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The notification was a splash of cold water on the lonely monotony of her evening. Another one. Another “Hey” from a profile picture featuring a fish or a blurry torso. Naomi was about to swipe it away, the familiar disappointment a bitter taste in her mouth, when the preview text made her pause.

We think your smile is absolutely radiant.

Not ‘hey’. Not ‘ur hot’. Radiant. She opened the message. The profile wasn’t for one person, but two: Manuel and Kia. Their photos showed them laughing, his arm around her shoulders, her head tilted against his. They looked… happy. Genuine. The bio was straightforward, honest. Established, loving polyamorous couple seeking a genuine connection with a phenomenal woman to explore with. Her thumb hovered over the delete button. This was… a lot. Her strictly monogamous marriage had crashed and burned spectacularly. What did she know about… this?

But radiant. The word echoed. Hesitantly, she typed back.

—

A week later, the nerves were a live wire in her stomach as she smoothed her dress and walked into the softly lit restaurant. They were already there, rising to greet her. Manuel was tall, with warm eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. Kia was smaller, with a mischievous glint in her gaze and hair that fell in dark, silky waves.

The conversation was effortless. They asked about her, listened, shared silly stories about themselves. The potential for awkwardness evaporated with the first shared laugh. Manuel’s foot brushed against hers under the table, a fleeting, electric contact.

“We’re so glad you came,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “I meant what I said on the app. You are truly beautiful, Naomi.”

The compliment, so direct and unguarded, sent a flush across her chest. This is happening, she thought. I’m really doing this.

Kia leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. “He’s right. I haven’t been able to stop looking at your lips all night.”

The air crackled. The decision was made before she even consciously made it. When Kia suggested they go back to their place for a nightcap, Naomi’s “Yes” was barely a breath.

—

The apartment was warm and smelled of citrus and sandalwood. They stood in the living room, the city lights twinkling beyond the large windows. The polite chatter from the restaurant was gone, replaced by a thick, anticipatory silence.

Kia closed the distance first. She reached up, her fingertips gently tracing Naomi’s jawline. “Is this okay?” she whispered.

Naomi could only nod, her heart hammering against her ribs. Kia’s kiss was soft at first, an exploration. Then it deepened, her tongue sweeping into Naomi’s mouth, tasting of wine and mint. It was nothing like kissing a man. It was softer, more intuitive, a dance of give and take that made Naomi’s knees feel weak. She moaned into Kia’s mouth, her hands coming up to tangle in that beautiful dark hair.

A soft, rhythmic sound made her break the kiss and look over. Manuel was seated in a large armchair, watching them, his gaze hot and heavy. His pants were open, his hand slowly stroking his thick, hardening length. The sight was so illicit, so wildly arousing, that a fresh wave of heat pooled low in her belly. He wasn’t just watching; he was participating, sharing in their pleasure.

Kia followed her gaze and smiled. She took Naomi’s hand, leading her to the floor in front of Manuel’s chair. They sank to their knees together, a united front of desire. Kia went first, leaning forward and taking the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip. She pulled back with a soft pop, her eyes locking with Naomi’s. Your turn.

Naomi hesitated for only a second before leaning in. The musky, masculine scent of him was intoxicating. She opened her mouth, taking him in. She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt his hand come to rest gently on the back of her head.

“God, yes…” he groaned.

They found a rhythm, trading places, their lips and tongues working him in tandem. It was a collaboration, a shared goal of pleasure. Kia’s fingers found the zipper on the back of Naomi’s dress, sliding it down slowly. The dress pooled around her waist, then her hips, until she was kneeling there in just her lace bra and panties, the cool air a shock against her feverish skin.

Kia’s hands were everywhere, unhooking her bra, cupping her breasts, her thumbs brushing over Naomi’s tightening nipples. “Let’s get you more comfortable,” she murmured, leading a dazed Naomi to the large bed in the adjacent room.

Naomi lay back against the pillows, exposed and utterly turned on. Manuel followed, his large frame hovering over hers. He lowered his mouth to one breast, his tongue laving her nipple while his hand kneaded the other. His mouth was so hot, his suction perfect, sending jolts of pure need straight to her core. She cried out, arching her back, offering herself to him.

Then she felt another mouth, softer, between her legs. Kia had crawled to the foot of the bed, hooking her fingers in the sides of Naomi’s panties and pulling them down her legs. The first flat stroke of Kia’s tongue up her soaked slit made Naomi jolt. “Oh, god…”

Kia ate her pussy with a focused intensity that bordered on worship. Her tongue was a slick, clever instrument, circling her clit, dipping inside her, then returning to suckle the engorged bud. Naomi was a writhing mess, lost in the dual sensations of Manuel’s mouth on her breasts and Kia’s between her legs. The world narrowed to touch and taste and sound.

She felt Manuel shift above her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He was so much bigger than she was used to. He held himself there for a moment, letting her feel the imminent possession. “You’re so wet for us,” he growled, his voice thick with need.

With one slow, relentless push, he filled her. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that made her gasp. He began to move, setting a deep, steady rhythm that shook the entire bed. Each thrust brushed a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Kia didn’t stop. She moved up Naomi’s body, straddling her face, lowering her own dripping wet pussy to Naomi’s mouth. The scent was musky and sweet. Without hesitation, Naomi lifted her head, her tongue seeking out Kia’s swollen clit. She licked and sucked, mimicking the rhythm Manuel was pounding into her body. Kia’s thighs tightened around her head, her moans growing higher, more desperate.

The pleasure was a tidal wave building from two different points, crashing through her. Kia came first, her body clenching, a raw, guttural cry tearing from her throat as she ground against Naomi’s mouth. The taste of her release, the feel of her shuddering, was the final trigger.

Naomi’s own orgasm exploded, a white-hot detonation that seized her entire body. Her inner muscles clamped down on Manuel’s cock in rhythmic pulses, milking him. Her cry was muffled against Kia’s sensitive flesh. She felt him pulse inside her, his own groan a sound of pure release as he emptied himself deep within her, his thrusts becoming shallow and erratic before he finally stilled, collapsing partially on top of her.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, Kia rolled off, curling into Naomi’s side. Manuel shifted, pulling out gently before lying on her other side, his arm thrown over both women. They were a tangle of slick skin and languid limbs, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Kia nuzzled into Naomi’s neck. Manuel pressed a soft kiss to her temple.

“Stay,” he murmured, his voice drowsy with satisfaction. “Be ours.”

Naomi, floating in a haze of endorphins and newfound belonging, felt a smile spread across her face. “Yes,” she whispered into the dim light.

2 - POLYAMOROUS DESIRE AT THE RESTAURANT
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The heat of the kitchen was nothing compared to the warmth of Alex’s gaze. For weeks, Georgia felt it on her back as she carried plates, on her neck as she poured wine. A constant, low simmer of attention from her boss that made her skin prickle. She’d catch his smile, a little too long, a little too knowing, and she’d quickly look away, her loyalty to his wife, Jan, a cool shield against the heat. Jan was kind, elegant, and ran the front of the restaurant with a firm but fair grace. The thought of betraying her made Georgia’s stomach clench.

Georgia had started working at Magnolia Bistro a few weeks ago. Jan and Alex had hired her on the spot, pleased with her prior experience as a server. She’d quickly grown close to the married couple as they worked long hours together, serving food to eager customers.

Tonight, the restaurant was closed. The last chair was stacked, the last surface wiped down. As she untied her apron, Alex appeared in the doorway of the empty dining room, his silhouette blocking her exit.

“You know, Georgia,” he said, his voice a low murmur that seemed to absorb the quiet of the room. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

She stiffened, clutching the damp apron to her chest like a flimsy barrier. “Alex, please. Don’t.”

“Why?” he asked, stepping closer. The scent of his cologne, something clean and spicy, filled the space between them. “Because of Jan?”

“Of course because of Jan,” she hissed, her voice tight with a mix of anger and a frustrating, unwanted thrill. “She’s your wife. I’m not that kind of person.”

A slow, easy smile spread across his face. It wasn’t the leer she expected. It was something else entirely. Understanding. Amused. “You think I’m trying to cheat on my wife?”

“Aren’t you?”

He shook his head, laughing softly. “No, Georgia. I’m really not. Jan and I… we have an arrangement. An understanding. We’re polyamorous.” He let the word hang in the air, watching her process it. “The flirting… it wasn’t just for me. It was for us. Jan is just as interested in you as I am. More, maybe.”

Georgia’s mind went blank, then raced. The shared glances between them she had mistaken for marital shorthand. Jan’s compliments on her dress, her hair, the way she’d sometimes let her hand rest on Georgia’s arm a heartbeat too long. It hadn’t been mere kindness. It had been an invitation. Her shield of morality didn’t just crack; it vaporized, leaving behind a raw, pulsing curiosity.

“Oh,” was all she could manage.

“Come home with me,” Alex said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “Have a drink with us. Talk. No expectations. Just… see.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Yes. The answer is yes. “Okay,” she heard herself say.

Their home was all soft lighting and deep couches. Jan greeted her at the door with a kiss on the cheek that lingered, her lips soft and her perfume intoxicating. They drank wine, the conversation flowing with an electric undercurrent. Georgia’s nerves began to dissolve, replaced by a heady mix of the alcohol and the sheer audacity of the situation.

Jan set her glass down and turned to Georgia on the sofa, her expression serious and wanting. “I hope this isn’t too forward,” she murmured, her eyes flicking down to Georgia’s lips. “But I’ve wanted to do this since your first shift.” She leaned in and captured Georgia’s mouth in a kiss.

It was nothing like Georgia had ever experienced. It was soft, then searching, deeply sensual and utterly confident. Jan’s tongue teased her own, and a bolt of pure desire shot straight to Georgia’s core, making her gasp into the kiss. Her own hesitations, her rules, all melted away under the expert pressure of Jan’s mouth.

They moved to the bedroom in a haze, a tangle of guiding hands and hungry kisses. Jan’s fingers made quick work of the buttons on Georgia’s blouse, peeling the fabric away to reveal her simple lace bra.

“So beautiful,” Jan breathed, before lowering her mouth to a nipple, fabric and all.

The wet heat, the gentle suction through the lace, made Georgia cry out, her head falling back. Alex stood by the bed, watching with dark, heavy-lidded eyes, his hand already working over the obvious bulge in his trousers.

Jan unhooked the bra and tossed it aside, her mouth returning to take a hardened nipple fully between her lips, her tongue flicking and circling the peak until Georgia was writhing, her fingers tangling in Jan’s hair. Alex shed his clothes, his cock springing free, thick and already leaking. He fisted himself slowly, his gaze locked on them, a low groan rumbling in his chest.

Jan guided Georgia down onto the bed, peeling away her skirt and panties in one smooth motion. Georgia felt exposed, worshipped, every inch of her skin humming. She looked over at Alex, at the primal need on his face, and an instinct took over. She moved between his legs, her own desire a commanding force. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, tasting his salty pre-cum, and he let out a guttural ”Fuck.”

She swirled her tongue, taking him deeper, her world narrowing to the weight of him on her tongue, the sound of his ragged breathing. Then she felt it. Jan’s hands spreading her thighs from behind. A hot, open-mouthed kiss pressed against her very core. Georgia moaned around Alex’s cock, the vibration pulling another curse from him. Jan’s tongue was wicked, licking a firm, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circling that aching nub with relentless precision. The dual sensations were overwhelming. Pleasure arced through her, a live wire connecting the cock in her mouth to the tongue on her clit.

“I need to feel you,” Alex rasped, pulling her up.

She understood. Straddling him, she positioned herself, guiding him to her entrance. She sank down onto his thickness in one slow, exquisite motion, a broken gasp escaping her lips as he filled her completely. She began to move, rising and falling, finding a rhythm that made them both groan.

Then Jan was there, crawling over Alex, positioning her slick folds over his mouth. “Eat me, baby,” she commanded, and Alex’s hands came up to grip her hips as he obeyed.

The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure: Georgia’s sharp gasps as she rode him, the wet, hungry sounds of Alex feasting on his wife, Jan’s high, keening moans of encouragement.

The sight of them, the feel of Alex pulsing inside her, the knowledge that Jan was lost in her own ecstasy just inches away—it coiled the tension in Georgia’s belly to a breaking point. Her movements became frantic, desperate. “I’m… I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Let go, Georgia. Come for us,” Jan moaned, grinding down on Alex’s face.

It was the permission she needed. The orgasm tore through her, a seismic shock that clenched around Alex’s cock, milking his own release from him. She felt him pulse and throb inside her, a hot flood filling her as he cried out beneath her, his body rigid.

She collapsed forward, spent, but Jan was already moving. Gently, she pulled Georgia off of Alex, guiding her down onto her back on the bed. She pushed Georgia’s thighs apart, and without a moment’s hesitation, buried her face between them. Her tongue delved deep, lapping up the evidence of Alex’s climax, drinking it from her. The sensation, so raw and so intimate, sent another, softer wave of pleasure rippling through Georgia’s sensitive body. Jan moaned against her, the vibration exquisite, and Georgia knew she was cresting again herself, her back arching off the bed.

When Jan finally came up for air, her lips glistening, she kissed Georgia deeply. Georgia could taste herself, could taste Alex, a primal cocktail on Jan’s tongue. They kissed until they were breathless.

Lying between them, her body humming with a satisfaction so deep it felt cellular, Georgia looked at their smiling, satiated faces. Alex brushed a strand of hair from her cheek.

“So,” he said, his voice rough. “Was that a one-time thing?”

Jan nuzzled her neck. “I really hope not.”

A slow, lazy smile spread across Georgia’s face, the answer echoing through her entire being. “I can’t wait to do it again.”

3 - CASEY’S GREAT IDEA

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / Best Friends / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The buzz of her phone was an unwelcome interruption to her lazy Sunday, but the name on the screen made her smile. Casey. Her best friend had a way of making even the most mundane days feel like an adventure.

“Hey, you,” Allie answered, cradling the phone to her ear. “What’s up?”

Casey’s voice was a low, excited hum. “Hey. Are you busy? Can you come over? Like, now?”

Allie laughed. “What’s the emergency? Did you finally try to cook something and set off the fire alarm again?”

“No, nothing like that.” Casey’s tone shifted, becoming more serious, more intense. “It’s just… I have an idea. A really good one. And Chris is here. We both really want to talk to you about it.”

A flicker of something—curiosity, maybe a hint of nervousness—ran through her. Chris was Casey’s boyfriend, a sweet, incredibly handsome guy Allie had always gotten along with. But why did they need to talk to her together?

“Okay…?” Allie said, drawing the word out. “I’ll be there in twenty.”

The drive over was a blur. She let herself into their apartment, the familiar scent of vanilla candles and clean laundry washing over her. “Hello?” she called out.

“In the living room!” Casey’s voice echoed.

Allie rounded the corner and stopped. Chris was on the couch, looking relaxed but with a focused energy she hadn’t seen before. Casey was perched on the armrest next to him, a mischievous, almost predatory gleam in her eye. The air felt charged, thick with an unspoken intention.

“Hey, Allie,” Chris said, his voice warm.

“Hi,” she replied, her own voice feeling a little thin. She sat in the armchair opposite them, feeling like she was in an interview. “So. What’s this big idea?”

Casey didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her gaze locking onto Allie’s. “We want you to join us.” She let the sentence hang in the air for a moment, a delicious, terrifying pause. “In bed.”

Allie’s mind went completely, utterly blank. The words seemed to bounce around the room without penetrating her understanding. Join us. In bed. She looked from Casey’s earnest, excited face to Chris’s, who gave a small, reassuring nod. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She’d never… they were her friends… but a hot, unexpected thrill coiled low in her belly. The taboo of it, the sheer audacity, was overwhelmingly enticing.

I’m intrigued, she realized. The thought was clear and sharp amidst the mental chaos.

“Yes,” she heard herself say, the word breathless and sure. “Okay. Yes.”

Casey’s face broke into a brilliant, victorious smile. She stood and held out her hand. Allie took it, her own fingers trembling slightly as Casey led her down the hall to the bedroom, Chris following close behind.

The bedroom was softly lit, the large bed looking suddenly like the center of the universe. Casey turned to her, and without a word, closed the small distance between them. Her lips found Allie’s, and the world tilted.

It wasn’t a tentative, questioning kiss. It was deep and confident, a claiming. Allie’s nerves melted away, replaced by a surge of pure want. She kissed back, her hands coming up to tangle in Casey’s hair. She could hear the soft, wet sound of their mouths meeting, could smell Casey’s familiar perfume mixed with something new, something aroused. From the corner of her eye, she saw Chris sit in a chair in the corner, his eyes dark with desire as he watched them, his hand already working over the obvious bulge in his jeans.

Casey’s fingers, clever and sure, found the hem of Allie’s top and pulled it over her head. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. Next, her jeans were unbuttoned and pushed down her hips, until she stood there in nothing but her simple lace bra and panties, exposed under the hungry gazes of her two best friends.

“Lie down,” Casey whispered, her voice husky.

Allie obeyed, sinking back into the soft duvet. Casey crawled onto the bed after her, hovering for a moment just to admire the view before lowering her head between Allie’s thighs. Her breath was hot through the lace. Allie gasped as Casey’s teeth grazed her inner thigh, then moaned outright when her best friend’s mouth found her core, tongue pressing insistently against the damp fabric.

“Oh, god, Case…” Allie whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed of their own volition.

Casey hooked her fingers into the sides of Allie’s panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside. And then her tongue was there, on bare, slick flesh. No barrier, no hesitation. Allie cried out, her head thrashing back against the pillows. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure from her clit straight to every nerve ending. Casey laved and suckled, her technique masterful, practiced. Allie was dissolving, her world narrowing to the heat of that mouth.

She heard a drawer open, and then Casey was holding something—a sleek, violet silicone dildo. She coated it with a glistening slick of lube from the bottle on the nightstand, never breaking eye contact with Allie. The blunt, cool tip pressed against Allie’s entrance, and she gasped at the foreign sensation.

“Easy,” Casey soothed, and pushed forward.

The stretch was intense, delicious, filling her in a way that made her see stars. Casey worked it in and out, a slow, mesmerizing rhythm that had Allie writhing. Then, Chris was there, on his knees beside her on the bed. He lowered his head and took one of her taut, peaked nipples into his mouth, sucking hard while his thumb rolled over the other. The dual sensations were too much, too perfect. The suction on her breast, the relentless glide of the toy inside her—it built a pressure in her core that was ready to snap.

She came with a broken cry, her back arching violently off the mattress, her inner muscles clenching and fluttering around the silicone intruder. Waves of pure ecstasy rolled through her, leaving her trembling and boneless.

Before she could even catch her breath, Chris was moving. He replaced the toy with his mouth, his tongue delving into her, tasting her release. It was rougher than Casey’s ministrations, more urgent. He fucked her with his tongue, his stubble a rough contrast to the softness of his lips, and Allie moaned, her sensitivity already building again.

Casey, her eyes burning with a newfound hunger, swung a leg over Allie’s body, straddling her face. “My turn,” she breathed, lowering her wet, swollen pussy onto Allie’s mouth.

Allie didn’t need instruction. She surged up, her tongue finding Casey’s hard little clit and circling it with a fervor she didn’t know she possessed. She tasted of musk and sweetness, and her choked-off moans were the most empowering sound Allie had ever heard. She felt Casey’s thighs begin to shake around her head, felt the quick, frantic buck of her hips, and then a hot gush of release as Casey came against her tongue with a guttural cry.

Chris was moving again, his own need palpable. He positioned himself behind Allie, his hands on her hips, and she felt the thick, insistent press of his cock against her slick entrance. He didn’t ask; he just pushed, burying himself inside her in one smooth, breathtaking stroke.

“Fuck,” he grunted, the word strained.

Allie gasped as he filled her, so much more real and overwhelming than the toy. He set a brutal, pounding pace from the start, each thrust jolting through her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her toes curl. She could see Casey, now kneeling beside them, watching with rapt attention, her hand sliding between her own legs as she witnessed her boyfriend claim her best friend.

Then Chris rolled her onto her back, covering her body with his. He kissed her, deeply, his tongue mimicking the rhythm of his hips. This was different. Deeper. More intimate. He fucked her hard, the slapping of skin on skin echoing in the room, his groans hot in her ear. Allie wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting every thrust. The coil wound tight again, impossibly tight, and then it shattered. Her orgasm was a silent scream, a white-hot seizure of pleasure that clamped down on his cock like a vice.

He groaned, a deep, ragged sound from his chest, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own release inside her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor.

For a long time, the only sound was their ragged breathing. They eventually shifted, a tangle of limbs and contentment in the middle of the ravaged bed. Allie’s head was on Chris’s chest, Casey’s arm thrown over her waist.

Casey nuzzled into Allie’s hair. “So,” she murmured, her voice lazy and satisfied. “We should definitely do that again soon.”

Allie felt a drowsy, sated smile spread across her face. She looked over at Chris, who met her gaze and gave a slow, definite nod.

“I agree,” Allie whispered, her voice hoarse.
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The betrayal was a physical ache, a cold stone lodged deep in Jenny’s gut. It had been three days since she’d found the texts, three days of silent tears and a hollowed-out feeling where her heart used to be. Now, Max sat across from her, his face a mask of wretched guilt, his promises to fix it sounding hollow and pathetic.

“There’s nothing you can do,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, a stark contrast to the turmoil inside. “Nothing.”

His shoulders slumped in defeat. But then, the idea bloomed in her mind, dark and twisted and perfect. It was the only thing that made a shred of sense, the only way to reclaim the power he and Shelby had stolen from her.

“Actually,” she whispered, watching his eyes snap up to meet hers. “There is one thing.”

When Shelby arrived, her eyes were red-rimmed, her hands wringing together. “Jenny, I am so, so sorry. It was a terrible mistake, it meant nothing—”

“I know,” Jenny interrupted, her tone cool. “And you want to fix it? You’ll do anything?”

Shelby nodded, a desperate, jerky motion. “Anything.”

“Good. Both of you. Bedroom. Now.”

The air in the room was thick with tension and unspoken history. Max looked confused, Shelby fearful, but they followed her silent command. Jenny stood before them, the architect of this fragile, dangerous new reality.

“You broke my trust,” she stated, her gaze flicking between them. “You connected behind my back. So now, you’re going to connect in front of me. All of us. Together.”

Shelby’s jaw dropped. Max’s eyes widened. “Jen, are you… are you sure?” he stammered.

“It’s the only way I move past this,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. She turned to Shelby. “You said anything.”

Shelby swallowed hard, then gave a slow, tentative nod. “Okay. Yes. Anything.”

Jenny stepped forward, closing the distance between her and Shelby. She cupped her best friend’s cheek, seeing the familiar face that had shared secrets and laughter now etched with shame and a flicker of something else—anticipation. Jenny leaned in, her lips meeting Shelby’s in a kiss that was nothing like their playful, drunken experiments in college. This was deliberate. Punishing. Claiming. Shelby’s lips were soft and tasted of mint, and she yielded instantly, a soft whimper escaping her as Jenny’s tongue sought entrance.

As they kissed, Shelby’s hands, trembling slightly, went to the hem of Jenny’s shirt. She peeled it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her fingers fumbled with the clasp of Jenny’s bra, finally releasing it to bare her breasts to the cool air and Max’s hungry gaze. Jenny broke the kiss and guided Shelby backwards until her knees hit the edge of the bed. She lay back, a queen upon her disordered court, and looked at Max.

“You can start,” she said.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved to the bed, his mouth latching onto one of her nipples with a feverish need. His tongue was hot and wet, circling the taut peak before he sucked, hard, sending a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. She arched her back with a sharp gasp, her fingers tangling in his hair. This was hers. This pleasure was hers to give and to take.

While Max worshipped her breasts, Shelby knelt on the floor at the side of the bed. She placed soft, apologetic kisses along the inside of Jenny’s thigh, her hands gently spreading her legs. Jenny watched her, this woman who had been her sister in all but blood, now bowing at her altar. Then Shelby’s tongue found her.

It was a flat, slow lick from her opening all the way up to her clit, and Jenny’s hips jerked off the bed. Shelby moaned against her, the vibration exquisite, and then dove in with a focused intensity that stole Jenny’s breath. She licked and suckled, her tongue tracing frantic, perfect patterns on Jenny’s most sensitive flesh. Jenny’s head thrashed on the pillow, a string of incoherent praises and curses falling from her lips. She was hurtling toward a climax, the betrayal forgotten, replaced by a blinding, all-consuming physical need.

“The toy,” Jenny panted, pointing a shaky finger toward the nightstand drawer. “Get it. Now.”

Shelby retrieved the sleek silicone dildo, her eyes questioning. Jenny just nodded, spreading her legs wider in invitation. Shelby coated the toy with a squirt of lubricant from the same drawer and, without breaking eye contact, pressed the cool, smooth tip against Jenny’s entrance. She pushed it inside, a slow, delicious invasion that made Jenny cry out. Shelby began to fuck her with it, a steady, rhythmic pumping that filled her perfectly.

Jenny’s eyes were locked on Max, watching him watch them, his hand stroking his own hard length. A sharp, hot spike of jealousy pierced the haze of her pleasure. He was enjoying this. He was enjoying watching Shelby take her. The thought should have enraged her, but instead, it fanned the flames of her arousal higher, hotter. It was a confusing, powerful cocktail of emotions—vengeance, power, and raw, uncut lust.

“Your turn,” Jenny breathed, pulling the toy from herself. “I want to watch you with him.”

Shelby climbed onto the bed, straddling Max’s hips. She guided him inside her, sinking down with a deep, throaty moan that was so genuine it made Jenny’s stomach clench. Jenny watched, mesmerized, as her best friend rode her boyfriend. She saw the bliss on Max’s face, the way his hands gripped Shelby’s hips, and instead of the pain she expected, a new, wicked heat bloomed within her. She had orchestrated this. She was the source of this pleasure.

The sight of them together, moving in a carnal rhythm that was once a secret, was now the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She needed to be part of it again. Now.

She crawled up the bed, positioning herself over Max’s face. He understood instantly, his hands coming up to grip her thighs as he pulled her down onto his mouth. His tongue delved into her with a newfound fervor, licking away the mixed evidence of her own arousal and Shelby’s attentions. Jenny ground against his face, her eyes closed, lost in the dual sensations of his talented mouth and the rhythmic rocking of the bed from Shelby’s movements.

Then she switched again, moving down his body. She pushed Shelby gently off of him, earning a gasp of surprise, and took Max’s slick, hard cock into her mouth. She could taste it—the distinct, musky-sweet flavor of Shelby’s excitement mingling with his own unique scent. The taste of the betrayal was literal now, on her tongue, and instead of bitterness, she found it intoxicating. She sucked him deeply, her own moans vibrating around his shaft, claiming what was hers and taking back what was taken.

Max groaned, his control snapping. He flipped her onto her back, his weight a familiar and welcome anchor. He drove into her in one powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside the wet, welcoming heat that was meant only for him. This was different. This was theirs. He fucked her with a desperate, possessive intensity, each stroke a plea for forgiveness, each one answered by her eager, rising hips. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a frenzy of her own. She was so close, the coil of pleasure tightening to a breaking point.

“I’m yours,” he grunted against her neck, his pace becoming frantic, erratic. “Only yours, Jenny.”

His words were the final key. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of release that clenched around him, milking his own climax from him. She felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, claiming rush that sent another, smaller aftershock quaking through her body.

