. She kissed my neck and breasts as she kept fingering my pussy. I didn’t know Nancy was gay, or even bi, but there was no way she was new at pleasuring a female.  
 
      
 
    And the night was still young. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, Abbie met me at the diner for breakfast. I was so confused about what happened, I knew I needed to talk to her, but I dreaded it, too. I was sure she’d tell me just what I didn’t want to hear. 
 
      
 
    She wasted no time. “You’re damn right you have doubts. That was hot as fuck last night, and you want to ditch it all for my stupid brother? You know that’s a recipe for disaster.” 
 
      
 
    “But I love him. I really do.”  
 
      
 
    “So? Keep dating him but break off the marriage.” 
 
      
 
    “Which is tomorrow. Do you know how much pain and money that’s going to cost?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s your life. What a little money? Your father can afford it.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at my best friend. “Come on, Abbie. You know that’s not the issue.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, the issue is your happiness, nothing else. So why won’t you consider doing something that gives you a shot at being happy?” 
 
      
 
    I decided this was going nowhere, so I decided to change the subject. “I’ve been meaning to ask you something. Where on earth did you come up with the idea for the whole Penthouse Hotel thing?”  
 
      
 
    Abbie smiled. “Didn’t you enjoy yourself?”  
 
      
 
    “Answer my question. What made you think I’d go for fucking black guys?”  
 
      
 
    “You don’t remember? A couple of years ago, when we were high, you told me you always wondered if the whole black thing was real. I just put two and two together. Or should I say I put three and six together.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a skeptical look. “It was pretty hot,” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    “Pretty hot? If was fucking awesome. I’ve been looking for an excuse to get it on with Jalen for months. I’m just sorry it took so long to make it happen.”  
 
      
 
    “So this was more about you than me?” I wasn’t too surprised, but I had to call her out on it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes and no.” She leaned in close and lowered her voice. “Part of it was about Ethan. I know something that you should know.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I knew Abbie was prone to exaggeration and gossip, but I was still hungover from our night of debauchery. Confused, too. 
 
      
 
    “I know my brother, your fiance, is into hotwife porn. I found these in his room.” She handed me a couple of cheap, sleazy paperback books. One was titled My Hotwife and Her Black Bull, and the other read Blacked on my Wedding Day. The women pictured on the cover were in an advanced stage of heat, and one featured a huge pair of black arms around her waist. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell are these?” I was shocked, disgusted, and intrigued, all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “That’s not all. I went on his phone and found a whole list of ebooks about the same things. He’s really into white women, married white women, fucking black men.” She got up to leave. “Read them, and let me know what you think.” She was out the door, leaving me with the check before I could say another word. 
 
      
 
    The books weren’t short enough to read while sitting in the diner, so I left and went straight to my apartment. There, I read about women who lived in a world I knew nothing about - a world where wives fucked around, their husbands didn’t, and everybody was cool. I was most interested, given my experience of just a few hours ago, of the sex with big, powerful, dominating, black men. Black men with big, beautiful, black cocks. I devoured the books in a couple of hours, then I went on the internet and found some blogs and websites that discussed the hotwife phenomenon in detail. Intimate detail.  
 
      
 
    I decided to confront Ethan. I’d been unsure of telling him about my bachelorette party - now I knew I had to tell him. I texted him and told him to come over to my place as soon as he possibly could. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, babe?” he said as he arrived. I handed him the books. His books. 
 
      
 
    “Where the hell did you get these?” It was maybe a two-second delay before the lights when on in his eyes. “Abbie!” 
 
      
 
    “Is this the way you see us?”  
 
      
 
    “What? No. I mean, I never even thought about it in real life. It’s just this, you know, fantasy.” He looked embarrassed.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I have a confession to make.” I waited for him to react but he didn’t. I guess he was still processing. “Your sister put together this little party last night for me.” I handed him my phone. It showed a picture of all of us at the table in the bar at the Penthouse Hotel. Nancy had taken it just before I left for the room with Marcus. 
 
      
 
    “Who are these guys?” Ethan couldn’t take his eyes from the picture.  
 
      
 
    “Friends of Abbie’s.” 
 
      
 
    “Where were you?”  
 
      
 
    “At a bar.” Ethan looked up at me. “At a hotel bar.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you…?”  
 
      
 
    “I did.”  
 
      
 
    “How many?” 
 
      
 
    “All of them.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan looked at my phone again. I looked at his trousers, at his crotch. He had a raging hardon.  
 
      
 
    “I think I know what’s going on here,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Do you?” Ethan handed my phone back to me. I tried to read his face, but he was a really good poker player. I reached for his pants.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m pretty sure I do.” I massaged his dick. It seemed so small after what I’d experienced last night. “And Abbie gave me a number to call if you want to do something else. Something tomorrow, before the ceremony.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan tried to speak, but his voice caught in his throat. I felt his dick flex and he grunted. He was cumming.  
 
      
 
    I knew at that moment that I’d make that call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It took some quick thinking and a bit of explaining to all involved, but Abbie helped me out by making sure I had a couple of hours alone before the ceremony. I told her I didn’t care how she made it happen, just so long as she did. She did. 
 
      
 
    I told Ethan that he was welcome to be there. He was.  
 
      
 
    I called Jalen. I told him to bring as many of his friends as he could manage. He did. 
 
      
 
    But let me start at the beginning. I spent the morning of my wedding day getting ready. My father had spared no expense. I had a hairstylist, a makeup artist, and a woman whose sole purpose was to get me into my $10,000 wedding gown. My mother and future mother-in-law were both supposed to be on hand to supervise or meddle, depending on who you asked. All the men were banished from my apartment until it was time to leave for the church, at which point my father was going to pick me up. I wasn’t supposed to see Ethan until my father walked me down the aisle.  
 
      
 
    The stylist, artist, and dresser all arrived early as instructed. I was wedding-ready by 11 am, almost three hours ahead of schedule. Abbie had explained that I was afflicted by severe OCD and if I wasn’t painted and dressed way early, there was the real possibility of a meltdown. The mothers were deflected to the reception venue with threats of disaster, both real and imagined. I left the details to Abbie and was glad to let her run with it. She loved my plan and said she would move heaven and earth to make it happen. I love that girl. 
 
      
 
    At 11:30 the first of my ‘other’ guests arrived at my apartment. Ethan was already there, flouting convention and decorum. Oh boy, were we going to flout decorum. By 11:45 my place was jammed with black men, eager to fuck me, in my wedding gown, hours before my wedding.  
 
      
 
    Ethan was completely passive, as instructed by Jalen, who ran the show. Mine wasn’t Jalen’s first wedding-day gangbang, but it was the first one he organized, so he was eager to build his reputation. Who knew there was such a thing as a rep for WDGB? But according to Jalen, there sure-as-hell was. 
 
