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1 - KINKY NIGHT WITH A BILLIONAIRE

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Fingering / Teasing / Ball Gag / Buttplug / Dildo

Kiara wiped down the counter for the third time that evening, her mind wandering to the monotonous routine of her shifts. The restaurant was quiet, the kind of quiet that made the hum of the refrigerator seem deafening. She glanced at the clock—another hour to go. Just as she was about to slip into her usual daydream, the door chimed, and in walked a man who immediately caught her attention.

He was tall, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored suit impeccably. His dark hair was styled perfectly, and his sharp jawline was softened only slightly by the hint of a five o’clock shadow. But it was his eyes that truly captivated her—deep, intense, and focused directly on her as he approached the counter.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’ll take a table for one, please.”

Kiara felt her cheeks warm as she led him to a table by the window. She handed him the menu, her fingers brushing against his for the briefest of moments. When she looked up, he was smiling at her, a smile that made her stomach flip.

“Thank you,” he said, his gaze lingering just a beat too long. “I’m Tom, by the way.”

“Kiara,” she replied, her voice sounding a little breathless even to her own ears.

Tom ordered a glass of wine and a steak, and throughout his meal, he kept finding reasons to catch her attention. A question about the menu, a request for more bread, a compliment on the food that felt more like a compliment on her. By the time he was done, Kiara found herself lingering at his table longer than she should have, drawn to the easy charm he exuded.

When the bill came, Tom handed her his credit card, and as she returned it, he slipped a crisp hundred-dollar bill into her hand along with his business card. “Call me,” he said with a wink. “I’d love to see more of you.”

Kiara stared at the card, her heart racing. She had never met a man like Tom before—someone so bold, so direct, and so... inviting. She tucked the card into her apron pocket, and for the rest of her shift, she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That night, after she had showered and changed into a pair of cozy pajamas, Kiara found herself staring at the card again. She traced the embossed letters of his name with her finger, hesitating. Should I call him? she wondered. What’s the worst that could happen?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she picked up her phone and dialed the number. It rang twice before he answered.

“I was hoping you’d call,” Tom said, his voice low and warm. Kiara felt a shiver run down her spine. “Are you free tonight?”

She hesitated for only a moment before saying yes. Tom gave her the address to his home, and twenty minutes later, she was standing outside the gates of a mansion that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The gates opened silently, and she walked up the long driveway, her heels clicking against the pavement.

When she reached the front door, Tom was already there, leaning against the frame with a glass of wine in his hand. “You’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he said, stepping aside to let her in.

Kiara stepped inside and immediately felt overwhelmed by the opulence. The ceilings were high, the floors were marble, and the walls were adorned with art that looked like it cost more than her yearly salary. She followed Tom into the living room, where he handed her a glass of wine.

“Cheers,” he said, clinking his glass against hers. They sipped in silence for a moment before Tom set his glass down and turned to her. “I have a confession to make. I didn’t just invite you here for conversation.”

Kiara raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

Tom stepped closer, his hand brushing against her arm. “I’m into something a little... different. Something kinky. But only if you’re interested.”

Kiara felt her heart race, but there was no fear, only excitement. She had never done anything like this before, but the way he was looking at her made her want to say yes. “I’m interested,” she said softly.

Tom smiled and took her hand. He led her down a hallway and into an elevator that took them to the basement. When the doors opened, Kiara gasped. The room was dimly lit, with red walls and black leather furniture. There were whips, chains, and other equipment that she couldn’t even name. It was like something out of a movie.

“Welcome to my dungeon,” Tom said, his voice low and seductive. “Strip for me.”

Kiara hesitated for only a moment before she began to undress, her hands trembling slightly as she pulled off her clothes. When she was completely naked, Tom stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “You’re stunning,” he murmured before taking her hand and leading her to a leather bench in the center of the room.

He helped her lie down and then began to bind her wrists and ankles with leather restraints. Kiara felt a mix of nervousness and excitement as the leather tightened around her, holding her in place. Tom ran his fingers lightly down her body, his touch making her shiver.

“Relax,” he whispered as he leaned down and kissed her softly.

His hands trailed down her body, stopping to tease her breasts before moving lower. When he reached her pussy, he ran his fingers lightly over her clit, making her gasp.

“You’re so wet,” he said with a smirk before slipping a finger inside her.

Kiara moaned, her hips arching towards his hand. He continued to tease her, his fingers moving in and out of her at a slow, maddening pace. She could feel herself getting closer to the edge, but just as she was about to cum, he pulled his hand away.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. Kiara whimpered, her body throbbing with need.

Tom reached for a vibrator and turned it on, the buzzing sound making her clench with anticipation. He ran it over her body, teasing her nipples, her thighs, and finally her clit. Kiara moaned, her body trembling as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice shaky. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Tom said again, his tone leaving no room for argument.

He reached for a ball gag and gently inserted it into her mouth, silencing her. Kiara’s eyes widened as he moved behind her, and she felt something cold and slick press against her ass. She tensed as he began to push the vibrating buttplug into her, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Once it was fully inside, he turned it on, the vibrations making her moan around the gag.

Tom stepped in front of her again, holding a large dildo. He ran it teasingly over her pussy, making her whimper, before slowly pushing it inside her. Kiara’s back arched as he stretched her, the sensation overwhelming.

He began to move the dildo in and out of her at a steady pace, the vibrations from the buttplug adding to the intense pleasure rippling through her body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need.

Just as she felt like she couldn’t take it anymore, Tom leaned down and whispered, “Cum for me.”

Kiara’s body erupted in pleasure, her moans muffled by the ball gag as she came harder than she ever had before. Tom continued to fuck her with the dildo until the waves of her orgasm subsided, leaving her breathless and exhausted.

When he finally released the restraints and removed the gag and the toys, Kiara felt like her body was made of jelly. She caught her breath, her mind still reeling from the intense experience.

“That was... amazing,” she said, her voice shaky.

Tom smiled and helped her sit up. “You were incredible,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’ll call you soon.”

Kiara nodded, her heart still racing. As she got dressed, she couldn’t help but wonder what other surprises Tom had in store for her. She left his mansion, her body still tingling from his touch, and she knew she would be counting down the days until she heard from him again.

2 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.

3 - THE DRUG DEALER’S OFFER

MF / BDSM / Striptease / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Bondage / Rope / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Candy’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, the screen lighting up with a single word: Paul. Her heart skipped a beat, hands trembling as she reached for it. She’d been dreading this call for weeks. The debt. The addiction. The way Paul’s voice could send shivers down her spine even when she wasn’t high. She answered, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Paul?”

“You’re late on your payment, Candy,” he said, his tone smooth but edged with something sharp. “We need to talk. Come over. Now.”

The line went dead. Candy stared at the phone, her chest tightening. She grabbed her keys, her mind racing. She owed him too much, and she didn’t have a dime to her name. What’s he going to do to me? She drove in a haze, the city lights blurring as she sped toward his apartment.

Paul’s place was sleek, modern, and intimidating—just like him. When she knocked, the door swung open, and there he was. Paul looked as handsome as ever, his dark eyes piercing, his fitted shirt hugging his frame in all the right places. He leaned against the doorframe, a small, knowing smirk on his lips.

“Candy. Come in.”

She stepped inside, her stomach in knots. The apartment smelled faintly of cologne and something sharper, like leather. Paul closed the door behind her, the click of the lock making her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the couch.

She obeyed, perched on the edge, her knees bouncing nervously. Paul sat across from her, his gaze unwavering.

“You owe me a lot of money,” he began, his voice calm but laced with authority. “And you’ve been dodging me.”

“I’m sorry, Paul,” she stammered. “I just… I don’t have it right now. But I’ll get it. I swear.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “I don’t think you will, Candy. But I’m willing to make a deal.”

Her pulse quickened. “A deal?”

Paul leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “I’ll clear your debt. All of it. But you have to do something for me.”

Her mouth went dry. “What do you want?”

His smirk widened. “You. Right now. In my bedroom.”

Candy’s breath hitched. She’d fantasized about this, about him, more times than she could count. But this wasn’t a fantasy. This was real. And the way he was looking at her—predatory, possessive—made her stomach twist in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Paul stood and held out his hand. She took it, her palm clammy. He led her to his bedroom, and when they stepped inside, her eyes widened. The room was dimly lit, the walls lined with shelves holding ropes, restraints, and an array of sex toys that made her cheeks flush.