They collapsed into a sweaty, panting heap. A moment later, Shelby curled against Jenny’s side, her head on her shoulder, one hand resting on Max’s heaving chest. The three of them were a tangled mess of limbs and spent passion.

Jenny took a deep, shuddering breath, the cold stone of betrayal finally gone, replaced by a warm, sated glow. “Okay,” she whispered into the quiet room. “I think I can move on now.”

Max breathed a sign of relief. “I’m glad we’re okay now.”

But as Jenny thought about it, she realized that she loved Max and she loved Shelby. And she loved having sex with both of them. “From now on, no more secrets, Max. Let’s open our relationship,” she declared.

5 - A SURPRISE THREESOME

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Double-ended Dildo / PIV Sex

The key turned in the lock with its usual soft click, a sound that normally signaled the blessed, quiet end of Kenya’s day. She pushed the door open, a weary smile already forming for Wayne, expecting to find him on the couch, controller in hand. The smile froze.

He was there. But he wasn’t alone.

Perched elegantly on the edge of their cream-colored sofa was a woman Kenya had never seen. She was stunning, with dark, inquisitive eyes and a confident posture that seemed to own the space around her. Wayne stood by the window, a look of cool, expectant possession on his face.

“Kenya, baby. You’re home early,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her fatigue.

“Traffic was light,” she managed, her eyes flicking between him and the stranger. Her apartment, their sanctuary, felt suddenly unfamiliar.

Wayne crossed the room in a few strides, his presence immediately dominating the space. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up to his. “This is Jada. I’ve been wanting you two to meet.”

Jada offered a small, knowing smile. “It’s a pleasure, Kenya. Wayne’s told me so much about you.”

Kenya’s mind raced, a jumble of confusion and a strange, unwelcome prickle of insecurity. What was this? Before she could form a question, Wayne spoke again, his thumb stroking her jawline.

“I want a threesome, Kenya. Tonight. With Jada.” His tone left no room for debate; it was a statement of fact, a desire already in motion. Her role was to comply.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Jada, then back at Wayne, his dark eyes holding hers, seeing right through her hesitation. She lived to please him, to bask in the warmth of his approval. This… this was the ultimate test of her submission, wasn’t it? A shiver, part terror and part electric thrill, raced down her spine.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “For you.”

A slow, rewarding smile spread across Wayne’s face. “Good girl.”

He took her hand, leading her towards the bedroom, Jada following with a quiet, fluid grace. The air in the bedroom was still, heavy with impending intimacy. Wayne let go of her hand and stood back, crossing his arms over his broad chest.

“Get naked, Kenya.”

His command, delivered so directly, sent a fresh wave of heat through her. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes on Wayne, drawing strength from his intense gaze. As she shrugged the silk from her shoulders, she heard the soft rustle of clothing behind her. Jada was undressing too, a mirror of vulnerability and consent.

Soon, they were both bare. Kenya felt exposed, her skin humming under the dual scrutiny. Jada was even more beautiful naked, all lean muscles and soft curves. She stepped closer, her scent—jasmine and sandalwood—filling Kenya’s senses.

“You’re beautiful,” Jada murmured, her voice husky.

Before Kenya could respond, Jada’s lips were on hers. It wasn’t an aggressive kiss, but it was confident and deep. Kenya’s initial stiffness melted away as Jada’s tongue explored her mouth, a soft, wet caress that was utterly foreign and instantly arousing. A soft moan escaped her, and she heard a low, gratified sound from Wayne. She opened her eyes a slit to see him, still clothed, his hand working slowly over the noticeable bulge in his jeans, his eyes dark with raw hunger as he watched them.

Jada broke the kiss, her own breath coming faster. She took Kenya’s hand and led her to the bed, their bodies sinking into the soft duvet. The world narrowed to this mattress, to the feel of another woman’s skin against hers. Then Wayne was there, finally shedding his clothes, his powerful frame joining them. He stretched out beside Kenya, his mouth immediately finding her breast. He sucked a nipple deep into his mouth, his tongue flicking and swirling, and Kenya cried out, her back arching off the bed.

At the same time, she felt Jada’s hands gently part her thighs. Oh god. A warm, wet mouth descended on her. Jada’s tongue was an artist, painting broad, languid strokes over her sensitive folds before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. Kenya’s world exploded into pure sensation—the hard, familiar suction on her nipple, the soft, novel licks between her legs. She was being worshipped from both ends, her pleasure the sole focus of two people.

She was close, so close, trembling on a precipice she’d never approached this fast. Wayne seemed to sense it. He pulled his mouth away with a wet pop, and the sudden loss made her whimper.

“Not yet,” he commanded softly. He reached over to the nightstand, and Kenya heard the distinct buzz of a vibrator springing to life. He handed it to Jada, whose eyes glittered with understanding.

Jada positioned herself between Kenya’s legs again, but this time, she replaced her mouth with the smooth, humming silicone. She pressed the head of the vibrator against Kenya’s dripping entrance, and with a gentle push, slid it inside. Kenya gasped. The vibration was deep, internal, a relentless throbbing that filled her completely. Jada began to move it, a slow, in-and-out fucking motion that made Kenya’s toes curl. She could feel every ridge of the toy, every pulse of its motor, amplified by the awe on Jada’s face as she watched it disappear into her body.

“You take it so well,” Jada whispered, her own free hand drifting down to circle her own clit.

Kenya was mindless, a creature of pure need, bucking against the vibrator. Just as she felt her climax begin to tighten again, Wayne produced something else. A long, double-ended dildo. He coated it with slick from the bottle on the nightstand.

“On your hands and knees. Both of you,” he instructed, his voice thick.

They moved as one, a synchronized surrender. Jada took one end of the toy, guiding it into her own wetness with a soft sigh. She held the other end steady, and Kenya, her heart pounding, pressed back against it. It was a strange, stretching sensation, then a profound feeling of fullness as the length of the toy connected them, a silicone bridge between their bodies.

They began to move, a hesitant rhythm at first, then faster, their hips meeting in the middle, the wet sounds of their joined flesh filling the room. Kenya could feel the echo of Jada’s movements through the toy, their moans mingling, their sweat-slicked backs shining in the low light. The shared tension, the intimate connection, snapped something inside them both. They came together, a cascading, screaming orgasm that left them trembling and collapsed onto the sheets.

Before Kenya could even catch her breath, Wayne was moving. He pulled the toy from between them and positioned himself over Jada, who was still shuddering with aftershocks. He plunged into her in one smooth, powerful stroke. Kenya watched, mesmerized. She thought a spike of jealousy would lance through her, but it never came. Instead, a profound, shocking arousal bloomed hotter than before. Watching Wayne’s powerful body move, seeing the pleasure he was giving and receiving, was the most erotic thing she had ever witnessed.

Then his eyes found hers over Jada’s shoulder. “Your turn.”

He withdrew from Jada and turned Kenya onto her hands and knees. His hands, possessive and strong, gripped her hips. He didn’t tease. He sheathed himself inside her to the hilt in one glorious, stretching thrust. He was so deep. He set a relentless, punishing pace, each drive of his hips hitting a spot that made her see stars. She was still hypersensitive from her first two orgasms, and every movement sent riotous sensations through her.

“Wayne… I’m gonna…” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, harder. “Now.”

It was an order she was helpless to disobey. Her climax tore through her, a raw, convulsing wave that made her inner muscles clamp down on him like a vice. A guttural roar was ripped from his throat as he felt her tighten around him. He pulled out at the last second, and she felt the hot, sudden splash of his release across the small of her back, a primal, claiming mark.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Then, strong arms encircled her from behind, and another from the front. Wayne pulled her back against his chest, and Jada curled into her front, one leg thrown over Kenya’s. They were a tangled, sweaty, sated heap of limbs. Wayne kissed Kenya’s shoulder, his breath warm on her skin. Jada’s fingers gently traced patterns on her arm. The jealousy never came. Only a deep, thrumming satisfaction, and a single, thrilling thought echoing in the quiet: I hope we do this again.

6 - LOST AND FOUND

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Spanking / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The city’s evening rush had faded into a confusing labyrinth of unfamiliar streetlights and shadows. Charlene’s phone had died an hour ago, and the paper map she’d foolishly relied on was now a crumpled, useless thing in her damp palm. A cold knot of anxiety tightened in her stomach as she turned down another dead-end street, the imposing glass and steel buildings feeling less like architecture and more like a cage. She was utterly, completely lost.

The low, purring growl of a luxury sedan rolling to a stop beside her made her jump. The window slid down silently, revealing a man whose handsome features were softened by a look of genuine concern. “You look like you’re fighting a losing battle with the city grid,” he said, his voice a warm, smooth baritone.

“I… I am,” Charlene admitted, her own voice sounding small and fragile. “My phone died and I can’t find my bus stop.”

“I’m Rob. Let me give you a ride. It’s not safe for you to be out here alone like this.” He gestured to the pristine leather interior of his car. It was an offer of sanctuary.

Hesitation warred with desperate relief. He seemed nice. He looked successful, safe. After a final, nervous glance down the darkening street, she nodded. “Thank you. I’m Charlene.”

The car was as quiet on the inside as it had seemed from the outside, enveloping her in a world of soft leather and subtle, expensive cologne. Rob was a confident driver, his hands relaxed on the wheel as he navigated the streets with an effortless grace she envied.

“So, Charlene,” he said, glancing at her with a smile that made her stomach flutter. “New in town?”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Let’s just say the look of sheer panic is usually reserved for tourists and recent transplants.” He laughed, a rich, inviting sound. “What brings you here?”

They talked for the twenty-minute drive, the conversation easy and flirty. He was charming, asking questions about her life, complimenting her laugh. By the time he pulled up in front of her modest apartment building, the knot in her stomach had been replaced by a different, warmer tension.

“I have a better idea,” he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate pitch. He placed a hand over hers on the center console. His skin was warm. “Come back to my place. I’ll make you a proper drink. No pressure. You can leave whenever you want.”

It was madness. She knew it was madness. But the thrill of it, the sheer unexpected adventure of this night, was intoxicating. This wasn’t something the old Charlene would do. The old Charlene would have mumbled a thank you and scurried inside. The new Charlene, the one who had moved to this city to start over, heard herself say, “Okay. Yes.”

His house wasn’t a house; it was a modern mansion, all sharp angles and glowing glass, perched on a hill with stunning views of the city lights. Her awe must have been plain on her face because Rob just smiled, a knowing, possessive little quirk of his lips as he led her inside.

The interior was all minimalist art and deep, comfortable-looking furniture. And then, another woman glided into the room. She was stunning, with long dark hair and an elegant black dress that clung to her curves. Charlene froze, confused.

“Charlene, this is my wife, Lana,” Rob said, his hand resting comfortably on the small of Charlene’s back.

“Wife?” The word slipped out, laced with surprise and a sudden, sharp insecurity.

Lana’s smile was warm and disarmingly kind. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Charlene. Rob has good taste.” She stepped closer, her perfume something exotic and floral. “We have a proposition for you. An invitation, really.”

Rob’s voice was a low hum next to her ear. “We’d like you to join us. Both of us. Tonight.”

A threesome. The word echoed in her mind, shocking her system. “I’ve… I’ve never… anything like that…” she stammered, her face flushing hot.

Lana reached out and took Charlene’s hand. Her touch was cool and sure. “We’ll take such good care of you. Just let yourself feel. That’s all you have to do.”

The decision was made not in her mind, but deep in her core, a throbbing, curious ache that overpowered her nerves. She gave a slow, shaky nod.

They led her to a sprawling bedroom, dominated by a huge bed. Lana didn’t hesitate. She cupped Charlene’s face and brought their lips together in a soft, exploring kiss. It was nothing like kissing a man. It was softer, more intuitive. Lana’s tongue tasted of wine and mint, and Charlene melted into it, a soft moan escaping her as Lana’s hands began to unbutton her blouse.

“So beautiful,” Lana whispered against her mouth, letting the blouse fall to the floor. Her fingers made quick work of Charlene’s bra, and then her cool hands were on Charlene’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, aching peaks.

“Turn around, darling,” Lana instructed gently. “Bend over the bed for us.”

Heart hammering against her ribs, Charlene obeyed, pressing her palms into the soft duvet and presenting herself. She heard Rob move behind her.

The first spank landed on her bare ass without warning. A sharp, stinging crack that made her yelp, the sound swallowed by the luxurious room. The pain was immediate, a hot bloom that quickly dissolved into a deep, radiating warmth. Another one followed, on the other cheek, and she pushed back against his hand, a wanton motion she didn’t know she was capable of.

Then Lana’s hand replaced his, delivering a series of lighter, teasing smacks that had Charlene gasping and writhing. “You like that, don’t you?” Lana purred. “You like the heat.”

Before Charlene could form an answer, Rob was guiding her onto her back on the bed. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer, and with a look that asked for permission—a look to which she frantically nodded—he secured each of her wrists to the ornate posts of the bedhead. The helplessness was a drug.

Lana knelt between her spread legs, her eyes dark with desire. “Now, let me taste you.” She lowered her mouth to Charlene’s pussy, and her tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her soaked folds.

Charlene’s head threw back against the pillows, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. It was too much. Lana’s tongue was an artist, flicking and circling her clit with a precision that made her thighs tremble. Just as the pleasure began to crest, Rob was there, his mouth closing over one taut nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other.

She was being consumed from both ends, pleasure arcing through her like lightning. She pulled against the restraints, the leather straining, the resistance only heightening the sensations. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of Lana feasting on her and her own ragged, pleading moans.

“I want to feel your mouth on me,” Lana murmured, climbing up her body. She straddled Charlene’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto her mouth. The scent was musky and primal. Tentatively, Charlene stuck out her tongue, tracing Lana’s slit. Lana groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure, and ground herself down. “Yes, just like that. Lick my clit. Make me come.”

Charlene obeyed, losing herself in the taste and the sound of Lana’s pleasure. She heard the sound of a zipper, then felt the weight of Rob settling between her legs. The broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her completely.

She screamed, the sound muffled by Lana’s pussy. He was huge, stretching her, the friction utterly overwhelming as he began to piston into her. Lana’s hips began to buck against Charlene’s mouth, her moans becoming higher, more desperate. Charlene felt the orgasm ripple through Lana, a series of violent tremors against her tongue.

That was the final trigger. The combined sensations—Lana’s climax, Rob’s relentless pounding, the delicious captivity of her wrists—shattered her. Her own orgasm exploded, a white-hot wave that seized her entire body, milking Rob’s cock as he drove into her.

With a guttural groan, Rob slammed into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his own climax filling her. For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths.

Rob gently uncuffed her wrists, kissing the faint marks they’d left. He looked down at her, his expression a mix of affection and raw satisfaction. “So? Did you enjoy your first experience, Charlene?”

She was boneless, every nerve ending still singing. She could only manage a breathy, honest reply. “That was… incredible.”

Lana curled up beside her, tracing patterns on her stomach. “We’d like to see you again.”

“I’d like that,” Charlene replied, her heart racing.

7 - A THREESOME AT SEA

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Now kiss each other.”

The command was low, husky, and left no room for argument. Kellie’s heart hammered against her ribs as she turned to Mia. Her best friend’s eyes, usually sparkling with laughter, were dark with a mix of trepidation and raw, unmistakable hunger. The air in the luxurious cabin was thick, charged with a tension that crackled over their skin.

Mia’s lips were soft, tentative at first. A familiar gloss flavor, a taste Kellie associated with late-night gossip and shared secrets. But then Jack’s voice came again, a rumble from the plush armchair where he watched, his gaze a physical weight on them.

“Not like sisters. Like you mean it.”

The permission, the command, was the key that unlocked something wild deep inside her. Kellie’s hand came up, tangling in Mia’s sun-streaked hair as she deepened the kiss. Her tongue swept into Mia’s mouth, and the soft moan that escaped her friend sent a jolt straight to Kellie’s core. She felt the shift, the pretense melting away into a startling, desperate reality. Mia’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer, and the world outside the cabin—the sound of the ocean, the distant hum of the ship—simply ceased to exist.

—

It had started just an hour before at the ship’s glittering atrium bar. Kellie was sipping a too-sweet cocktail, feeling the gentle sway of the ship beneath her feet, when Mia elbowed her sharply in the ribs.

“Don’t look now,” Mia whispered, her voice a frantic, excited buzz, “but the guy at the end of the bar has been undressing us with his eyes for the last five minutes.”

Kellie, of course, looked. And immediately understood Mia’s urgency. He was tall, with a confident ease in the way he leaned against the polished wood. His shirt was open at the collar, revealing a hint of tan skin and a chain with a single, simple silver medallion. His eyes, a piercing blue, met hers without a hint of apology. He didn’t smirk or leer; he simply observed, his gaze calculating and intensely possessive. He looked like he was used to getting exactly what he wanted.

He bought them a round of drinks without asking, simply signaling the bartender and having them delivered. The gesture was so audaciously dominant that neither woman thought to refuse. He joined them minutes later, introducing himself as Jack. His charm was a potent force, his attention flickering between them with an electric intensity that left Kellie dizzy. He flirted with Mia’s wit, complimented Kellie’s laugh, and the entire time, that lingering question hung in the salt-tinged air: Which one of us does he want?

The answer, it turned out, was both.

His invitation to see his private suite was issued with the same unshakable confidence. “The view is better than the champagne,” he’d said, his eyes glinting. “Come keep me company.” It wasn’t a question. It was a challenge. And together, giddy on expensive champagne and the thrill of the unknown, they had accepted.

—

Now, in the opulent confines of his cabin, that challenge was being met. Their mouths moved together, a hungry, slick dance as Jack watched, his hand slowly stroking the prominent bulge in his tailored trousers. The sound of his low, appreciative groan was more intoxicating than any alcohol.

“Good,” he purred. “So good. Now get undressed. I want to see you. All of you.”

They broke apart, their breath coming in ragged pants. With trembling fingers, they complied. Kellie’s sundress pooled at her feet. Mia shrugged out of her top and shorts. They stood before him, bathed in the soft cabin light, exposed and thrillingly vulnerable. His gaze was a brand, hot and appreciative, traveling over every curve and dip of their bodies.

“On your knees.”

They sank to the plush carpet together. He unbuttoned his fly, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, the veined length of him jutting out imposingly. He fisted his hand around the base, offering himself.

“Kellie. Show Mia how it’s done.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the salty bead of moisture at his tip. Then she took him into her mouth, sinking down as far as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. The low, guttural sound he made was pure reward. She moved her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand cupping his heavy sac, her world narrowing to the taste of him, the weight of him on her tongue, the obscene, wet sounds of her own efforts.

“Your turn, Mia,” Jack commanded, his voice strained.

Kellie pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to him for a second before it broke. Mia moved in without hesitation, taking him with a soft, eager moan. Kellie watched, mesmerized, as her best friend’s lips enveloped him, her head bobbing with a natural skill that sent a possessive thrill through Kellie. They switched back and forth, a silent, competitive cooperation, each trying to elicit a deeper, more ragged groan from the man who held their complete attention.

Jack’s breathing grew heavier. He gently pushed Mia back. “On the bed. On your back.”

Mia scrambled onto the massive bed, lying back against the pillows, her legs parting in open invitation. Jack positioned himself between her thighs, his hand guiding his cock to her slick entrance. He didn’t thrust, not yet. He looked directly at Kellie.

“Straddle her face. I want to watch you come on her tongue while I’m inside her.”

The command was so shockingly explicit, so perfect, that Kellie felt another rush of slickness between her own legs. She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over Mia, one knee on either side of her head. Mia’s hands came up to grip Kellie’s thighs, her eyes dark and willing. As Jack slowly, relentlessly, sheathed himself inside Mia, Kellie lowered her hips.

Mia’s tongue found her immediately, a hot, eager point of contact on her most sensitive flesh. Kellie cried out, her back arching. The sensation was overwhelming—the visual of Jack’s powerful hips driving into her friend, the feel of Mia’s expert tongue circling her clit, the sounds of slapping skin and ragged moans filling the room. She braced her hands on the headboard, riding Mia’s face in a frantic rhythm, her climax coiling tight and desperate in her belly.

“Oh god, Mia… right there…” she begged, her voice a broken whisper.

It was the sight of Jack’s muscles flexing as he drove into Mia, the possessive grip of his hands on Mia’s hips, that pushed her over the edge. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her orgasm shattered through her, a blinding white wave of pleasure that made her thighs tremble violently. Her juices flooded Mia’s waiting mouth, and she felt Mia moan against her, the vibration triggering a second, smaller wave of bliss.

As Kellie’s spasms subsided, she heard Mia’s cries sharpen, becoming shrill and pleading. “Jack… yes… I’m… I’m coming!” Jack’s pace became brutal, his own release clearly near. With a final, deep plunge, he held himself inside her, his roar joining Mia’s blissful cry.

He withdrew from Mia, his cock glistening and still hard. His eyes, blazing with unsated hunger, locked on Kellie.

“Your turn. On your hands and knees. Now.”

Weak-limbed and still throbbing, Kellie obeyed. She presented herself to him, feeling the cool air on her heated skin. He didn’t hesitate. One hand gripped her hip, the other guided himself to her soaked entrance. He pushed into her in one smooth, devastating motion, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, the word full of awe.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a deliberate, deep plunge that stole the breath from her lungs. The angle was different, deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, a wordless plea for more on her lips. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies crashing together, their ragged pants, her own helpless, high-pitched moans. She could feel the tension building again, a miraculous second climax coiling deep within her, fed by his sheer dominance and the sheer debauchery of the act.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his pace becoming erratic. “Come for me again.”

It was all the permission she needed. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a series of sharp, convulsive waves that clenched tightly around his thrusting length. Her cry was muffled by the comforter. He followed her over, driving into her one last, final time with a guttural shout, his own release pulsing deep inside her in hot, claiming spurts.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. He slowly pulled out, and Kellie collapsed onto her side, boneless and utterly spent. Mia lay beside her, looking equally ravaged and serene. They dressed in a silent, dazed haze, their movements slow. Kellie’s mind was reeling, trying to process the abandon, the pure, raw pleasure of what had just happened.

Jack fastened his trousers, that same confident smirk back on his face. “You’re both amazing,” he said, his voice back to its smooth, controlled tone. “I’d like to see you two again before we dock.”

Kellie met Mia’s gaze, seeing her own stunned desire reflected there. She looked back at Jack, a slow smile spreading across her own well-kissed lips.

8 - AN INVITATION AT THE RESTAURANT

MFF / BDSM / Wealthy / Group Sex / Threesome / Flogging / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Dildo / PIV Sex

The clatter of fine china and the low hum of conversation were the only sounds Allie usually noticed, but tonight, her entire world had narrowed to the magnetic pull of the man at table seven. His gaze, a cool, assessing blue, had been tracking her all evening. He was handsome in a severe, expensive way, his suit costing more than her car. The woman beside him, Jade, was his perfect counterpart—all sharp cheekbones and amused, dark eyes that seemed to know a secret everyone else was desperate to learn.

Allie’s hand trembled slightly as she set down their dessert plates. “The chef’s mint chocolate torte,” she announced, her voice thinner than she intended.

“Thank you, Allie,” the man said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her. He’d asked for her name an hour ago. “I’m Gabriel. And this captivating vision is my wife, Jade.”

He held her gaze a moment too long, a smile playing on his lips. “You have the most remarkable eyes. Has anyone ever told you that?”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She clutched the empty tray to her chest like a shield. “I… thank you, sir.”

Jade laughed, a sound like shattering crystal. “Oh, don’t ‘sir’ him, darling. It only encourages him.” She took a delicate sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Allie’s flushed face. “The real question is, does the compliment intrigue you? Or does it make you want to run?”

Allie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t in the employee handbook. “I’m… not sure.”

Jade’s smile widened. She leaned forward, her perfume—something dark and floral—washing over Allie. “What if we were to offer you something… more intriguing? An invitation. My husband is quite taken, and I must admit, I see the appeal.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air between them. “Would you be interested in joining us tonight? The three of us?”

Allie’s mind went completely, utterly blank. Then, a surge of something hot and forbidden shot through her, a thrill so potent it stole her breath. She wasn’t a risk-taker, but the hunger in Gabriel’s eyes and the wicked promise in Jade’s was a siren call she couldn’t ignore. She gave one shaky, decisive nod.

—

That evening, a sleek black car idled at the curb. Gabriel held the door open for her, and she slid into the plush interior, her waitress uniform traded for a simple dress that suddenly felt inadequate. He drove them to a part of the city she’d only seen in magazines, to a gated mansion that looked more like a museum.

Jade greeted them at the door, having changed into a stunning, backless crimson gown that hugged her every curve. “Welcome,” she purred, taking Allie’s hand. Her touch was electric. “Let’s skip the tedious small talk.”

She led them down a hallway to a door that opened into a room that made Allie’s knees weak. It was a plush, dimly lit paradise dominated by a massive bed, but her eyes were drawn to the walls. They were lined with shelves, each holding an array of implements she’d only ever read about. Floggers, cuffs, paddles, and toys of every conceivable shape and size gleamed under the soft lighting.

“Our playroom,” Gabriel said from behind her, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders. “Do you like it?”

Allie could only nod, her mouth dry. She was terrified. She was mesmerized.

“Good,” Jade said. In one fluid motion, she undid the clasp of her gown and let it pool at her feet. She was breathtakingly naked, her body toned and perfect.

Gabriel shrugged off his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt, his intent clear.

Jade stepped close to Allie. “Now you. Everything off.”

Her fingers trembling, Allie complied. The dress slipped down, her bra followed, her panties joined the pile on the floor. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air, a flush creeping down her chest.

Jade didn’t touch her. Not yet. Instead, she selected a flogger from the wall, the soft leather tails whispering as she ran them through her hand. “Such lovely, untouched skin.”

The first strike was a surprise. A sharp, stinging crack across her shoulder blades that made her gasp. Then another, lower on her back. The pain was bright and hot, but it was followed immediately by a warm, tingling thrum that spread through her muscles, melting her anxiety away. She let out a soft moan.

Jade handed the flogger to Gabriel. “Your turn, my love.”

His strikes were different. Harder. More deliberate. Each one landed with a heavy thud that shuddered through her entire frame. A yelp was torn from her throat—a raw sound of pain that twisted seamlessly into pleasure. Her skin was on fire, her nerves singing, a deep, wanton ache beginning to pulse between her legs.

“On the bed. On your back,” Jade commanded, her voice husky.

Allie obeyed, sinking into the impossibly soft duvet. She was lost in a haze of sensation, her body no longer entirely her own. Jade settled between her legs, her dark hair trailing over Allie’s thighs. And then her mouth was there.

Oh, god.

It wasn’t tentative or gentle. It was claiming. Jade’s tongue lashed her clit with expert precision, flicking and sucking until Allie was arching off the bed, her fingers tangling in the sheets. She could hear the soft, slick sounds, could feel the coarse texture of Gabriel’s trousers as he knelt beside her, his hand slowly stroking his thick, hard cock as he watched his wife devour her.

He bent down, his mouth capturing one of her nipples, sucking it deep, his tongue circling the taut peak while his teeth grazed it just enough to make her cry out. The dual assault was overwhelming. Jade’s relentless mouth on her clit, Gabriel’s on her breast—she was being consumed from both ends, pleasure coiling tight and desperate in her core.