      
 
    Jalen asked me when I called him to arrange the event whether I wanted a clean-cut crew of down-and-dirty. I’d told him I thought I needed clean-cut. The memory of him and his two brothas at my bachelorette party in their suits and ties really appealed to me. Without my knowledge or consent, though, Abbie switched things up with Jalen. I only learned of the change when the first gangbanger arrived dressed like he was ready for a rap throwdown, or a street fight. He wore shorts down almost to his knees, a wifebeater and do-rag. I was slightly shocked by his appearance, but I was so consumed by the enormity of what I was about to do that I really didn’t bat an eye. I welcomed him into my home wearing my wedding gown. He kissed me deeply and felt me up, front and back, high and low, before entering the apartment and acknowledging Ethan with a look of disdain. His friends followed.  
 
      
 
    Jalen arrived last, by design, I’m sure. He clapped his hands and called for silence. I stood at his side in front of a dozen men. Black men, here to fuck me. I was so excited I almost came as he spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, listen up, niggas. I want you all to know I’m here to make sure things don’t get out of hand.” He lifted his shirt to reveal a gun tucked into his shorts. “Don’t be stupid. Wait your turn and don’t be a pig about it. Olivia here is getting married at 2, so we have to be done by 1:30. And when I say done, I mean done. You feel me?” There were murmurs and nods all around.  
 
      
 
    I tugged on Jalen’s sleeve. “Please tell them not to tear the dress, or mess up my hair.” 
 
      
 
    Jalen smiled at me. “Don’t worry, they know just how this is going to go. I just like to make the speech to make sure we’re all on the same page.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Ethan sitting at the edge of the room by my bedroom door. I wasn’t sure how or where this was going to happen, but I wanted to make sure he saw everything. I needn’t have worried. 
 
      
 
    Four of the biggest men in the crowd picked up my sofa and positioned it in the middle of the living room. Jalen led me to the sofa and indicated I should kneel on the seat with my elbows propped up on the back. I understood immediately that this position would afford maximum access. The men wasted no time taking advantage.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s her veil?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we need a damn veil, for the video.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jalen in a panic. “I said no pictures.” He patted my hand. 
 
      
 
    “No pictures, no  videos, trust me.” Ethan walked up with my veil at that moment. “Thanks, man,” Jalen said to him. “Put it on her.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan didn’t say a word as he fastened the veil to my perfectly coiffed hair. I almost wanted to kiss him, but he just smiled at me. Then someone elbowed him out of the way and jammed a big black cock into my mouth. I felt my dress lifted off the back of my legs and my panties yanked to my knees. A cock was quickly positioned at the lips of my pussy. I was so wet that it entered me without hesitation. It was huge and it felt great. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, both cocks withdrew and two more took their place. This was repeated several times. I climaxed several times but none of the men did. After everyone had a turn, Jalen called for a rest. I flopped down on the sofa, exhausted. I glanced at the clock on the wall. They had been fucking me for almost an hour.  
 
      
 
    “Some of the guys want to fuck your ass,” Jalen said. “You up for a little DP?” 
 
      
 
    I cringed. “I’ve never tried anal.”  
 
      
 
    “You’ll love it.” Jalen turned to Ethan. “Get some lube for your woman.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan went into the bedroom and brought back a full tube of KY. Jalen put some on his finger and reached for my crotch. I shrunk back from him and he smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Nobody gonna do nothing you don’t want done. But tell me this. Everyone’s getting pretty blue. Where do you want it? Face, throat, cunt, or ass?” As I thought about it, he stuck his finger in my ass. It felt good. Really good. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t decide. Will you? For me?”  
 
      
 
    Jalen smiled. “No problem. We’ll make you look real good for the party.” He turned to the guys standing around the sofa. “Lift her up.”  
 
      
 
    Suddenly there were hands all over me. They picked me up and set me down on Jalen’s cock. I reached down and guided him into my ass. It felt good but painful.  
 
      
 
    “Slowly,” I whispered to him.  
 
      
 
    “No problem, take your time.”  
 
      
 
    I wiggled and squirmed as his shaft sunk deep into me. Another guy stepped in front of me and positioned his cock at my pussy. As he plunged into me I felt like I would be ripped apart. Soon they were fucking me in rhythm. I was so full of black cock. It felt so good.  
 
      
 
    After a while, Jalen spun me around so we were laying on the sofa, him under me and still buried deep in my ass. “Okay, it’s time to paint her pussy and face. We’re out of here in half an hour, so get to it.” 
 
      
 
    Another cock entered my pussy. I felt it expand quickly and dump an incredible load in my cunt. Then two cocks appeared over my face and soon they were shooting black sperm in my eyes, my hair, and my mouth. I was quickly covered in cum. 
 
      
 
    All of them came on me or in me. Jalen finished in my ass. Then he took me in the bedroom and showed me what I looked like in the full-length mirror. I was a mess. Cum dripped on my dress from my face and hair. Cum ran down my legs from my pussy and ass. 
 
      
 
    “No clean-up, you hear me?”  
 
      
 
    “What?” He couldn’t be saying what I thought I heard. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. You’re a fucking work of art. Don’t touch anything.” 
 
      
 
    “But…” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing. I want you thinking about this when you’re walking down the aisle. I want my jizz leaking from your ass while you’re dancing with your father. I want you feeling the dried cum on your face all day.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him and knew. I’d read enough about this scene to know just what was happening.  
 
      
 
    Jalen was now my bull.  
 
      
 
    Then he sealed it by asking, “So, where are we going on your honeymoon?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Melanie at the Whore Hotel. 
 
      
 
    Lena White 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat alone at a table in the lounge of the Penthouse Hotel in Chicago. It was my first visit to the hotel, but I’d already been there an hour. I spent most of that time in the Scarf Room where I was told the rules for new hostesses. That’s the hotel’s name for them, or I guess I should say, us. The word I would use is ‘whore’. 
 
      
 
    I’m here on orders from my husband, Peter. He orders me around a lot, which I’m usually okay with. I think a man should be dominant, the wife, submissive. It’s not a religious thing, just the way I like it. But this was something altogether different. Today, Peter wants me to fuck a stranger for money. A black stranger.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, beautiful, come here often?” The guy was white and not very attractive. He wasn’t the first white guy to approach me, so I told him I was waiting for someone. Just like I had told all the white guys who approached me so far. I was waiting for a black guy, any black guy. I didn’t tell him that, though.  
 
      
 
    I saw a few black men in nice suits talking to other girls who were wearing the same scarf as me. The lady in charge of the Scarf Room explained how it worked - the deeper the shade of red, the more they paid to fuck me. If I tucked in the ends of the scarf, that was supposed to signal that I was waiting for someone in particular and not willing to fuck anyone who asked. In my limited experience, nobody seemed to pay any attention to that signal.  
 
      
 
    I guess I should take it as a compliment that so many men want to fuck me. When Peter first told me about the hotel and how it worked, I couldn’t believe any of what he was telling me.  
 
