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From her penthouse suite overlooking the Atlantic coast, Brooke pondered where her next destination might be. At the behest of a wealthy client, she was lured to a private island where professional female companions such as herself would mingle with wealthy men in a tropical environment. For six months of work, she was promised a quarter of a million dollars. Although there was a bit of trepidation on her part, she had no reason to mistrust the person who led her here. At least tonight, her accommodations were plush. 

She was alone in a new city, in a gorgeous hotel suite, with a few thousand dollars burning a hole in her pocket. She took a tight-fitting red dress out of her suitcase that showed off her curves, did her hair and makeup, and set out to see what she could discover in Miami. She had no problem getting past the velvet rope of the first nightclub she walked into. 

The club pulsed with loud electronic music and undulating lights. She enjoyed a cocktail before immersing herself in the pounding bass of the dance floor. A ruggedly handsome Cuban man caught her eye, and before long the two were dancing side-by-side. She took him by the hand and led him away from the dance floor, chatting and flirting over drinks before she invited him back to her room.

Her date was surprised by the luxurious accommodations. Before he could ask too many questions, she distracted him by removing her dress. In lieu of a formal tour of the suite, they fucked in every room — the bathroom sink, the couch, the end table, the window overlooking Ocean Drive — finally finishing on the bed. More than an hour later, satisfied and spent, she informed her handsome date that she had a flight in the morning. He sheepishly waved goodbye as she shut the door, blowing him one last kiss.


      [image: ]The small, single-engine seaplane made a smooth landing on the ocean's surface. As the amphibious craft crawled toward the dock, its sole passenger gazed in wonder at her destination. From the porthole she could see an island with a large, palatial house high above the palm trees. Up ahead, a man stood at the dock to greet the arriving aircraft.

The plane docked gently. The cabin door swung open and a large, burly islander in sunglasses and a grey suit poked his head in. Brooke gathered her things and exited the craft.

"Right this way," the man offered. She inferred that her escort was a security guard, judging by the large muscular frame packed into his suit and what looked like a gun bulging out of the breast pocket. He followed just a few steps behind her.

A large stone stairway led up to the house from the dock. As she ascended the stairs, the house came into view. The Mediterranean-style mansion stretched out in front of her, with large gleaming windows and red clay roof tiles. The two passed through the courtyard, walking by the pool. An unimpressive pool for a house of this size, she thought. Vegas has much larger pools. Several young women in bikinis lounged in the sun, offering the new girl a quick glance.

The guard escorted her into the foyer. The circular room had high ceilings and ornate glasswork, with polished marble floors. A crystal chandelier hung high in the center of the room, encircled by frescoes of cherubic cupids and scantily clad maidens. Below it, a seven-foot tall stone fountain gurgled in falling rivulets, filling the room with the pleasant sound of running water. Just past the foyer, she could see a room with velvet chaise lounges and furniture — a proper brothel salon.

Her fascination with her surroundings is interrupted by the click-clack of heels on marble. From the breezeway to the left walked a tall, curvaceous redhead. Her hair is tucked into a tight bun; her stern, confident expression framed by dark burgundy eyeglasses. Her frame is squeezed into a tight, black satin underbust corset over a green satin blouse, offering an irresistible hourglass shape. A wisp of black lace — fine French lingerie — can be seen underneath the partially unbuttoned blouse that conceals her voluptuous breasts. A black leather skirt and tall patent leather heels completed the ensemble. 

The redhead walked confidently towards her. Brooke noticed the guard exiting through the front door.

"Welcome. You must be Monroe," the redhead said with a smile, referencing Brooke's escort name. A slight British accent could be detected in her authoritative tone. "My name is Morgan, and I am the madam here. I trust you had a good trip?"

"Yes, very nice, thank you," Brooke answered. The remembrance of the previous night's escapade brought a quick smile to her face. Morgan led Brooke down the breezeway, the two women falling in side-by-side. She turned to ask her guest, "So I suppose you're wondering why you're here?"

Obviously I came here to fuck outrageously wealthy men, Brooke thought to herself. She could only muster a nervous smile in response.