Jade pulled away, leaving her throbbing and wet. Allie whimpered at the loss. “Please…”

“So eager,” Jade laughed, selecting a sleek, black vibrator. She flicked it on, a low buzz filling the air, and traced it up Allie’s inner thigh. She teased around her soaked folds, circling her entrance, dancing near her aching clit but never quite touching it. Allie bucked her hips, begging wordlessly. “You have to say it, darling.”

“Please! Please, I need it. Please let me come.”

Gabriel handed Jade a large, realistic dildo. “Use this on her. Stretch her for me.”

Jade coated the toy with glistening lube and without warning, pressed the broad head against Allie’s entrance. She pushed slowly, inexorably, filling her up, stretching her in a way that made Allie see stars. Jade worked it in and out, a steady, deep rhythm that rubbed against a spot inside her that had her clawing at the bed.

Then Gabriel was moving, positioning himself between her legs, pushing the toy aside. He replaced the silicone with the hot, velvety steel of his own cock. He slid into her in one smooth, devastating thrust, seating himself to the hilt. Allie screamed, the fullness beyond anything she’d ever known.

Jade didn’t miss a beat. She straddled Allie’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto Allie’s mouth. “Eat me,” she commanded. “Make me come while he fucks you.”

The world dissolved into sensation. The taste of Jade, musky and sweet, on her tongue. The pounding rhythm of Gabriel’s hips, his groans filling the room. The slap of skin on skin. Allie lapped at Jade’s clit, mimicking what had felt so good, spurred on by Jade’s grinding hips and gasped encouragement.

Jade came first. A guttural cry was torn from her throat as her body shuddered, her juices gushing into Allie’s waiting mouth. The convulsions against her tongue were the final trigger. Allie’s own orgasm detonated, a violent, crashing wave that clenched around Gabriel’s pumping cock. Her vision whited out as she cried out, the vibrations muffled against Jade’s core.

Gabriel growled, driving into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside her with a hot, pulsing rush.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Jade climbed off, her movements languid. She knelt between Allie’s splayed legs again, but this time, she lowered her head. Allie felt the soft swipe of a tongue, cleaning Gabriel’s release from her, gathering it. Jade rose up, her lips glistening, and leaned down to kiss Allie deeply, sharing the taste of him, of them, of everything.

She pulled back, a wicked, satisfied gleam in her eye. Her thumb stroked Allie’s cheek. “So. Was that a satisfactory first time?”

“It was… amazing,” Allie whispered, her heart racing. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but she knew one thing: she wanted more.

9 - LINGERIE, LUST, AND LUXURY

MFFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Lingerie / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“Do you like it?” Jeff’s voice was low, dripping with a confidence that made Rainey’s stomach flip.

She stood there, red lace clinging to her skin, her breath shallow as she caught her reflection in the mirror. The lingerie was perfect—seductive, daring, and just a little bit dangerous.

She glanced over at Melissa and Honey, who were already slipping into their own sets of red lace. Melissa’s long legs seemed to go on forever, and Honey’s curves were accentuated in ways that made Rainey feel both self-conscious and oddly empowered.

“I… I do,” Rainey finally managed, her voice trembling slightly.

She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, but there was something about Jeff’s presence that made her feel like she belonged here, in this moment, in this room.

Jeff leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “You look stunning,” he murmured, his hand resting lightly on her hip.

Rainey’s skin prickled with anticipation. She could feel the heat radiating from him, and it made her heart race.

—

The scene hadn’t started like this. Just a few hours ago, Rainey had been folding sweaters in the women’s section of the department store, her mind wandering as she counted down the minutes until her shift ended.

Then he walked in.

Jeff was tall, with sharp features and a smile that seemed to light up the room. He was dressed impeccably—a tailored suit that screamed wealth and confidence. Rainey had seen plenty of wealthy customers before, but there was something different about Jeff. He carried himself like he owned the world, and for a moment, Rainey felt like he owned her too.

“Hi,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “I’m looking for some lingerie.”

Rainey blinked, surprised. It wasn’t often that a man came in alone to shop for lingerie, especially one as confident as Jeff. “Of course,” she said, managing a smile. “Follow me.”

She led him to the lingerie section, her heart pounding as she watched him browse the racks. He picked out several outfits—black lace, silk chemises, and finally, three sets of red lace that seemed to make his eyes gleam with approval.

“What do you think?” he asked, holding up one of the red sets.

His gaze was intense, and Rainey felt her cheeks flush. “It’s… nice,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeff chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Nice? I was hoping for something a little more enthusiastic.”

Rainey felt her face grow even hotter. “I mean, it’s beautiful. Red is… sexy.”

Jeff’s grin widened. “That’s more like it.” He added the red lingerie to his pile, then turned to her with a look that made her stomach do somersaults. “You know, you’d look nice in one of these outfits. I was wondering… would you like to hang out sometime?”

Rainey hesitated. She didn’t usually give out her number to customers, but there was something about Jeff that made her throw caution to the wind. “Sure,” she said, pulling out her phone.

The rest of her shift passed in a blur, her mind racing with thoughts of Jeff and what hanging out with him might entail. Just as she was clocking out, her phone buzzed. It was him.

“I’m outside,” he said, his voice even more enticing over the phone. “Come out when you’re ready.”

Rainey grabbed her coat and headed out of the store, her heart pounding with anticipation. When she saw the sleek, black sports car idling at the curb, her breath caught in her throat. Jeff was in the driver’s seat, and in the back sat two of the most stunning women Rainey had ever seen.

“Rainey, meet Melissa and Honey,” Jeff said, nodding toward the backseat. “They’re… friends.”

Rainey climbed into the front seat, her nerves buzzing as they drove to Jeff’s house. It was a sprawling mansion, with floor-to-ceiling windows and a backyard that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The women settled in the living room, and Jeff disappeared to get drinks, leaving Rainey alone with Melissa and Honey.

“So… what’s Jeff like?” Rainey asked, trying to sound casual.

Honey smiled, her red lips curving into a knowing grin. “He’s amazing. Wealthy, connected, and he has a way of making things happen. You’re lucky he picked you.”

Rainey felt a thrill of excitement. She didn’t know what she’d gotten herself into, but she knew she didn’t want to get out.

When Jeff returned with the drinks, the mood shifted. He handed each of them a glass of champagne, then pulled out the red lingerie from earlier.

“I want to see you in these,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

Rainey’s heart raced as she followed Melissa and Honey into the bathroom to change. The red lace felt even more luxurious against her skin now, and she couldn’t help but admire how it hugged her curves.

When they returned to the living room, Jeff’s eyes lit up with approval. “You all look incredible,” he said, his gaze lingering on Rainey.

Then Melissa and Honey started kissing, their lips moving together in a way that made Rainey’s cheeks flush. Jeff stepped closer to her, his hand sliding around her waist as he leaned in to kiss her. His lips were warm and insistent, and Rainey felt herself melting into him.

His fingers slipped beneath the lace of her panties, teasing her as he kissed her neck. Rainey gasped, her knees going weak as his fingers found her clit.

“Jeff,” she moaned, her voice barely audible.

He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his fingers still working their magic. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice husky with desire.

Rainey’s breath hitched as he unhooked her bra, his lips immediately finding her nipples. She could see Melissa and Honey out of the corner of her eye, now completely naked and watching them with hungry eyes.

“Honey,” Jeff called, his voice commanding. “Come here.”

Honey obeyed immediately, kneeling in front of Rainey and pressing her lips to Rainey’s pussy. Rainey moaned as Honey’s tongue flicked her clit, her hands gripping Jeff’s shoulders for support.

Jeff watched with a look of pure satisfaction, his hand moving to his own cock as he stroked himself in rhythm with Honey’s movements.

“Harder,” he instructed, and Honey obeyed, her tongue working Rainey’s clit with relentless precision.

“Oh, God,” Rainey gasped, her body trembling as she came undone.

Jeff didn’t give her time to recover. He lifted her legs over his shoulders, positioning himself at her entrance before thrusting into her with a groan.

“Yes,” Rainey moaned, her back arching as he filled her completely.

Melissa climbed onto the couch, straddling Rainey’s face and lowering herself onto Rainey’s tongue. Rainey moaned against Melissa’s clit, her own pleasure building with every thrust of Jeff’s cock.

“Fuck,” Melissa gasped, her hips grinding against Rainey’s mouth as she came.

Jeff’s rhythm faltered, and Rainey knew he was close. She tightened around him, urging him to finish.

“Rainey,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her one last time before he came inside her.

The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing and satisfied moans. Rainey lay there, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, her mind racing with the realization that her life had just changed forever.

Then Jeff whispered, his voice low and promising, “This is just the beginning, Rainey. I’m going to make all your dreams come true. But first…” he trailed off, his hand reaching out to stroke her cheek.

“Yes?” Rainey whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “I want your ass.”

Her heart skipped a beat, and she opened her mouth to respond, but Jeff was already moving, his hands sliding down her body with a possessive intensity that made her shiver.

“Jeff,” she breathed, her voice barely audible, but he didn’t stop.

His lips found hers, hard and demanding, as he flipped her onto her stomach, his fingers digging into her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

Rainey gasped as she felt his cock pressed against her asshole. He entered her slowly, his cock filling her ass completely. She gripped the edge of the couch, her body arching to meet his thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming, and she could feel herself climbing toward another climax.

Before she could catch her breath, Jeff growled, “You’re mine now, Rainey.”

She moaned, her body trembling as he fucked her harder, his hands roaming over her body possessively. The room spun around her, and she could hear Melissa and Honey watching, their voices mingling with her own moans.

Just as she was about to come again, Jeff pulled her hair, tilting her head back. “You’re so tight, Rainey,” he whispered in her ear.

Jeff thrusted harder and faster. Rainey felt her muscles clench as Jeff pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her body trembling with ecstasy. Jeff groaned, shooting his semen deep in her ass.

Finally, Jeff pulled back, leaving Rainey’s body slick with his cum. “I’m impressed, Rainey. I’d like to see you more often.”

Rainey smiled. “I can’t wait,” she murmured, her body still ringing with pleasure.

Honey caressed Rainey, giving her a gentle kiss. “Told you he was a good guy!”

10 - THE PARK RANGER’S PLEASURE

MFF / Age Gap / Public / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The amber glow of the setting sun filtered through the pine trees, casting long shadows across the empty picnic grounds. For Jeannie, it was the silent, familiar soundtrack of another day ending. Paperwork done. Gates locked. Just one final patrol. The crisp evening air carried the scent of damp earth and distant rain, a scent so routine it was like breathing in boredom itself. She walked the familiar path, her boots crunching on the gravel, her mind already on the microwave dinner waiting for her back at the ranger station.

A rustle. Not the skitter of a squirrel or the cautious step of a deer. This was something else. Something heavier. Deliberate. It came from a dense thicket of bushes just off the main path, near the old oak that couples sometimes carved their initials into.

Her ranger instincts kicked in, a flicker of something—not excitement, but duty—cutting through the monotony. “Hello?” she called out, her voice firm, authoritative. “The park is closed for the evening. You’ll need to vacate the area.”

The rustling stopped. Then, a low, husky laugh. A woman’s laugh. It was followed by a deeper, masculine murmur. Jeannie pushed a low-hanging branch aside, her rehearsed speech about park ordinances dying on her lips.

Oh.

On a rumpled wool blanket, half-hidden by the foliage, were two people. A man and a woman, both young, both gloriously, shamelessly nude. Their skin was slick with a light sheen of sweat, glowing in the dusky light. The woman was perched atop the man, her back arched, a cascade of dark hair tumbling down her spine. They weren’t just having sex; they were consumed by it, a living, breathing piece of erotic art that left Jeannie’s heart hammering against her ribs.

“I said… the park is closed,” Jeannie managed, her voice weaker now, a tremble in it she didn’t recognize.

The woman on top slowly turned her head. A slow, cat-like smile spread across her face. Her eyes, dark and glittering, locked onto Jeannie’s. “We know,” she purred. “We were just finishing up. But it looks like we have an audience.”

The man beneath her chuckled, not missing a stroke. He had a swimmer’s build, tousled sandy hair, and a gaze that was both lazy and intensely focused. On Jeannie.

Heat flooded Jeannie’s cheeks. “You need to leave. Now.”

“Or what?” the woman asked, her voice a teasing challenge. She dismounted from her partner with a fluid grace that was mesmerizing and stood up, not a shred of modesty in her. She took a step toward Jeannie. Then another. “You’ll write us a ticket?” Another step. She was close now, close enough for Jeannie to smell her—sex, sunshine, and jasmine. “My name is Asia. And that,” she said, nodding toward the man who was now sitting up, watching them with keen interest, “is Warren. We were just talking about how this view needed something… more.”

Asia’s fingers, surprisingly cool, touched the brass button of Jeannie’s ranger shirt. Jeannie’s breath hitched. This is insane. I should mace them. I should run. But her feet were rooted to the spot. The pad of Asia’s thumb brushed the skin revealed by the unbuttoned collar at her throat. A shiver, electric and unwanted, raced down Jeannie’s spine.

“What do you think, Warren?” Asia asked, never breaking eye contact with Jeannie. “Doesn’t our ranger look like she could use a little help… unwinding?”

Warren rose to his feet, his naked body a sculpture of lean muscle. He walked over, his erection leading the way, a testament to what they’d just been doing. He stopped right beside her, his heat radiating against her side. “I think she’s been wound too tight for too long,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Asia’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the rest of the buttons on Jeannie’s shirt. The pragmatic khaki uniform fell open, revealing her simple, serviceable bra. No. This is wrong. But the protest was a weak whisper in a mind suddenly roaring with a need she had buried for years. Asia’s hands pushed the shirt from her shoulders, and it fell to the forest floor.

Asia leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of Jeannie’s ear. “Just let go. We’ve got you.”

Those words, that permission, shattered the last of her resistance. A desperate, hungry sound escaped Jeannie’s throat as her hands, moving on their own volition, fumbled with the buckle of her belt. Warren helped, his own hands deft and sure, pushing her trousers and underwear down her thighs until she stood there, in her boots and bra, exposed to the cool evening air and their hungry eyes.

Warren guided her to her knees on the blanket. The rough wool was a stark contrast to the smooth, heated skin of his thigh. He threaded his fingers through her short, practical hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Look at you,” he breathed. “A goddess on her knees.”

Jeannie leaned forward, her eyes fluttering shut as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was velvety steel, tasting of salt and skin and him. She moaned around him, the vibration pulling a guttural groan from deep within Warren’s chest. She began to move, tentatively at first, then with a growing hunger she didn’t know she possessed. Her tongue swirled around the crown, her lips slid down his length, her world narrowing to this single, primal act of service and worship.

A warm body pressed against her back. Asia. Jeannie felt Asia’s nimble fingers unhook her bra, then her full, soft breasts were free, the cool air pebbling her nipples. Asia’s hands found them immediately, rolling, pinching, sending jolts of pure pleasure straight to Jeannie’s core, which was now throbbing in time with her heartbeat.

Warren’s hips began to piston gently, fucking her mouth. “So good… your mouth is fucking perfect…”

Suddenly, Asia was gone from her back. Jeannie opened her eyes, Warren’s cock still lodged deep in her throat, to see Asia lying on her back on the blanket next to them. She spread her legs, offering herself. Her gaze was heavy-lidded, invitation clear.

Warren pulled himself from Jeannie’s mouth with a soft pop. “Taste her,” he commanded, his voice thick. “She’s delicious.”

Jeannie didn’t need to be told twice. She crawled a few feet to Asia, her own need a blinding fire. She buried her face between Asia’s thighs. The scent was musky and rich, utterly intoxicating. Her tongue found Asia’s center, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her throbbing clit.

Asia cried out, her back bowing off the blanket. “Yes! Right there! Oh god, your tongue…”

Jeannie feasted. She licked and sucked, exploring every fold, driven by a frenzied need to hear more of those breathy moans. She could hear the slick, wet sound of Warren stroking himself as he watched, could feel his gaze on them, and it only made her work harder.

Strong hands rolled her onto her back. Warren was over her now, his weight settling between her legs. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, which was dripping, more than ready. He didn’t ask. He just pushed. In.

Jeannie gasped as he filled her in one long, smooth stroke, stretching her, claiming her. It had been so long, so very long, since she’d been full like this. He set a punishing, deep rhythm immediately, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Asia was there in an instant, hovering over her, capturing one of Jeannie’s nipples in her hot, wet mouth. She sucked hard, her tongue flicking the taut peak while Warren drove into her, over and over.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The pull on her nipple, the deep, rhythmic friction inside her. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, in her belly. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, her nails digging into Warren’s back. She was babbling, a stream of broken pleas and profanity. “Don’t stop… oh god, right there… please…”

Warren’s rhythm became erratic, frantic. With a roar that echoed in the quiet woods, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep as he came. Jeannie felt the hot, pulsing release flood her, and it was the final trigger for her own climax. It ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave of pleasure that left her trembling and gasping beneath him.

As Warren softened and slipped out of her, Asia was there again, moving down her body with a predator’s grace. Before Jeannie could even process her own orgasm, Asia’s mouth was on her, her tongue lapping at their combined wetness. She licked and suckled, drinking Warren’s release from her, her tongue zeroing in on Jeannie’s oversensitive clit.

The second climax struck without warning, sharper and more intense than the first. Jeannie’s body seized, a strangled cry torn from her throat as pure, undiluted ecstasy shattered her. Asia didn’t stop until the last tremor had subsided, until Jeannie lay boneless and spent on the blanket.

The forest was quiet again, save for their heavy breathing. Jeannie slowly sat up, her body humming, her mind a blissful blank. She gathered her clothes with trembling hands, pulling on the stiff uniform that now felt like a costume. The cool air was a shock against her feverish skin.

Warren and Asia were already dressed, looking as effortlessly cool as when she’d found them. Asia smiled, a genuine, warm thing. “We’re here most weekends. You should… look for us.”

Warren nodded, zipping his jeans. “It doesn’t have to be a one-time thing.”

Jeannie just shook her head, unable to form words. It was. It has to be. She turned and walked away, her legs still unsteady. But with every step that took her farther from the clearing, the memory of Warren’s thickness and Asia’s mouth burned brighter. She told herself it was a mistake, a lapse in judgment, a story she would never tell.

But as she reached the ranger station, the ghost of their touches still on her skin, a traitorous thought whispered. Next weekend, I’ll patrol the west loop first.

11 - A SISTERLY THREESOME
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The bass thumped through Jazzy’s chest, a rhythmic pulse that matched the frantic beat of her heart. Beside her, Mya laughed, tossing her dark curls over her shoulder as she sipped her cocktail. Another Friday night, another blur of noise and potential. That’s when he leaned against the bar next to them.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music. “I’ve been trying to decide which of you has the more dangerous smile.”

Jazzy felt a flush creep up her neck. His eyes, a startling shade of hazel, flickered between them, lingering just a moment too long on her, then on Mya. He was all sharp jawline and confident ease, a man who knew exactly the effect he had. His name was Stan.

Drinks appeared, courtesy of him. The conversation flowed, a tri-colored stream of flirtation where it was impossible to tell who the true target was. A light touch on Jazzy’s arm as he laughed at her joke. A whispered comment in Mya’s ear that made her giggle and blush. The tequila burned down Jazzy’s throat, but a hotter, sharper fire was igniting in her gut. Jealousy. It was a bitter, surprising taste every time he focused on her sister.

She watched his hand, large and capable, gesturing as he spoke, and she imagined it on her skin. Then she’d see it brush against Mya’s, and a possessive spike would lance through her. This was unsustainable.

Leaning close to Stan, the words tumbling out before she could stop them, she said, “Look. We both like you. A lot. And this… this choosing, this not-knowing… it’s creating a rivalry I don’t want.”

Stan’s smile was slow, deliberate. He looked from Jazzy’s determined face to Mya’s curious, slightly intoxicated one. “Who says I have to choose?” he asked, his tone conversational, as if he’d suggested a different brand of whiskey.

Jazzy’s breath hitched. Why can’t I have both? The implication hung in the air, thick and heavy and utterly intoxicating. Her mind raced. Never. I’ve never… She looked at Mya, a silent question in her eyes.

Mya’s lips curved into a wide, wicked grin. She gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. “We should try it,” she murmured, her voice husky.

The Uber ride was a blur of nervous energy and stolen glances. Stan’s apartment was minimalist, clean, dominated by a huge bed that seemed to swallow the room. The point of no return, Jazzy thought, her pulse hammering in her wrists, between her legs.

Stan didn’t waste time. He stood before them, his gaze dark with intent. With a deliberate slowness, he unbuttoned his jeans, pushed them down, and freed himself.

A sharp, shared gasp cut the air. He was big, thick and long and already fully erect. The sight was a command. Almost in unison, Jazzy and Mya sank to their knees on the plush rug.

Jazzy went first, her fingers trembling as she wrapped them around the base, feeling the hot, velvety steel of him. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing the broad head, tasting a single, salty drop. A low groan rumbled in Stan’s chest.

Mya watched, her own breath coming in short pants, before she gently nudged Jazzy aside. “My turn,” she whispered, and took him deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing.

They found a rhythm, a silent, sinful collaboration. Jazzy would lick and suck his length while Mya focused on the head, then they’d switch, their hands exploring his muscular thighs, his tight abdomen. The only sounds were Stan’s ragged breathing and the wet, slick sounds of their mouths worshiping him.

“Now you,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Get naked. I want to see you both.”

Clothes were shed in a frantic, eager tangle of limbs and fabric. They stood before him, two very different forms: Jazzy, petite and pale, her pink nipples already pebbled hard; Mya, taller, curvier, her skin a smooth cocoa.

Stan guided Jazzy onto the bed, looming over her. He lowered his mouth to her breast, and oh god, his tongue was fire. He didn’t just suckle; he devoured, laving one nipple while his thumb rolled the other, sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure straight to her core. She arched her back, a moan ripped from her throat. Through hazy, half-closed eyes, she saw Mya watching, one hand trailing down her own stomach, captivated.

Then his head traveled lower, down the quivering plane of her abdomen. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, and his breath was hot on her most intimate skin. The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out. He ate her pussy with a relentless, expert hunger, licking and sucking her clit until she was writhing, her fingers tangled in his hair, begging for a release that was coiling tight and desperate inside her.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He turned to Mya. “Your turn. On your hands and knees.”

Mya moved with an eager grace, presenting herself to him. Stan knelt behind her, his hands grasping her hips. He buried his face between her ass cheeks, feasting on her from behind. Jazzy watched, mesmerized, as her sister’s body bucked and shuddered under the assault, her moans filling the room. So this is what she looks like… The thought was dizzying.

Then Stan positioned himself. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried his entire length inside Mya. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound of pure ecstasy. He fucked her hard, each driving push making her entire body jolt forward. The slap of skin on skin was a brutal, erotic metronome. Jazzy could only watch, her own body aching with need, as Mya’s climax tore through her, her inner muscles clenching around him as he plunged deep.

He withdrew, glistening and immense. His hazel eyes, now black with lust, found Jazzy. “Now you.”

He was on her in an instant, his weight a delicious anchor. He kissed her, and she could taste herself and her sister on his lips, a forbidden cocktail that sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head pressing against her wetness. He pushed in, and the stretch was exquisite, a perfect, breathtaking fullness.

He started to move, a deep, steady rhythm that quickly turned frantic. Each thrust was a claim, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her nails dug into his back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, deeper. The pleasure built, a screaming tension that shattered without warning. Her orgasm rolled through her in violent, endless waves, her inner walls fluttering wildly around his driving cock.

Feeling her climax, Stan’s control broke. With a final, guttural groan, he plunged into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat and breathless.

After a long moment, they untangled themselves. In a silent, understanding daze, Jazzy and Mya gathered their clothes and got dressed. They exchanged numbers with a sated, smiling Stan, a silent promise hanging in the air.

As the apartment door clicked shut behind them, the cool night air hit Jazzy’s face. She looked at her sister. Mya’s eyes met hers, and they both burst into soft, incredulous laughter, a new, unbreakable thread of shared secrets binding them together.

12 - AN ISLAND THREESOME

MFF / BDSM / Kissing / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex / Blowjob

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Jessica’s Training by Brandi Moore:

The tropical breeze carried the scent of salt and flowers into the luxurious hotel suite as Jessica stood on the balcony, her blonde hair catching the warm glow of the setting sun. Her blue eyes sparkled with excitement as she looked out over the turquoise ocean. Inside the room, Cole lounged on the plush sofa, his commanding presence filling the space. His dark eyes watched her with a predatory gleam, a faint smirk playing on his lips. She could feel his gaze on her, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

"Come here, Jessica," he said in that low, commanding voice that always made her knees weak. She obeyed immediately, crossing the room to stand before him. He reached out, his fingers trailing up her bare arm, sending tingles through her skin. "I have a surprise for you."

Before she could ask what he meant, there was a knock at the door. Cole rose to answer it, leaving Jessica standing there, her heart pounding with curiosity. When he returned, he wasn’t alone. A stunning woman with long, dark hair and almond-shaped eyes followed him into the room. She wore a sleek black dress that clung to her curves, and her lips curved into a knowing smile.

"Jessica, this is Melani," Cole said, his voice smooth and confident. "She’s going to join us tonight."

Jessica’s breath caught in her throat. The thought of sharing Cole with another woman made her stomach twist, but the way he looked at her—so expectant, so dominant—let her know it was going to be okay. Melani stepped closer, her perfume intoxicatingly sweet.

"You’re beautiful," Jessica whispered, her cheeks flushing as she met Melani’s gaze.

"So are you," Melani replied, her voice soft but sultry. She reached out, brushing a strand of Jessica’s hair behind her ear. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through Jessica’s body.

"Kiss her," Cole commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jessica hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her lips meeting Melani’s in a tentative kiss. The moment their mouths touched, something inside Jessica ignited. Melani’s lips were soft and teasing, and Jessica found herself deepening the kiss, her hands sliding up to tangle in Melani’s hair. The taste of her was intoxicating—sweet and forbidden.

Cole watched intently, his hand slipping beneath his waistband as he began stroking himself. The sound of his low growl of approval spurred Jessica on. She moaned into Melani’s mouth as the other woman’s hands moved to the straps of Jessica’s dress, slipping them off her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her exposed in nothing but a delicate lace bra and panties.

Melani stepped back for a moment, her eyes raking over Jessica’s body with appreciation. Then she leaned in again, her lips trailing down Jessica’s neck to her collarbone. Jessica gasped as Melani’s mouth found her nipple through the thin fabric of her bra, sucking gently at first, then harder. The sensation was overwhelming, and Jessica’s legs trembled as heat pooled between her thighs.

"Take off your clothes," Cole instructed Melani, his voice thick with desire.

Melani obeyed without hesitation, peeling off her dress to reveal a body that looked like it had been sculpted by the gods. Her breasts were full and firm, her waist narrow, and her hips curvaceous. Jessica couldn’t take her eyes off her.

"On the bed," Cole said, pointing to the large, king-sized bed in the center of the room.

Jessica climbed onto the bed, her body trembling with anticipation. Melani followed, settling between Jessica’s legs. She leaned down, her breath warm against Jessica’s inner thigh as she pressed a soft kiss there. Jessica’s hips bucked instinctively, and she let out a moan as Melani’s tongue dipped lower, licking a slow, torturous path to her core.