      
 
    “How can there be a place where whores and johns conduct business right out in the open?” I asked him. “Don’t the cops or the city have a problem with that?”  
 
      
 
    “With all that’s going on in this city these days, you think the cops or the mayor gives a rat’s ass about it? Plus, I understand they pay off everybody they need to, so there’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
      
 
    I had other concerns. “Why would anyone want to pay me for sex?” I thought of myself as attractive, but not in Julia Roberts league in Pretty Woman, which is the sum total of my experience with the world of prostitution.  
 
      
 
    “Because that’s what men and women do there. If you’re wearing this special scarf the hotel gives you, it tells everyone you’re available.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to be available.” I’m not a prude, but being a hooker was never something I aspired to, even if Richard Gere was the client. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care what you want, it’s what I want.” Peter treated me with respect, but he always came first, in everything we did, including sex. “And what I also want, is for you to only fuck a black guy. No whites, no browns, no yellows, only blacks. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. I didn’t have a problem with blacks, but I couldn’t imagine why Peter wanted me to fuck one of them. I was about to ask but the look on his face made me stay silent.  
 
      
 
    That was two nights ago. Peter thought I’d have better luck on a Friday night at the hotel, so I spent Thursday looking up this sort of thing on the computer. That’s when I began to understand. The number of sites and videos that catered to those who liked to see black men fucking white women was astounding.  
 
      
 
    The size of their black cocks was astounding as well.  
 
      
 
    I waited at my table for several more minutes without another prospective john approaching me. I began to wonder if I would have to go home without fulfilling Peter’s fantasy when a man approached me. He was tall, handsome and very black. My insides turned into a quivering mass. I hoped I didn’t look as nervous as I felt.  
 
      
 
    “Mind if I join you?” He was in the chair before I had a chance to respond. “My name is Deron.” He held out his hand. I shook it. 
 
      
 
    “Melanie,” I responded.  
 
      
 
    “I assume that’s your real name,” Deron said with a hint of a smile. “I’ve never understood why you gals use your real names here.”  
 
      
 
    “It never occurred to me not to.” I looked at my hands feeling as if I’d already done something wrong. 
 
      
 
    Deron touched my arm. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I’m flattered that you’re so open about it.” He waived at the waitress. “Is this your first time here?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Is it that obvious?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not at all,” he said. “Well, maybe a little. But that’s okay, I think it’s charming. In fact, I love the fact that you haven’t done this before.”  
 
      
 
    “Really? Why is that?” The waitress arrived with our drinks. I took a long sip of mine.  
 
      
 
    “It just is, I really can’t explain why. I see you’re wearing your wedding ring.”  
 
      
 
    Instinctively, I covered my ring with my right hand. Peter had been very specific about me wearing it.  
 
      
 
    “My husband insisted,” I said. I saw no point in hiding the fact that I was here under duress. 
 
      
 
    “His idea. Now I see what’s going on.” He leaned toward me and whispered, “Is it because you need the money?”  
 
      
 
    I was so embarrassed I thought I might shrivel up and die. “No, it’s not the money.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t think so. I’ve seen this before, so don’t think you’re the only woman in the world this has happened to.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe how nice Deron was being. I also had a hard time believing what he was saying. “Just like on the internet.”  
 
      
 
    “Exactly. Some white boys just love to have black men fuck their wives. It’s beyond me why, but I’ve had dozens of white wives over the years, so don’t feel so bad.” 
 
      
 
    I want to kiss him. So I leaned over and kissed his lips. He kissed me back, gently. Then I said, “Shall we go?” 
 
      
 
    Deron stood up and then he helped me with my chair. “Let’s.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We rode down to Deron’s floor with an elevator full of other couples. I felt vaguely self-conscious about standing next to a black man while wearing the scarf - everyone in the elevator must know what was going on. I began to have second thoughts about just how open-minded I was concerning race when we arrived at our floor.  
 
      
 
    Deron’s room was just two doors down from the elevators and before I knew it, I was alone with him in his room. The room itself was very nice, with a king-sized bed and a small sitting area by the windows. I don’t travel much but it seemed like this was an expensive room. Why I was thinking about that, I’ll never know. 
 
      
 
    “Drink?” Before I had the presence of mind to answer him, Deron poured two from the fully stocked bar, not a mini-bar but an actual bar. We toasted and he led me to the chairs by the windows. “No rush, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Why do you stay at a place like this?” I asked. I shocked myself at my lack of tact but it was too late to say anything else. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not married, so I don’t see it as being all that bad.”  
 
      
 
    “Where are you from?”  
 
      
 
    “Atlanta, but I’m moving up here for a new job so maybe we’ll see each other again.” 
 
      
 
    I raised my glass to him. “I’d like that.” I gulped my drink and stood up. “As you know, I’m new at this, but I do know that you’re paying by the hour, so if you’d like to start…” 
 
      
 
    Deron took another sip of his drink and set it on the table before he stood up. “I appreciate your concern for my money,” he said with a big smile. “Yes, I would very much like to start, as you put it.” 
 
      
 
    He took my hand and walked me over to the foot of the bed. As I stood facing the headboard, he stepped behind me and put his hands gently on my shoulders. His body was apart from mine as he leaned over and kissed my neck. His soft lips and hot breath on my skin made me shiver with excitement. I couldn’t believe that a man paying to have sex with me was being so patient and tender with me. I leaned back into his muscular body. I felt the bulge in his pants against my ass and back. He seemed so big. And hard. 
 
      
 
    His hands slid down my sides to my hips and I leaned forward to grind against him. He pulled my hips toward him and the full extent of his cock became completely evident to me. I turned and kissed him. Not like in the lounge, but fully, with passion. His tongue engulfed mine and I drank in his scent, his taste. His arms wrapped around my body and pulled me in close. His entire frame was so massive, I felt small and helpless, which turns me on so much. I was delirious with the pleasure of his being. 
 
      
 
    His hands found their way to the zipper on the back of my dress. My hands found their way to his belt. We stripped each other’s clothes off, slowly at first but with increasing urgency. As we slipped out of our shoes and stood naked facing each other at the foot of the bed, he picked me up as if I weighed nothing in his arms. He carried me around to the side of the bed and placed my head gently on the pillow. Then he lay down next to me and kissed me on my mouth, my neck, and my breasts. His hand slipped between my legs and I opened them. My desire for him was incredible.  
 
      
 
    I pulled him on top of me and took his cock in my hand. I was astounded at the actual girth of it. He made Peter seem so small. I guided the tip toward my pussy and stroked the tip back and forth against the lips of my opening. I was so wet I knew he would have no trouble entering me, but I was concerned that I would not be able to take the full length of his imposing black cock. My mind almost shut down as he pressed into me, filling me with his throbbing member. I urged him deeper with my hands on his hips.  
 