"You're at the island home of Mr. Sterling. Mr. Sterling is a very wealthy man, and fortunately for you, quite virile and handsome." A twinkle in Morgan's voice appeared at the words 'virile and handsome'. "You will be joining a harem of sorts. Mr. Sterling has very voracious appetites." 

So I'm here to fuck one rich guy? Okay, Brooke thought to herself.

"There are currently five other girls here. Mr. Sterling regularly hosts some very wealthy and famous guests. Certainly, you'll have the pleasure of meeting them during your stay here. You do have the option of which guests you choose to take back to the guest rooms." Brooke correctly deduced that she was expected to fuck Mr. Sterling's guests as well.

"But, there are some ground rules we need to lay down first." Brooke imperceptibly rolled her eyes. Morgan continued, "It goes without saying that many of our guests are quite powerful and well-known. Absolute discretion is of the utmost importance." As Morgan punctuated her point, the two strolled down a hallway lined with nude paintings, vases and sculptures. Brooke didn't take many art classes in school, but she assumed the pieces were quite expensive. 

"You've previously signed a non-disclosure agreement prior to your arrival here. I can assure you that we have sufficient resources to enforce this agreement if it were ever violated." Her words sounded like a thinly veiled threat. "Although you may recognize some of our guests, most of them will be unknown to you. Unless you're an avid reader of Financial Week," Morgan quipped. 

Brooke became giddy at the thought of meeting so many rich and famous men. "Even if you do recognize them, you will not fawn over our guests. You will not ask their names, or what companies they work for. Many of our guests do have wives at home and reputations to maintain." Morgan looked down at Brooke. "This goes for Mr. Sterling as well."

She continued, "Likewise, you will not you tell them your real name, or offer any identifying biographical details. More than one young lady here has attempted to snag a wealthy man for when their residency here was over." Morgan turned forward, her nose pointed slightly up. "Needless to day, they all ended up disappointed."

This is all pretty obvious, Brooke thought to herself. As a high-end Vegas escort, she knew not to delve too deeply into her client's personal lives, or to violate confidentiality. It's just business, after all. 

The pair ascended a flight of stairs to the second floor, Morgan's black leather heels clicking on each step. They stopped in front of an open bedroom door. "We have your room ready for you. Rest, recuperate. Take your time to explore the house and meet the other girls. Dinner is at six." With that, Morgan turned on her heel and walked back toward the staircase.

Brooke walked into the bedroom where she would be spending at least the next six months. It's nice, she thought, but considerably less palatial than the rest of the house. A wrought iron twin bed with a tacky embroidered comforter sat in the far left corner. Next to it, a clothes rack with several skimpy outfits. A vanity with a large mirror sat at the opposite end of the room.

Sleeping in a small room in a hallway with other women — it's almost like college, but with more sex. Brooke realized she forgot to ask where the bathroom was.


      [image: ]Brooke grew up in a small Midwestern farm community. The typical girl-next-door, she was blonde, pretty and a cheerleader, with a slender, curvaceous figure and firm D cups. After high school, she attended a state university about a hundred or so miles away from home. Her sexual awakening began there her sophomore year.

She began dating a football player, a handsome jock from Wisconsin. As a former cheerleader, she had dated football players in high school, but her strict Protestant mother had instilled in her the idea that sex was only something to be given in exchange for financial security. A psychology major, Brooke had long since realized that her mother's advice had probably led to her becoming an escort. 

As a full-grown adult woman living many miles away from home, Brooke no longer felt confined by her mother's ideas regarding sexuality. Her new boyfriend shared an off-campus apartment with several classmates, who were always mysteriously gone when she came over for their trysts. They spent the summer before sophomore year fucking constantly. 

She experienced cunnilingus for the first time, an activity which her new lover was surprisingly skilled at. She reciprocated by spending hours with his cock in her mouth. A thick, veiny seven inches, Brooke learned through much practice how to give a skilled blowjob. She took great pride in systematically extracting thick ropes of cum from his cock, too much to swallow all at once. She would fill her mouth with his seed and let it run down her chin, a gratifying sight to her tumescent boyfriend. At one point, most of the t-shirts in her laundry had cum stains down the front.
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