The moment Melani’s mouth closed over Jessica’s clit, she cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure radiated through her body. Melani’s tongue was relentless, flicking and swirling in just the right ways to drive Jessica wild. She felt like she was being consumed by the heat of it, her entire world narrowing to the sensations between her legs.

Cole watched with rapt attention, his hand moving faster on his cock as he took in the sight of Jessica writhing beneath Melani’s skilled mouth. Then he reached into a drawer beside the bed and pulled out a large, realistic dildo.

"Use this," he said, handing it to Melani.

Melani took it without breaking contact with Jessica’s pussy, her lips and tongue continuing to work their magic as she slicked the dildo with Jessica’s juices. Then she positioned it at Jessica’s entrance and pushed in slowly, stretching her open.

Jessica gasped, her back arching off the bed as the thick length filled her. Melani began to move it in and out with a steady rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Jessica’s body. The combination of Melani’s mouth on her clit and the dildo plunging deep inside her was too much to handle.

"I—I’m going to cum!" Jessica cried out, her body tightening as the orgasm crashed over her. Her cries echoed through the room as she came hard, her pussy clenching around the dildo.

Cole groaned loudly, unable to resist any longer. He pulled Melani up onto her knees and positioned himself behind her, his cock sliding into her wet pussy with ease. Jessica watched in awe as he fucked Melani with deep, powerful strokes, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

"Oh God," Melani moaned, pushing back against him as he drove into her again and again.

Jessica felt a surge of something unexpected—not jealousy, but arousal. She loved watching Cole lose control like this, loved knowing that he was enjoying himself just as much as she had. She wanted him to have this.

When Cole finally pulled out, his cock glistening with Melani’s juices, he turned to Jessica. "Suck me," he ordered.

She didn’t hesitate. Dropping to her knees in front of him, she took his thick length into her mouth, tasting Melani on him. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked him hard.

"Fuck, yes," Cole growled, his hands tangling in her hair as he thrust into her mouth.

It didn’t take long before he was coming, his cum spurting onto her face as she continued to suck and lick every drop from him. When he finally pulled away, Jessica looked up at him with a satisfied smile, feeling completely spent but utterly content.

Cole paid Melani handsomely before she left, leaving him and Jessica alone in the room. As they lay together later that night, Jessica couldn’t help but feel that this vacation had brought them closer than ever.

13 - DONNA’S ASSISTANCE

MFF / BDSM / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Chandra’s Salvation by Brandi Moore:

The limousine’s arrival was a silent, ominous event. From her perch on the silk settee in Jasper’s study, Chandra watched the black vehicle glide up the driveway, its windows tinted into voids. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum mimicking the fear she’d lived with for years. Jasper’s hand, warm and impossibly steady, settled on the nape of her neck. His touch, a brand of ownership so different from Scar’s. It didn’t steal her breath; it steadied it.

“Ready?” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

She nodded, unable to form words. The car door opened, and Donna emerged, a silhouette of frayed denim and defiance against the oppressive grandeur of the mansion. She looked small, her eyes wide as she took in the impossible house, her posture rigid with a street-hardened wariness.

Jasper met her at the door, playing his part of the anonymous, wealthy client to perfection. Chandra waited, her palms damp. When he led Donna into the study, the other woman’s sharp, assessing gaze swept the room before landing on her. The recognition was instant, and the air crackled.

Donna’s face, once a mirror of Chandra’s own struggles, contorted in fury. “You?” she spat, the word laced with venom. “You stupid bitch. You left. He’s been making us miserable since you ran. We’re all paying for it.”

Chandra flinched, but Jasper’s presence at her back was a wall. “He doesn’t care about you, Donna. He never did. He only cares about the money we bring in.”

“And you think this is better?” Donna gestured wildly at the opulent room, her laugh harsh. “Trading one rich asshole for another?”

“This isn’t a trade,” Jasper said, his voice cutting through the tension like a blade. He moved to stand beside Chandra, a united front. “This is a rescue. And we need your help to make sure Scar can never hurt anyone again.”

The argument that followed was a whirlwind of hissed fears and desperate logic. They laid out the plan, the district attorney, the chance for a real life. Donna’s anger slowly bled away, replaced by a terrifying, fragile hope. The hard shell she wore began to fracture, revealing the terrified woman beneath. When she finally nodded, a single tear tracing a path through her makeup, the atmosphere in the room shifted irrevocably.

Jasper’s eyes darkened with a new intensity. “Good,” he purred, the word full of promise and command. He looked between them, a predator assessing his treasures. “Now, let's have some fun. I want to see you together. Kiss her, Chandra.”

The command sent a jolt straight to her core. She turned to Donna, whose eyes were now wide with a mix of shock and awakening curiosity. There was no hesitation, only the slow, inexorable pull of a new kind of freedom. Chandra closed the distance, her lips meeting Donna’s in a kiss that was tentative at first, a ghost of their shared past. Then Donna’s mouth opened under hers, and it became something else entirely—a hungry, desperate exploration. The taste of cheap mint gum and fear slowly gave way to something warmer, sweeter.

Chandra heard the soft rustle of fabric, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. She broke the kiss, both women turning to look. Jasper had freed his erection, his hand slowly stroking the impressive, thick length of him. He was watching them, his gaze hot and heavy, and the sheer carnality of the sight made Chandra’s knees weak.

“Now the clothes,” he instructed, his voice rough. “I want to see all of you.”

Their hands, now allies, worked quickly. Denim and silk pooled on the floor until they stood bare under the low light, their skin pebbling in the cool air. Donna’s body was familiar, a landscape of sharp angles and soft curves that Chandra had seen in countless cramped, dirty rooms, but here, in the plush glory of Jasper’s bedroom, it was like seeing her for the first time. They moved to the vast bed, the sheets cool against Chandra’s feverish skin.

Jasper followed, a dominant shadow. He pushed Chandra’s thighs apart, his breath hot on her inner skin. His tongue, flat and demanding, lashed her clit once, twice, a lightning strike of pure sensation that made her back arch off the bed. A moan was torn from her throat just as Donna lowered her mouth to Chandra’s breast, her tongue circling a nipple before drawing it deep, suckling hard. The dual assault was overwhelming, pleasure arcing from two points of contact, meeting in the middle of her body in a building storm.

“Donna,” Chandra gasped, her fingers tangling in the other woman’s hair. “Your turn. Let me…”

Understanding flashed in Donna’s eyes. With a fluid, graceful movement she straddled Chandra’s face, lowering her hips until her wet, heated center was poised above Chandra’s mouth. Chandra didn’t hesitate. She licked a long, slow stripe through Donna’s folds, savoring her musky, intimate taste. Donna cried out, her hips jerking forward, grinding against Chandra’s mouth as her own head fell back in ecstasy.

Chandra was lost in the taste and feel of Donna, in the relentless, expert flicking of Jasper’s tongue on her own clit, when she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him at her entrance. She moaned against Donna’s core, the vibration wringing a shuddering gasp from the woman above her. Then Jasper pushed, filling her in one long, devastating stroke that stole the air from her lungs. He was so deep, stretching her exquisitely, claiming her completely.

He established a rhythm, each powerful thrust rocking her body into Donna’s, creating a chain reaction of pleasure. Chandra focused her world down to two points: the slick, rhythmic plunging of Jasper inside her, and the taste of Donna’s climax building on her tongue. She licked and sucked Donna’s swollen clit, feeling the woman’s thighs tighten around her head, hearing her choked, breathless pleas.

The coil in her own belly wound tighter and tighter, pulled taut by Jasper’s pistoning hips and the knowledge that she was giving Donna this, giving her a pleasure Scar had only ever stolen. The room was a symphony of their sounds: skin slapping against skin, ragged moans, the wet, hungry sounds of mouth on flesh.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Donna’s warning was a broken sob.

It was the final trigger. Chandra’s orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic shock that radiated out from her core, clamping down around Jasper’s thrusting cock in waves of intense, pulsing bliss. Her cry was muffled against Donna, who moments later convulsed above her, her own release raining down on Chandra’s tongue.

Jasper’s rhythm fractured. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, sudden flood of his release filling her, the intimate pulse of his pleasure syncing with the last aftershocks of her own. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, for a long, breathless moment before slowly pulling out.

They collapsed into a heap of sated, trembling limbs. Donna rolled off, breathing heavily. Jasper moved to stand beside the bed, his gaze possessive, satisfied. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

It was Donna who moved first. Her eyes, dark and hungry, were fixed on the slick evidence of Jasper’s possession trickling from Chandra. Without a word, she slid down the bed, lowered her head between Chandra’s still-quivering thighs, and licked a long, slow, deliberate strip through her folds, collecting their combined taste. She moaned, a sound of pure, decadent pleasure, as she savored it.

“We’ll talk to the DA first thing,” Jasper stated, his voice once again the calm center of the storm. “Donna, you’ll stay here tonight. You’re safe now.”

Donna lifted her head, her lips glistening, a new, fierce loyalty shining in her eyes. She looked from Jasper to Chandra, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Okay,” she whispered. “Okay.”

14 - A SPECIAL GUEST

MFF / BDSM / Whipping / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

The late afternoon sun was a heavy, golden blanket, and Callie let it soak into her skin. Stretched on a lounger by the infinity pool, the cool water lapping at the edge, she marveled at the silent, opulent expanse of Dr. Rhett Carver’s estate. This is my life now. The thought was a heady cocktail of disbelief and triumph. A month ago, she was just his English student, scribbling notes about post-modernism. Now, she was the live-in lover of the most powerful, intoxicating man she had ever known.

His voice cut through the tranquil silence, smooth and authoritative, from the open patio door. “Callie. The playroom. Now.”

A shiver, entirely separate from the sun’s warmth, raced down her spine. It was a command, not a request, and the familiar thrill of submission coiled low in her belly. She stood, her sheer cover-up doing little to shield her from his intense gaze as she followed him inside.

The playroom was not what a stranger might expect. It was elegant, tasteful, but the tools of pleasure and pain that lined the walls left no doubt as to its purpose. And there, standing near a large, upholstered bench at the center of the room, was Aimee. Callie’s breath hitched. The woman from Nick’s party. Her sleek red hair and confident smile were unforgettable.

Rhett’s hand settled on the small of Callie’s back, a possessive, grounding weight. “I thought we’d have a guest tonight. I trust you’ll be a good hostess.”

Aimee’s smile widened. “Hello again, Callie.”

“Remove your swimsuit,” Rhett instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Callie’s fingers, slightly trembling, went to the ties of her bikini. The fabric fell away, puddling at her feet, and the cool air pebbled her skin. She stood naked before them, exposed, her heart hammering against her ribs. Aimee, with a practiced ease, shed her own simple dress, revealing a body just as toned and beautiful as Callie remembered.

“Over the bench,” Rhett said. “Both of you.”

They obeyed, bending over the padded leather, their bodies presented. Callie heard the soft sound of a drawer opening, then the distinct, terrifying whisper of leather being lifted. The whip.

“Aimee first.”

The first crack was sharp, precise. Aimee jolted, a gasp tearing from her lips that quickly melted into a low, deep moan. A red stripe bloomed across the perfect curve of her ass. Another crack, another stripe parallel to the first. Aimee pressed her hips down against the bench, her back arching, a litany of pleasured sounds filling the room. She loves this, Callie realized, a strange mix of fear and arousal twisting inside her. And I think I do, too.

Then it was her turn. She squeezed her eyes shut, bracing.

The first strike was a line of pure, incandescent fire across her own skin. She cried out, a sharp yelp of surprise and pain that was instantly, inexplicably, followed by a wave of blinding pleasure. The sting was exquisite, a sharp focus that obliterated every other thought. The second lash crossed the first, and her vision blurred. The pain didn’t fade; it transformed, heating her blood, pooling into a desperate, aching throb between her legs. She was panting, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench.

“Beautiful,” Rhett murmured, his voice thick with appreciation. “Now, Callie. Show Aimee how grateful you are for her visit. Taste her.”

Her body moved on autopilot, fueled by a need to please him. She knelt on the soft rug behind Aimee. The scent of their arousal was already thick in the air. She leaned in, her tongue finding Aimee’s heated, swollen center. Aimee gasped and bucked against her mouth. Callie laved her, exploring the delicate folds, finding the hard nub of her clit and circling it with a focused precision she didn’t know she possessed.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Rhett. He had freed his cock, thick and erect, and was stroking himself slowly, his eyes dark and fixed on the scene before him. He’s enjoying the show. The thought sent a fresh jolt of power through her.

“Sixty-nine,” he commanded, his voice rough.

They rearranged themselves on the floor, a tangled, eager mess of limbs. Callie straddled Aimee’s face, lowering her own throbbing sex onto the woman’s waiting mouth. The moment Aimee’s tongue found her, Callie cried out, the sensation almost too much after the heightened sensitivity of the whip. She returned the favor, diving back into Aimee’s sweetness, the two of them moving in a hungry, synchronized rhythm.

The world narrowed to the slick, frantic motion of their mouths, the muffled moans, the scent of sex and sweat. The twin fires of pain and pleasure built into an unstoppable inferno. Callie felt the orgasm rip through Aimee first, a violent shudder and a guttural cry against her. It was the final push she needed. Her own climax detonated, a silent scream trapped in her throat as her body convulsed, waves of pure ecstasy washing over her until she collapsed, spent and trembling.

She rolled onto her back, breathing ragged, watching as Rhett moved with a predator’s grace. He mounted Aimee, driving into her with a powerful, primal rhythm. Callie expected a pang of jealousy, a territorial claim, but it never came. Instead, a profound, warm satisfaction filled her. This is his pleasure. And his pleasure is mine. She loved watching the raw power of him, the sheer enjoyment on his face.

When he was done with Aimee, he turned to her. His eyes were black with desire. “On your hands and knees, darling.”

She obeyed, presenting herself to him just as he’d taught her. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his cock sliding into her with one deep, sure thrust. She was so wet, so sensitive, every movement was amplified into a shuddering crescendo. He fucked her with a relentless, possessive intensity, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. She could hear his breathing grow ragged, felt his grip on her hips tighten to the point of pain.

“Callie,” he growled, a raw, unfiltered sound she’d never heard before.

He plunged deep, holding himself there as his release pulsed into her, hot and claiming. She felt him shudder, a final, powerful thrust that rocked her entire body.

Later, after Aimee had dressed and left with a soft, knowing smile, Rhett led Callie to their bedroom. He pulled a small, black velvet box from a drawer.

“I’m happy you’re here,” he said, his voice back to its usual controlled calm, though his eyes were soft. “You please me immensely.”

He opened the box. Nestled inside was a collar, elegant and severe. It was made of black leather, supple but strong, with a single, subtle platinum O-ring at the front.

He didn’t ask. He simply fastened it around her neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not tight, a constant, comforting pressure.

Callie reached up, her fingers tracing the smooth leather. A wide, unbidden smile spread across her face. It was a symbol. A claim. A belonging. It was everything she wanted.

“I love it,” she whispered, her voice full of reverence.

He smiled, a rare, genuine curl of his lips. “I know you do.”

15 - SHARING HER HUSBAND

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / Polyamory / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re sure about this?” Mason’s voice was low, his breath hot against Britta’s neck as his hands slid down her sides, fingers tracing the edge of her lace panties.

Britta tilted her head back, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered, “I’ve never been more sure.”

Mason’s hands paused, his grip tightening slightly. “And her?” he asked, his voice thick with curiosity and anticipation.

Britta glanced over her shoulder, her gaze locking with Violet’s. The other woman stood in the doorway of their bedroom, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her crimson lingerie clinging to her curves like it was painted on. The way Violet looked at her—hungry, daring, inviting—sent a shiver down Britta’s spine.

She turned back to Mason, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Her too.”

Mason’s breath hitched, his eyes darkening with desire. But Britta’s mind drifted back to how they’d gotten here, to the moment she’d decided to take the leap.

—

It had been a quiet evening, just the two of them, when Mason brought it up again. They were curled up on the couch, the soft glow of the TV casting shadows across the room. Mason’s fingers were absently tracing circles on her thigh, his touch familiar and comforting.

“You ever think about it?” he asked, his voice casual, but there was a weight to it that made Britta’s stomach flip.

She knew what he meant. They’d talked about it before—the threesome. It had been a fantasy of Mason’s for years, but Britta had always shut it down. The idea of sharing him with someone else, or even sharing herself with someone else, had felt too foreign, too risky. But something about the way he asked that night, the way his fingers stilled on her leg as if he was holding his breath, made her pause.

She turned to look at him, her brow furrowing. “Why now?”

Mason shrugged, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—hope, maybe? “I don’t know. I guess I just…I want us to try something new. Together.”

Britta chewed her lip, her mind racing. She loved Mason, more than anything, and the thought of denying him something he clearly wanted so badly made her chest ache. But could she do it? Could she really share him with someone else?

The next morning, she’d made the ad. “Couple seeking a woman for a night of passion. No strings, just fun.” The responses started pouring in almost immediately, but none of them felt right. Too eager, too detached, too…not quite what she was looking for.

And then Violet’s message came through.

Britta remembered opening it, her heart pounding as she read the words. “I’m curious. Let’s meet.” There was something about the way Violet wrote—confident, but not arrogant; playful, but not flippant—that drew Britta in.

When they finally met in person, it was like something clicked into place. Violet was stunning, of course, with her dark hair and piercing green eyes, but it was more than that. There was an ease about her, a warmth that made Britta feel like she could trust her.

They’d spent hours talking, getting to know each other, and by the time Mason came home, Britta was ready.

—

Now, here they were, the three of them standing in their bedroom, the air thick with tension and anticipation. Mason’s hands were on Britta’s hips, his touch firm but gentle, as if he was waiting for her to take the lead.

She did.

Britta stepped forward, closing the distance between herself and Violet. She reached out, her fingers brushing against the other woman’s cheek, and Violet leaned into the touch, her lips parting slightly.

“You’re beautiful,” Britta whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their breathing.

Violet’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment, and when they opened again, there was a spark of something in them—desire, maybe, or something deeper. “So are you,” Violet murmured, her hands coming up to rest on Britta’s waist.

Behind her, Mason let out a low groan, and Britta turned to look at him, her lips curving into a smile. “Come here,” she said, her voice firm now, and Mason didn’t hesitate.

He stepped forward, his hands finding Britta’s hips again as he pressed himself against her, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was hungry, urgent, desperate. Britta moaned into his mouth, her body arching into his, but then she felt Violet’s hands on her shoulders, and she broke the kiss, turning to face the other woman.

Violet’s lips were on hers before she could even think, the kiss softer but no less intense, and Britta let herself get lost in it. She could feel Mason’s hands on her, his fingers fumbling with the clasp of her bra, and then it was gone, the cool air brushing against her skin.

Violet’s hands followed, her touch gentle but deliberate as she traced the curves of Britta’s body, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her stomach, her ribs, the swell of her breasts. Britta’s breath hitched, her body trembling under the combined touch of her husband and this stranger who didn’t feel like a stranger at all.

Mason’s hands moved lower, sliding her panties down her legs, and Britta stepped out of them, her heart pounding in her chest. She was completely exposed now, but she didn’t feel self-conscious. If anything, she felt powerful.

Violet’s hands were on her again, guiding her toward the bed, and Britta let herself be led. She lay down, her body sinking into the soft mattress, and then Violet was on top of her, their lips meeting in a kiss that was electric. Mason was beside them, his hand resting on Britta’s thigh, his touch a constant reminder that he was there, that this was about them, about the three of them.

Violet’s lips moved lower, trailing kisses down Britta’s neck, her chest, her stomach, and Britta’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the other woman’s tongue flick against her skin.

“Oh god,” Britta moaned, her hands tangling in Violet’s hair as the other woman’s mouth found the sensitive skin between her thighs.

Mason’s hand moved higher, his fingers brushing against the wetness between Britta’s legs, and she let out a shuddering breath, her hips bucking against his touch.

“Look at her,” Mason murmured, his voice rough with desire, and Britta opened her eyes, her gaze meeting Violet’s.

The other woman’s lips were slick with Britta’s arousal, and the sight of it sent a jolt of white-hot pleasure through her. She could feel Mason’s fingers inside her now, moving in and out, in and out, and Violet’s tongue was right there, flicking against her clit, and it was all too much, too much—

“Britta,” Mason growled, his fingers stilling inside her, and she knew what he wanted.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation, and Mason shifted, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself between her legs. Britta’s heart was pounding, her body aching with need, and then Mason was inside her, filling her, and she let out a gasp, her hands clutching at the sheets as he began to move.

Violet’s lips were on hers again, their tongues tangling as Mason thrust into her, his pace fast, hard, unrelenting. Britta’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure, and she could feel herself teetering on the edge, her entire world narrowing down to the sensation of Mason inside her, Violet’s lips on hers, Violet’s hand between her legs—

“Come for me, Britta,” Mason growled, his voice rough with desire.

Britta’s body obeyed, her muscles tightening around him as pleasure exploded through her, her vision whiting out for a moment as she let out a cry of pure ecstasy.

Mason wasn’t far behind her, his body shuddering as he came inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he buried himself deep. Violet’s lips were on hers again, her tongue slipping into Britta’s mouth.

“Come here,” Britta gasped, tugging Violet’s hips up so that she was straddling her face.

Britta’s tongue was right there, flicking against Violet’s clit. Violet let out a moan of pure need, her hands tangling in Britta’s hair as she ground herself against her face.

Britta could feel Violet’s thighs trembling around her head, could hear the other woman’s breath coming in short, shaky gasps, and then Violet was coming, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm as Britta licked and sucked and devoured her.

When it was over, when the last shudders had wracked Violet’s body and Mason’s seed was warm inside her, Britta lay there, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her body sated and spent.

Mason curled up beside her, his arms wrapping around her as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder, and Violet lay on her other side, her hand resting on Britta’s stomach, her lips curved into a soft, satisfied smile.

It was then that Britta realized she didn’t feel jealous, didn’t feel threatened, didn’t feel like this had been a mistake. Instead, she felt complete, like something had shifted between her and Mason, like their marriage had been tested and had come out stronger on the other side.

“Let’s do this again sometime.” Mason’s voice was soft, almost hesitant.

Britta turned to look at him, her lips curving into a smile. “I can’t wait.”

16 - PICKED UP BY A WEALTHY COUPLE
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Nettie adjusted the collar of her crisp white blouse and smoothed down her black skirt, her fingers trembling slightly as she glanced around the lavish dining room. The restaurant was buzzing with the hum of clinking silverware and low, polished conversations. She was used to serving the rich and famous, but tonight felt different. There was something in the air, something electric, and she couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

When the couple walked in, they turned heads. The man was tall and broad-shouldered, his tailored suit hugging his frame perfectly. His wife was effortlessly elegant, her emerald dress shimmering under the soft lighting. Nettie approached their table, her professional smile in place.

“Good evening, my name is Nettie. I’ll be taking care of you tonight,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest.

The man looked up, his piercing blue eyes meeting hers. “Nettie,” he said, drawing out her name like it was a secret he wanted to keep. “I’m Roger. This is my wife, Verla.”

Verla offered a warm smile, her gaze appraising Nettie with a curiosity that made her feel both seen and slightly exposed.

Nettie took their order, her pen gliding across her notepad. As she turned to leave, she felt Roger’s eyes linger on her, a heat prickling the back of her neck. Throughout the meal, she caught him stealing glances, his lips curling into a faint, knowing smirk whenever their eyes met. Verla seemed amused by it, her soft laughter mingling with the restaurant’s ambiance.

When the meal ended, Roger handed Nettie the bill along with a generous tip. As she counted the bills, her breath hitched. It was more than she made in a week.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Roger leaned in slightly, his voice low and smooth. “You’re an excellent waitress, Nettie. But I can’t help but wonder what else you’re good at. Would you like to join us at our place after your shift?”

Nettie’s heart skipped a beat. Was he serious? She glanced at Verla, who gave her a reassuring nod.

“It’ll be fun,” Verla added, her voice soft but inviting.

Nettie hesitated, her mind racing. This was risky. Unpredictable. But thrilling. She bit her lip, then nodded. “Okay. I’ll meet you after work.”

The rest of her shift passed in a blur. As she clocked out, she saw Roger’s sleek car parked outside. He stepped out, holding the door open for her. “Ready?”

She slid into the passenger seat, her palms damp with nervous excitement. The drive to their mansion was surreal. The house was a sprawling estate, its grandeur almost overwhelming.

Inside, Verla handed her a glass of wine. “Relax, Nettie. You’re here to enjoy yourself.”

They settled in the living room, the conversation light and easy. But there was an undercurrent, a tension that Nettie couldn’t ignore.

“We’ve been watching you,” Verla said suddenly, her tone casual but her eyes sharp. “You’re beautiful, Nettie. And Roger and I… we’d like to share you.”

Nettie’s cheeks burned. “Share me?”

“Yes,” Roger said, his voice thick with desire. “A threesome. If you’re willing.”

Her heart hammered in her chest. This was crazy. Dangerous. But irresistible. She took a sip of her wine, her mind racing. “I… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Neither had we,” Verla said with a soft laugh. “But sometimes, the best things in life are the ones you never planned.”

Nettie looked between them, her curiosity and arousal battling with her nerves. Finally, she nodded. “Okay.”

Roger took her hand, leading her to the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation.

Verla stepped close, her fingers brushing Nettie’s cheek. “You’re stunning,” she whispered before leaning in to kiss her.

Nettie’s breath caught as Verla’s lips met hers, soft and insistent. She kissed back, her hands trembling as they found Verla’s waist. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Roger undo his pants, his cock springing free. He began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on them.

Verla’s hands moved to Nettie’s blouse, undoing the buttons with practiced ease. Nettie’s skin prickled as the fabric fell away, leaving her in just her bra and skirt. Verla’s fingers traced the curve of her breasts, her touch sending shivers down Nettie’s spine.

“Take it all off,” Verla murmured, her voice low and commanding.

Nettie obeyed, her hands shaking as she removed the rest of her clothes. She stood before them, completely bare, her heart racing.

“Kneel,” Verla instructed, her tone firm but gentle.

Nettie sank to her knees in front of Roger, her eyes widening as she took in the sight of his cock, thick and hard. Her mouth watered, a mix of nervousness and desire pooling in her stomach.

“Suck him,” Verla said, her hand resting on Nettie’s shoulder.

Nettie leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Roger into her mouth. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she groaned as her tongue swirled around his shaft. Roger’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she bobbed her head.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with pleasure.

Verla stepped back, her eyes gleaming as she watched them. “Bring her to the bed.”

Roger helped Nettie to her feet, his hands lingering on her skin. She lay down on the bed, her body trembling with anticipation. Verla climbed on top of her, her lips trailing down Nettie’s neck, her breasts, her stomach.

When Verla reached her core, Nettie gasped, her back arching as Verla’s tongue flicked against her clit. The sensation was overwhelming, her body responding eagerly to Verla’s skilled touch.

“Oh God,” Nettie moaned, her fingers tangling in the sheets.

Roger watched, his cock in hand as he stroked himself. “You look so good together,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Verla’s tongue worked Nettie into a frenzy, her orgasm building like a wave. When it hit, Nettie cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Before she could catch her breath, Roger was on top of her, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her with a low groan, his hips moving in a steady rhythm.