      
 
    He raised up off of me and grabbed my hands in his, then he pinned them over my head. I wrapped my legs around his torso and pulled him into me but he resisted. He slowed his rhythm and pulled almost all the way out as if to deny the pleasure I was seeking. I moaned in protest, but he slowly resumed his slow, unrelenting descent into my cunt. He was a masterful lover. I felt my orgasm rise up in my pussy and I shuddered as I came.  
 
      
 
    He held completely still as the waves of pleasure washed over me. When I opened my eyes, he was smiling at me.  
 
      
 
    “That was amazing,” I said. “I never cum like that.” 
 
      
 
    As he continued to hold my arms, Deron rolled over and pulled me on top of him, his cock still in my pussy. He finally let go of my wrists so I could lift myself up and ride him. I looked between my legs and was amazed to see half his cock still left outside of my cunt. I felt the head of his cock pushing against my cervix.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if I can take all of that thing.” I started rocking slowly, trying to take all of him. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry,” Deron said. “We have all night.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As Deron and I recovered from our third round of lovemaking, I asked him, “Are you ever going to cum in me?”  
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Eventually, but what’s the rush?” He rolled onto his side and propped his head in his hand. He gently played with my nipple.  
 
      
 
    “So you weren’t kidding? I’m spending the night with you?” I didn’t remember everything from my Scarf Room orientation, but I did recall that the overnight rate for the shade of scarf I selected was five thousand dollars. 
 
      
 
    “Unless you have something better to do.”  
 
      
 
    “So how long do you plan to hold out on me?”  
 
      
 
    “That depends.” He tweaked my nipple, just enough to make me squeak. “What’s your policy on anal?” 
 
      
 
    I froze. I’d tried anal with Peter several times but I never enjoyed it. And Deron’s cock was at least twice the size of my almost-forgotten husband’s dick.  
 
      
 
    “Never mind, the look on your face says it all.” He rolled off the bed and went to the bar to fix another round of drinks. 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to try if that’s what you want.”  
 
      
 
    “Let me guess, you’ve tried it with your husband but you’re not a fan.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s exactly right.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, would you like to try it with someone who knows what they’re doing?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “I might be willing.”  
 
      
 
    “The first step is to have another drink.” He handed me a glass that looked like at least a double, maybe even a triple.  
 
      
 
    “Are you trying to get me drunk so you can take advantage of me, kind sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” He grinned and downed his drink in one swallow. “If I’m going to be with you regularly after I move here, and I’m sure I am, I’m going to want to fuck your ass. So we might as well start breaking you in tonight. Agreed?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, but the weight of his words fell on me like a ton of bricks. “You plan on seeing me again?”  
 
      
 
    “Melanie, I plan on fucking you every damn day.” He motioned for me to finish my drink. I tried to chug the rest of it but I’m such a light-weight, I almost choked. I handed him the glass and he put it on the nightstand. Then he opened the drawer and pulled out a tube of KY. “Roll over.”  
 
      
 
    My nerves were dulled by the alcohol but I was still on edge. “What about my husband?” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled as he covered his hand in lube. “You let me handle him. Now relax. This won’t hurt at all.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    The next morning I walked back to our apartment with Deron’s cum dripping out of my ass and running down my legs. Peter insisted I not clean up after I was through at the hotel, and oddly enough, Deron told me the same thing. What is it about men that they want us to go through life leaking their sperm? 
 
      
 
    I was more than a little nervous about how Peter would react to my staying overnight at the Penthouse. He’s never been physically abusive to me, except once, but I’ll get to that later. He does have such a temper, and when he’s angry, he scares me. Still, this whole thing was totally his idea. What did he expect? 
 
      
 
    A better question was, ‘What did I expect?’ I really hadn’t had time to think about it. Deron so overwhelmed me last night, and into the morning, that I’d had no time to contemplate my return to my husband. But now it was all I could think about. 
 
      
 
    I unlocked the door to our apartment to find Peter sitting at the kitchen table. Our apartment is small, but with a separate bedroom, so I was hoping I could slip in without waking him. No such luck. I braced myself.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe.” Peter sounded surprisingly cheerful. “So, how was your evening?”  
 
      
 
    Deron had instructed me how to greet my husband. I walked toward him without speaking. He gave me a look. I stood silently in front of him for a few seconds, then I slowly reached down and lifted the hem of my dress. He looked at the cum running down my legs and sucked in a breath. I turned around and bent slightly forward, inviting him to look. He peeked under my dress and moaned. I could feel the black jizz oozing from my asshole. I turned back around to face my husband. 
 
      
 
    “I’m under strict instructions,” I said in as unemotional a voice as I could manage. “You are not allowed to touch me. I belong to Deron now. If you disobey his orders, there will be consequences.” 
 
      
 
    The look on Peter’s face was just as Deron had predicted. He was stunned, angry, insulted, but most of all, he was excited.  
 
      
 
    “Deron told me that this is what you wanted when you sent me out to fuck him. He said you wanted a black bull to take control of me and you, to dominate us. He told me to tell you, he accepts the job. He will be over tonight to meet you and explain further how our lives will be different from now on.” 
 
      
 
    Peter stood up and stared me hard in the face. I could read the turmoil in his eyes as he fought within himself against his desires. Deron told me that if I wanted proof, if I wanted to prove not only to myself but also to Peter, that this was the only course that our marriage could take, that I should, the moment after I informed Peter that he was now the submissive cuckold he truly desired to be, I should touch him. Not in the flesh, but through his trousers. I grazed Peter’s crotch with the back of my hand, just enough for both of us to take note of his raging erection.  
 
      
 
    I left my husband standing there in our kitchen and walked out the door. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Deron told me to leave as soon as I told Peter everything, but he didn’t tell me where to go. I wandered around the city for hours, left to contemplate my new role as a hotwife and whore.  
 
      
 
    This was not a role I had ever contemplated for myself. I grew up in a small town in Iowa where everyone knew everyone’s business, so nobody ever did anything outrageous or even mildly out of the ordinary. Sex was never discussed, always considered the devil’s domain, and consequently, always on my mind when I hit puberty. But I had no one to talk to about it - my mother didn’t even bother to give me the talk when I got my first period. I guess she just assumed that I would pick it all up through osmosis, and in a way she was right. I couldn’t even talk about it with my friends, because anyone who did bring up sex was immediately deemed a slut and ostracized by all the ‘good girls’ in town.  
 
      
 
    So I learned about sex when I went to college. There was no money for me to go to school out-of-state, so I went to Iowa State, which was barely better than my hometown as far as sex went. The boys were more plentiful but just as inept, as I discovered the hard way. So I kept to myself and dreamed of moving to one of the coasts after graduation to get a sense of what the real world offered. My plan was derailed by Peter, who swept me off my feet when I was a senior and he was a graduate student. We dated for a year before getting married and moving to his hometown, Chicago.  
 
