     The party was in full force. Music filtered through the house as if it was hunting for an escape and the scent of liquor lingered on my clothing. I turned around to find Millie but she wasn’t near me. Casually, I walked into the kitchen but quickly exited. Two of the men were embracing and quite engrossed in making love. I rushed out of their view and up the staircase. Right before I started to push a 

bedroom door open, I heard Millie. “No, I said fifty dollars each. It’s either that or forget it. Pony up or you can’t see my pretty foal.”

     I quietly pushed the door open to get a better view. There was no mistake in what I heard. My heart quickened and I felt hot. Millie was lying on the bed with three of the men surrounding her. Three—fifty dollar bills were on the floor. She was trying to smile and groping each of them urging arousal. She appeared primed and anxious for the prod. One of the men lifted her butt onto a pillow while two other men knelt over her face. The men, armed with massive erections, enjoyed the titillation of Millie’s tongue. It was too much for one of the men as I watched him grab himself and shoot forth with a powerful urgency. The other man rubbed himself in anxious anticipation. I heard Millie gasp when the thrust engorged her and released the awaiting power-surge. One by one, Millie met the advancing climaxes. 

     Turning around to leave my observant position, one of the men grabbed me by the arm. He pulled me inside the bedroom. In the corner was Millie’s boyfriend. He was sitting in a straight back chair 

with a belt looped around his hand. The belt buckle was dangling toward the floor. He had a sick grin plastered across his face—

actually enjoying watching Millie. 

     As the man shoved me upon the bed, I turned to face Millie.  She was crying and telling me she was sorry. As she turned her back to me, I was mortified. Her back was not sunburned but had deep lacerations from being whipped.  I was frantic and began kicking but didn’t have the strength to fight off the powerful grip. Millie told me to try to calm down and pretend to enjoy their game. He picked me up and laid me firmly beside Millie. His hand felt my wet throbbing compartment and his fingers probed my insides. I felt anxious and began breathing hard. It was as though I was burning and my mouth was dry. Before I knew what was happening—I was invaded with the weight of his body pressed against mine. 

     “Addie, where are you? Blanche, are you here?”

     I began to scream wildly and fought like a mad woman. All of the men were surrounding me, forcefully securing a place in line. I shut 

my eyes to keep from sobbing and felt a calmness surround me. When I opened my eyes, I saw Addie standing behind Millie’s boyfriend. Then, without warning the lights in the room went out. I grabbed Millie by the hand and we fled from the room. As we exited, the door slammed shut. Hand in hand, we raced down the staircase and out the front door. As we rushed to her car, we could hear the men screaming.

     “Hurry, Millie, hurry. Get the car started.”

     “I can’t find the key. Help me, Sam! I dropped the key on the floorboard when we got here. Find it, Sam, find it!”

      We were nude and fear embedded our minds. I was shaking so 

hard I felt as though it was wintertime. I grabbed the key from the floorboard and Millie started the car. In her haste to get away, she plowed into the rear left side of the car in front of us. Backing up, she cleared the area and we sped down the driveway. Millie slammed on the brakes, “Oh, hell, Sam. I forgot my purse. It’s at