Nettie wrapped her legs around him, her nails digging into his back as he thrust into her. Verla watched, her fingers slipping between her own legs as she pleasured herself.

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Nettie’s body responded to Roger’s movements, her second orgasm building faster than she expected.

“I’m close,” Roger grunted, his pace quickening.

“Me too,” Nettie gasped, her body tightening around him.

They came together, Nettie’s cries mingling with Roger’s as he filled her with his release. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, hearts racing.

Verla climbed onto the bed, her lips brushing against Nettie’s. “You were amazing,” she whispered.

Nettie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, her body still thrumming with pleasure. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. As she lay there, her thoughts raced. What did this mean? Where would this lead?

As Roger and Verla began to stir, Nettie knew this was only the beginning.

17 - THE ARTIST AND HIS WIFE
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Bebe’s heart raced as she stepped into Thomas Maxwell’s studio for the first time. The air smelled of oil paint and turpentine, a scent that instantly made her feel at home. She had been dreaming of this moment for years—working alongside one of the greatest contemporary painters in the world.

But nothing could have prepared her for the way he looked at her when their eyes met. Thomas was older, his dark hair streaked with silver, but his gaze was sharp, almost predatory. And when he smiled at her, it wasn’t the polite, professional smile she expected. It was something else. Something that made her stomach flutter.

“You must be Bebe,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like a stroke of velvet. “I’ve heard great things about your work.”

She blushed, unsure of what to say. “Thank you, Mr. Maxwell. It’s an honor to be here.”

“Call me Thomas,” he said, his eyes lingering on her face a moment too long. “And the honor is mine.”

—

For the next few weeks, Bebe poured herself into her work, determined to prove she deserved this opportunity. But it wasn’t just the art that captivated her. It was Thomas. He was magnetic, always finding a reason to stand close to her, his hand brushing hers as they worked side by side. He complimented her technique, her creativity, her presence. And sometimes, when he thought she wasn’t looking, she caught him staring at her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

But there was one thing that kept her from acting on the growing attraction: Alexa Maxwell. Thomas’s wife. Bebe had seen photos of her online—a stunning, statuesque woman with an air of effortless sophistication. Alexa was a renowned sculptor, her work celebrated in galleries around the world. She was everything Bebe wasn’t: confident, established, and undeniably beautiful. The thought of crossing that line with Thomas felt like a betrayal, not just to Alexa, but to herself.

—

One evening, after a particularly long day in the studio, Thomas turned to Bebe with a sly smile. “You’ve been working hard. Why don’t you come back to my place? I’ve got a bottle of wine that’s been calling my name.”

Bebe hesitated. She knew what this could mean, and the guilt gnawed at her. “I don’t know… what about Alexa?”

Thomas chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “Don’t worry about Alexa. She’s been looking forward to meeting you.”

Her stomach knotted with confusion. Looking forward to meeting her? What did that mean? But before she could ask, Thomas was already leading her out the door, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

The ride to his house was a blur. Bebe’s mind raced with possibilities, each one more outrageous than the last. When they arrived, the door swung open before they even reached it, and there she was: Alexa Maxwell. She was even more striking in person, her sharp features softened by a warm smile.

“You must be Bebe,” Alexa said, her voice smooth and melodic. “Thomas has been raving about you.”

Bebe’s cheeks flushed. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Alexa stepped closer, her gaze sweeping over Bebe with an intensity that made her shiver. “You’re even more beautiful than he described.”

Bebe’s breath caught in her throat. Beautiful? She wasn’t sure how to respond. She glanced at Thomas, but he was watching Alexa with a look of amusement, as if this were all part of some elaborate game.

“We thought you might like to join us for a drink,” he said, his tone casual, but his eyes were anything but.

Bebe’s heart pounded as she followed them inside. The house was a masterpiece of modern design, filled with art and sculptures that spoke of wealth and taste. But Bebe barely noticed. All she could focus on was the tension in the air, thick and electric.

Alexa poured the wine, her movements graceful and deliberate. She handed Bebe a glass, her fingers brushing against hers in a way that sent a jolt of heat through her body. “To new experiences,” Alexa said, raising her glass.

Bebe hesitated, then clinked her glass against theirs. As she took a sip, she noticed the way Thomas was watching her, his eyes dark with desire. And Alexa—she was watching her too, her gaze lingering on Bebe’s lips.

“There’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you,” Thomas said, his voice breaking the silence. “How would you feel about… joining us? The three of us, together?”

Bebe froze. A threesome? Her mind spun, torn between shock and arousal. She had never done anything like this before, but the idea was undeniably tempting. She looked at Alexa, searching for any hint of hesitation, but the woman was smiling, her eyes filled with anticipation.

“I’ve been waiting for the right moment to suggest it,” Alexa said, her voice soft but firm. “You’re stunning, Bebe. And I can see how much Thomas admires you. We’d both love to share this with you.”

Bebe’s heart raced. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with its own want. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Alexa stepped closer, her lips brushing against Bebe’s ear. “You don’t have to decide right now,” she whispered. “But I can tell you’re curious. Let us show you how good it can be.”

Before Bebe could respond, Alexa’s lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Bebe’s mind went blank, her body responding on instinct. She kissed back, her hands gripping Alexa’s waist as the woman deepened the kiss. Thomas watched them, his breath heavy, his eyes filled with hunger.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Bebe nodded, her head spinning as Alexa took her hand and led her down the hall. The bedroom was bathed in soft, golden light, the air thick with anticipation. Alexa turned to her, her fingers trembling slightly as she began to unbutton Bebe’s shirt. Each touch was deliberate, slow, as if she were savoring every moment. Bebe’s breath hitched as her shirt fell to the floor, exposing her bare skin.

“You’re perfect,” Alexa murmured, her hands trailing down Bebe’s sides. “Absolutely perfect.”

Bebe shivered as Alexa’s lips found her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin. She felt Thomas behind her, his hands on her hips, his breath hot on her ear. He kissed the nape of her neck, his stubble scraping against her skin in a way that sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

Alexa’s hands moved to Bebe’s jeans, undoing the button and sliding them down her legs. Bebe stepped out of them, her body trembling with anticipation. Alexa knelt before her, her hands sliding up Bebe’s thighs, and Bebe let out a soft moan as Alexa’s lips brushed against her inner thigh.

“You’re so wet,” Alexa whispered, her voice laced with desire. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

Bebe’s knees nearly buckled as Alexa’s tongue traced the edge of her panties. She looked down, her breath catching at the sight of Alexa’s lips so close to her most intimate place. And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Alexa pulled the fabric aside and licked a stripe up her slit.

Bebe gasped, her hands tangling in Alexa’s hair as the woman’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her. Thomas groaned behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he watched his wife pleasure the young intern.

“Fuck, Alexa,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re driving me crazy.”

Alexa glanced up at him, her lips glistening with Bebe’s arousal. “Then why don’t you join in?” she suggested, her voice sultry.

Thomas didn’t hesitate. He stepped back, stripping off his clothes, and Bebe’s eyes widened at the sight of his erection, thick and heavy, already glistening with precum. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Bebe’s face as Alexa returned to her task, her tongue working magic between Bebe’s thighs.

Bebe’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as Alexa brought her closer and closer to the edge. But before she could climax, Alexa pulled away, her lips swollen and wet.

“Your turn,” she said, looking at Thomas with a mischievous smile.

Thomas didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped forward, pressing the tip of his cock against Bebe’s slit. She gasped, her body arching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Thomas began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

Alexa knelt beside them, her hands roaming over Bebe’s body, her lips brushing against her neck.

“You feel amazing,” Thomas groaned, his pace quickening. “So tight, so perfect.”

Bebe’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation, her body overwhelmed with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with every thrust. And then, with a cry, she came undone, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

Thomas followed moments later, his breath hitching as he spilled inside her, his body trembling with the force of his climax. He pulled out slowly, his chest heaving as he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

Alexa leaned in, her lips brushing against Bebe’s. “You were incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with admiration.

Bebe’s heart raced, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks of pleasure. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but she knew one thing for certain: she wanted more. She looked at Thomas, his eyes heavy with satisfaction, and then at Alexa, her lips curled in a knowing smile.

“I think we’ll be seeing a lot more of you,” Thomas said, his voice husky.

Bebe’s breath hitched, her mind already racing with the possibilities. “I think I’d like that.”


18 - A WIFE’S FIRST THREESOME
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Camille was sprawled on the couch, the soft hum of the TV filling the quiet living room. She checked the clock for what felt like the hundredth time. Jackson was late. Again. She sighed, swirling the wine in her glass, trying to push down the irritation bubbling in her chest. He’s probably stuck at work, she told herself, though the rationalization did little to quell the restlessness stirring in her.

The sound of the front door unlocking jerked her from her thoughts. “Finally,” she muttered, setting the glass down. But as the door swung open, her words caught in her throat.

There he was, Jackson, with his usual charming grin, but he wasn’t alone. Beside him stood a woman—tall, with long, dark hair that cascaded over her shoulders and big, almond-shaped eyes that seemed to hold secrets Camille was suddenly desperate to uncover.

“Hey, babe,” Jackson said, his voice smooth as ever. “This is Sasha.”

Camille sat up straighter, her heart skipping a beat. “Hi,” she managed, her voice sounding smaller than she intended.

Sasha smiled, a warm, inviting curve of her lips that made Camille’s stomach flutter.

“Nice to meet you,” Sasha said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet.

Jackson glanced between the two of them, his grin widening. “I’m just gonna grab something from the kitchen. You two get to know each other.” And with that, he disappeared, leaving Camille and Sasha alone.

The silence stretched for a moment, thick and charged. Camille felt her cheeks heat as she searched for something to say. “So… how do you know Jackson?”

Sasha tilted her head, her hair falling over one shoulder. “We work together. Well, sort of. He’s been… mentoring me.” She paused, her eyes locking with Camille’s. “He’s told me a lot about you.”

“Oh?” Camille’s heart raced. “All good things, I hope.”

Sasha chuckled, a sound that sent shivers down Camille’s spine. “Very good things. He said you’re… adventurous.”

Camille’s breath hitched. Adventurous. The word hung in the air, heavy with implication. They’d talked about it—threesomes, fantasies, pushing boundaries. But it had always been just that—talk. Now, here Sasha was, standing in their living room, her presence making Camille’s skin tingle with anticipation.

“We’ve… discussed it,” Camille admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sasha stepped closer, her gaze unwavering. “And what do you think about it?”

Camille swallowed, her body responding to the intensity in Sasha’s eyes. “I think… I think it could be fun.”

Sasha’s smile widened, and she took another step closer, closing the distance between them. “Good. Because I think you’re beautiful.”

Camille’s breath caught. Before she could respond, Sasha’s hand reached up, brushing a strand of hair from her face. The touch was electric, sending a jolt of desire through her. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Sasha’s in a tentative kiss. It was soft at first, almost hesitant, but then Sasha’s hand cupped her cheek, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, their tongues meeting as Camille melted into the sensation.

When they finally pulled apart, Camille’s heart was pounding. She glanced over Sasha’s shoulder to see Jackson standing in the doorway, his eyes dark with lust. He didn’t say a word, just watched as Camille and Sasha came together again, their kisses growing more urgent.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Jackson said, his voice rough with desire.

Camille nodded, her body buzzing with anticipation. She took Sasha’s hand, leading her down the hallway, Jackson following close behind.

When they reached the bedroom, Sasha turned to Camille, her hands sliding up her sides. “You’re so beautiful,” she murmured, her lips trailing along Camille’s neck.

Camille moaned, her hands tangling in Sasha’s hair as she pulled her closer. Jackson stood by the bed, his pants already off, his cock hard and eager. He stroked himself as he watched them, his eyes never leaving their bodies.

“Sasha,” Jackson said, his voice commanding. “Eat her.”

Sasha smiled, guiding Camille to the bed. Camille lay back, her heart racing as Sasha knelt between her legs. She gasped as Sasha’s tongue found her clit, the sensation sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. Sasha’s lips and tongue worked in perfect rhythm, coaxing moans from Camille’s lips.

Jackson joined them on the bed, lying between the two women. Camille turned to him, her lips meeting his in a passionate kiss as Sasha continued to pleasure her. Jackson’s hand found Sasha’s hair, guiding her as she worked.

Then, Sasha climbed on top of Jackson, straddling his face. He buried his tongue in her pussy, savoring her taste as she moaned above him. Camille watched, her own desire burning hotter as she moved to straddle Jackson’s cock. She sank down onto him, his thickness filling her completely.

She rode him, her hips moving in rhythm with Sasha’s on his face. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans and the slick wetness of their bodies. Camille’s orgasm built quickly, the pleasure overwhelming as she felt Jackson’s cock deep inside her. She came with a cry, her body trembling as pleasure consumed her.

Jackson followed soon after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. Sasha moaned above him, her own climax rocking through her body. They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies tangled together, hearts racing.

Camille lay back, a satisfied smile on her lips. She looked between Jackson and Sasha, her mind reeling from the intensity of what had just happened. “That was… incredible,” she murmured.

Jackson smiled. “I knew you’d like her,” he replied, caressing Sasha’s back.

“Hope we can do this again, sometime,” Sasha added.

Camille gave Sasha a gentle kiss. “Of course, babe.”
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The phone trembled in Tammie’s hand as she dialed the number she’d found scribbled on the back of a business card. The card had been tucked into her purse by a stranger at the bar last night, a man who’d winked and whispered, “Call if you’re ever in need of… opportunities.”

She wasn’t sure what she was doing, but desperation had a way of pushing people toward choices they’d never consider otherwise. Rent was due in three days, and her tips from the diner weren’t going to cut it.

A deep, smooth voice answered on the second ring. “Wayne.” His tone was calm, confident, almost inviting.

Tammie swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “Hi, I’m—I’m Tammie,” she stammered, hating how unsure she sounded. “I found your number. I think… I think I’m interested in the job.”

There was a pause on the other end, and Tammie could almost hear the smirk in his voice when he finally replied. “Interesting. Why don’t you come meet me tonight? Bring your best self. If you’re qualified, you could make a lot of money.”

Qualified? Her stomach twisted. What did that even mean? But the promise of money—real money—was too tempting to ignore. She agreed, and he gave her the address of a downtown hotel.

The drive there felt surreal. Tammie’s thoughts raced, her fingers tapping nervously on the steering wheel. She’d never done anything like this before, but she was determined to make it work. The hotel was sleek, modern, and intimidating. She called Wayne from the lobby, and he directed her to the penthouse suite.

When the elevator doors opened, Tammie stepped into a world that felt both luxurious and foreboding. The suite was vast, dominated by a massive king-sized bed. Wayne stood by the window, his silhouette sharp against the city lights. He was handsome—strikingly so. His tailored suit clung to his frame, and his piercing gaze locked onto hers the moment she entered.

Two women sat on the couch, their eyes flicking toward Tammie as she approached. Wayne gestured to them with a casual wave. “This is Nicole and Beverly. They’re here for the same reason you are.”

Nicole gave her a small, knowing smile, while Beverly looked nervous, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt. Wayne stepped closer, his presence commanding. “I only hire the best,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “Tonight, I’ll be testing your skills. If you impress me, you’re in. If not… well, let’s hope you do.”

Tammie’s heart pounded. She needed this. She wanted this.

“Strip,” Wayne commanded, a dangerous look in his eyes.

Tammie didn’t hesitate. She stood, her movements fluid and confident as she peeled off her dress, revealing a body that was both toned and graceful. Nicole stood, her legs slightly unsteady, and peeled off her clothes. Beverly did the same, their bodies now on full display.

Wayne smirked, clearly pleased. He unzipped his pants, and his cock sprang free, thick and imposing. Nicole dropped to her knees without a word, taking him into her mouth with practiced ease.

Tammie watched, transfixed, as Wayne gripped Nicole’s hair, thrusting into her throat. Nicole gagged, her eyes watering, but she didn’t pull away. She took it, her hands clutching his thighs for support. Wayne grunted, his pleasure evident, before he finally pulled out.

“Not bad,” he said, his voice tinged with approval. He turned to Beverly next. “Your turn.”

Beverly hesitated, her eyes wide with uncertainty. She knelt awkwardly, her hands trembling as she reached for him. When she took him into her mouth, it was clumsy, and she choked almost immediately. Wayne let out a frustrated sigh.

“You’re going to have to do better than that,” he snapped, pulling back. Beverly flushed, her embarrassment palpable.

Now it was Tammie’s turn. She stepped forward, her heart racing. She had to prove herself. She had to. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with Wayne’s as she took him into her mouth. He was warm, heavy, and she could taste the faint saltiness of him.

She worked eagerly, her lips and tongue moving with a determination she didn’t know she had. Wayne groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as he thrust deeper. Tammie swallowed him whole, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. His breath hitched, and she knew she’d done well.

“Fuck,” he muttered, pulling out just before he came, his release spilling across her face.

She blinked, her skin sticky and warm, but she didn’t wipe it away.

“Impressive,” Wayne said, his voice approving.

Wayne gestured to the bed.

“Tammie, Nicole, get on the bed. Make out.”

Tammie obeyed, her pulse quickening as she climbed onto the soft mattress. Nicole joined her, their lips meeting in a kiss that started tentative but quickly grew heated. Wayne watched, his hand stroking his cock as the two women explored each other.

Nicole’s fingers trailed down Tammie’s body, teasing her before slipping inside. Tammie gasped, her hips arching as Nicole’s touch sent sparks through her. Beverly joined them, her mouth closing around Tammie’s nipple, sucking and nipping until Tammie was squirming.

Wayne moved closer, his gaze hungry. “Nicole, on your hands and knees,” he ordered.

Nicole obeyed, positioning herself as Wayne knelt behind her. He pushed into her with a rough thrust, and Nicole let out a sharp cry, her nails digging into the sheets. He fucked her hard, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room.

When he finished, he pulled out, turning to Beverly. “Clean me up,” he commanded.

Beverly hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue swirling around him.

Then it was Tammie’s turn again. Wayne climbed onto the bed, his body pressing her into the mattress. He entered her slowly at first, but then his pace quickened, his cock stretching her in ways that made her gasp. She wrapped her legs around him, matching his rhythm, her pleasure building until it crashed over her in waves.

Wayne groaned, his release spilling inside her, and for a moment, they were both still, their breaths mingling.

“I’ve made my decision,” he said finally, his voice satisfied. “Nicole and Tammie, you’re hired. Better luck next time, Beverly.”

Tammie’s heart swelled with relief and excitement. She’d done it. She’d proven herself. And as she lay there, her body still tingling, she couldn’t wait to see what—and who—would come next.
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I was sprawled on my bed, textbooks strewn around me, highlighting a particularly dense chapter on attorney-client privilege when my phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Professor Mitchell’s name. My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice deliberately casual.

“Hello?”

“Brandi,” his smooth baritone came through the receiver. “I have a special surprise for you tonight. Can you come over?”

A shiver ran down my spine. My mind raced. Special surprise? I wasn’t sure what to expect, but the promise of more money, more excitement, was enough to make me agree without hesitation.

“I’ll be there.”

I hung up and immediately started getting ready. I wanted to look irresistible. I slipped into a tight black dress that hugged every curve, paired with my sexiest lingerie—black lace that barely covered anything. I styled my long, dark hair in soft waves and accentuated my hazel eyes with smoky makeup. By the time I was done, I looked every bit the part of the seductive vixen I was becoming.

When I arrived at his luxurious condo, he greeted me at the door with a smirk. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my cleavage. “You look stunning, Brandi.”

“Thank you,” I purred, stepping inside.

That’s when I saw her. A woman, maybe in her late thirties, with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, sitting casually on the couch. She was elegant, refined, and strikingly beautiful. My stomach twisted. What is this?

Professor Mitchell took my hand and led me closer. “Brandi, this is Katie. My wife.”

I froze, my heart pounding. His wife? I shot him a questioning glance, but he only smiled reassuringly. Katie stood, extending her hand. Her grip was firm, her smile warm.

“Nice to meet you, Brandi. Mitchell has told me so much about you.”

I forced a smile, though I felt completely out of my depth. “Nice to meet you too.”

Mitchell wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me close. “We thought we could all have some fun together tonight. If you’re comfortable with it, of course.”

My mind raced. I’d never been with a woman before, but the idea excited me more than I cared to admit. And then there was the thought of the money. The last time I’d visited, the professor had paid me well. I hoped I’d make even more money this time.

I nodded slowly. “I’m in.”

Katie’s grin widened, and she exchanged a knowing look with Mitchell. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

The three of us made our way upstairs, the anticipation building with every step. My heart pounded in my chest, my body already tingling with desire. When we entered the bedroom, Mitchell closed the door behind us, locking it. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with tension.

Katie turned to me, her eyes dark with lust. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

She reached for the zipper on my dress, sliding it down slowly. The fabric fell away, revealing the black lace lingerie underneath. Katie’s breath hitched as she took me in, her gaze raking over my body.

“God, you’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” she whispered.

Professor Mitchell stepped forward, his hands roaming over my skin as he kissed me deeply. I moaned into his mouth, my body responding instantly. Katie began undressing herself, peeling off her clothes until she stood before me completely naked. Her body was perfect—curvy, toned, and utterly mesmerizing.

We moved to the bed, the sheets cool against my heated skin. Katie leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. Her mouth was soft, her tongue exploring mine with a slow, deliberate rhythm. I melted into her touch, my hands roaming over her body, tracing every curve.

As we kissed, Mitchell stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his boxers. He pulled down his boxers, revealing his thick cock. The professor climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Katie. He grabbed her hips thrusting into her from behind. She gasped, breaking the kiss, her head falling back against his shoulder.

He pulled out and motioned for me to scoot to the edge of the bed. I did as he asked, lying down with my legs spread. He knelt between them, his big dick poised at my entrance. With one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. I cried out, my nails digging into the sheets as he began to move.

Katie straddled my face; settling her wet pussy against my mouth. I licked and sucked eagerly, reveling in the unfamiliar taste of a woman. Her moans filled the room, mingling with mine as Mitchell continued to pound me relentlessly.

I lost myself in the sensations – the stretch of his cock inside me, the tangy sweetness of Katie on my tongue, the electric pleasure coursing through my body. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced in my life, and I loved every second of it.

Katie came first, her body trembling as she gushed into my mouth. I swallowed greedily lapping up every drop. Her orgasm triggered my own, and I screamed as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my body convulsing beneath them both. Mitchell groaned, his thrusts growing erratic before he climaxed deep inside me, filling me with his hot cum.

We collapsed in a heap on the bed, sweaty and sated. The room was silent except for our labored breaths. After a few moments, Mitchell got up and retrieved an envelope from the nightstand. He handed it to me wordlessly. Inside was a stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills – a thousand dollars in total.

I stared at the money, my mind reeling. It was more than I could ever make with my college degree, and it had taken less than an hour to earn. As I drove home later that night, I couldn’t help but think of all the things I could buy with my newfound wealth, all the opportunities it would give me. But even more than that, I couldn’t wait for next time.

Towards the end of the trip, while still about 10 minutes from home, my phone rang. It was professor Mitchell again.

"Hey baby," he said, "on Friday, I want you to bring your friend, Laura, with you."

I spoke faster than I expected, "Yes sir."
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The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where secrets felt safe behind the velvet curtains and low hum of jazz music. Laura’s arm brushed against mine as we walked in, her blonde hair catching the soft glow of the chandelier above. We were a pair—me, Brandi Moore, with my tan skin, long dark hair, and hazel eyes that had seen more than their fair share of this world, and her, Laura, all golden and carefree like she hadn’t yet learned to be afraid of it.

Sam had dropped us off an hour ago, his usual gruff orders ringing in our ears: “Make it worth my while, girls.”

He didn’t have to say it twice. We knew the drill. The money wasn’t just for him; it was for survival. And tonight, survival looked like a sleek, exclusive bar in Los Angeles, where the drinks were expensive and the clientele even more so.

Laura leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Let’s find someone worth our time,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mischief. I nodded, scanning the room. That’s when I saw him.

Rob.

He wasn’t just another suit in a sea of them. He had a presence. Tall, with salt-and-pepper hair that spoke of experience rather than age, he sat at the bar nursing a whiskey neat. His eyes caught mine almost immediately, and something about the way he held my gaze made me feel like he already knew every secret I’d ever tried to hide.

Laura noticed him too. “That one,” she said, her voice low but certain. “He’s our guy.”

We approached him together, the click of our heels on the polished floor announcing our arrival before we even spoke. Rob turned, his eyes flicking between us with a slow, appraising look that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Evening, ladies,” he said, his voice smooth as the whiskey he was drinking. “What brings you two here?”

I smiled, leaning against the bar. “Just looking for some fun,” I said, letting the words linger. Laura mirrored my stance, her shoulder brushing mine.

Rob chuckled, a deep, rich sound that felt like it belonged in a room far more private than this one. “Fun, huh? You two look like you know how to have it.”

“We do,” Laura purred, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “If the price is right.”

His eyes darkened, and I could see the wheels turning behind them. He glanced around the bar, then back at us. “How about we take this somewhere… quieter?”

The offer hung in the air, heavy with promise. I hesitated, but only for a moment. Five thousand dollars each. Five thousand. I knew Sam would be impressed if we brought back that kind of cash. Laura nudged me gently, and I nodded.

“Lead the way,” I said.

Rob’s Hollywood mansion was exactly what you’d expect from a man who clearly had money to burn. High ceilings, modern art on the walls, and a view of the city lights that made you feel like you were standing on top of the world. But it was the bedroom that really caught my attention.

It wasn’t just a bedroom. It was a set. Cameras on tripods, professional lighting, and a king-sized bed that looked like it had been staged for a photoshoot. My stomach twisted, but not unpleasantly.

Rob closed the door behind us, leaning against it with a smirk. “So, here’s the deal,” he said, his tone casual, like he was proposing a business venture rather than something far more intimate. “I want to film this. Make it something special. Five grand each, and you walk out of here richer than when you came in.”

Laura didn’t hesitate. She stepped forward, her hand resting on his chest. “Deal,” she said, her voice steady.

I swallowed hard. I’d never been filmed before, and I was a bit apprehensive, but the money was too tempting. “Deal,” I echoed, though my voice sounded smaller than I intended.

Rob grinned, pulling out a stack of cash and setting it on the dresser. “Good choice.”

He started moving the cameras into position, adjusting the angles with practiced ease. Laura and I exchanged a look, the unspoken understanding passing between us. We’d done this before, but never like this. Never with cameras rolling.

When everything was ready, Rob stripped off his shirt, revealing a toned chest and arms that suggested he spent more time at the gym than most men his age. His pants followed, and there was no denying he was well-endowed. Laura let out a low whistle, and I couldn’t help but laugh, despite the nerves twisting in my gut.

Rob motioned for us to join him on the bed. “Let’s make this unforgettable,” he said, his voice thick with anticipation.

Laura climbed onto the bed first, her movements fluid and confident. I followed, feeling the weight of the cameras on us as I settled beside her. She turned to me, her eyes locking onto mine, and without a word, she leaned in and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, familiar in a way that calmed the tension coiling in my chest. My hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

Rob grabbed a handheld camera, and he got a close up. Laura slipped out of her dress, dropping her bra and panties on the floor. I eagerly started sucking Laura’s nipples, looking up at the camera seductively. I could hear Rob’s breathing quicken behind us, but I focused on Laura, on the warmth of her body against mine.