      
 
    At first, the Windy City was new and exciting, but Peter insisted on knowing every minute of my day. If I wandered from his expectations at all, he made my life miserable. I’ve never been all that assertive, so he quickly established a pattern of complete domination over every aspect of my life. Initially, I resented my lack of autonomy, but over those first few months, I found comfort in being cared for. It reminded me of when I was a girl living in a small town, and I realized just how much the big city scared me. I know, it sounds pathetic, but I really can’t imagine myself as some strong, independent woman, out on my own in the cold, cruel world. Sadly, I just don’t seem to have it in me.  
 
      
 
    Peter seemed content to keep me all to himself and shut out the rest of the world. We didn’t socialize, we didn’t go out to concerts or even dinner. I tried working for a while, but my heart wasn’t in it. It’s not that I wanted to avoid responsibility, I just couldn’t seem to care enough to do a good job. Peter was making good money as an engineer, so he was fine with me quitting my job and staying home. Almost from the moment I ‘retired’ I knew I was meant to focus all my energy on pleasing my husband, which I did. 
 
      
 
    Until Peter started talking about having me do things. At first, he talked about how other men looked at me on the few occasions we were out together in public. At first, I thought he was jealous, but soon he would bring it up when we were making love. He’d start off just looking at my body and complimenting me on how sexy I was as he touched me. He always got me aroused before he would mention the way I attracted the attention of strangers. He would talk about the men who we saw on a regular basis, like the owner of the local bodega, or the clerk at the dry cleaners. I never went out alone, so Peter knew every man I came in contact with. He talked about all of them. At first. 
 
      
 
    Then, so slowly that I really didn’t notice it, he only mentioned the black men we saw when we ran errands on the weekend. The cop at the intersection, directing traffic after the local church let out, the construction crews working on street repairs, even the homeless men who congregated outside our apartment building. Peter talked about how much I excited them, how much they wanted to stick their big black cocks in my tiny white pussy. As he was fucking me, getting me close to orgasm, he would get really dirty and nasty. He described the construction workers coming to our apartment, at his invitation, to take turns with me. I learned about things I never dreamed of as Peter’s imagination ran wild. And for a long time, I thought it was just that, his imagination.  
 
      
 
    Then he sat me down one night and told me about the Penthouse Hotel.  
 
      
 
    “It’s just a few blocks from here. You could walk there.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would I go there?” I asked, completely oblivious.  
 
      
 
    “Because that’s where men go to find women who will fuck them for money.”  
 
      
 
    “You mean prostitutes? Doesn’t that happen at most hotels?”  
 
      
 
    “Not like this one. At the bar on the top floor, all the whores wear these red scarves to let the guests know they’re available. The hotel encourages it. In fact, they handle all the money and keep the cops happy, so there’s no risk of getting busted.” 
 
      
 
    “But what does that have to do with me? Who would pay money for me?” 
 
      
 
    Peter smiled. “You underestimate yourself. As I’ve been telling you since we met, you are the most beautiful, desirable woman I’ve ever seen. That’s why I married you.” 
 
      
 
    I kept trying to wrap my head around it all. “Then why do you want to share me? Why don’t we just keep enjoying each other as we’ve been?” 
 
      
 
    Peter stood up and walked to the kitchen sink for a glass of water. “Because I want to share you. I want other men to experience what I have, but I want them to pay for it.” 
 
      
 
    “Do we need the money? I thought you were okay with me not working.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s got nothing to do with us needing money. I just want men to pay for what I have. I’m not sure why. It’s just something I’ve always wanted.” He finished his water without offering anything to me. “And since I want it, you will do what I tell you to do. This is something I am not going to take no for an answer. I’ve allowed you to ask questions because I know it’s very new to you and hard to understand. But all you need to focus on is that I want you to do this. So you will do it.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my hands trying to sort through everything my husband was saying to me. “Will it be a one-time thing?” 
 
      
 
    “No, it will not.” He walked over to me. I looked up at him with tears running down my face. He looked so severe looming over me. There was no tenderness to be found anywhere on his face.  
 
      
 
    “Now, undo my belt.” I looked at his waist, which was at my eye-level. I looked back up at Peter’s face. We never made love anywhere but in our bed.  
 
      
 
    “Melanie, unbuckle my belt and slide it out of the loops.” I finally regained myself enough to comply. “Now hand it to me.” I did. “Now stand up and lean over the table.” Now I was confused again. Was he going to hit me? Was he going to beat me?  
 
      
 
    “What have I done wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve done nothing wrong. Yet.” He smacked his hand with the belt. The sound shot through me like a bullet. “But I want you to fully understand and appreciate how serious this is to me. Now, bend over the table.” 
 
      
 
    I did what I was told. He lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties. “Please don’t do this, Peter. Please don’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Keep in mind, Melanie, if you disappoint me in any way, the punishment will be much more severe than this.” With the words barely out of his mouth, I heard the whistle of the belt through the air just before it struck my naked behind. The pain was excruciating. I begged him to stop. He hit me six times before it ended. As I sobbed with my elbows on the table, he put his belt back through the loops of his trousers but didn’t buckle it.  
 
      
 
    “Melanie, go get a towel.” I gathered myself and went to the bathroom closet. I brought the towel back to him, tears running down my cheeks. “Put it on the floor in front of me and kneel down.” As I did as I was told, he unbuttoned his trousers and lowered his fly. “Take my dick out.” I did. “Suck it.” I did. I never felt so degraded and humiliated. He quickly came in my mouth. “Swallow it.” I did.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ever question me again.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As I walked around Chicago on a warm Saturday morning, I thought about the events of the last two days. Peter beat me on Thursday night. Deron fucked me last night. I wondered if I could make it through the weekend. I wondered what was in store for me tonight when Deron said he was coming by to meet Peter.  
 
      
 
    I’d walked out of the apartment without my phone or my purse. I felt completely alone and helpless in the city, but somehow I wasn’t unnerved by my predicament at all. I thought long and hard about what to do next. I walked all the way to Lake Shore Drive in the morning sun. Luckily, it wasn’t that far, as I was still dressed like a hooker in a slinky black dress and the high heels Peter had insisted I wear to the hotel last night. I spent an hour looking at the water before I determined what I was going to do next. I walked back toward my apartment, but first I stopped off at the Penthouse Hotel. 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to see Margot,” I told the woman at the front desk. She picked up the phone and dialed, then she told me I could go on up. Margot had given the orientation for new hostesses I attended last night. I was relieved to hear she was still on duty since I was hoping she would remember me. There were only five of us in the class. She did. 
 
      
 
    “Melanie, so good to see you again so soon. I trust your experience last night was a pleasant one.” She was dressed for success, in a no-nonsense suit that still flattered her killer body. I felt both overdressed and inappropriately dressed at the same time.  
 
      
 
    “I was wondering if I can get any of the money I earned last night.”  
 
      
 
    “Of course. How much would you like?”  
 