Paul let go of her hand and turned to face her. “Strip.”

Candy hesitated for only a moment before she began to pull her shirt over her head, fumbling with the buttons of her jeans.

“Slow down,” Paul said, his voice low and commanding. “Don’t rush it. Give me a show.”

She swallowed hard, her hands trembling as she slowed her movements. Paul reached over to a speaker and turned on some music, the bass thrumming through the room. Candy swayed to the rhythm, her hips moving almost involuntarily as she peeled off her jeans. She stood before him in just her bra and panties, her skin tingling under his gaze.

“Take it all off,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and then slid her panties down her legs. Paul’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on every curve.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Candy dropped to her knees, her heart pounding. Paul unzipped his pants, his cock springing free. It was thick, veiny, and perfectly erect. She licked her lips, her mouth watering as she reached for it.

“Worship it,” he said, his voice rough.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the head. She swirled her tongue around the tip before taking him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Paul groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Tell me how much you love it.”

“You’re so big,” she whispered between strokes, her voice breathy. “I love it, Paul. I love your cock.”

He pulled her hair, forcing her to look up at him. “Good girl. Now, stand up.”

Candy obeyed, her legs shaky as she rose to her feet. Paul grabbed a pair of ropes from the shelf and guided her to the bed. He pushed her down onto it, her back hitting the mattress as he tied her wrists to the bedposts.

“Now,” he said, his voice a low growl, “let’s see how much you can take.”

Candy’s eyes widened as Paul grabbed a vibrator from the shelf. He turned it on, the buzzing sound making her clench with anticipation. He dragged it over her thighs, teasing her, before pressing it against her clit. She gasped, her hips bucking off the bed as pleasure shot through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “More.”

Paul smirked, pulling the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

He reached for something else—a large, tentacle-shaped dildo. Candy’s breath quickened as he held it up, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

“Open your legs,” he ordered.

Candy spread her legs, her pussy already dripping. Paul rubbed the dildo against her, the cold silicone making her shiver.

“You want this?” he asked, his voice dark.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He pressed it against her entrance, slowly pushing it inside. Candy moaned, her back arching as the dildo stretched her, filling her in ways she’d never imagined.

“That’s it,” Paul said, his voice rough. “Take it all.”

He thrust the dildo deeper, the ridges of the tentacle stimulating her in ways that made her scream with pleasure. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she came, the dildo still inside her.

Paul pulled it out, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl. But we’re not done yet.”

He unzipped his pants again, his cock still hard. He positioned himself at her entrance, but instead of pushing into her pussy, he pressed against her ass.

Candy’s eyes widened. “Paul, I’ve never—”

“You want to pay your debt, don’t you?” he interrupted, his voice firm.

She nodded, swallowing hard.

“Then relax,” he said, his voice softening just a little.

Paul pressed into her, his cock stretching her tight ass. Candy whimpered, the pain mixed with pleasure as he pushed deeper. He began to thrust, each movement sending waves of ecstasy through her.

“You’re doing so well,” Paul groaned, his pace quickening. “Take it all, Candy.”

She came again, her body trembling as he filled her. Paul’s thrusts became erratic, and with a final groan, he came inside her, his cum filling her ass.

He untied her wrists, his breathing heavy. “You did great, Candy. Your debt is cleared.”

Candy lay there, her body spent, her mind still reeling. Paul looked down at her, his smirk returning.

“How would you like free drugs?” he asked.

She blinked, confused. “Free drugs?”

“Be my personal submissive,” he said, his voice low and enticing. “And I’ll keep you supplied. No more debts. Just you, me, and whatever I want to do to you.”

Candy hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes, Paul. I’ll do it.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Good girl.”

The sound of his voice sent a shiver down her spine as he whispered, “Now, let’s see how far you’re willing to go.”

4 - KAYA PROVES HERSELF

MF / BDSM / Rough Sex / Paddling / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“Please, Jack,” Kaya begged, her voice trembling. “I can do it. I can be what you want. Just tell me what to do.”

Jack’s expression was unreadable, his arms crossed over his chest as he stared down at her. His silence was worse than any words he could have spoken. It made her feel small, inadequate. She hated that look. It was the same one he gave her when she tried to hug him too long or asked him to cuddle after sex. That look that said, you’re too much, Kaya. You’re not enough.

“You don’t get it,” he finally said, his voice cold. “This isn’t some game. You can’t just decide to be a submissive because you think it’ll make me happy. You’re not built for it.”

Kaya’s heart sank. She’d expected rejection, but not like this. Not with that edge of disdain in his tone. She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. I can do this, she told herself. I can prove him wrong.

“Let me try,” she pleaded, her eyes locked on his. “Just once. If I can’t handle it, I’ll never bring it up again. But you don’t know what I’m capable of.”

Jack studied her for a long moment, his gaze flickering over her face as if trying to decipher something hidden beneath her skin. Finally, he sighed. “Fine,” he said, his voice low. “Strip.”

The command sent a shiver down her spine. She didn’t hesitate, her hands trembling as she reached for the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, tossing it aside, followed by her jeans and underwear. The cool air kissed her skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of Jack’s gaze as he watched her.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

Kaya obeyed, turning her back to him. She heard him move, the sharp sound of a drawer opening and closing. Her heart pounded in her chest as she waited, every nerve in her body on edge.

Then she felt it—the cold, smooth surface of something pressing against her lower back. She didn’t have to look to know what it was. He’d shown her the leather paddle once, when they’d been cleaning out the closet. She hadn’t thought much of it at the time. Now, its presence sent a jolt of fear and excitement through her.

“Bend over the bed,” Jack instructed, his voice calm but firm.

Kaya did as she was told, leaning forward until her palms flattened against the mattress. She closed her eyes, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

The first strike came without warning, the sharp crack of leather against flesh echoing in the room. Kaya gasped, the pain radiating through her body in hot, stinging waves. It hurt more than she’d expected, but she bit her lip, refusing to cry out.

Jack didn’t give her time to recover. The second strike landed just below the first, followed by a third and a fourth. Each one was harder than the last, the pain building until it was all she could think about. Her body tensed, her fingers gripping the sheets as she tried to endure it.

Finally, she couldn’t hold back anymore. A small whimper escaped her lips, followed by a soft, “Please…”

Jack paused, the paddle hovering in the air. “Please what?” he asked, his voice low and dangerous.

Kaya hesitated, her mind racing. She wasn’t sure what she was asking for—for him to stop, or for him to keep going. The pain was overwhelming, but there was something else too, something she couldn’t quite name.

“Please… don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Jack didn’t respond, but she heard him set the paddle down. Relief washed over her, but it was short-lived. She felt his hands on her shoulders, pulling her upright. Then he was in front of her, his eyes dark and unreadable.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her head back. Kaya gasped as he pressed the tip of his cock against her lips. “Open,” he commanded.

She obeyed without hesitation, her mouth opening to take him in. He pushed himself inside, the length of him filling her mouth and throat. She gagged, her body instinctively trying to pull away, but he held her firmly in place.

“Take it,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Kaya tried to relax, letting him push deeper until her nose brushed against his skin. Tears welled in her eyes, but she didn’t fight it. She focused on the way it felt, the weight of him on her tongue, the way his grip on her hair sent shivers down her spine.

He pulled out slightly, only to thrust back in, setting a rhythm that left her gasping for air. Each time he pushed in, she felt herself growing more and more aroused, the pain and humiliation only heightening the sensation.

Suddenly, he pulled out completely, his cock slick with her saliva. Kaya looked up at him, her lips parted in a silent plea. He smirked, then brought his hand down, slapping her across the face with his dick.

The sting made her cry out, but it only fueled the fire burning inside her. She wanted more—needed more.

“On the bed,” Jack ordered, stepping back to give her room.

Kaya scrambled onto the mattress, her body trembling with anticipation. She got on her hands and knees, looking over her shoulder at him. Jack climbed onto the bed behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

He didn’t waste any time, pushing himself inside her in one swift motion. Kaya gasped, her back arching as he filled her completely. He started to move, his thrusts hard and fast, each one driving her closer to the edge.

“Yes, Jack,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

He didn’t respond, his focus entirely on the rhythm of their bodies. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he pounded into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths.