When we pulled apart, Rob was standing by the bed, his cock in his hand, already hard. “Keep going,” he urged, his voice rough.

Laura shifted, her fingers trailing down my body until they reached the hem of my dress. She tugged it up, and I lifted my hips to help her pull it off. Her hands moved to my bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. The cool air hit my skin, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of Laura’s mouth as she kissed her way down my neck to my breasts.

I arched into her, a moan escaping my lips as she teased me with her tongue, kissing my flat stomach. My hands tangled in her hair, urging her on. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rob adjust one of the cameras, zooming in on us.

Laura’s hands slid lower, her fingers dipping between my legs. I gasped, my hips rocking involuntarily against her touch. She smirked, knowing exactly how to make me cum. Then, slowly, she moved down my body, ready to drive me wild.

When she reached my thighs, she paused, her breath hot against my skin. I could feel myself trembling with anticipation. “Taste me,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Laura didn’t need further encouragement. Her tongue slid over me, and I threw my head back, a strangled cry tearing from my throat. She ate me like it was her last meal, and I lost myself in the sensation.

I heard movement on the bed and opened my eyes to see Rob positioning himself behind Laura. He spread her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. Laura moaned into me as he pushed inside, and the sound sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

Rob thrust into her, his pace steady but deep. Laura’s rhythm faltered for a moment, but she quickly recovered, her focus split between pleasuring me and enjoying the sensation of Rob filling her.

I reached down, grabbing a handful of Laura’s blonde hair and pulling her mouth harder against me. She obliged, her tongue working faster, harder. The combination of her mouth and the sounds of her being fucked pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

When I finally came, it was with a cry that seemed to echo off the walls. Laura kept going, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until I was gasping for air.

Rob pulled out of Laura, his cock slick with her arousal. He grabbed my hips, positioning me on all fours. I felt the tip of him press against me, and I tensed for a moment before relaxing. He pushed inside, and I groaned at the stretch, the fullness.

Laura crawled up beside me, her hand finding its way between my legs again. She rubbed me in time with Rob’s thrusts, keeping me on the edge as he pounded into me.

“Cum for me, Brandi,” Rob growled, his pace increasing.

And I did. With a scream, I came again, my body shaking as Rob continued to drive into me. A few moments later, he stiffened, his grip on my hips tightening as he emptied himself inside me.

Laura collapsed beside me, panting. Rob pulled out, and I rolled onto my back, staring up at the ceiling as I tried to catch my breath.

Rob stood, towering over us with a satisfied grin. “That,” he said, “was worth every penny.”

Laura laughed, the sound light and carefree. “Glad we could help.”

But I didn’t say anything. I was too busy thinking about Sam. Cheyenne’s betrayal, and the way Sam had punished her, had left me shaken. I knew he’d be happy when he saw how much money we’d made. But was it worth it?

As if sensing my thoughts, Laura reached over and squeezed my hand. “It’s gonna be okay, babe,” she whispered, her voice reassuring.

I nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. It is.”

But as we got dressed and gathered the cash, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning of something much bigger—and much darker.

And when we walked out of Rob’s mansion, leaving behind the video of our steamy encounter, I wondered if we’d made the right choice after all.
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“Brandi, just… just relax,” Vince murmured, his lips hovering inches from mine. His breath was warm, sending a shiver down my spine as his hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer.

The tension in the room was electric, thick with anticipation and desire. My heart pounded, matching the rhythm of his fingertips grazing the small of my back. I could feel the heat radiating off him, the undeniable pull between us impossible to ignore.

I tilted my head up, meeting his piercing blue eyes. “You sure you’re okay with this? Really okay?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. My fingers traced the line of his jaw, rough with stubble, before trailing down his chest.

He let out a low groan, his muscles tightening under my touch. “More than okay,” he said, his voice husky.

His lips crashed into mine, urgent and demanding, cutting off any further questions. His kiss was hungry, insistent, like he’d been waiting for this moment forever. And maybe he had. My hands tangled in his blonde hair, pulling him closer as our bodies pressed together, the friction sending sparks through every nerve in my body.

I broke the kiss, gasping for air, and dropped to my knees in front of him. My fingers fumbled with the buckle of his belt, my own need making me clumsy. He didn’t rush me, just stood there, watching with dark, lust-filled eyes as I finally freed him. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. I licked my lips, feeling a surge of power as his breath hitched when I wrapped my hand around him.

But let me back up. This wasn’t how my day started. Hell, it wasn’t even how my week started.

—

It all began with a call. Laura and I were sitting in the luxurious hotel suite, counting the stacks of cash we’d made that week. Although we’d gotten off to a difficult start in Las Vegas, we’d managed to turn things around, bringing in large profits.

Business was booming—better than expected, actually—but the stress of running our own escort service was starting to wear on me. Laura was out with a client, and I was zoning out in front of the TV when my phone buzzed.

My heart skipped a beat, when I saw Vince’s name on the caller ID.

Vince Nealey was my famous sugar daddy. A Hollywood actor who’d become more than just a client. My former pimp, Sam, had introduced us, and something about Vince had drawn me in. Maybe it was the way he looked at me, like I was the only person in the room. Or maybe it was the way he treated me, not just as a sex worker, but as someone he genuinely cared about. Whatever it was, our arrangement had evolved into something… different.

“Hey, babe,” I answered, trying to sound casual, though my stomach fluttered at the sound of his voice.

“Brandi,” he said, his tone serious. “How are you holding up in Vegas? Laura told me things have been… intense.”

I sighed, leaning back against the plush couch. “Intense is one way to put it. It was tough at first, but we’re back on track now. It’s stressful, you know?”

“I can imagine,” he replied. There was a pause, the kind that made my heart skip a beat because I knew what was coming next. “Listen, we’re taking a break from filming right now. Why don’t you come to Paris for a few days? Get away from it all. Let me take care of you.”

I hesitated. Paris. With Vince. It sounded like a dream, but… “What about your wife?” I asked carefully. Jada Johnson, his actress wife, was a force to be reckoned with. Gorgeous, talented, and fiercely protective of her marriage. At least, that’s what I’d always assumed.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said simply. “Everything’s fine. Just… come. Please.”

The way he said it, so earnest, so vulnerable, made my decision easy. Before I knew it, I was on a plane, crossing an ocean, stepping into a world where anything felt possible.

—

And now, here I was, on my knees in Vince’s hotel suite, his cock in my hand. I glanced up at him, catching the hunger in his eyes, and leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. He groaned, his hands gripping my hair as I worked him, my tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. I loved the taste of him, the way he throbbed against my tongue, the way his breathing grew ragged as I sucked him deeper.

“God, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips jerking slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I pulled back, looking up at him with a smirk. “You’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Nealey,” I teased, before diving back in, swallowing him whole.

His moans filled the room, spurring me on, until he suddenly pulled away, his chest heaving.

“Not yet,” he growled, lifting me to my feet. His hands were everywhere, tearing at my clothes, desperate to feel skin against skin.

I laughed breathlessly as he yanked my dress over my head, tossing it aside before unhooking my bra. His mouth found my breasts almost immediately, his tongue circling my nipple before sucking hard enough to make me gasp.

“Vince,” I moaned, arching into him as his hands slid down my body, cupping my ass before slipping between my legs.

His fingers brushed against my clit, already swollen and wet, and I nearly collapsed against him.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. I nodded, stumbling backward onto the bed, my legs falling open as he knelt between them.

His mouth trailed kisses down my stomach, stopping just shy of where I wanted him most. I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets, until he finally gave in, his tongue parting my folds and lapping at my sensitive flesh.

I cried out, my hips bucking against his face as he ate me like a man starved. Every flick of his tongue, every suck of his lips, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I was close, so close, when the door clicked open.

We froze. My eyes flew to the doorway, where Jada Johnson stood, stunning in a sleek black dress, her arms crossed over her chest. Her expression was unreadable, but the tension in the room skyrocketed.

I knew it was a bad idea to visit Vince in Paris. What was I thinking?

“Uh…” Vince stammered, pulling away from me with a guilty look. “Jada, I can explain—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t bother,” she said coolly, her gaze settling on me. “I know about Brandi. And honestly, Vince, I’m tired of pretending I don’t.”

I sat up, clutching a blanket to cover myself, my mind racing. What the hell was happening? But before I could say anything, Jada stepped forward, her heels clicking against the floor.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she said, her voice softening as she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “I’m not mad. In fact… I want in.”

My breath caught. “Wait… what?”

Jada smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips, as she began to unzip her dress. “You heard me.”

Vince looked confused. “Jada, are you sure?” he stammered.

“I’m tired of letting you have all the fun,” she replied.

With that, she pulled me into a passionate kiss. I have to admit I was starstruck. Now, I was having sex with not only one celebrity, but two. Jada took Vince’s place between my legs, licking my clit. I let out a moan as her tongue circled around my sensitive spot.

Vince looked on, stroking his cock as he watched his wife pleasure me. He moved closer and started sucking my nipples. His fingers slid between my legs, working together with Jada’s tongue. I couldn’t hold back, I screamed Jada’s name as I climaxed. Jada kept going, licking me until I was completely satisfied.

I barely had time to catch my breath, when Jada handed me a large dildo. It was her turn to be satisfied. Jada positioned herself on the bed, and I slid the big toy into her pussy. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as I fucked her.

I felt Vince position himself beside me, his hard cock pressing against my pussy. He slid inside, stretching my walls with each thrust. Jada’s eyes rolled back, her juices dripping onto the bed. Vince fucked me harder, increasing his speed. With one final thrust, I came, my pussy contracting around his dick. Vince sighed, releasing a big load in my pussy.

The three of us lounged on the bed, satisfied and breathless. I couldn’t think of anything to say. The silence was awkward.

Finally, Jada spoke. “I want an open relationship, Vince,” she stated. “I don’t care if you have a relationship with Brandi. I just don’t like the secrets.”

“Okay, that sounds great,” Vince agreed. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

I smiled. Vince’s wife was okay with us seeing each other. This was perfect. I no longer had to worry about Jada’s wrath if she discovered my affair with Vince.

I spent the rest of my trip to Paris hanging out with Vince and Jada. Jada and I had a lot in common. It turned out that she’d been a sex worker, before becoming a famous actress. Jada gave me some good career advice—be careful who you trust.
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The call came as Laura and I were splitting a plate of truffle fries at our favorite little bistro downtown. My phone buzzed on the table. I hesitated to answer, not wanting to interrupt my time with Laura. But she insisted I answer, understanding that money came first.

When I saw Slick’s name flashing across my phone screen, my heart skipped a beat. Slick was a customer, but we’d developed a bond that went deeper than sex work. Sure, he was a drug kingpin with more enemies than friends, but he treated me better than most of the so-called gentlemen in my line of work.

“Brandi,” his voice was low, urgent, but still smooth as whiskey. “I need to see you.”

I felt that familiar pull in my chest, the one that always came when he said my name like that. “What’s up, Slick? You sound… heavy.”

“I am,” he admitted. A beat of silence, then: “Meet me at 1478 Elmwood. It’s a trap house. Don’t worry, though. Nobody here’s gonna mess with you. Just come.”

A trap house? My stomach did a little flip. I’d never been near a place like that, let alone inside one. But this was Slick. He tipped well, remembered my birthday, and actually listened when I talked. That counted for something.

Laura raised an eyebrow as I hung up. “Let me guess. Business?”

I nodded, already sliding out of the booth. “Slick needs me.”

She smirked, rolling her eyes. “Of course he does. Be careful, Brandi. Seriously. You know the stuff he’s involved in.”

I waved her off, trying to ignore the tiny knot of nervousness tightening in my belly. “I’ll be fine. Text you later, okay?”

The drive to 1478 Elmwood felt longer than it should have. The neighborhood got rougher with every block I passed—broken streetlights, boarded-up windows, graffiti tagging crumbling walls. The house itself looked like it hadn’t seen a coat of paint since the ’90s. There were a couple of guys lounging on the porch, smoking something that definitely wasn’t cigarettes. They eyed me as I walked up, but didn’t say a word. Small blessings.

The living room was dim and smelled faintly of weed and stale beer. A few dope fiends were sprawled on a ratty couch, their eyes glazed over like they weren’t even there. I tried not to look too hard as I made my way upstairs.

Slick was waiting in a bedroom at the end of the hall. He looked different—still handsome, still sharp in his baseball cap and blue jeans, but there was something off about him. His usual swagger was muted, replaced by a quiet intensity that I couldn’t quite read. Sitting next to him on the edge of the bed was a woman I’d never seen before. She was striking, with caramel skin and dark curls framing her face. Her expression mirrored Slick’s—somber, almost resigned.

“Brandi,” Slick said, standing up when I walked in. “This is Carrie. She’s part of my crew.”

Carrie gave me a small nod, her eyes lingering on me in a way that made my skin tingle. There was something electric about her, like she carried her own kind of danger.

“Hey,” I said, suddenly aware of how out of place I must’ve looked in my little black dress and heels. This wasn’t exactly the kind of scene I usually walked into.

Slick motioned for me to sit down. “Listen, Brandi… things are bad. Real bad. The Feds are closing in, and I don’t know how much time I’ve got left on the outside.”

My heart sank. “Slick, no…”

He held up a hand, cutting me off. “I’m not here to cry about it. I’m here to make the most of what I’ve got. And that means spending time with people who matter to me.” His eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I forgot where we were. “I want something to remember while I’m locked up. Something that’ll keep me warm at night.”

I knew what he meant. I could feel the weight of it in the air between us. It wasn’t just sex—it was connection, intimacy, something real in a world full of everything fake. I glanced at Carrie, who was watching me with those piercing eyes, and suddenly I understood why she was here.

“Okay,” I said softly, reaching for the hem of my dress. “Let’s make it unforgettable.”

Clothes hit the floor in a blur. Carrie moved first, stepping closer to me with a slow, deliberate grace. Her hands found my waist, pulling me against her. Our lips met, soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. Her tongue slid against mine, and I moaned softly into her mouth.

Somewhere behind me, I heard Slick unzipping his jeans, but I was too focused on Carrie to pay attention. Her fingers trailed down my body, tracing the curve of my hip before slipping between my legs. I gasped as she rubbed me through my panties, her touch teasing and deliberate.

“You really are beautiful,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “No wonder he talks about you so much.”

I didn’t get a chance to respond. She hooked her fingers under the lace of my panties and pulled them down, leaving me completely bare. Her hand returned to my pussy, this time with no barriers, and I whimpered as she slipped two fingers inside me.

“Fuck,” I breathed, leaning into her touch.

She curled her fingers just right, hitting that spot that made my knees weak. My hips rocked against her hand, chasing the pleasure she was giving me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Slick stroking himself, his eyes glued to us. Watching him watch me was its own kind of thrill. Carrie must’ve noticed too, because she leaned in to whisper, “Let’s give him a show.”

She stepped back, her fingers leaving me wet and wanting. Then she reached for a dildo lying on the bed—black, thick, intimidating. My pulse quickened as she knelt in front of me, positioning herself between my legs.

“You trust me?” she asked, looking up at me with those intense eyes.

I nodded, unable to form words.

The first push was slow, deliberate. She stretched me open inch by inch, letting me adjust to the size before sinking it all the way in. I cried out, my hands gripping her shoulders for balance. She started to move, thrusting the dildo in and out of me with a steady rhythm that had me trembling.

“God, yes,” I moaned, my head falling back. The toy filled me perfectly, grinding against all the right places. Carrie kept her pace steady, her free hand caressing my thigh as she worked me closer and closer to the edge.

When I came, it hit me like a wave—my whole body shuddered, my pussy clenching around the dildo as pleasure exploded through me. Carrie slowed her movements, easing me through it until I was gasping for air.

Before I could catch my breath, Slick was behind me, his hands on my hips. “Turn around,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

I did as he asked, facing him now. His cock was hard, throbbing, and without thinking, I dropped to my knees in front of him. He groaned as I took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him as I sucked and licked.

But Slick didn’t let me stay there long. “Up,” he commanded, pulling me to my feet.

He spun me around, bending me over the edge of the bed. I braced myself against the mattress, my heart pounding as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

“Yes,” I whispered, squeezing my eyes shut.

He pushed into me slowly at first, letting me adjust to his size before he started to move. My pussy was still sensitive from the dildo, and every thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, guiding me back against him as he fucked me harder and faster.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering slightly. “You feel so good.”

Carrie appeared beneath me, her face level with my dripping pussy. Without hesitation, she began eating me out, her tongue swirling around my clit as Slick continued to pound into me. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—Carrie’s mouth, Slick’s cock, the pressure building inside me until I thought I might explode.

I came again, screaming their names as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Slick followed soon after, his hips slamming into me as he emptied himself deep inside. For a moment, everything was still except for the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then Carrie was on her feet, kissing me deeply as we shared Slick’s cum. It was messy, raw, and perfect all at once. When we finally pulled apart, I felt dizzy, spent, and strangely fulfilled.

We dressed in silence, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavy in the air. Slick handed me a wad of cash—more than usual—and I stuffed it into my purse without counting it.

“Take care of yourself, Brandi,” he said, his voice softer now. “And don’t let this life drag you down. You’re too good for that.”

I hugged Carrie goodbye, her arms tight around me. “Be safe,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As I walked out of the trap house, the cool night air hit me like a slap in the face. My car was parked just a few feet away, but the distance felt insurmountable. I climbed in, my hands shaking as I turned the key in the ignition.

The drive home was a blur. My mind kept replaying everything—the way Slick had looked at me, the feel of Carrie’s hands on my body, the bittersweet ache of knowing this might be the last time I ever saw either of them.

“I’ll write to you,” Slick had promised as I left.

I hoped he would keep his promise. I knew I would miss him a lot. But for tonight, at least, I had given him something to remember. And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.

24 - AN EROTIC COUPLE’S MASSAGE
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The phone buzzed against the marble countertop, and I glanced at the screen. The phone number didn’t ring a bell, but the call was coming through our private line—the one Laura and I reserved for clients who knew how to keep things discreet. I swiped to answer, my voice smooth and professional.

“This is Brandi.”

“Hi, Brandi,” the man on the other end said. His tone was calm, almost too calm, like he’d done this before. “I’m Bob. I heard about your service through a friend. My wife and I are looking for something… special. A couple’s massage. You available tonight?”

I hesitated for just a second. There was always that tiny flicker of caution in the back of my mind. Still, the money was good, and with Sam and Danielle out of the picture, I wasn’t about to turn down easy cash.

“Of course,” I said, already grabbing my bag. “Text me the address. I’ll be there in an hour.”

The house was exactly what I expected—a sprawling modern mansion tucked away in the hills, all glass and angles and money. I parked my car in the circular driveway, smoothing down the hem of my dress as I walked to the door.

Bob answered almost immediately, his smile warm and inviting. He was handsome, no question about it—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that made him look distinguished rather than old. Behind him stood Becca, petite and curvy, her blonde hair spilling over her silk robe. She gave me a shy smile, and I felt the tension in the air shift ever so slightly.

“Come in,” Bob said, stepping aside. “We’ve got everything set up.”

I followed them inside, my heels clicking softly against the polished floors. The living room was pristine, but it was the two massage tables set up in the middle of the room that caught my attention. Soft music played in the background, and the scent of lavender oil wafted through the air. This wasn’t their first time doing something like this, that much was clear.

“You can start with me,” Bob said, slipping off his robe and lying face-down on the table. His body was lean and muscular, the kind of physique that came from hours in the gym.

I poured a generous amount of oil into my hands, warming it between my palms before letting it spill onto his back. He groaned softly as I began kneading the tension out of his shoulders, the sound low and appreciative.

“Feel good?” I asked, my fingers working deeper into his muscles.

“Amazing,” he muttered into the pillow. “You have magic hands.”

I smirked, leaning into the rhythm of the massage. Becca watched from the corner of the room, her eyes heavy-lidded as she sipped from a glass of wine. There was something electric about the way she looked at me, like she was trying to figure me out. When I finally finished with Bob, he rolled onto his back, clearly enjoying the view as I turned my attention to his wife.

Becca stood slowly, her robe slipping off her shoulders as she approached the table. Her skin was creamy and flawless, her curves soft and inviting. I guided her onto the table, my hands trembling slightly as I spread the oil across her back. She sighed, her body melting under my touch.

It started innocently enough—my hands gliding over her shoulders, her spine, the dip of her lower back. But when my fingers brushed against the curve of her ass, she let out a breathy moan that sent a shiver down my spine. I paused, glancing at Bob, who was watching intently from his table. He nodded, silently giving me permission to continue.

I let my hands wander further, my fingertips tracing the outline of her thighs before moving inward. She gasped as I found her wetness, her hips pressing instinctively against my hand. I curled my fingers inside her, feeling her clench around me as she moaned again, louder this time. Bob’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire as he watched his wife come undone under my touch.

When Becca finally stilled, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths, I withdrew my hand and wiped the oil off on a towel. Bob was already standing, his arousal evident beneath the thin fabric of his robe.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against my arm as he leaned in to whisper, “Now it’s my turn.”

I sank to my knees without hesitation, my hands sliding up his thighs as I pushed the robe aside. His cock was thick and hard, and I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the way he groaned above me. Becca rolled onto her side, her eyes glued to us as she bit her lip, her own need clearly simmering just beneath the surface.

By the time we moved to the bedroom, the air between us was charged with anticipation. Becca lay back on the bed, her legs parted invitingly, while Bob positioned himself behind me. I tasted her first, my tongue lapping at her folds until she cried out, her hands tangling in my hair.

Then Bob was inside me, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I came hard, my body shaking as I pressed my face into Becca’s thigh, her own climax following moments later.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, the silence broken only by our ragged breathing. Becca traced idle patterns on my arm, her head resting on Bob’s chest.

“That was incredible,” she murmured, her voice still laced with desire.

Bob chuckled, his fingers playing with a strand of her hair. “We should do this again sometime.”

I smiled, my mind already racing with possibilities. But as I got dressed and headed for the door, a nagging thought crept in. Sam and Danielle were locked up for now, but they wouldn’t stay that way forever. And when they got out, we might be in trouble.

“Call me anytime,” I said, handing Bob my card. His fingers brushed mine, and for a moment, I wondered if he could feel the faint tremor in my hand.

As I drove away, the city lights blurring past my windows, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight had been more than just another job. Something had shifted, something dangerous and intoxicating. And as much as I wanted to believe I was in control, I knew better.

But for now, I would take the win. After all, it wasn’t every day you got paid to play with fire.

25 - WORSHIPPING BIG COCK
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, and I reached for it without looking, my mind still fogged with sleep. Quentin. His name flashed across the screen, and I sat up instantly, the sheets pooling around my waist. I hadn’t expected to hear from him again so soon.

“Hey, Quentin,” I answered, my voice still rough from sleep but laced with curiosity.

“Brandi,” his voice was smooth, confident, almost smug. “I’ve got a proposition for you. Something… special. You in?”

I ran a hand through my long dark hair, already intrigued. Quentin was a name that carried weight in the industry, and not just because of his reputation as a porn producer. He was the guy with the ego as big as his… well, you know. I’d worked with him once before, and it had been intense, but profitable. Very profitable.

“What’s the gig?” I asked, my tone casual but my heart already picking up speed.

“BDSM. I need you and two other girls. You’ll be submitting to me, worshipping me, and really selling it. Think you can handle it, Brandi?”

I smirked, even though he couldn’t see me. “You know I can. Who else are you thinking?”

“Your friend Laura, for starters. And maybe that tall one—Cheyenne? She’s got the look. Bring them both. You’ll all be well taken care of.”

I didn’t need to think twice. Quentin’s shoots paid well, and the exposure… well, that was priceless. “Alright, I’ll make the calls. When and where?”

“Tomorrow. 10 a.m. My studio. Don’t be late.” The line went dead before I could respond. Classic Quentin.

I called Laura first. She picked up on the second ring, her voice bright and bubbly. “Brandi! What’s up?”

“Got a job for us. Quentin’s shooting a BDSM video tomorrow. He wants you, me, and Cheyenne.”

There was a pause, then a laugh. “Sounds great! I’ll be there.”

Next was Cheyenne. She was an experienced escort, and she had a natural confidence that translated well on camera. “BDSM, huh?” she said after I explained. “Sounds intense. I’m in.”

—

The next morning, the three of us arrived at Quentin’s studio, a sleek, modern space that screamed both luxury and professionalism. We were ushered into a dressing room stocked with lingerie. The outfits were skimpy—tiny bras and panties in black lace, designed to leave little to the imagination.

“Well,” Laura said, holding up a bra that looked more like a suggestion than actual coverage. “This should be fun.”

We changed quickly, the air buzzing with a mix of nerves and excitement. When we stepped onto the set, Quentin was already there, dressed in black leather pants and a smirk that made my stomach tighten. The cameraman was setting up angles, and the room was lit to highlight every curve, every movement.

Quentin’s eyes swept over us, lingering a fraction too long on each of us. “Ladies,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “You know the drill. This is a BDSM shoot. You’re here to submit to me, to worship me. And most importantly, to worship this.”

He undid his pants, and there it was—Quentin’s infamous cock. It was huge, thick and long, and it almost seemed to command attention all on its own. I felt a flush creep up my neck, but I kept my expression neutral. This was business, after all.

“Strip,” Quentin ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

We exchanged glances, then began to peel off the lingerie, letting it fall to the floor. The camera caught every move, every shift of our bodies as we bared ourselves. Quentin stepped closer, his cock swaying slightly with each step.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice cutting through the silence. “On your knees. Now.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sinking to my knees on the cold floor. Quentin’s cock was right in front of me, and I could smell the faint musk of him, a primal scent that made my mouth water. I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the weight of him, the heat. Then I leaned in, taking him into my mouth.

He was massive, stretching my lips wide as I tried to take as much of him as I could. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop, working my mouth up and down his length. Behind me, I heard Laura move. She gripped Quentin’s ass, her tongue flicking out to tease his hole. Cheyenne joined us, her hands cupping Quentin’s balls, her mouth sucking and licking with practiced precision.

The camera zoomed in on us, capturing every detail—the way my lips stretched around Quentin’s cock, the look of pure bliss on his face as Laura’s tongue worked its magic, the way Cheyenne’s mouth moved over his balls. It was a symphony of pleasure, and I was right in the middle of it.

Quentin’s hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he thrust into my mouth. I gagged again, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I was lost in the sensation, in the sounds and smells and feel of him.

“That’s it,” Quentin growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it, Brandi. Take all of it.”

I felt him tense, his cock swelling in my mouth, and then he was coming, his release shooting down my throat and covering my face. The camera caught it all, the moment immortalized in high definition.

Quentin pulled back, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl,” he said, his hand patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Now, over the bench. All of you.”

We moved quickly, bending over the leather bench with our asses in the air. Quentin started with Laura, his hand landing on her ass with a loud slap. She yelped, but there was a grin on her face. Next was Cheyenne, her caramel skin flushing red under Quentin’s palm. Then it was my turn.

The first slap took my breath away, the sharp sting of pain quickly turning into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Quentin’s hand came down again and again, each slap leaving a red mark on my ass. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he finally stopped.

“Well done,” Quentin said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now, let’s finish this.”