      
 
    “All of it.” Margot picked up the phone and asked her assistant to come in. “Please take care of Melanie, she wants to cash out.” I rose to leave when Margot stopped me. “I heard from your guest this morning.” She smiled warmly. “Deron wanted to arrange for an outside relationship. I thought I was good when I was working the floor, but I’ve never heard of someone scoring an arrangement in one evening.” She stepped back and gave me a long once-over, up and down. “Of course, I can completely understand the attraction.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, but what are you talking about?” I didn’t understand at all. 
 
      
 
    “When a guest finds someone through our efforts, we require a fee be paid to the hotel to compensate for lost revenue. If Deron is going to see you outside of the hotel, he needs to pay us, like a matchmaking fee.”  
 
      
 
    I was astounded. “How much is the fee?” I’m not sure I cared, but I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
      
 
    “Pretty low, since you only worked here for the one night. Ten thousand.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Does that mean I can’t work here anymore.” I had no real intention of coming back to the hotel, but I was curious how it worked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, heavens no, you can come back anytime you like. This is just an advance from Deron because he expects to be seeing you outside the hotel from now on. I assumed he intended to start dating you, but I see from your wedding ring that he likely has another arrangement in mind.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Margot like I was struck speechless because, in fact, I was. Finally, I nodded - it was all I could manage. I followed her assistant, who was waiting patiently just outside the door.  
 
      
 
    As I followed her downstairs to the bursar's office behind the front desk, I thought about the scope of the money involved in the hotel’s business. I expected to receive $4500 for my evening with Deron - the overnight fee of five grand, less the hotel’s ten percent cut. From the number of women I saw wearing the scarf last night in the lounge, I was struck by just how much money was changing hands for sex. I’ve never been all that motivated by money, or all that ambitious, for that matter. But this was an eye-opener. I began to think about the dried semen on my legs in a whole different light.  
 
      
 
    “Margot has authorized a full payout for, I’m sorry, what is your name again?” The clerk opened a cash drawer as you would see in a bank and pulled out a stack of hundreds. He counted out my expected 45 bills and handed them to me. I was then offered a sheet to sign acknowledging the payment.  
 
      
 
    Margot’s assistant walked me back out to the front door. “We usually wait for the payment to land before we pay out cash, but Deron is a preferred guest of the hotel, so don’t expect this fast turnaround every time.” She wasn’t rude, exactly, but she wasn’t very nice, either. She turned on her heel and walked away.  
 
      
 
    “Any luggage, ma’am?” the bellhop asked me. I shook my head and walked out into the sunlight streaming down the canyon of skyscrapers. The whole thing just seemed so surreal. But I had more money in my hand for one night’s work than I’d made in a month at any job I’d ever had. In two months, now that I think about it.  
 
      
 
    And I thought about it. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    It was just after two when I arrived back home. Peter was out and I was just as glad. I checked my phone and saw a text from Deron asking for our address. He planned on stopping by around eight.  
 
      
 
    I’d just finished answering when Peter walked in the door. Here we go. 
 
      
 
    “Where the hell have you been?” He looked like hell. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to think,” I said as casually as I could.  
 
      
 
    “About what?”  
 
      
 
    “You must be kidding. You completely upend our lives in just 48 hours and you can’t fill in that blank?” I was surprised at my own anger. I never got angry with Peter. But he never hit me either. Or prostituted me out like a common hooker.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, fair point. But you just laid that bombshell on me this morning and then vanished, without your phone or your purse. What did you expect me to do?”  
 
      
 
    “I really didn’t think about what you wanted, for once. I may not ever think about what you want ever again if Deron has his way.” 
 
      
 
    Peter’s face turned red but he held his tongue. He stormed into the bedroom and slammed the door. I sat down at the kitchen table just as my phone buzzed with an incoming text. It was from Deron. He wanted to confirm our ‘date’ tonight. I smiled. At least he asked. I texted him back that tonight was a go. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure that was the best decision I’d ever made. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Precisely at eight, there was a knock on the front door. Peter and I had spent the rest of the day avoiding each other in the apartment, but now that the shit was about to hit the fan, I was a bundle of nerves. I answered the door as Peter remained locked in the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    Deron flashed a huge smile. “Hey, gorgeous. You look fantastic.” I held the door for him as he strode into our apartment as if he owned it. After I closed the door and locked it he spun me around and kissed me deeply. His hands roamed all over my body, also as if he owned it. Which, I guess, he did. After all, he’d paid ten thousand dollars for me. The thought of that still made me quiver.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s your cuck?” Deron asked as he finished mauling me.  
 
      
 
    “Bedroom.” I nodded at the door.  
 
      
 
    “Get him out here. Time to let him know how it’s going to be.” 
 
      
 
    I walked to the door and knocked. “Peter, we have company.” No response. “Peter?” I knocked again. Finally, the door opened. Peter stared at me, then turned to Deron. His eyes widened momentarily. I was struck at that moment how much taller Deron was than Peter. Obviously, Peter was, too. 
 
      
 
    “First of all, I want to thank you for selling me your wife. I spent fifteen grand to lock her down and I know it was money well spent. But unless you let her go in the first place, we wouldn’t be here, so thanks.” 
 
      
 
    Peter stayed in the bedroom. I moved back into the center of the living room and stood next to Deron. He put his arm around my waist, then slid his hand down under my dress and felt my ass. Peter tried desperately not to flinch but he couldn’t do it.  
 
      
 
    “Come on in here, cuck. Don’t be shy, I won’t hurt you, not physically, at least.” Peter inched through the door frame.  
 
      
 
    “His name is Peter,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t give a fuck what his name is,” Deron said in a much harsher tone. He spun me around and bent me over slightly. He lifted the hem of my dress. “You do this?”  
 
      
 
    I looked back over my shoulder just in time to see Peter nod slightly.  
 
      
 
    “No more of that. You feel me?” Deron sounded just like some thug out of The Wire. I felt a chill run down my back.  
 
      
 
    “Now before I take your wife into your bedroom and fuck the shit out of her, I want to get a few more things straight with you. She’s mine now, no more white dick in that sweet pussy of hers. Or in her mouth, and especially not in her ass. She told me she didn’t much like it when you fucked her ass, but you’re inept, cuck. I ass-fucked the shit out of her last night and she loved it. Ain’t that right, Mel?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right.”  
 
      
 
    Peter hated it whenever anyone called me Mel. I never mentioned that fact to Deron - he seemed to just know. 
 
      
 
    “So you keep your hands off my woman, cuck. If you know what’s good for you. Now step aside, I’m going fuck my woman now.” 
 
      
 
    Peter moved out of the doorway and Deron led me by the hand to our bed. He’d left the door to the bedroom open. I looked at it and then at Deron as we stood at the foot of the bed.  
 
      
 
    “Let him listen. It’s all the excitement he’s ever gonna get from now on.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks, Deron spent several nights a week at our apartment. He usually stayed the night, fucking me twice before we turned out the lights and again in the morning. It took me a while to get used to his size and stamina - I was sore all the next day after he slept with me. Peter slept on the sofa. 
 