Kaya could feel her orgasm building, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter inside her. She reached down, her fingers finding her clit, desperate for that final push.

But Jack grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand away. “Not yet,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “You’ll cum when I say you can.”

Kaya whimpered, her body trembling with the effort to hold back. She focused on the way he felt inside her, the way his hands gripped her hips, the way his breath hitched with each thrust.

Finally, he reached between her legs, his fingers finding her clit. He rubbed slow, deliberate circles, the pressure just enough to push her over the edge.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice a low growl.

Kaya’s body obeyed, pleasure crashing over her in waves as she came. Her muscles clenched around him, squeezing him tighter as she rode out the aftershocks.

Jack groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering as he came.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. Then Jack pulled out, leaving Kaya feeling empty and exposed.

She turned to look at him, her eyes wide with fear and anticipation. What would he say? What would he do?

Jack studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear.

“You did alright,” he murmured, his voice low and satisfied. “From now on, you’ll call me Master.”

Kaya’s heart skipped a beat, a shiver of excitement running down her spine as the weight of his words sank in.

“Master,” she whispered, testing the word on her tongue. It felt foreign, yet strangely right.

Jack smirked, running a hand through her hair as he leaned back. “Good girl,” he said, his voice dripping with approval.

Kaya’s cheeks flushed at the praise, a thrill coursing through her veins. She had finally proven herself to him, earned his approval in a way she had never thought possible.

But as Jack moved to stand, a flicker of doubt crept into her mind. Was this what she truly wanted?

“Master, wait—” she started, her voice trembling.

Jack paused, turning to her with a raised brow. “Yes?”

Kaya hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She wanted to ask him if he was serious, if this was really what he expected from her. But the words caught in her throat, swallowed by the fear of disappointing him once more.

“Nothing,” she whispered, lowering her gaze.

Jack smirked, a knowing glint in his eye. “Good,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Now, get dressed. We have much to discuss.”

Kaya nodded, her body still humming with the aftermath of their encounter. She reached for her clothes, her hands trembling as she pulled them on.

As she glanced at Jack, a mixture of fear and desire churned within her. She had finally found a way to connect with him, to be what he wanted. But at what cost?

Jack caught her gaze, his smirk widening. “Don’t look so worried, Kaya,” he said, his voice softer now. “You did well. Better than I expected.”

His words should have soothed her, but instead, they only deepened the turmoil inside her. She had wanted this, hadn’t she? To please him, to be enough for him?

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, forcing a smile.

Jack nodded, satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. “Good girl,” he said again, his tone sending a shiver down her spine.

As they finished dressing, Kaya couldn’t shake the feeling that she had crossed a line she couldn’t return from. But for now, she pushed those thoughts aside, focusing on the warmth of Jack’s praise and the promise of what was to come.

5 - PUBLIC PLEASURE IN NYC

MF / BDSM / First Person / Remote Control Vibrator / Teasing / Public / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

The morning light streamed through the hotel windows, casting a golden glow over the lavish suite. Donte stood by the bed, his dark eyes fixed on me as I slipped into a sleek black dress that hugged every curve. His gaze was intense, predatory almost, and it sent a shiver down my spine. He held something small in his hand, a devilish grin playing on his lips.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and smooth.

I did as I was told, my heart pounding as I felt him step closer. His hands were firm but gentle as he slid my thong down my legs. Then, I felt the cool touch of silicone against my skin. My breath hitched as he pressed the remote-controlled vibrator against my entrance, sliding it inside with deliberate precision. A soft gasp escaped my lips as he adjusted it, making sure it was snug and secure.

Donte pulled my panties back up once the toy was in place. “Don’t move,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “This stays in until I say otherwise.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of it inside me, already buzzing faintly with anticipation. My body tingled with excitement, knowing what was coming. Donte stepped back, his expression smug. He held a small remote in his hand.

“I’ll hold onto this,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

We left the hotel, the vibrant energy of New York City surrounding us as we made our way to the Statue of Liberty. The crowd was bustling, tourists snapping photos and chatting excitedly. Donte kept a possessive hand on the small of my back, guiding me through the throngs of people. We stood at the base of the statue, looking up at her towering figure. The sun glinted off her crown, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe.

And then, just as I was lost in the moment, Donte turned the vibration up.

A jolt shot through me, my knees threatening to buckle as the device hummed softly inside me. Oh god. I bit my lip, trying to keep my composure, but the sensation was overwhelming. Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing against my ear.

“You look so beautiful when you’re struggling,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. “Let’s see how long you can last.”

He increased the intensity, and I nearly gasped aloud. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release. I clenched my thighs together, trying to stifle the moan that threatened to escape. The vibrations were relentless, building and building until I couldn’t take it anymore.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me as I clung to Donte for support. The world blurred around me, the sounds of the crowd fading into the background as pleasure consumed me. When I finally came back to my senses, I realized Donte had lowered the settings, leaving me trembling and breathless.

“Good girl,” he purred, clearly pleased with himself. “Let’s keep moving.”

We spent the rest of the day exploring the city, visiting iconic landmarks and soaking in the sights. But everywhere we went, Donte kept teasing me, turning the vibrations up and down, keeping me on edge. By the time we arrived at the restaurant for dinner, I was desperate, my body craving more than just the sensations from the toy.

The restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and a romantic ambiance. We were seated at a secluded table, and Donte ordered for both of us—steak for him, lobster for me. As we ate, conversation flowed easily between us. But then, without warning, he turned the vibrations up again.

I nearly dropped my fork, the sudden surge of pleasure catching me off guard. My cheeks flushed as I tried to focus on the meal, but it was impossible. Donte smirked, leaning across the table to whisper dirty things to me.

“Imagine all these people watching you right now,” he murmured, his voice a seductive growl. “If they only knew how wet you are, how much you’re enjoying this.”

His words sent another wave of arousal through me, and before I knew it, I was cumming again, my body shuddering with bliss. It took everything in me not to cry out, but I managed to keep quiet, my face burning with embarrassment and exhilaration.

As soon as the waves of pleasure subsided, I leaned in close to Donte, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need more. Please.”

He raised an eyebrow, intrigued by my desperation. Without a word, he stood and took my hand, leading me toward the restroom. He gave the attendant a thick wad of cash and instructed him to keep everyone out until we were done. The man nodded, clearly impressed by the large sum of money, and locked the door behind us.

Inside, Donte wasted no time. He spun me around, pressing me against the counter as he hiked up my dress. He took off my panties and yanked the vibrator out, tossing it aside. His cock was already hard, and he didn’t bother with foreplay. Instead, he thrust into me with a force that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. “Take it, Brandi. You know you want it.”

I did. God, I did. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure coursing through me, and I matched his rhythm, pushing back against him as best I could. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the small space, mingling with our moans and gasps.

It didn’t take long for us both to reach the edge. I came first, my body clenching around him as pleasure ripped through me. Donte followed moments later, filling me with his seed. We stayed like that for a moment, panting and tangled together, before he pulled out.

Cum dripped down my legs, and I reached for my discarded panties, but Donte snatched them away. “You don’t need these,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’ll walk out of here just like this, with my cum dripping out of you.”

I nodded, too spent to argue, and he tipped the attendant generously on our way out. As we returned to our table, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. This man, this dangerous, dominant man, had completely captivated me. And as I sat there, feeling his cum trickle down my thighs, I knew I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Back at the hotel, I stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash over me. My mind drifted to Laura and the escort service. Thanks to Donte, we were thriving, our business booming like never before. He accepted me for who I was, embraced my lifestyle, and in return, I wanted to give him everything.

6 - A HOLLYWOOD AUDITION

MMF / BDSM / Group Sex / Spanking / Vibrator / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The bass thrummed through the floor, vibrating up through Raven’s heels as she stood near the bar of the exclusive LA nightclub. She clutched her phone like a lifeline, scrolling through photos of herself at auditions earlier that week.

The club was packed with beautiful people laughing, dancing, and flirting effortlessly. Raven felt out of place, her blue eyes scanning the crowd for someone—anyone—who might recognize her. She had just moved to Los Angeles, and the city felt vast and unforgiving. She wanted to be famous, but tonight, she just wanted to belong.