He stepped behind Laura, his cock sliding into her with a practiced ease. She moaned, her head falling forward as he started to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Cheyenne and I were handed dildos, and we didn’t need to be told what to do. I pressed the toy against my entrance, gasping as it slid inside, filling me perfectly. Cheyenne did the same, her moans joining Laura’s as we fucked ourselves in time with Quentin’s thrusts.

The room was filled with the sounds of flesh against flesh, of moans and gasps and the occasional slap of skin. Quentin’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he drove into Laura, his cock hitting her in just the right spot. She came with a cry, her body shuddering under his.

Quentin pulled out, his cock glistening with her slickness. He grabbed a bottle of lube, slicking himself up before turning to me. “Your turn, Brandi.”

I bent over the bench, my heart pounding as I felt him position himself against my asshole. He pushed in slowly, the stretch almost unbearable but so, so good. I bit down on my lip, my nails digging into the leather as he started to move, his cock pistoning in and out of me with a rhythm that left me breathless.

The camera was right there, capturing every thrust, every expression on my face as Quentin fucked my ass hard and deep. I could feel the pleasure building, coiling tight in my belly, but I didn’t want it to end. Not yet. Quentin’s pace quickened, his hands gripping my hips as he drove into me one last time, his release filling me with a warmth that made me moan.

He pulled out, stepping back as the camera zoomed in on his cock, still slick with lube and cum. “Cut,” he called, his voice steady despite the exertion.

We were given a moment to catch our breath, then ushered off to shower. The water was hot, soothing against my skin as I washed away the sweat and cum. Quentin paid us well, as promised, and as I counted the bills, I couldn’t help but smile.

“You did good,” Quentin said, his hand resting on my shoulder. “The fans are going to love this. And they want more of you, Brandi. Think you can handle it?”

I looked up at him, my hazel eyes meeting his with a confidence I didn’t have to fake. “Just watch me.”

Quentin grinned, his hand squeezing my shoulder before he walked away. I turned to Laura and Cheyenne, the three of us exchanging knowing smiles. This was just the beginning. And Quentin… well, he was the key to something big.

26 - BDSM WITH NICK AND ALEXIS
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 2: A Friend’s Jealousy by Brandi Moore:

The luxurious hotel suite felt like a world of its own, the air thick with anticipation and the faint hum of the camera equipment warming up. I stood there, my long black hair cascading over my shoulders, the white lace lingerie hugging my tan skin in all the right places.

My best friend, Alexis, was already beside me, her own matching set making her look like a porcelain doll, her blonde hair a stark contrast to my dark strands. She caught my eye and winked, her confidence infectious. “Ready for this, D?” she teased, her voice low and sultry.

Alexis was also an adult content creator. After filming some girl girl scenes together, we’d quickly become friends. She’d used her industry connections to help me get started, and I was eternally grateful. Now, she was my confidant—my bestie.

Sure, it had been difficult to trust other women after Kaleigh’s betrayal, but Alexis was different. She’d gone out of her way to help me, and I trusted her.

I nodded, feeling the familiar flutter in my stomach that always came before a shoot. This wasn’t just any scene, though. This was my first BDSM shoot, and Nick, my boyfriend and partner in this wild journey, was going to be the one in control. I trusted him implicitly, but the thought of giving over that much power still sent a shiver down my spine. It’s just acting, I reminded myself, though I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince—me or the butterflies in my stomach.

Max, the director, walked in. He looked me up and down and nodded with approval. “Lookin’ good, Danica,” he winked as he set up another camera.

Nick entered the room, his presence commanding as always. He was shirtless, his muscular frame on full display, and I couldn’t help but bite my lip as I took him in.

Max yelled, “Action!” and the cameras started to roll.

Nick had that look in his eyes, the one that told me he was already slipping into character. “On the bed, both of you,” he ordered, his voice firm but not unkind.

Alexis and I exchanged a quick glance before obeying, climbing onto the plush mattress and kneeling side by side.

“Bend over,” Nick instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for a split second, my heart pounding as I complied, my hands gripping the edge of the bed for support. Alexis mirrored my position, her back arched perfectly. I could feel the tension in the room mounting, the silence broken only by the soft clicks of Max adjusting his camera.

The first spank landed with a sharp crack, the sting radiating through my backside. I gasped, the pain mixing with a strange thrill that made my breath hitch. Nick didn’t hold back, his hand coming down again and again, each strike sending a jolt of electricity through me.

It hurts, I thought, but I can take it. Beside me, Alexis let out a yelp as Nick turned his attention to her, her blonde hair swaying with the motion. I could hear her breathing quicken, her arousal palpable even through the discomfort.

“Get naked,” Nick commanded, his voice low and dripping with authority.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the straps of my lingerie, sliding them down my shoulders and letting the fabric pool at my feet. Alexis was already ahead of me, her body on full display, her skin flushed from the spanking. We were exposed now, vulnerable, and yet there was a strange sense of empowerment in it.

“Alexis, eat her,” Nick said, his words sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

I glanced at her, our eyes locking for a moment before she moved between my legs. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as her tongue flicked against me, slow and deliberate. I bit back a moan, my head falling back as pleasure coursed through me. Nick was watching, his hand moving over his cock as Max zoomed in, capturing every detail.

“So fucking good,” I whispered, my voice barely audible as Alexis’s tongue worked its magic.

Her pace quickened, her lips closing around me as she sucked, the sensation almost too much to bear. I could feel myself unraveling, my body trembling with the need for release, but Nick had other plans.

He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me toward him. “Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my mouth wrapping around his cock. He wasted no time, thrusting into me with a force that made me gag. It was rough, intense, and I loved every second of it. My eyes watered as he fucked my face, his grip on my hair tight enough to keep me in place but not enough to hurt. This is what it means to submit, I thought, the realization sending a shiver of arousal through me.

When he pulled away, I was left gasping for air, my lips swollen and my body tingling. Nick turned his attention to Alexis, positioning her on her hands and knees. He entered her in one smooth motion, her gasp of pleasure echoing through the room.

I watched, transfixed, as he fucked her with the same intensity he’d just shown me, his muscles flexing with every thrust. The sight was almost too much, my own need building with each moan that escaped her lips. He didn’t last long, his release coming with a groan as he buried himself deep inside her.

When he pulled out, his cock was slick with her and his cum, and he turned to me with a smirk. “Suck it clean,” he ordered.

I didn’t hesitate, taking him into my mouth with a hunger that surprised even me. The taste of them both was intoxicating, and I worked him until he was hard again, his hand gripping the back of my head as he came once more, this time all over my face.

Alexis laughed softly, her eyes meeting mine as I wiped the cum from my cheeks. “You’re a natural,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. I couldn’t help but smile, the rush of the scene still coursing through me.

Max’s voice broke the moment. “Cut! That was fucking amazing,” he said, his excitement evident.

I looked over at Nick, who was already checking out the footage with Max, his focus unwavering.

Alexis leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “You okay?” she whispered, her concern genuine.

I nodded, my heart still racing. “Better than okay,” I replied, my voice quiet but steady.

This was my life now, this world of pleasure and control, and I was starting to love every second of it.

27 - INTRODUCING LAURA
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

I hung up the phone, my heart racing. Laura was going to be so surprised when I told her about Professor Mitchell’s request. She’d always been the wild one, the adventurous friend who never shied away from a challenge. And whatever I was into, Laura was into. I knew my girl would be down.

Sure enough, when I pulled up to her apartment on Friday night, she was waiting outside, leaning against the railing in a tight tank top that clung to her curves and a denim skirt so short it barely covered her ass. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her bright red lipstick made her look like she was ready for anything.

“You look… hot,” I said, rolling down the window and grinning at her.

Laura smirked, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “Well, you said this guy likes a show, right? Thought I’d give him something to remember.”

She slid into the passenger seat, and I couldn’t help but glance at her legs as she crossed them, the skirt riding even higher. My stomach fluttered with nerves—or excitement. I wasn’t sure which. Maybe both.

When we arrived at Professor Mitchell’s house, he opened the door wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely clung to his broad shoulders. His eyes lit up when he saw Laura standing beside me, and he grinned like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice low and smooth, “and this must be Laura.” He stepped aside to let us in, his gaze lingering on Laura’s figure as she walked past him.

We followed him to the bedroom, the same luxurious space where I’d been with him—and his wife—just days before. The memory sent a shiver down my spine. Mitchell sat on the edge of the bed, his robe falling open to reveal his muscular chest and the thick, erect cock that jutted out between his legs. He wrapped his hand around it, stroking slowly, his eyes locked on me and Laura.

“Get naked,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I glanced at Laura, who was already pulling off her tank top, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her breasts. I followed suit, slipping out of my dress and letting it pool at my feet. Laura’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her skirt, and she winked at me as she slid it down her hips, leaving her in nothing but a matching thong. Seeing her like that, so confident and sexy, made my breath catch in my throat.

Soon, we were both naked, kneeling in front of Mitchell on the soft carpet. His cock stood at attention, inches from our faces, and the scent of his arousal filled the air. Laura reached out first, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. Mitchell groaned, his head falling back as she leaned in and flicked her tongue over the tip.

My turn came next, and I opened my mouth, taking him in as far as I could. The taste of his precum mixed with Laura’s spit was intoxicating, sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. We took turns, alternating between sucking him and teasing him with our tongues until Mitchell’s breathing became ragged, his hands gripping the edge of the bed.

“Fuck,” he growled, his hips jerking forward as he came. A thick stream of cum shot into Laura’s mouth, and she swallowed most of it before leaning over and kissing me, sharing what was left. The salty, musky flavor made me moan, and I found myself craving more.

Mitchell wasted no time pushing Laura onto the bed, moving behind her, and spreading her legs wide. I watched, transfixed, as he thrust into her, his cock disappearing inside her again and again. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and Laura’s moans grew louder with each stroke. The professor slapped Laura on the ass as he fucked her hard.

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself in front of Laura. She pulled me closer and began licking my pussy. Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible against my sensitive flesh, and I ground against her, lost in the sensation. Mitchell’s rhythm faltered as he watched us, his eyes dark with lust.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Laura gasped, her voice muffled by my pussy. “You’re so fucking hot.”

Her words sent me over the edge, and I came hard, my juices dripping onto her lips as she continued to lick and suck. Moments later, Mitchell groaned, his hips slamming into Laura one last time as he emptied himself inside her.

He collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily, while Laura and I lay side by side, our skin glistening with sweat. Mitchell reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out two stacks of cash, handing one to each of us.

“One thousand,” he said, his voice still husky with desire. “Don’t spend it all in one place.”

Laura and I exchanged glances, grinning as we tucked the money into our bags. As we left the condo, the cool night air hit our flushed skin, and Laura turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“So,” she said, linking her arm through mine, “when’s the next session?”
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Jacinta stood outside the sleek modern house, her heart pounding in her chest. The night air was cool against her skin, but it did little to calm the heat rising within her. She adjusted the strap of her small purse, her fingers trembling slightly. This wasn’t her usual kind of gig, but the money was too good to pass up. She needed it. Badly. Taking a deep breath, she stepped up to the door and rang the bell.

The door swung open almost immediately, revealing a tall, muscular man with a confident smirk. His eyes raked over her hungrily, taking in her tight black dress and long, dark hair cascading down her back. “You must be Jacinta,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I’m Rob. Come on in.”

She followed him inside, her heels clicking softly against the polished hardwood floor. The interior of the house was just as impressive as the exterior—modern, luxurious, and tastefully decorated. But what really caught her attention were the two women lounging on the couch. One was a petite blonde with a mischievous grin, and the other was a stunning brunette with piercing green eyes.

“This is Layla, my girlfriend,” Rob said, gesturing to the brunette, “and Chante just arrived a few minutes ago. She’s an escort.” He turned to Jacinta, a sly smile playing on his lips. “We enjoy finding beautiful women to join us in the bedroom. Hope that’s not a problem.”

Jacinta blinked, momentarily thrown off guard. She had been expecting a one-on-one encounter, not this. But then again, the money was already more than double her usual rate. And Rob had mentioned extras. She quickly regained her composure and nodded. “Not a problem at all.”

Rob’s smile widened. “Good. I’ve got another thousand for you if you’re up for it.”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding again. “I’m in.”

Rob led them all to the bedroom, where the air was already thick with anticipation. Jacinta’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of the massive king-sized bed, adorned with silk sheets and plush pillows. She could feel her pulse quicken as she realized what was about to happen.

Without a word, Rob began to undress, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as his house. But it was his cock that really caught her attention—thick, long, and already hard. Jacinta felt a surge of desire wash over her as she imagined what it would feel like to have him inside her.

Layla and Chante wasted no time stripping down as well, their bodies sleek and toned. They moved to the bed, their hands already roaming over each other’s curves. Jacinta watched, captivated, as Layla’s fingers slipped between Chante’s thighs, teasing her. Chante moaned softly, her head falling back as Layla’s fingers worked their magic.

Rob stood by the bed, stroking himself as he watched the two women. His eyes were dark with desire, and Jacinta could see the hunger in them. She knew she was next.

Layla glanced over at Jacinta, her green eyes glowing with lust. “Come here,” she purred, her voice low and sultry.

Jacinta didn’t need to be told twice. She stepped out of her dress, letting it pool at her feet, and joined the women on the bed. Layla’s hands were on her instantly, exploring her body with a practiced ease. Jacinta gasped as Layla’s lips found her neck, her tongue tracing a hot path down to her collarbone.

Chante moved in from the other side, her mouth closing over one of Jacinta’s nipples. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure shooting through her body. Jacinta moaned, her back arching as Chante’s tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh.

Layla’s hand slid between Jacinta’s thighs, her fingers brushing against her already wet folds. Jacinta’s breath caught in her throat as Layla’s fingers slipped inside her, curling upward to hit that spot deep within her. She cried out, her hips bucking against Layla’s hand.

Rob stepped closer, his cock hard and throbbing. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Jacinta’s legs. Layla pulled her fingers out, giving Rob room to slide into her. Jacinta gasped as he entered her, stretching her wide and filling her completely. She could feel every inch of him as he began to move, thrusting into her with slow, deliberate strokes.

Layla straddled Jacinta’s face, her thighs pressing against her cheeks. Jacinta didn’t need any prompting—she leaned in, her tongue finding Layla’s slick folds. She licked and sucked, savoring the taste of her as Rob continued to pound into her.

The room was filled with the sounds of moans and the slick wetness of their bodies. Jacinta could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm approaching fast. Rob’s thrusts grew harder, faster, driving her closer to the edge. Then, with a sharp cry, she came, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Rob pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices. Chante was on him in an instant, her mouth closing over the head of his cock. She sucked him hard, her tongue swirling around his length as she took him deep into her throat. Rob groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he thrust into her mouth. With a final, guttural moan, he came, his release spilling into her throat.

Chante pulled back, her lips curled into a wicked smile. She leaned in, pressing her mouth to Jacinta’s, sharing Rob’s cum with her. The taste was salty and earthy, and Jacinta found herself craving more.

As they all caught their breath, Rob reached for his wallet, pulling out a wad of cash. “Here,” he said, handing it to Jacinta. “For you. And another for Chante.”

Jacinta took the money, her fingers brushing against his. She couldn’t help but smile. This was definitely not what she had expected, but she wasn’t complaining. In fact, she was already looking forward to the next encounter with Layla and Rob.

29 - RONNIE’S BIRTHDAY SURPRISE

MFF / Sex Work / Stripper / Threesome / Lap Dance / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Ronnie sat on the edge of the couch, her fingers nervously tapping against her thigh. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of string lights casting a warm ambiance. Max had insisted on keeping the night a surprise, and though she trusted him, her stomach fluttered with a mix of curiosity and unease. The music playing in the background was sultry, a slow beat that seemed to throb in sync with her heartbeat.

“Relax,” Max said, his voice smooth and low as he placed a glass of wine in her hand. His smirk was playful, the kind that always made her wonder what he was up to.

She sipped the wine, the rich flavor momentarily distracting her from the mystery.

Before she could ask any questions, the music shifted. The rhythm became more intense, the bass vibrating through the floor. Ronnie’s eyes widened as a woman emerged from the hallway, her hips swaying in perfect harmony with the beat. She was dressed in a sheer black bodysuit that left little to the imagination, her confidence radiating like a beacon.

Ronnie froze, her glass halfway to her lips.

The woman approached her with a smirk that mirrored Max’s, her movements hypnotic. “Hi, I’m Janet,” she purred, her voice dripping with allure.

Ronnie glanced at Max, who only gave her a nod of encouragement, his eyes locked on the scene unfolding before him. Janet didn’t wait for a response. She knelt in front of Ronnie, her hands sliding up her thighs as she leaned in close. The scent of her perfume was intoxicating, a blend of vanilla and something deeper that made Ronnie’s head spin.

“Happy birthday,” Janet whispered, her breath warm against Ronnie’s ear. Her hands continued their journey, cupping Ronnie’s hips as she began to move in slow, deliberate circles.

The friction sent a jolt of heat straight to Ronnie’s core, and she let out a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Janet’s hands moved higher, sliding under the hem of Ronnie’s dress and teasing the sensitive skin of her waist. Ronnie’s heart pounded as Janet leaned back, her lips curving into a seductive smile.

“You’re so beautiful,” Janet murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of Ronnie’s bra through the fabric of her dress.

Ronnie’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she found herself leaning into the touch, her body betraying her initial hesitation. Janet’s confidence was contagious, and Ronnie couldn’t help but feel a spark of excitement ignite within her.

Janet stood, her hands sliding up Ronnie’s arms as she guided her to her feet. The dress slipped from Ronnie’s shoulders, pooling at her feet in a soft rustle of fabric. Janet’s eyes raked over her, taking in the sight of Ronnie’s flushed skin and trembling frame.

“Turn around,” Janet instructed, her voice firm but gentle.

Ronnie obeyed, her breath catching as Janet’s hands gripped her hips. The heat of Janet’s body pressed against her back, and Ronnie could feel the curve of Janet’s breasts against her shoulder blades. Janet’s hands moved lower, sliding over the curve of Ronnie’s ass as she pressed herself closer.

“You’re so sexy,” Janet murmured, her lips brushing against Ronnie’s neck.

Her hands slipped around to the front, teasing the waistband of Ronnie’s panties. Ronnie’s pulse quickened as Janet’s fingers dipped beneath the fabric, teasing the sensitive skin there.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Janet pulled Ronnie’s panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Ronnie’s breath hitched as Janet’s hands returned to her hips, guiding her to sit back down on the couch. Janet knelt between her legs, her eyes locked on Ronnie’s as she leaned in.

The first touch of Janet’s tongue against her clit sent a jolt of pleasure through Ronnie’s body. She gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as Janet’s tongue explored her with expert precision. The sensation was electric, every lick and stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

Ronnie’s eyes fluttered shut, her head falling back as she lost herself in the sensation. Janet’s tongue flicked her clit with a steady rhythm, and Ronnie could feel the pressure building deep within her. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of the exquisite pleasure Janet was giving her. Janet’s hands gripped Ronnie’s thighs, holding her still as she continued to work her magic.

Ronnie’s body trembled with the force of her impending orgasm, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Oh god,” she moaned, her voice barely above a whisper.

The pressure reached its peak, and Ronnie’s body convulsed as she came, her back arching off the couch. Janet didn’t stop, her tongue continuing to lap at Ronnie’s sensitive flesh, prolonging the pleasure until Ronnie was left a trembling, breathless mess.

Ronnie’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze landing on Max. He was still seated in the armchair, his pants unzipped and his hand wrapped around his length. The sight of him stroking himself while watching her only added to the heat pooling in her core.

Janet stood, her lips glistening with Ronnie’s arousal. She turned to Max, her hands sliding over his chest as she knelt between his legs. “Your turn,” she purred, her hand replacing his as she took him into her mouth.

Max groaned, his head falling back as Janet worked her magic. Ronnie watched, her own arousal reigniting as she saw the pleasure on Max’s face. Janet’s head bobbed in a steady rhythm, her hand stroking the base of his length as she took him deeper.

Ronnie couldn’t take her eyes off them. The sight of Janet’s lips wrapped around Max’s cock sent a surge of jealousy through her, but it was quickly replaced by a new wave of arousal. She wanted to be a part of this, to feel the connection between them.

Janet pulled back, her lips slick with saliva as she turned to Ronnie. “Come here,” she said, her voice husky with desire.

Ronnie didn’t hesitate. She moved to the couch, kneeling beside Janet as she leaned in to kiss her. The taste of herself on Janet’s lips was intoxicating, and Ronnie moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in Janet’s hair.

Janet broke the kiss, guiding Ronnie to lie back on the couch. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Ronnie’s as she positioned herself above her. “Make me feel good,” she whispered, her voice filled with need.

Ronnie’s hands moved to Janet’s hips, guiding her closer until her mouth could reach her sensitive folds. The first taste of Janet’s arousal sent a shiver down Ronnie’s spine, and she dove in eagerly, her tongue exploring every inch of Janet’s pussy.

Janet moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Ronnie’s tongue worked its magic. The sensation was overwhelming, every lick and stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She rocked her hips against Ronnie’s mouth, seeking more of the exquisite pleasure.

Max moved behind Ronnie, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her, filling her completely. Ronnie’s moans vibrated against Janet’s pussy as Max picked up the pace.

Max set a steady rhythm, his hips moving in time with Ronnie’s tongue. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with the moans and gasps of pleasure. Ronnie’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

Max’s hands gripped her hips tighter, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Ronnie felt the familiar pressure building within her, her orgasm threatening to overwhelm her. She focused on Janet, her tongue flicking her clit with precision.

Janet’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her own climax. “Oh god,” she gasped, her hands tightening in Ronnie’s hair.

Ronnie’s body convulsed as she came, her pussy clenching around Max’s length. Max groaned, his own orgasm hitting him hard as he spilled himself inside her. Janet’s cries joined theirs, her body shaking with the force of her release.

The room fell silent, the only sound the soft panting of their breaths. Ronnie lay between them, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She turned to Max, a smile spreading across her face. “Best birthday ever,” she whispered.

Max grinned, pulling her closer. “Wait until next year,” he teased.

Janet laughed, her hand resting on Ronnie’s thigh. “I hope I’m invited,” she said.

Ronnie’s smile widened. “Definitely,” she replied.

The three of them lay there, basking in the afterglow of their shared pleasure. Ronnie’s mind was still reeling from the experience, but she knew one thing for sure—she had never felt more alive.

30 - A CURVY ESCORT’S FIRST DATE

MFF / Sex Work / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Myla stood in front of the mirror, her hands trembling as she adjusted the hem of her dress. The fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every soft, generous inch of her body. She had never felt confident about her appearance, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was stepping into a world that promised to appreciate her exactly as she was. The escort service had offered her a chance to earn money doing something that felt… liberating. Still, her stomach churned with nerves.

Jade, the seasoned escort who had been assigned to guide her, leaned against the doorframe with a smirk. “You look hot, Myla. Joe’s going to lose his mind when he sees you.” Her voice was smooth, confident, and it made Myla feel a little more at ease.

Jade’s own curves were on full display, her dress hugging her hips and bust in a way that made Myla’s breath catch. She couldn’t help but admire the other woman’s boldness.

“Is he… nice?” Myla asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade chuckled, stepping closer and placing a reassuring hand on Myla’s shoulder. “He’s a gentleman. And he loves big, beautiful women like us. Trust me, you’re going to have fun.”

The drive to Joe’s house was a blur. Myla’s heart raced the entire time, her mind spinning with what-ifs. But when they arrived, Joe greeted them warmly, his eyes lighting up as they approached. He was tall, with a commanding presence but a kind smile.

“Jade, always a pleasure,” he said before turning to Myla. “And you must be Myla. Wow. You’re even more stunning in person.”

Myla felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Thank you,” she murmured, unsure of what else to say.

Joe led them into the house, his gaze lingering on their curves as they walked. The tension in the air was palpable, and Myla’s skin tingled with anticipation. When they reached the bedroom, Joe placed a stack of cash on the nightstand without a word.

“Let’s get started,” Jade said, her voice low and sultry.

She began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate, and Myla followed suit, her hands shaking as she peeled off her dress. The cool air hit her skin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way Joe and Jade were looking at her made her feel something else entirely—desired, powerful.

Jade stepped closer, her bare body inches from Myla’s. “You’re gorgeous,” she whispered, her hands brushing over Myla’s hips.

Myla’s breath caught as Jade’s lips met hers in a soft, teasing kiss. The sensation was electrifying, and Myla found herself leaning into it, her hands resting on Jade’s waist.

Joe watched from the bed, his eyes dark with hunger as the two women kissed. “Put on a show for me,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Jade pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a smirk. “You heard him,” she said, her hands sliding down Myla’s body. Her touch was firm, possessive, and Myla felt a jolt of pleasure as Jade’s fingers found her nipples, teasing them until they hardened.

Myla’s hands explored Jade’s curves in return, her fingers tracing the soft swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the full curve of her hips. The other woman’s skin was warm, smooth, and Myla couldn’t get enough.

Jade guided Myla onto the bed, her lips trailing down Myla’s neck, her collarbone, her chest. When she reached Myla’s breasts, she took a nipple into her mouth, sucking and teasing until Myla gasped. Her hands moved lower, parting Myla’s thighs, and Myla’s pulse quickened as Jade’s lips found her sensitive flesh.

The sensation was overwhelming. Jade’s tongue was relentless, teasing and circling Myla’s clit until she was trembling with pleasure. Myla’s hands tangled in Jade’s hair, her hips arching off the bed as the waves of pleasure built inside her.

Joe’s voice broke through the haze of pleasure. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Myla glanced up to see him stroking himself, his eyes fixed on the two women. Jade pulled back, her lips glistening, and smiled at Joe. “Then join us.”

Joe didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Jade. She arched her back, guiding him into her, and Myla watched, transfixed, as Joe thrust into her with slow, deliberate movements. The sight was intoxicating, and Myla felt herself growing wetter by the second.

When Joe finally pulled out of Jade, he turned his attention to Myla. “Your turn,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Myla’s heart raced as Joe positioned himself between her legs. She felt the tip of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was sliding into her, filling her completely. The sensation was incredible, and Myla let out a moan as Joe began to thrust, his movements deep and steady.

Jade wasn’t content to just watch. She leaned over Myla, her lips finding Myla’s nipples once again as her fingers slipped between her own legs. The combination of sensations was too much, and Myla felt herself teetering on the edge of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Joe growled, his pace quickening. “Let go, Myla.”

Myla’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Joe followed soon after, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her.

As they lay there, breathless and spent, Jade smiled at Myla. “So, did you enjoy yourself?”

Myla’s cheeks flushed, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. “I did,” she admitted, her voice soft but confident.

Jade’s smile widened. “Good. Because this is just the beginning.”

31 - HIRED BY AN OLDER COUPLE

MFF / Age Gap / Sex Work / Blowjob / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling Farrah from her lazy scrolling. She glanced at the screen, her lips curving into a small smile as she saw the caller ID. Work. She swiped to answer, her voice smooth and practiced.

“Hi, this is Farrah.”

The voice on the other end was confident, older. “Hello, Farrah. We’d like to book an appointment with you. My wife and I.”

A couple. Farrah stretched her legs out on the bed, her interest piqued. Couples were always interesting, and the money was usually better. “Of course. When were you thinking?”

“Tonight. If you’re available.”

She ran a hand through her hair, considering. It was short notice, but it wasn’t like she had other plans. “Tonight works. Text me the address, and I’ll be there.”