      
 
    That Peter stuck around amazed me. He was sullen and silent when he was around, which wasn’t often. He must have been getting a ton of work done at his office because I rarely saw him for dinner. We were hardly a couple anymore, which made me kind of sad, but not very. The bruises on my butt had healed but I hadn’t gotten over it. Not at all.  
 
      
 
    With Peter virtually absent from my life and completely uninterested in my daily whereabouts, I felt emboldened to explore Chicago. I went out almost every day and spent down the money Deron had paid for our first night together. I went to museums, yoga classes, restaurants, and art galleries. I felt foolish for ignoring all that the city had to offer the first months I lived here. 
 
      
 
    I never saw Deron during the day. He never took me out to dinner or a show. He never spent any more money on me. He just fucked me, for free. I thought about that whenever I walked past the Penthouse Hotel. Finally, I screwed up my courage and went back there.  
 
      
 
    I picked up a scarf on the way to the lounge on the top floor and sat down to see if anything would happen. I was so nervous - I’d been with so few men in my life. I also wondered if Deron would be upset I was here. We never talked about it - we hardly talked about anything. So, although I didn’t know for a fact that he’d have a problem with me fucking other men, I suspected that he might. 
 
      
 
    But I needed the cash. The money I got for that first night was almost gone. I was amazed at how fast it went. I didn’t want to take anything from Peter, even though we had a joint account. I was fine with our new non-communicative relationship, at least for the time being. So if I wanted to continue to enjoy myself, I saw no way around whoring. 
 
      
 
    “Mind if I join you?” I’d been so lost in my thoughts I didn’t notice the man now standing next to my table into he spoke to me. I looked up and smiled and nodded for him to sit down. He was white, middle-aged, not unattractive but no prize either. I thought about what it would be like to be naked with him. I decided I could probably manage. 
 
      
 
    “My name is Sam,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Melanie. So nice to meet you.” I smiled without enthusiasm.  
 
      
 
    “You look fantastic. I can’t believe this place.”  
 
      
 
    “First time here?”  
 
      
 
    “Is it that obvious?” He gave me a shy grin. “I was hoping I wouldn’t come off like a bumpkin in the big city.”  
 
      
 
    “No need to apologize, I’m from Iowa myself.” I smiled with more warmth. Suddenly he was not just a dick with an expense account.  
 
      
 
    “Really? I’m from Nebraska, and this is really out of my league.” He waived to the waitress. “You are, too.”  
 
      
 
    I touched his hand. “You’re too kind.” I decided to move things along. “Do you really need a drink?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t, I just wondered if suggesting we go straight to my room was a little too forward.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled again. “I get that, and I appreciate your concern for my sensibilities. But you need to understand something, Sam. You’re paying top dollar for my time. I’m here for your pleasure. Whatever you want, I’m happy to do. If you want to take me directly to your room and have me suck your dick, that’s what I’ll do. If you want to fuck me in my ass, I’ll do that as well. And if you want to spend the money for another hour so you can do it all again, well, that’s totally up to you, Sam.” 
 
      
 
    Sam decided to skip the drink. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    I came to realize that the hotel was not communicating my daytime activities back to Deron, as he made no mention of my afternoon with Sam. Or maybe he just didn’t care. Either way, I was free to go back to the Penthouse during the day as often as I pleased. I decided casual sex with strangers for money suited me. Maybe Peter had seen something in me that I never noticed. I enjoyed whoring. 
 
      
 
    I went to the hotel a few times a week, usually at lunchtime. There was a surge of interest around noon, mostly from out-of-towners who hustled back to the hotel between meetings for a quickie. I asked about it with one talkative gentleman from New York. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he told me in a thick New York accent, “I can bury your cost in my expense report when I’m here in town for a week, no problem, so I only schedule fun time here in Chi-town. I’ve been to the New York Penthouse just to scope it out, but that would be on my own dime, and my wife would kill me.” 
 
      
 
    Most of the guests who chose me were white which was fine - I was still getting a lot of big black cock from Deron at night. In fact, the more sex I had the more I enjoyed it. The lack of sexual excitement with the hotel guests was more than offset with the knowledge of the cash payment that accompanied the fucking. Deron didn’t pay me, but oh, did he fuck me. His cock never ceased to amaze me, especially as I saw more and more white dicks over the weeks and months. I felt truly blessed.  
 
      
 
    Peter did not feel blessed. We rarely spoke, but one Saturday we were both at the apartment together, which was extremely rare. I asked him if he wanted to go to lunch, and much to my surprise, he agreed. 
 
      
 
    After we ordered at one of my new favorite restaurants, I asked him point blank, “Why are you still hanging around?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me for several seconds before saying, “Well, you may find this hard to believe, but I still love you.” 
 
      
 
    “What I find hard to believe is that you think you ever loved me. You wanted me, I’ll grant you that. You possessed me, you dominated me, but did you ever really love me?” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t hesitate. “I’m still here, aren’t I?” 
 
      
 
    That shut me up for a beat. Then, I asked, “Out of habit? No better place to go?” 
 
      
 
    “I could move out tonight if I wanted to. I don’t want to.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you expect us to go back to being husband and wife at some point?” 
 
      
 
    “You mean when Deron gets bored with you, or when he finds out you’re whoring at the hotel again?” 
 
      
 
    Again, I was caught up short. “How long have you known?” 
 
      
 
    “Couple of months. I followed you one morning on a weekend.” 
 
      
 
    “Does it bother you?” 
 
      
 
    Peter laughed with a bitterness that shook me. “Why should it? It’s not like you’re stepping out on me. And the whole stupid thing was my idea in the first place.” 
 
      
 
    Our food arrived. We sat in silence as the waitress did her thing. As soon as she walked away, I said, “Any regrets?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    We ate in silence with nothing left to say to each other. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Peter moved out a week later. He left most of the furniture, such as it was. I think he wanted to start fresh but also he knew if he took everything, I would be hard-pressed to explain new furniture to Deron without arousing suspicion. In an odd way, I was touched.  
 
      
 
    “So the cuck finally had enough?” Deron asked the next time he saw me.  
 
      
 
    “Apparently,” I said. “I’m not surprised. You were pretty tough on him.” 
 
      
 
    Deron laughed. “Me? You’re the ball buster in this relationship.”  
 
      
 
    I gave him a look. “How do figure that?” 
 
      
 
    He waved me off. “Don’t bother your pretty little head about it. I want to talk to you about something else.” He took me by the hand and sat me on the sofa. “I’ve got a couple of friends that know about you. I’m going to bring them over for a little get-acquainted deal, if you catch my drift.”  
 
      
 
    “So you want me to fuck them.”  
 
      
 
    “You got it.”  
 
      
 
    “For free.”  
 
      
 
    He sat back and looked at me. “Yeah, about that. Now that the cuck’s gone, I guess you’re gonna need to go back to peddling your ass at the hotel.”  
 
      
 
    I was shocked, to say the least. I’d been worried he would object and here he was suggesting it. I decided to play along as if it was his idea. “Are you okay with that?” 
 