That’s when she felt it—the weight of someone’s gaze. Raven glanced to her left and saw two men watching her. They were handsome, both in tailored suits that screamed money. One had dark hair, slicked back, and a smirk that made her stomach flutter. The other was blond, with piercing green eyes that seemed to see straight through her. They didn’t look away when she caught them staring. Instead, the dark-haired man raised his glass in a silent toast.

Raven hesitated. She wasn’t sure if she should smile or look away. Before she could decide, the two men were walking toward her. Her heart skipped a beat. Stay calm, she told herself. This is how connections are made.

“Hi,” the dark-haired man said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’m Rick. This is Lyle.”

“Raven,” she replied, shaking their hands. Their grips were firm, their skin warm against hers.

“So, Raven,” Lyle said, his green eyes locking onto hers. “What brings you to a place like this? You don’t exactly look like the usual crowd.”

“I’m trying to break into acting,” she admitted, feeling a little self-conscious. “This is my first time here. A friend got me on the list.”

Rick smiled. “Acting, huh? We might be able to help with that. We’re casting directors.”

Her heart leapt. Casting directors? This was the break she’d been dreaming of. “Really?”

“Really,” Lyle said, his tone casual but his gaze intense. “We’re working on a big project right now. We’re always looking for fresh talent.”

They bought her a drink, and the three of them talked for what felt like hours. Rick and Lyle were charming, asking her about her dreams, her favorite roles, her acting style. They seemed interested in her, not just as a pretty face but as an artist. By the time they finished their drinks, Raven felt like she’d known them forever.

“Here’s the deal,” Rick said, leaning in closer. “We have a suite at the hotel down the street. Why don’t you come back with us? We can discuss a role we think you’d be perfect for. But”—he paused, his eyes narrowing slightly—“you have to do everything we say. No questions asked.”

Raven’s stomach twisted. There was something about the way he said it, the way Lyle’s eyes darkened slightly, that made her hesitate. But the thought of a big role, of finally getting her break, was too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. “I’ll come.”

The limo ride was short but felt like an eternity. Raven sat between Rick and Lyle, her skirt riding up slightly as the car glided through the city. Then she felt it—Lyle’s hand on her thigh. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her skin, sending shivers up her spine.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice low and smooth. “This is part of the audition.”

She didn’t know what to say. His hand moved higher, slipping under her skirt. She gasped as his fingers brushed against her panties. Is this really happening? Her mind raced, but her body responded, heat pooling between her legs.

When they arrived at the hotel suite, Raven tried to steady herself. The room was luxurious, with a sprawling view of the city. But her attention was drawn to the tools laid out on the bed—leather restraints, a paddle, a vibrator. Her breath caught.

“This is more than just an acting audition,” Rick said, watching her reaction closely. “We need to see if you’re willing to commit to a role. Are you?”

Raven swallowed hard. She wanted this. She wanted to be famous. “Yes.”

“Good,” Lyle said, his voice firm. “Strip. But take your time. We want to see you dance.”

She felt exposed under their gaze, but she obeyed, moving to the rhythm of the music that filled the room. Her hands slid over her body as she shed her clothes, piece by piece. The men watched intently, their eyes tracking every movement.

When she was naked, Lyle picked up the leather paddle. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded.

She obeyed, her heart pounding. The first strike came out of nowhere, the sharp crack of leather against her skin making her gasp. It stung, but there was an undercurrent of something else—arousal.

Rick handed her the vibrator. “Use this,” he said. “Show us how well you can perform.”

She hesitated for only a moment before pressing the vibrator against her clit. The sensation was electric, and she moaned softly, her hips moving instinctively. Rick and Lyle watched her, their hands moving to their own cocks, stroking in time with her rhythm.

She came with a cry, her body trembling. But the audition wasn’t over.

Rick bound her wrists to the bed with the leather restraints, his movements quick and efficient. “You’re doing great,” he said, his voice almost tender. “Now it’s our turn.”

She felt the weight of him as he positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her slowly, then began to thrust, each movement driving her closer to the edge. When he came, it was with a deep groan, his release filling her.

Lyle was next, his cock thicker, stretching her in a way that made her cry out. He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. When he came, his cum mixing with Rick’s inside her, Raven felt a wave of euphoria wash over her. She came again, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Afterward, they untied her and helped her to her feet. Rick handed her a glass of water, his expression unreadable.

“You did well,” Lyle said, his tone matter-of-fact. “We’ll be in touch.”

As she left the hotel, Raven’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. She felt used, but also exhilarated. Was this what it took to make it in Hollywood? She didn’t know. All she knew was that she hoped they would call.

The city loomed around her, its lights blurring as she walked. She pulled out her phone and stared at the screen, waiting for a message that might never come. But she couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened, about the way Rick had looked at her, the way Lyle’s hands had felt on her body.

“What if they don’t call?” she whispered to herself, her voice trembling.

But then she remembered the way they’d promised her fame, the way they’d said she was perfect for the role. She couldn’t give up now. Not when she was so close to her dream.

As she hailed a cab, Raven took a deep breath and repeated the words that had been echoing in her mind all night: This is just the beginning.

7 - BROTHERS IN DOMINATION

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Group Sex / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

Vivienne sat alone at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty gin and tonic. The noise of the crowded room buzzed around her, a cacophony of laughter and overlapping conversations that made her feel even more isolated. She’d come here hoping to meet someone—anyone—who might make her feel like she belonged, even for a night. But the longer she sat there, the more she regretted her decision.

A man slid onto the stool beside her, his presence sudden but not unwelcome. He was older than the usual crowd, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, and his sharp blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“You look like you’re waiting for something,” he said, his voice smooth and low, almost a purr. “Or someone.”

Vivienne hesitated, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “Just… trying to get out of my head,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man smiled, leaning in closer. “I’m Mark. And I think I can help with that.”

Her cheeks flushed at the way his gaze lingered on her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the loneliness, but something about him made her feel suddenly alive. “Vivienne,” she said, offering her name like a peace offering.

Mark reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Vivienne,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

Then, without warning, he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and she found herself leaning into it, her hands gripping the edge of the bar for balance.

When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Before she could say anything, another man appeared at Mark’s side. He was younger, with the same sharp features and cocky grin, but there was something rougher about him, something wilder.

“This is my brother, Joey,” Mark said, his arm slung casually over Joey’s shoulder. “We’re a package deal.”

Joey smirked, his eyes raking over Vivienne with an appraising look that made her shiver. “Nice to meet you, Vivienne,” he said, his voice deeper than Mark’s, with a hint of playful menace.

She wasn’t sure what to say. This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d walked into the bar, but there was something undeniably thrilling about the way they both looked at her, like she was the center of their world.

“Why don’t you come back to our place?” Mark suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh. “We can get to know each other better.”

Vivienne hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk away and go back to her apartment, but the thought of spending the night alone was unbearable. “Okay,” she said, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Mark’s smile widened, and Joey let out a low, approving laugh. “Let’s go,” Joey said, taking her hand and pulling her off the stool.

The walk to their apartment was a blur, the cool night air doing little to clear her head. Mark kept his arm around her waist, his touch possessive but not unpleasant, while Joey walked slightly ahead, his hands shoved in his pockets.

When they reached the apartment, Vivienne was struck by how modern it was—all sleek lines and minimal decor. But it was the bedroom that caught her attention. The walls were painted a deep, sultry red, and in the corner of the room was a collection of BDSM equipment: restraints, a flogger, a vibrator.

Her breath hitched at the sight. “I… I don’t know about this,” she said, taking a step back.

Joey was behind her in an instant, his hands resting on her shoulders. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “We’ll take care of you. You’ll enjoy it, I promise.”

Mark stepped in front of her, his hands cupping her face. “You’re safe with us,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “But if you want to leave, now’s the time.”

She looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of deception, but all she saw was raw desire. And she realized, with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement, that she wanted this. She wanted them.

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

Mark’s smile was triumphant as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue slipping into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. Joey’s hands moved down to her waist, pulling her closer to him, and she could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her back.

Joey’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the buttons of her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. Her bra followed, and then her skirt, until she stood before them completely naked, her skin tingling under their gaze.

Mark stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her flush. “On your knees,” he said, his voice commanding.

She hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. Both men undid their pants, their cocks springing free, and her mouth watered at the sight.

