"He wants me to get into this?" Breanna asked, her mouth slightly agape.

"He sent the box specifically."

It was a large wooden chest, with a soft, upholstered beam about a foot tall, running lengthwise along the bottom.  Breanna scoffed, "Well he can forget it.  Whoring myself is bad enough without being delivered to the john like luggage."

"Alright, Bre.  I’ll get one of the other girls.  But he’s offering fifty times as much."

Breanna wrinkled her eyebrows.  "Gah...I know, I just...feel so cheap.  I never wanted this."

"No one does."

"I’ll do it, Madam." Breanna sighed.
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