      
 
    “As long as I get my cut.”  
 
      
 
    Now I understood. “And your friends, will you be charging them for my services?” 
 
      
 
    “Seems only fair, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    “And are you keeping a cut of that, too?” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Naw, I’m keeping all of that.”  
 
      
 
    “And how much of my hotel money are you going to take?”  
 
      
 
    “Half. So you better increase your hours substantially.” 
 
      
 
    Busted. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Two nights later, Deron showed up at my place with his homies. Charles and Latrell were not as tall as Deron, and they weren’t as good looking, but they were so happy to be here. They told me again and again how good I looked, to the point where Deron rolled his eyes at me. I had to admit, I did look damn good. At Deron’s direction, I went out and bought an expensive new outfit for the occasion - a super-slinky gown that was slit up my thighs almost to my waist and cut down the front and back to my cleft and buttocks. I’d shaved my pubic hair completely, so the dress really reached down to the point where I couldn’t possibly wear it in public. The cut of the dress made it obvious I was wearing absolutely nothing under it. Four-inch come-fuck-me strappy heels completed my slutty look.  
 
      
 
    “This is Mel’s first gangbang, so let’s make it memorable.” 
 
      
 
    Charles and Latrell nodded vigorously. I almost laughed at their enthusiasm, but the bulges in the trousers made my pussy quiver. I strutted over to them in my best streetwalker imitation and grabbed Charles by the balls while I leaned in to kiss Latrell. He jammed his tongue down my throat immediately. Charles’s hands were all over my tits and ass in no time.  
 
      
 
    Deron was content to let his friends manhandle me for quite some time. They left my dress on me, but that did nothing to prevent them from touching whatever they wanted to touch. They were rough, insistent, and so very masculine. It was quite unlike the white-boy milquetoasts I saw at the hotel. They reminded me a little of Peter, but where he was rough with me for psychological reasons, to establish dominance and to subjugate me to his will, Charles and Latrell were rough with me because they were rough. It was for their pleasure, pure and simple. I loved it. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Deron stepped in. “Okay, let’s move this into the bedroom.” We were all out of our clothes and on the bed in short order. Deron had me suck his cock while I held each of the new cocks in my hands. Six black hands roamed my body, pulling at my nipples, fingering my cunt and poking into my asshole. Deron was thoughtful enough to provide plenty of lube, so it all felt great. Better than great. I wondered what had taken me so long to participate in a gangbang.  
 
      
 
    Deron said, “Let’s start with the smallest cock in her ass, just to be polite. Charles, lie down.” Latrell laughed as Charles grabbed the bottle of lube in silence.  
 
      
 
    “Laugh all you want,” Charles said as he sprawled out on the bed. “I still get to butt-fuck her first.”   
 
      
 
    “You all get to butt-fuck me,” I said. “Just take it slow at first.” 
 
      
 
    We took it slow all night long. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next few months, Deron showed up at my apartment once or twice a week with at least one ‘friend’ in tow, often two or three. On top of my fuller schedule at the hotel, I was dripping cum from one hole or another practically all the time. Deron insisted on no cleanup.  
 
      
 
    “So,” he said one night when it was just the two of us, “I’m going to start sending guys over alone. I think you’re ready to entertain without me.” 
 
      
 
    “And if I don’t agree?”  
 
      
 
    He scowled at me. “What’s the difference between a stranger here and at the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    I about hit him. “Uh, just background checks, bouncers, a multinational corporate reputation to protect.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a reputation to protect.”  
 
      
 
    “Deron, honey. You’re wearing me out. I can’t keep up this pace. I’m getting almost no sleep as it is, and you’re going to up my nighttime visits by, what? Fifty percent?” 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking something higher, but I see your point.” He stood up and paced the room for a few seconds. “Tell you what. Move in with me and you won’t have to pay rent. Quit the hotel and I’ll send all the loners over during the day, and I’ll keep the gangbangs to no more than three per week. How’s that sound?” 
 
      
 
    It sounded terrible. I was just going to wind up where I started, with a ‘husband’ who controlled me, who owned me. I’d be giving up my ability to control my own money, just months after I’d won the right to the direct fruits of my labor. I really didn’t want to get all pissy about it, and I would certainly miss Deron’s fabulous cock, but I drew the line at enslavement. 
 
      
 
    I sat up in the bed. “Get out.” 
 
      
 
    “Say what?”  
 
      
 
    “You heard me. I want you out.”  
 
      
 
    “Where’s this coming from?”  
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “You have got to be kidding me.”  
 
      
 
    “Woman, I don’t go anywhere until I say so.” Deron stood next to me and tried to intimidate me with his size and strength. It almost worked. 
 
      
 
    Almost. “No, you leave when I tell you to. If you don’t want me to spill this all over your office.” Deron still had a day job as an associate lawyer at a fairly prestigious law firm.  
 
      
 
    “You really want to do this? You’re ready to give this up?” He grabbed his cock and waved it in my face. 
 
      
 
    “I want my life back.” 
 
      
 
    “I paid ten grand for you.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve made back triple that amount.” 
 
      
 
    He stared at me for several seconds. Finally, he shouted, “Fine. I’m outta here.” 
 
      
 
    Deron dressed and left. I never saw him again.  
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    I went back to a normal schedule at the Penthouse and settled into a normal life, or what passed for normal for me these days. I thought about how much had changed in just a couple of years. I was only twenty-four years old. 
 
      
 
    Then Peter showed up again. 
 
      
 
    He came by the hotel and approached me like any other guest. I was touched, suspicious and a little sad, all at the same time. It didn’t take but a few seconds to realize that my husband, for we were still legally married, was reduced to approaching me as a john picks up a whore on the street. Well, not quite, but you get the idea. 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going, Mel?”  
 
      
 
    I smiled. “You never called me Mel before. Why start now?” 
 
      
 
    “There are a lot of things I never did before. I’m not sure where to start.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you a guest of the hotel?”  
 
      
 
    “I am. That’s the way it works here, right?”  
 
      
 
    Points for sticking to the protocol. “Yes, it does.” I stood up as if I was walking away and the look of disappointment on Peter’s face almost broke my heart. 
 
      
 
    Then I said, “Shall we?” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    * * * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    A week later, and after several long discussions, Peter moved back into our old apartment with me. His wife. We decided to give it another try. But with one big difference. I waited until he had all his things put away before I sprang it on him. I sat him down on the sofa in the living room. On our sofa in our living room. Then I tossed something on the coffee table.  
 
      
 
    “What is that?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a CB6000, the best-selling male chastity device on the market.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s for me?”  
 
      
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
      
 
    I leaned in and kissed his cheek before whispering in his ear, “Oh, honey, we’re going to do things my way this time.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Thank you for reading - please leave a review.  
 
      
 
    I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com 
 
      
 
    Click here for the link to my author page on Amazon 
 
      
 
    Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book! 
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