Joey stepped forward first, his cock inches from her face. “Open,” he said, his voice husky.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he slid his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste and weight of him filling her senses.

Mark watched with a satisfied smirk, his hand moving to stroke himself as she sucked Joey off. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

When Joey pulled out, Mark took his place, his cock sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling around the head as he thrust deeper.

They took turns, each one pulling out just as she started to get used to the rhythm, and she found herself craving more. Her pussy was wet, throbbing with need, and she could barely think straight.

“On the bed,” Mark ordered, his voice sharp.

She obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying down. Mark grabbed a pair of restraints, binding her wrists to the bedposts with a firmness that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

He grabbed the vibrator, turning it on and holding it just above her pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

Joey leaned over her, his hands cupping her breasts as he teased her nipples with his tongue. She cried out, her body writhing as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” Mark said, his tone firm. He moved the vibrator closer, the vibrations becoming more intense, but still not enough to push her over the edge.

She whimpered, her body taut with tension, and then Mark was on top of her, his cock sliding into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. She cried out, her body arching as he started to fuck her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that took her breath away.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Mark groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Before she could catch her breath, Joey was on top of her, his cock even bigger than Mark’s. She gasped as he pushed into her, the stretch sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, and she came again, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Joey groaned, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, mixing with Mark’s already leaking out of her.

When he pulled out, Mark released the restraints, his fingers brushing against her reddened wrists. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Joey smirked, leaning down to kiss her. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

8 - ANGIE’S ANAL TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Anal / Rimming / Anal Beads / Fingering / Dildo / Cum Eating / ATM

“I… I’ve never done this before,” Angie whispered, her voice trembling slightly as she lay on her stomach, her fingers gripping the sheets. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation and the faint scent of musk.

Kurt’s low, reassuring chuckle vibrated against her skin as he knelt between her legs, his hands resting gently on her hips. “I know, baby. I’ll take care of you. Just relax and let me make you feel good.”

She exhaled shakily, her heart pounding in her chest. She had always been curious about anal sex but too afraid to try it. The idea had always seemed… daunting. Painful, even. But Kurt was different. He was patient, attentive, and had this way of making her feel safe. He’d been open about his love for anal from the beginning, and though she’d hesitated at first, his confidence and their growing intimacy had finally convinced her to give it a try.

Kurt’s lips brushed against the small of her back, sending a shiver down her spine. His hands slid up her sides, his touch slow and deliberate, as if he were savoring every inch of her. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Angie,” he murmured, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

She blushed at his words, her body trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement. “I trust you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Just… go slow, okay?”

“Always,” he promised, his lips trailing lower, leaving a trail of warm kisses along her skin.

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her up slightly so she was on her knees, her ass exposed to him. Angie gasped, her cheeks burning with embarrassment, but Kurt’s steady presence kept her grounded.

His breath was hot against her bare skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to tease her asshole.

Angie’s eyes flew wide, a surprised moan escaping her lips. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her fingers tightening their grip on the sheets. She hadn’t expected it to feel so… good. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through her entire body.

Kurt chuckled softly, his tongue circling her tight ring before pressing against it gently. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Just let go and enjoy it.”

She whimpered, her body arching instinctively as he continued to lick and tease her. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever experienced—both filthy and incredibly arousing. Her pussy throbbed, her arousal soaking the sheets beneath her. “Kurt,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Oh God.”

He pulled back slightly, and she heard the click of a cap opening. A moment later, something cool and slippery touched her asshole, and she tensed instinctively.

“Shh, relax,” Kurt soothed, his voice calm and reassuring. “I’m just going to use some beads. It’ll feel amazing.”

She swallowed hard, forcing herself to relax as he pressed the first bead against her entrance. It was strange, the sensation of something pushing against her there, but not unpleasant. Slowly, Kurt worked the bead inside, his movements careful and deliberate. Angie gasped, her nails digging into the sheets as the smooth, cool bead slid into her.

“Good girl,” Kurt murmured, his voice thick with approval.

He added another bead, then another, each one slipping in more easily than the last. Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure. The fullness was intense, but in the best way possible. She’d never felt so… stretched before.

Kurt’s fingers found her pussy, sliding inside her with ease, and Angie cried out, her hips bucking against his hand. The dual sensations were overwhelming, her body caught between the stretch of the beads and the delicious pressure of his fingers.

“Fuck,” Angie gasped, her voice shaky. “It’s… it’s so much.”

“You can take it,” he assured her, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her toes curl. “You’re doing so good, Angie.”

She moaned, her body writhing as he continued to fuck her with his fingers, his other hand gently pulling the beads out one by one. Each bead sent a shock of pleasure through her, her body tightening around Kurt’s fingers as her orgasm built.

“Kurt, I’m gonna—oh God,” she gasped, her body shaking as the first wave of her climax hit her. She cried out, her back arching as the pleasure tore through her, her pussy clenching around his fingers as the last bead slipped out.

Kurt’s hands gently guided her down from the high, his touch soothing as her breathing slowly returned to normal. But they weren’t done. Not yet.

She heard him rummage through the drawer beside the bed, and a moment later, he pressed something smooth and cool against her asshole.

Angie tensed, her breath catching in her throat. “Kurt…?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Just a small dildo,” he assured her, his voice calm and steady. “Trust me, baby. You’re ready.”

She nodded shakily, her body still humming with pleasure as he pressed the tip of the dildo against her entrance. Slowly, he pushed it in, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as the dildo slid deeper. It was… incredible. The fullness, the stretch—it was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Oh my God… I… I think I love it.”

He chuckled softly, his hands gripping her hips as he slowly began to move the dildo in and out of her. “Told you,” he teased, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re a natural, baby.”

Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as he fucked her with the dildo, hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars. Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around the dildo as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. Kurt pulled the dildo out, and she heard the sound of him fumbling with something else.

A moment later, a larger dildo pressed against her entrance, and she whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation. “Kurt,” she gasped, her voice shaky. “Please.”

“I’ve got you,” he murmured, his voice calm and reassuring.

Slowly, he pushed the larger dildo into her, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as he fucked her with the dildo, hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around the dildo as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. But they still weren’t done.

Kurt pulled the dildo out, and she felt him shift behind her, his hands gripping her hips. “Ready for me?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

She whimpered, nodding shakily. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Please, Kurt. I need you.”

He pressed the tip of his cock against her asshole, his breath hot against her skin. Slowly, he pushed into her, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as he slid deeper, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Fuck,” Kurt groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re so fucking tight, baby.”

She whimpered, her body trembling with pleasure as he began to fuck her, his thrusts slow and deliberate. Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around him as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. Kurt groaned, his thrusts quickening as he chased his own release.

“Angie,” he gasped, his voice trembling. “I’m gonna—fuck.”

He came hard, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as the warmth of his cum filled her. She collapsed onto the bed, her body spent, her mind reeling.

Kurt pulled out, his breathing ragged as he moved beside her. Her asshole twitched, his cum leaking out slightly, and she felt him shift, his lips pressing against her ass as he licked up his mess.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “What are you—oh my God.”

He chuckled softly, his tongue circling her asshole before pressing against it gently. “You’re so fucking delicious, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as he continued to lick her clean, her mind reeling. She’d never felt so… filthy before. And she fucking loved it.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I… I think I love anal.”

He laughed softly, his breath hot against her skin. “Told you,” he teased, his voice thick with approval. “You’re a natural, baby.”

9 - ARRESTED BY AN UNDERCOVER COP

MF / First Person / Police / BDSM / Bondage / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal / Dildo / Buttplug

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control By Brandi Moore:

The lights of Las Vegas blurred around me as I strutted through the casino floor, my heels clicking against the polished marble. The air smelled like money, desperation, and a faint hint of stale whiskey. This city never sleeps, I thought, and neither do I.

Not tonight, anyway. Laura had really done it this time—gambled away a chunk of our earnings, leaving us scrambling to make up the difference. We were in Vegas for work, not play, but try telling that to Laura when she’s got a cocktail in one hand and a poker chip in the other.

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, feeling the weight of my fake ID tucked safely in my clutch. My tan skin glowed under the chandelier lighting, my long dark hair cascading down my back like a silken curtain. My hazel eyes scanned the room, searching for someone who looked like they could afford me. That’s when I saw him.

Charlie.