The house was nicer than she expected—a sprawling, elegant home in a quiet neighborhood. She parked her car and smoothed her dress before walking up the driveway. The door opened before she could knock, revealing a woman in her sixties with a warm smile.

“Farrah?” she asked, stepping aside to let her in. “I’m Nina. So glad you could make it.”

Farrah stepped inside, her heels sinking into plush carpet. The interior was just as impressive as the outside, tastefully decorated and immaculately clean.

A man—Jeffrey, she assumed—stepped into the hall, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed. He extended a hand, his grip firm. “Welcome. We’re looking forward to this.”

She smiled, her professional mask firmly in place. “Me too.”

Jeffrey led her to the bedroom, and Farrah took a moment to assess the room. It was large, dominated by a king-sized bed with soft, inviting linens. Jeffrey handed her a stack of cash without preamble, and she tucked it into her purse without counting. The way he carried himself told her he wasn’t the type to short her.

Nina kicked off her shoes and began unbuttoning her blouse, her movements unhurried. Farrah watched as the older woman slipped out of her clothes, revealing a toned, surprisingly youthful body. Her breasts were firm, her waist narrow, her skin smooth and unblemished. Farrah felt a flicker of admiration—and a flicker of something else, something warmer as Nina climbed onto the bed and spread her legs.

“Like what you see?” Nina asked, her voice low and teasing as she ran a hand over her own thigh, fingers brushing close to her pussy.

Farrah nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. “Very much.”

Jeffrey, meanwhile, had been busy. He unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, veined, and already half-hard. Farrah’s eyes widened slightly—she hadn’t expected that. He caught her gaze and smirked. “Go ahead. Take a taste.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock. She licked a stripe up the underside, savoring the salty tang of his pre-cum, before taking him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she sucked him deeper, her tongue working along the shaft.

“That’s it,” Jeffrey muttered, his hips thrusting forward slightly. “Just like that.”

Farrah moaned around him, the vibrations making him grow even harder. She could feel him pulsing in her mouth, his cock heavy on her tongue. She pulled back slightly, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

On the bed, Nina was watching, her fingers busy between her legs. Farrah glanced up, catching the older woman’s gaze as she licked her lips. Nina smiled, teasing her own clit as she watched Farrah work.

“Come here,” Nina said finally, patting the bed beside her. “I want to feel that mouth on me too.”

Farrah stood, her legs a little shaky as she stripped off her dress and underwear. She climbed onto the bed, settling between Nina’s legs. The older woman’s pussy was already wet, her arousal obvious in the way her folds glistened. Farrah leaned in, her tongue flicking over Nina’s clit, drawing a sharp gasp.

“Oh, yes,” Nina murmured, her hands moving to Farrah’s hair, guiding her closer. “Just like that.”

Farrah licked and sucked, her fingers slipping inside Nina as she worked. The older woman’s hips bucked against her mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Farrah could feel Nina’s pussy clenching around her fingers, the older woman’s orgasm building. She doubled down, her tongue circling Nina’s clit as she pressed deeper with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” Nina cried, her body arching off the bed as she came, her pussy pulsing around Farrah’s fingers.

Farrah kept going, drawing out the orgasm until Nina was whimpering, her hands tugging at her hair.

“Enough,” Nina panted, pushing her away gently. “That was… incredible.”

Farrah smiled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She sat back on the bed, spreading her legs, her own arousal obvious. Nina picked up a dildo from the nightstand, the size and shape impressive. She straddled Farrah, positioning the toy at her entrance.

“Ready?” Nina asked, her voice husky.

Farrah nodded, her breath catching as Nina pushed the dildo inside her. It slipped in easily, her pussy already wet and eager. Nina began to move, thrusting the dildo in and out, each stroke hitting just the right spot. Farrah moaned, her hips rocking to match Nina’s rhythm.

Jeffrey was watching from the side of the bed, his cock in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the two women. “You look so good together,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Nina pulled the dildo out, setting it aside. “Your turn,” she said, gesturing to Jeffrey.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Farrah’s legs. His cock pressed against her entrance, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He pushed inside her, the stretch and fullness making her gasp.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her nails digging into his back as he began to thrust.

He was relentless, each stroke deep and hard, his cock filling her completely. Farrah could feel her orgasm building, the tension coiling in her belly as he fucked her. She rocked her hips against his, meeting each thrust, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, her back arching as the pleasure built to a breaking point.

“Come for me,” Jeffrey growled, his hips slamming into hers.

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around his cock as she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Jeffrey groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed together, both of them breathless as the aftershocks of their orgasms faded. Farrah lay there, her mind pleasantly blank, her body sated. She felt Nina’s hand on her arm, and she turned her head to see the older woman smiling at her.

“That was amazing,” Nina said, her voice soft.

Farrah smiled back, her eyes heavy. “It really was.”

Jeffrey pulled out of her and she felt the warm sensation of his cum leaking out. He lay beside her catching his breath, still stroking her thigh.“So, Farrah,” Jeffrey said, his voice low and satisfied. “Can we see you again?”

Farrah turned her head to look at him, a small, contented smile playing on her lips. “Yes,” she replied without hesitation—her body already buzzing at the thought of what might come next.

32 - MILTON’S DOMINANCE

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Bondage / Whipping / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on the plush couch in my penthouse, one leg dangling over the edge, sipping an apple martini. Laura was across from me, her blonde hair catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. We’d built this empire together, our escort service, and it had turned us into the queens of this city. But tonight, something was off. I could feel it in my bones.

“Danielle’s out,” I said, swirling the olive in my glass. My voice was calm, but the tension in the room thickened instantly.

Laura froze, her glass halfway to her lips. “Out? As in… out of jail?”

I nodded, my hazel eyes meeting hers. “Yeah. Out. Free. Walking around like she didn’t steal from us, like she didn’t betray us.” The bitterness in my voice was sharp, cutting through the air.

Danielle—former friend, former employee, and now permanent enemy—had crossed us one too many times. We’d made sure she paid for it, with Donte’s help. But now she was back, and I wasn’t naive enough to think she’d let bygones be bygones.

I described my encounter with Milton to Laura—a kinky competition where he invited Danielle and I to compete against each other to see who could make him cum first. Of course, I walked away with the twenty grand.

I was surprised Danielle had remained so professional during our encounter with Milton, but I was convinced it was an act. She was planning something. And, I’m sure that losing Milton’s freaky sex game made her even more vengeful.

Laura leaned forward, her green eyes narrowing. “What’s the plan, Brandi? You know she’s coming for us.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the glass coffee table. I glanced at the screen and felt a jolt of excitement. Milton. The name alone made my heart race. Our last encounter had been intense. What would he want this time? I picked up the phone, my voice smooth as silk. “Milton. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Brandi,” his deep voice purred through the speaker. “I’ve got another proposition for you. Something… exciting. You in?”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. I didn’t even need to ask her; she was already nodding, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m listening,” I said.

“Meet me at the Regal Crescent in an hour. Oh, and bring a friend. Someone who can keep up.” The line went dead before I could respond.

I set the phone down, my pulse quickening. “Looks like we’ve got a date.”

—

The Regal Crescent was the kind of place where money screamed louder than words. Marble floors, chandeliers that looked like they belonged in Versailles, and a staff so polished they probably didn’t even sweat. Laura and I strutted through the lobby like we owned the place, our heels clicking in unison. We took the elevator to the top floor, the anticipation building with every passing second.

When the doors slid open, we were greeted by the sight of Milton himself, leaning against the doorway of the suite. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—tall, impeccably dressed, with eyes that seemed to see everything. His smile was crooked, dangerous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ladies,” he said, stepping aside to let us in. “Welcome to my playground.”

The suite was luxurious, but it wasn’t the decor that caught my attention. It was the BDSM equipment scattered around the room. Leather benches, restraints, whips, and toys that made my stomach twist in a mix of nerves and excitement. I glanced at Laura, her eyes wide, but there was a spark there too. We both knew Milton was worth it—both the cash and the experience.

Milton shut the door behind us, his gaze sweeping over us like he was assessing a pair of racehorses. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitated for only a second before reaching for the zipper on my dress. The fabric pooled at my feet, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen for the occasion. Laura followed suit, her movements confident, her red hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Milton’s eyes darkened with appreciation, but there was no warmth there. This was business, and we all knew it.

“On the bench,” he said, gesturing to the leather piece of furniture in the center of the room. “Side by side.”

We obeyed, our bodies pressed together as Milton secured us with restraints. The leather was cool against my skin, the smell of it heady and intoxicating. My heart was pounding now, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely exhilarated.

Milton picked up a whip, the sound of it cutting through the air making me flinch. The first strike landed on my thigh, the pain sharp and immediate. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but the sting was followed by a rush of heat that made me squirm. He moved to Laura next, her gasp echoing in the room as the whip connected with her skin.

The next part came quickly. I felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure as Milton slid a butt plug into me. I gasped, the sensation both strange and intoxicating. He teased my clit with a small vibrator, the buzz building until I was panting, begging for release. But he stopped, leaving me aching and frustrated, before turning his attention to Laura.

He took a large dildo, the sight of it making my stomach clench. Laura moaned as he thrust it into her, her body arching against the restraints. But just as she seemed on the edge, he stopped, leaving her as unsatisfied as I was.

When Milton finally released the restraints, I was trembling, my body humming with need. He unzipped his pants, and I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, the taste of him making my head swim. Laura joined me, our lips and tongues working in tandem as we took turns pleasing him.

Then it was time for the main event. Laura and I bent over the bench, our bodies side by side. I heard Laura’s moans as Milton entered her from behind, her pleasure spilling out in a cascade of gasps and cries. When it was my turn, I braced myself, knowing what he wanted.

He removed the butt plug, the sensation making me shiver. I felt the coolness of the lube, then the pressure as he pushed into me. It was intense, overwhelming, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. He moved with a precision that left me breathless, his thrusts building until I felt him release inside me.

When it was over, Milton handed us each an envelope filled with cash—ten grand apiece. Laura and I showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and the remnants of the night. We dressed in silence, our hearts pounding with excitement.

As we walked out of the hotel, the city lights sparkling around us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

“What’s next?” Laura asked, her voice low.

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. But I knew one thing for sure—Milton and his wealth would be very beneficial to us. He was a good person to have on our side, but I was experienced enough to know that crossing someone like him could be very dangerous. We’d have to be careful.

33 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S LESSON

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Boss Employee / Vibrator / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Blowjob

“Do you like what you see?” Mr. Blackwell’s low, velvety voice rolled over Kensie like a wave, startling her out of her trance.

She whipped around, her cheeks burning as she dropped the vibrator she’d been holding. It clattered to the floor, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent bedroom.

“Mr. Blackwell! I—I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to—” Kensie stammered, her voice trembling as she took a step back, her heart pounding in her chest.

He raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips as he leaned casually against the doorframe. His tailored suit hugged his broad shoulders perfectly, and his dark eyes bore into hers with an intensity that made her knees weak. “No need to apologize, Kensie. Curiosity isn’t a crime.”

She swallowed hard, her gaze flickering to the array of sex toys and BDSM equipment scattered across the bed. How had she even ended up here? She’d been cleaning, just doing her job, when she’d stumbled upon this. And now here she was, caught red-handed by her employer.

“I was just… tidying up,” she said lamely, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mr. Blackwell chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling. “You’re a terrible liar, Kensie.” He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. Click. The sound sent a shiver down her spine.

She froze as he moved closer, her breath hitching when he stopped just inches away. He was so close she could smell his cologne, something dark and spicy that made her head swim. “I could show you how to use them, if you’d like,” he murmured, his voice dripping with suggestion.

Kensie’s eyes widened. “I—I don’t think that’s appropriate, Mr. Blackwell. You’re married.”

He smirked, reaching out to tuck a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “Lena won’t mind. In fact, she’d probably enjoy watching.”

Kensie’s stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and something else she couldn’t quite name. Lena? Watching? The idea sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, but she shook her head, trying to clear it. “I shouldn’t.”

“But you want to,” he said, his voice low and confident, as if he already knew her answer. And maybe he did. Because as much as Kensie wanted to deny it, she did want to. The curiosity, the thrill, the forbidden nature of it all—it was intoxicating.

She hesitated for a moment longer before nodding slowly, her voice barely audible. “Okay.”

Mr. Blackwell’s smirk widened into a grin. “Good girl. Now, strip.”

Kensie’s heart raced as she reached for the hem of her blouse, her hands trembling slightly. What am I doing? she thought, but the question didn’t stop her. Slowly, she peeled off her clothes, letting them fall to the floor until she stood before him completely exposed.

She felt his eyes on her, roaming over her body, and it made her skin tingle with anticipation. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his approval sending a wave of warmth through her. “Now, get on the bed.”

She obeyed, climbing onto the plush mattress and lying back against the pillows. The sheets were cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling between her legs.

Mr. Blackwell reached for the vibrator she’d dropped earlier, handing it to her with a pointed look. “Show me how much you want it.”

Kensie hesitated for only a moment before wrapping her fingers around the toy. She guided it between her legs, her breath hitching as the cool silicone brushed against her sensitive flesh. She closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan as she pressed it against her clit, the vibrations sending sparks of pleasure through her.

She heard the rustle of fabric and opened her eyes to see Mr. Blackwell undoing his belt, his dark gaze locked on her. Her breath hitched as he pulled his cock out, already hard and throbbing. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes never leaving her as she worked the vibrator against herself.

The room was filled with the sound of her soft moans and the rhythmic hum of the toy, and Kensie felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge. God, this was so wrong. But it felt so good.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, and Kensie’s eyes flew open in panic. No, no, no. But it wasn’t embarrassment she saw on Lena’s face—it was hunger.

“Having fun without me?” Lena purred, her eyes glinting with mischief as she stepped into the room.

Kensie froze, her breath catching in her throat. “Ms. Blackwell, I—”

“Shh,” Lena interrupted, moving to the bed with the grace of a predator. “Don’t stop on my account.”

Kensie’s heart raced as Lena climbed onto the bed beside her, her hands skimming over Kensie’s body with a familiarity that made her shiver.

“You’re so beautiful,” Lena murmured, her breath warm against Kensie’s ear. “Let me help you.”

Before Kensie could respond, Lena’s lips closed around one of her nipples, sucking gently as her fingers teased the other. Kensie let out a gasp, her back arching as the dual sensations completely overwhelmed her. Mr. Blackwell leaned in, his tongue circling her clit as Lena continued to tease her breasts.

Kensie’s mind spun, unable to process the sheer pleasure of it all. She felt Mr. Blackwell’s fingers wrap around the vibrator, guiding it toward her entrance. She moaned as he slid it inside her, the vibrations intensifying the sensations as he fucked her with it.

Lena’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as Mr. Blackwell worked the toy in and out of her. Kensie’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body writhing as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. “I—I’m going to—” she managed to choke out before her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came hard.

When she finally came down from her high, Kensie lay there, panting and completely spent. She felt Mr. Blackwell pull the toy out of her, and she opened her eyes to see him stroking his cock, his gaze locked on her.

“Suck it,” Lena commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Kensie hesitated for only a moment before moving to kneel between Mr. Blackwell’s legs. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around the tip as she took him deeper into her mouth. She could taste his pre-cum, salty and musky, and it only made her want him more.

Lena knelt beside her, her hand guiding Kensie’s head as they took turns sucking him off. Kensie’s lips slid down his length, taking him as deep as she could manage, her throat relaxing around him as he thrust into her mouth. Lena’s tongue swirled around the base of his cock, her hands caressing his balls as Kensie worked the shaft.

Mr. Blackwell groaned, his hips thrusting into their mouths as he neared his climax. Kensie felt his cock pulse in her mouth, and she pulled back just in time for him to cum, ropes of his release splattering across her and Lena’s faces.

Kensie looked up at him, her lips curling into a smile as she reached up to wipe some of the cum from her cheek. Mr. Blackwell grinned down at her, his eyes filled with satisfaction.

“We’re glad we hired you, Kensie,” Lena said, her voice teasing as she leaned in to lick some of the cum from Kensie’s face.

Kensie’s heart raced as she looked between them, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. She couldn’t wait to play with them again.

34 - SHARING WITH HER BEST FRIEND
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“So, what do you think?” Allen’s voice was low, his eyes flicking between Britta and Helen as he leaned back in his chair, a sly grin tugging at the corner of his lips. The dim light of the bar cast shadows across his face, making his expression unreadable.

Britta glanced at Helen, her best friend’s cheeks flushed with a mix of alcohol and something else—something that made Britta’s stomach twist. They’d been flirting with Allen all night, the three of them caught in a playful, electric tension that neither woman had expected when they’d walked into the bar hours ago.

“I think…” Britta started, her voice trailing off as she hesitated. She wasn’t sure what to say. She’d never been in a situation like this before. Allen was handsome, charming, and undeniably into both of them. But which one did he want to take home? That was the question.

Helen broke the silence, her voice steady despite the slight slur in her words. “We’re both into you, Allen. But we don’t want things to get… complicated.”

Allen raised an eyebrow, his grin widening. “Complicated? Or fun?”

Britta felt her heart skip a beat. She hadn’t expected him to be so direct. She glanced at Helen again, searching for some kind of reassurance. Her best friend’s eyes were wide, her lips parted slightly as if she were about to say something but couldn’t find the words.

“What are you suggesting?” Britta asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Allen leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table as he looked between the two women. “Why choose? Why not both?”

The air seemed to thicken around them, the noise of the bar fading into the background as Britta processed his words. Both? Her mind raced, trying to make sense of what he was proposing. A threesome? She’d never even considered it before. But the idea sent a shiver down her spine, a heat pooling low in her belly.

Helen was the first to speak, her voice trembling slightly. “I… I think I’m okay with that. If you are, Britta.”

Britta swallowed hard, her throat dry. She could feel Allen’s eyes on her, waiting for her response. She nodded slowly, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yeah. Okay.”

Allen’s grin turned into a full-blown smile as he stood up, extending a hand to each of them. “Let’s get out of here.”

—

The walk to Allen’s apartment was a blur. Britta could barely remember how they’d gotten there, her mind still reeling from the decision they’d made. The three of them stumbled through the door, the air inside warm and inviting. Allen led them down a short hallway to his bedroom, the space lit by a single lamp on the nightstand.

He turned to face them, his hands reaching for the hem of his shirt. In one smooth motion, he pulled it over his head, revealing a toned chest that made Britta’s breath catch in her throat. His jeans followed, dropping to the floor to reveal his cock, already hard and straining against his boxers.

Britta’s eyes widened as he stepped out of his boxers, his cock springing free. It was bigger than she’d expected, thick and long, the tip glistening with precum. She felt a rush of heat between her legs, her panties dampening as she stared at him.

Helen let out a soft gasp beside her, and Britta turned to see her best friend’s eyes fixed on Allen’s cock. Without a word, Helen reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head to reveal her lace bra and matching panties. Britta followed suit, her hands trembling as she unbuttoned her blouse and stepped out of her skirt.

Allen’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of them, his cock twitching in anticipation. He stepped forward, his hands reaching for Britta’s hips as he pulled her closer. His lips crashed against hers, his tongue slipping into her mouth as he kissed her deeply. Britta moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed herself against him.

When he pulled away, he turned to Helen, capturing her lips in a searing kiss of his own. Britta watched as Helen melted into him, her hands roaming over his chest as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

Allen broke the kiss, his eyes flicking between the two women. “On your knees.”

Britta’s heart skipped a beat as she dropped to her knees beside Helen, the carpet soft beneath her bare skin. Allen stepped closer, his cock inches from her face. She could smell the musk of him, the scent sending a jolt of arousal through her body.

She reached out, wrapping her hand around his shaft as she leaned forward, her lips parting to take him into her mouth. The taste of him was intoxicating, salty and warm as she sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the tip.

Helen watched for a moment before leaning in, her lips wrapping around the base of his cock as she took him into her mouth alongside Britta. The sensation of their mouths working together must have been overwhelming for Allen because he let out a low groan, his hands tangling in their hair as he thrust gently into their mouths.

Britta moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers down Allen’s spine. She could feel Helen’s lips brushing against hers as they worked together, their tongues teasing him in tandem. The room was filled with the sound of wet sucking and soft moans, the air thick with desire.

When Allen finally pulled away, his cock glistening with their saliva, he gestured toward the bed. “Helen, get on the bed.”

Helen obeyed without hesitation, climbing onto the bed and lying back against the pillows. Allen followed her, positioning himself between her legs as he guided his cock to her entrance. Britta watched from the edge of the bed, her fingers slipping between her legs as she touched herself.

Allen pushed into Helen slowly, his cock stretching her as he filled her completely. Helen let out a loud moan, her back arching off the bed as he began to thrust into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

Britta’s fingers moved faster between her legs, her clit throbbing as she watched Allen fuck Helen. The sight of his cock sliding in and out of her best friend’s pussy was almost too much to bear. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need.

When Allen finally pulled out of Helen, he turned to Britta, his eyes dark with lust. “Your turn.”

Britta didn’t need to be told twice. She climbed onto the bed, getting on her hands and knees as she presented herself to him. Allen positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided his cock to her entrance.

He pushed into her slowly, his cock stretching her as he filled her completely. Britta let out a loud moan, her head dropping forward as he began to thrust into her. The sensation was overwhelming, his cock hitting all the right spots as he fucked her hard and fast.

Helen watched from beside them, her fingers slipping between her legs as she touched herself while watching Allen pound into Britta. The room was filled with the sound of their moans and gasps, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Britta could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need. When Allen finally came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, she let out a loud cry, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

As they lay there together, their bodies tangled and sweaty, Britta couldn’t help but smile. This had been unexpected, but it had also been incredible. And as she glanced at Helen, she knew their friendship had only grown stronger because of it.

Allen reached for his phone on the nightstand, handing it to Britta with a smirk. “In case you two want to do this again.”

Britta took the phone, her heart racing as she saved his number. She couldn’t wait for the next time.

35 - A BBW THREESOME
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Mia sat at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass as the low hum of music filled the air. She felt the weight of her curves pressing into the stool, her thighs spreading slightly against the edge. The dress she wore clung to her body, accentuating every soft, rounded inch of her. She wasn’t used to this—putting herself out there, letting her confidence show. But tonight, something felt different. Maybe it was the way the dim light caught her skin, or the way the bartender had smiled at her when he handed her the drink. Whatever it was, she felt a spark of something she hadn’t in a long time.

That’s when she noticed them. A couple, sitting a few stools down, their heads close together as they whispered and laughed. The woman was stunning—full-figured, with a belly that curved gently under her tight top and thighs that looked like they could crush a man’s skull if she wanted to. Her husband—or boyfriend, Mia wasn’t sure—was leaner, but his eyes kept drifting toward Mia, lingering on her body with an intensity that made her cheeks flush.

The woman caught Mia staring and smiled, her lips curling into a sly grin. She leaned over, her voice smooth and inviting. “Hey there. You look like you could use some company.”

Mia hesitated, her heart pounding. She wasn’t sure what to say, but the woman’s confidence was magnetic. “I… yeah, maybe.”

The woman slid off her stool, her hips swaying as she approached. “I’m Melanie,” she said, extending a hand. “And this is Chris.”

Chris nodded, his eyes still fixed on Mia. “Nice to meet you.”

Melanie’s hand was warm in Mia’s, and she didn’t let go right away. Instead, she leaned in closer, her breath warm against Mia’s ear. “You’re gorgeous. We couldn’t help but notice you.”

Mia’s stomach flipped. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially not from someone like Melanie. “Thanks,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Melanie pulled back slightly, her eyes scanning Mia’s face. “We were thinking of heading back to our place. Maybe you’d like to join us?”

Mia’s heart raced. She glanced at Chris, who was watching her with a quiet intensity. She didn’t know what to say. This was crazy, wasn’t it? Going home with strangers? But there was something about them—something that made her feel safe, desired.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice trembling slightly. “I’ll come.”

Melanie’s smile widened, and she took Mia’s hand, leading her out of the bar. Chris followed close behind, his presence both comforting and thrilling.

—

Their house was cozy, with soft lighting and plush furniture. Melanie poured them each a drink, and they sat together on the couch, the conversation flowing easily. But Mia could feel the tension building, the air thick with anticipation.

It was Melanie who made the first move. She set her glass down and turned to Mia, her eyes dark with desire. “Can I kiss you?” she asked softly.

Mia nodded, her breath catching in her throat. Melanie’s lips were soft and warm against hers, the kiss slow and deliberate. Mia melted into it, her hands finding Melanie’s waist, feeling the softness of her body beneath her fingers.

Chris watched them, his eyes heavy with lust. He reached out, his hand brushing against Mia’s thigh, sending a shiver through her.

Melanie pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a smile. “Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

Mia followed them down the hallway, her heart pounding in her chest. The bedroom was dimly lit, the bed large and inviting. Melanie turned to Mia, her hands reaching for the hem of her dress.

“Let me see you,” she whispered.

Mia nodded, lifting her arms as Melanie pulled the dress over her head. The cool air hit her skin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way Melanie looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen—made her feel powerful.

Melanie’s hands roamed over Mia’s body, tracing the curves of her hips, the softness of her belly. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Mia’s neck, then lower, kissing her collarbone, her breasts.

Chris stepped closer, his hands joining Melanie’s. He cupped Mia’s breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her gasp.

Melanie knelt down, her hands sliding up Mia’s thighs. She kissed the soft skin there, her lips trailing higher until they reached the edge of Mia’s panties. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, leaving Mia completely bare.

Chris stepped back, stripping off his clothes as Melanie continued to explore Mia’s body with her mouth. His cock was already hard, and Mia couldn’t help but stare.

Melanie stood up, pulling Mia onto the bed. She lay down beside her, their bodies pressed together as they kissed deeply. Chris climbed onto the bed too, his hands roaming over both women.

Melanie broke the kiss and reached for something on the nightstand—a dildo. She held it up, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Ready?”

Mia nodded, her heart racing. Melanie positioned herself between Mia’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance. She pushed it in slowly, making Mia moan.

Chris leaned down, his mouth closing around one of Mia’s nipples as Melanie began to thrust the dildo in and out of her. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch of the toy inside her, the heat of Chris’s mouth on her breast.

Melanie increased the pace, her hips moving in rhythm with the dildo. Mia’s moans grew louder, her body arching off the bed.

Chris moved lower, his tongue replacing the dildo as he began to eat Mia out. His tongue flicked over her clit, making her cry out.

Melanie pulled the dildo out and set it aside, climbing on top of Mia. She kissed her deeply as Chris positioned himself between Mia’s legs. He pushed into her slowly, his cock filling her completely. Mia gasped, her nails digging into Melanie’s back. Chris began to thrust, his pace steady at first but quickly growing faster. Melanie kissed Mia’s neck, her hands roaming over her body.

Mia could feel herself getting closer to the edge, the pleasure building with every thrust. Chris groaned, his hips slamming into hers. “I’m going to cum,” Mia gasped, her body trembling.

Chris didn’t slow down, his cock pounding into her until she came with a cry, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Chris followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled in a sweaty heap. Chris brushed a strand of hair from Mia’s face, his eyes soft.

“Will we see you again?” he asked.

Mia smiled, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. “Yes,” she said breathlessly. “I can’t wait.”
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