He was sitting at the bar, nursing a glass of something amber-colored. His suit was tailored, crisp, expensive—definitely not off-the-rack. He had this aura about him, like he owned the place without even trying. When his gaze landed on me, it wasn’t the usual leer or the hungry stare I was used to. No, his eyes were sharp, calculating, like he was sizing me up for something more than just a night of fun.

I approached him with my signature smile, the one that said, I’m worth every penny. “Hi,” I purred, sliding onto the stool next to him. “You look like you could use some company.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Depends on the company.”

“I’m Brandi,” I said, extending a manicured hand. “And I promise, I’m the best kind of company.”

He shook my hand, his grip firm, almost too firm. “Charlie. Nice to meet you, Brandi.”

We made small talk for a while, though I could tell his mind was elsewhere. There was something off about him, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. But business was business, and I needed the cash. When he suggested we take things up to his room, I didn’t hesitate. Why would I? This was what I did.

The elevator ride was quiet, the tension between us palpable. I kept stealing glances at him, trying to figure out what made him tick. But Charlie was an enigma, his expression unreadable. When we reached his suite, he ushered me inside, closing the door behind us with a soft click.

That’s when everything changed.

Before I could even turn around, he had me pinned against the wall, his body pressed against mine. I gasped, my heart racing, but not from fear. No, there was something thrilling about the way he handled me, like he already knew exactly how far he could push me.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ve been a busy girl, haven’t you?”

My stomach dropped. How does he know my name? I started to protest, but he cut me off, pulling out a badge and flashing it in front of my face.

Undercover cop.

Shit.

“You’re under arrest,” he said, his tone cold, clinical. “Solicitation, prostitution—take your pick. You’re going to jail.”

Panic surged through me. Laura and I had worked so hard to build our escort service, to be independent of Sam. And now, we were going to lose everything. Laura had gambled away our money, so we couldn’t afford my bond. I could be stuck in the dilapidated county jail for weeks. Vince, my celebrity sugar daddy, was halfway across the world, filming some movie in Paris. There was no way he could bail me out, not in time.

Charlie must have seen the fear in my eyes because his expression softened, just slightly. “There is… another option,” he said slowly, releasing me and taking a step back.

I straightened my dress, trying to regain some semblance of composure. “What kind of option?”

He walked over to the bed, where a large black duffel bag sat unzipped. Inside was a collection of items that made my pulse quicken—ropes, clamps, a vibrator, a buttplug, and a dildo that looked… intimidating, to say the least.

“One night,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “You submit to me, let me do whatever I want, and I let you walk out of here a free woman. No charges, no record. Just you and me.”

My mind raced. Was he serious? Here was my chance to avoid an arrest. If I refused, I’d be going to jail. But if I agreed, I wasn’t sure what awaited me. It couldn’t be worse than spending the night behind bars. Right?

“Fine,” I said, my voice trembling. “One night.”

Charlie’s lips curved into a smirk, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of something darker in his eyes. Something that made my breath hitch.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.

He wasted no time. Before I knew it, he had my wrists bound to the bedposts with silk ropes, the material rough enough to remind me of my predicament but soft enough not to leave marks. My ankles followed suit, leaving me spread-eagled and completely at his mercy.

The first touch of the clamps on my nipples sent a jolt of pain through me, but it was quickly replaced by a strange, tingling warmth. God, why does that feel so good? I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but Charlie wasn’t having it.

“Let me hear you,” he commanded, his voice firm yet gentle. “Don’t hold back.”

As the vibrator buzzed against my clit, I couldn’t help but cry out, squirming against the restraints. Every nerve in my body was on fire, every sensation amplified tenfold. I wanted to cum, needed to cum, but Charlie pulled the vibrator away just as I was teetering on the edge.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice laced with authority. “Patience is a virtue.”

I groaned, frustration mixing with arousal in a heady cocktail. “Please,” I begged, my voice barely above a whisper.

He ignored my plea, instead reaching for the buttplug. I tensed as he lubed it up, the cool gel sending shivers down my spine. When he pressed it against my asshole, I winced, the initial stretch painful but not unbearable. Slowly, inch by inch, he worked it inside me until it was fully seated, the base pressing snugly against my skin.

Then came his fingers, slipping easily into my wet pussy. He curled them just right, hitting that sweet spot that made my toes curl. I was so close, so fucking close, but again, he stopped before I could tip over the edge.

“You’re not ready yet,” he said, his breath hot against my ear. “But don’t worry, I’ll get you there.”

He removed the buttplug, picking up the massive dildo. My eyes widened as I realized what he intended to do. “I-I can’t,” I stammered, panic rising in my chest.

“You can,” he said firmly, his hands steady as he applied more lube. “And you will. Think of it as… anal training.”

The first push was excruciating, the stretch almost too much to bear. But Charlie was patient, working the toy into me slowly, giving my body time to adjust. As the pain began to subside, an unexpected wave of pleasure washed over me. It felt… good. Really good.

When the vibrator returned to my clit, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my juices soaking the sheets beneath me. The dildo still buried deep in my ass, I writhed against the restraints, desperately chasing that sweet release.

Finally, Charlie released me, the ropes falling away as I collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. He helped me get dressed, his touch surprisingly tender after everything we’d just done.

“You’re free to go,” he said, handing me my clutch. “Remember our deal.” He gave me a business card. “Call me, if you’re ever back in town.”

I nodded, too exhausted to speak. As I walked toward the door, my legs still shaky, I couldn’t help but glance back at him. For a brief moment, our eyes met, and I saw something in his gaze—something that made my stomach twist in a way I couldn’t explain.

I stepped into the hallway, the heavy hotel door clicking shut behind me. I knew I was lucky to avoid getting arrested, and there was something about Charlie that turned me on more than I cared to admit.

10 - A MEMORABLE VACATION

MF / BDSM / Blindfold / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The neon sign outside flickered lazily, casting a faint pink hue across the cracked asphalt of the motel parking lot. Vacancy, it read, though the V was burned out, leaving an ominous acancy glowing in the night.

DeeDee sighed as she hopped out of the car, her sneakers crunching on the gravel. This wasn’t exactly the glamorous getaway she’d been imagining, but it was all they could afford.

“Cheap and cheerful,” Josh said with a grin, slinging their duffel bag over his shoulder. He winked at her, his messy brown hair falling into his eyes. “Come on, Dee. It’ll be an adventure.”

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t help smiling. Adventure wasn’t the word she’d use for this place. The motel looked like it had seen better days—peeling paint, a sagging roof, and a faint smell of mildew that hit her the moment Josh opened the door to their room. But it was clean enough, and the bed looked surprisingly comfortable.

“See? Cozy,” Josh said, tossing the bag onto the floor. He flopped onto the bed, arms spread wide, and grinned at her. “It’s got character.”

DeeDee laughed, shaking her head. “Yeah, character. Like the kind of character that makes you check for bedbugs.” She started unpacking their things, hanging her clothes in the closet. That’s when she saw it—a small black duffel bag tucked in the corner. It wasn’t theirs.

“Josh,” she called, pulling it out. “What’s this?”

He sat up, curiosity sparking in his eyes. “Dunno. Open it.”

She unzipped the bag, and her eyes widened. Inside was an assortment of BDSM toys—leather cuffs, a blindfold, a feather tickler, a small vibrator, and even a leather paddle. All of them unopened, still in their packaging.

Josh let out a low whistle. “Well, that’s… unexpected.”

They both burst into laughter, the absurdity of the situation hitting them at once. “Who leaves this stuff in a motel closet?” DeeDee said, holding up the paddle.

“Someone with a very interesting sense of humor,” Josh replied, his eyes gleaming. He stood and walked over to her, taking the paddle from her hands. “Or maybe it’s fate.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Fate? Really?”

He shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “Why not? We’re here, it’s here… maybe it’s a sign.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “We could… try them out.”

DeeDee felt a shiver run down her spine. “I don’t know,” she replied. “We don’t even know where this stuff came from.”

“Well, it’s ours now,” Josh smiled, picking up a large dildo.

There was a spark in his voice, a hint of something daring she hadn’t heard before. DeeDee bit her lip, considering it. They’d never done anything like this before, but the idea was… intriguing.

“Alright,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “Let’s try it.”

Josh’s grin widened. He stepped back, his gaze never leaving hers. “Get naked.”

Her heart skipped a beat, but she didn’t hesitate. Slowly, she stripped off her clothes, letting them fall to the floor until she stood before him, completely exposed. The air felt cool on her skin, but the anticipation made her feel warm all over.

Josh picked up the blindfold, holding it up with a playful smirk. “Ready?”

She nodded, her breath quickening as he stepped behind her. The soft fabric of the blindfold covered her eyes, plunging her into darkness. His hands moved to her shoulders, his touch gentle but firm.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. His voice was low, commanding, sending a jolt of arousal through her. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

DeeDee had never seen Josh be so… dominant before. It was as if the bag of sex toys had given him a new confidence. And DeeDee liked it. Her pulse raced as he guided her to the bed, helping her lie face down across his knees. The position was unfamiliar, vulnerable, but the weight of his hand on her back steadied her.

“Trust me,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

She did. Completely.

The first strike of the paddle came without warning—a sharp thwack that made her gasp. The sting was immediate, but it wasn’t painful. Instead, it sent a wave of heat radiating through her body.

“Good girl,” Josh murmured, rubbing the spot with his hand. “You’re taking it so well.”

Another strike, this one a little harder. DeeDee whimpered, her body arching slightly as the sensation intensified. She could feel herself getting wetter with each hit, her body responding in ways she hadn’t expected.

Josh kept up a steady rhythm, alternating between strikes and soothing touches. His words whispered into her ear were more arousing than anything physical—dirty, filthy things that made her squirm with need.

Finally, he stopped, setting the paddle aside. “You’re doing so good, Dee,” he said, helping her to her feet. “Now it’s time for the next part.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and securing her wrists to the headboard with the leather cuffs. The restraints were snug but not uncomfortable, and the feeling of being bound only heightened her arousal.

Josh picked up the feather tickler, running it lightly along her skin. The sensation was maddening—soft, teasing, just enough to make her shiver but not enough to satisfy. He started at her neck, tracing the feather down her chest, her stomach, her thighs, eliciting gasps and giggles from her as it fluttered over her most sensitive areas.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Helpless. Vulnerable. All mine.”

The feather moved higher, grazing her nipples with just enough pressure to make her moan. Josh watched her reactions closely, his own arousal evident as he continued to tease her.

Finally, he set the feather aside and picked up the vibrator. He turned it on, the low hum filling the room as he brought it to her chest. The vibrations against her nipples were intense, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. DeeDee arched her back, her breath coming in short gasps as he alternated between her nipples, drawing out her moans with each pass.

Josh moved the vibrator lower, tracing it down her stomach until it reached her clit. The moment it touched her, she cried out, her body jerking against the restraints. The vibrations were overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He kept the vibrator pressed against her, watching as her orgasm built, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Come for me, Dee,” he said, his voice a low growl.

And she did. Her body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, her cries echoing in the room. Josh held the vibrator in place until she couldn’t take it anymore, then turned it off, leaving her panting and trembling.

He untied her wrists and removed the blindfold, his eyes dark with desire as he looked down at her. “You’re even more gorgeous when you come,” he said, his voice rough.

DeeDee reached for him, her body still humming with pleasure. “Josh…”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. He stripped off his pants, his cock hard and ready. She climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and guiding him inside her. The feeling of him filling her was incredible, and she moved with a newfound urgency, her body still sensitive from her earlier orgasm.

Josh grabbed her hips, helping her find a rhythm as she rode him. The sensation was intense, the pleasure building quickly. DeeDee leaned forward, her hands braced against his chest as she moved faster, chasing that second orgasm.

“Fuck, Dee,” Josh groaned, his grip tightening on her hips. “You feel so good.”

She could feel her own climax approaching, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body shuddered as she came again, her cries mingling with Josh’s as he came inside her, his own release triggering yet another wave of pleasure for her.

They collapsed onto the bed, breathless and spent. DeeDee lay against his chest, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Josh chuckled softly, stroking her hair. “So… we’re definitely taking those toys home, right?”

She laughed, raising her head. “Of course, we are.”

11 - A PRISON ENCOUNTER

FF / Lesbian / Prison / Gangster / BDSM / Strap-on

Katrina sat on the cold, metal bench of her cell, staring at the peeling paint on the wall across from her. The fluorescent lights buzzed above, casting a harsh glare on everything in the cramped space. She had been in this hellhole for weeks now, waiting for her sentencing, unable to post bail. Her DUI charge had spiraled into something far more suffocating than she had ever imagined.

Katrina’s long dark hair, usually expertly styled, was knotty and matted. Her tan skin looked sallow from lack of sunlight. Despite her situation, Katrina’s natural beauty shone through. Even in the drab jail uniform, her pretty face and slender figure were evident.

The sound of keys jangling made Katrina glance up. The guard, a burly woman with a permanent scowl, unlocked the door and shoved someone new inside. Katrina's eyes widened as she took in the newcomer. Top.

Her name echoed through the jail cells like a whispered legend. A butch female with short dreadlocks and bulging muscles, Top exuded an aura of dominance that was impossible to ignore. Her dark skin glistened with sweat under the fluorescent lights of the cell. Her obsidian eyes were full of defiance.

Top had transferred to the jail from state prison to face additional charges. She was serving a seven year bid for shooting a rival, a callous and violent crime. Top was a hardened criminal, and she wasn’t someone to be messed with.

"Welcome to your new home," the guard snarled before slamming the door shut.

Top didn't even flinch. Instead, she turned to face Katrina, her dark eyes scanning her from head to toe. "You must be Katrina," she said, her voice low and gravelly.

Katrina swallowed hard, feeling small and vulnerable under Top's intense gaze. "Yeah," she managed to croak out.

Top smirked, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "I've heard about you."

Katrina's heart raced. What did that mean? Was it good or bad? She couldn't tell, but one thing was certain: she was intimidated. Top moved closer, her presence filling the tiny cell, making Katrina feel even smaller.

"Relax, pretty girl," Top murmured, her breath warm against Katrina's ear. "I ain't gonna hurt you."

But Katrina wasn't so sure. Every instinct in her body screamed to get away, but there was nowhere to go. Top's hand trailed down her arm, sending shivers up Katrina's spine.

Days passed in a blur of monotony. Katrina tried to keep to herself, but every time she looked up, she caught Top watching her, that same smirk playing on her lips. It was unnerving, but also, there was something else—something Katrina couldn't quite put her finger on.

One particularly sleepless night, Katrina lay on her bunk, staring at the ceiling. The sounds of the jail were muted, almost peaceful in their consistency. She thought about her life outside these walls, how much she missed the freedom, the warmth of the sun on her skin. But those thoughts only brought pain, so she tried to push them away.

Suddenly, Top climbed down off the top bunk. Katrina froze, her heart pounding in her chest.

Top's voice, low and sultry, broke the silence. "Can't sleep, pretty girl?"

Katrina didn't respond. She didn't know what to say. Top shifted closer, her body heat radiating against Katrina's back. The proximity was overwhelming, intoxicating.

"Maybe I can help with that," Top purred, her voice dripping with promise.

Katrina's breath hitched. She wanted to tell Top to back off, to leave her alone, but the words wouldn't come. Instead, she found herself nodding, a silent submission to whatever Top had in mind.

Top chuckled softly, a sound that vibrated through Katrina's entire being. "Good girl," she whispered, her fingers tracing delicate patterns along Katrina's side. "Let's make this night a little less boring, hmm?"

Katrina shivered, the sensation of Top's touch both thrilling and nerve-wracking. She could feel Top's arousal, a tangible force that permeated the air between them. It was intoxicating, maddening.

"Stand up," Top commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Katrina obeyed, her legs trembling slightly as she rose from the bunk. Top's hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer until they were pressed together, skin to skin. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through Katrina's body, sparking a fire deep within her.

"Take off your clothes," Top ordered, her voice firm yet seductive.

Katrina hesitated for a moment, her mind screaming at her to stop, to resist. But the pull of Top's dominance was too strong. Slowly, she began to undress, peeling away her shirt, then her pants, until she stood naked before Top.

Top's eyes roamed over Katrina's body, a hungry glint in her gaze. "Damn, you’re fine," she murmured, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons of her own shirt. Once it was discarded, she reached around to unzip her pants, revealing the homemade strap-on she had fashioned from prison materials.

Katrina's brown eyes widened in shock and fascination. Top noticed her reaction and smirked, the expression both arrogant and enamored. "Impressed, pretty girl?"

Katrina nodded, her mouth dry. Top's confidence was intoxicating, and despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her, Katrina found herself craving more.

"Lie down," Top commanded, her tone brooking no refusal.

Katrina obeyed once again, stretching out on the thin mattress of her bunk. Top climbed onto the bed beside her, her weight pressing Katrina into the soft surface. The closeness was overwhelming, thrilling.

"Now, I’m finna show you something," Top whispered, her fingers trailing down Katrina's body, stopping just before touching her pussy.

Katrina gasped, the anticipation building within her. With embarrassment, she felt herself growing aroused, her labia glistening with desire.

Top's fingers trailed over Katrina’s tan skin. Top’s touch was relentless, teasing Katrina without mercy. "Please," Katrina begged, her voice trembling with desire.

Top's smile widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "That's right, pretty girl. Beg for it."

Katrina's cheeks flushed with humiliation, but the thrill of submission overpowered any shame. "Please, Top, touch my pussy," she whimpered, arching her hips towards Top's touch.

"Good girl," Top praised, her fingers dipping lower, finally reaching her destination. Katrina cried out, the sensation almost too much to bear. Top's fingers worked magic, exploring every inch of her, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Katrina could only let out a moan, her body quivering with delight. Top didn't waste any time, positioning the strap-on at Katrina's entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, she entered Katrina, the pressure and fullness nearly overwhelming.

"Oh God," Katrina moaned, her nails digging into the mattress.

“Yeah, baby, just let me bust it open,” Top murmured as she spread Katrina’s legs wider.

Top's movements were slow and deliberate, the pleasure building with each thrust. Katrina's mind spun with the intensity of the moment. She had never felt anything like this, the raw power and control Top wielded over her. It was intoxicating, addictive.

"More," Katrina begged, her voice breaking with emotion.

Top obliged, picking up the pace, her thrusts becoming deeper, harder. Katrina gasped, her body clenching around the strap-on.

Top's eyes darkened with lust, her movements becoming more frantic. She grabbed Katrina’s hips, filling Katrina with the large homemade toy. Katrina's vision blurred with tears of ecstasy, her body trembling ecstasy. Top's hands gripped her hips, holding Katrina steady as she pounded into her, driving her relentlessly towards an intense release.

"Cum for me, baby," Top demanded, her voice commanding and fierce.

Katrina couldn't hold back any longer. As she let out a loud moan, her body convulsed with satisfaction. Top didn't stop, continuing to thrust into her until Katrina was exhausted from their passion.

Breathing heavily, Top collapsed beside Katrina, her body glistening with sweat. "You’re mine," she whispered, her voice thick with possession.

Katrina turned her head, meeting Top's gaze. There was no fear, no hesitation. Only a burning desire that matched Top's own. "I’m all yours, Top," she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Top smiled, a satisfied look on her face. Katrina knew she had been dominated and turned out. Yet, she couldn't help but smile back, her heart racing with anticipation. This was the start of something new and exciting, and she couldn't wait to see where it would lead. All of her hesitation was gone as she lounged on the cot next to Top, her new lover.

12 - A SPOILED BRAT SUBMITS

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Handcuffs / PIV Sex

Felicia stormed down the hallway, her designer heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. She clutched her test paper in her hand, the large red F glaring up at her as if mocking her every step. Her chest tightened with fury. How dare Professor Jenkins give her such a grade? Didn’t he know who she was? Who her father was? She was Felicia fucking Carmichael, and she didn’t get failing grades. Not from anyone. Not ever.

She rounded the corner, her vision blurred with frustration, and that’s when it happened. She didn’t see the statue until it was too late. Her arm swung out in a sharp, angry gesture, and her elbow connected with the base of the ancient marble figure. It teetered for a moment, as if suspended in time, and then crashed to the ground, shattering into pieces that scattered across the tile.

Felicia froze. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at the wreckage. It wasn’t just any statue—this was one of the university’s prized artifacts, a priceless relic from the 18th century. And she’d just destroyed it.

Before she could even think of bolting, a deep, stern voice cut through the silence. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She turned to see Richard, the security guard, striding toward her. He was in his late thirties, with broad shoulders, a square jaw, and a no-nonsense expression that made her stomach drop. His eyes flicked from her face to the broken statue, his lips tightening into a thin line.

“Oh, shit,” Felicia muttered under her breath. She forced a smile, trying to mask her panic. “It was an accident, I swear! I didn’t mean to—my dad can pay for it, okay? He’ll cover the cost, no problem.”

Richard crossed his arms over his chest, his gaze unwavering. “You think that’s all this is about? Money? That statue is irreplaceable. And you just destroyed it because you were throwing a tantrum. I’m calling the police.”

Her heart raced. The police? No, no, no. This couldn’t happen. Her father would kill her. Worse, he might actually cut her off. She took a step closer, her voice softening as she tried to turn on the charm. “Please, Richard. There’s no need for that. I’m really sorry. Let’s just… talk about this in your office or something?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “Talk? You think a little apology is going to fix this?”

She tilted her head, letting her long, dark hair fall over her shoulder as she bit her lip. “I don’t know. Maybe I can… make it up to you?”

He stared at her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, he gestured toward the security office. “Move. Now.”

Felicia hesitated, but the look in his eyes told her he wasn’t bluffing. She followed him into the small, dimly lit office, her pulse quickening as he closed the door behind them. The room smelled faintly of coffee and aftershave, and the desk was cluttered with paperwork and a pair of handcuffs that she couldn’t stop staring at.

Richard leaned against the desk, his arms folded once more. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Flirting your way out of trouble like some spoiled brat who’s never had to face consequences.”

Her cheeks burned, but she held his gaze. “I’m not a brat. And I know how to make things right.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “You? Please. You don’t have what it takes to please me.”

Her eyes narrowed. Challenge accepted. She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “You don’t know what I’m capable of, Richard. Let me show you.”

For a moment, he said nothing. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Felicia’s breath hitched as he freed his cock, already half-hard and impressive in size. He gestured toward the floor. “Get on your knees.”

She hesitated for only a second before sinking to her knees, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d never done anything like this before, but there was no backing out now. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, her fingers trembling slightly, and leaned forward to take him into her mouth.

Richard let out a low groan as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he started to thrust, setting a rhythm that made her eyes water. She gagged, but he didn’t stop, pushing her limits until she was taking him all the way, her nose pressed against his abdomen.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Now, let’s see if you can handle the rest of your punishment.”

Felicia’s knees trembled as she stood, her lips swollen and her face flushed. Richard turned her around, his hands firm on her hips as he bent her over the desk. She felt the cool air hit her bare skin as he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, leaving her exposed and vulnerable.

The first slap came without warning, the sharp sting of his hand against her ass making her gasp. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Felicia,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And bad girls need to be taught a lesson.”

Each spank sent a jolt of pain and pleasure through her, her body growing hotter with every strike. She could feel herself growing wet, her arousal undeniable as his hand came down again and again. Then, she heard the metallic click of the handcuffs, and her wrists were pinned to the desk, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Richard stepped back, and she heard the rustle of his clothes as he undressed.

Her heart raced as he positioned himself behind her, his cock teasing her entrance. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Richard.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and thrilling. “You’re going to have to beg harder than that.”

Felicia clenched her fists, her body aching for him. “Please, fuck me. I need it.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her.

She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements controlled and teasing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Then, without warning, he picked up the pace, fucking her hard and fast, his hips slamming against hers as she moaned his name.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her as she cried out, her body trembling with release. Richard groaned, his rhythm faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he rode out his own climax. When it was over, he released the handcuffs, letting her slump forward on the desk, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

He pulled up his pants, his expression calm and composed as if nothing had happened. “You’re free to go,” he said, his voice firm. “But don’t let me catch you causing trouble again.”

Felicia straightened slowly, her legs still unsteady as she pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. She turned to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. “So… can we do this again sometime?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, his lips twitching with the hint of a smirk. “Maybe. But you’ve got a lot to learn, princess.”

13 - LEATHER AND LUST

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / First Time / Public / Bondage / Strap-On

Janelle fidgeted with the hem of her sweater, glancing nervously around the dimly lit bar. The name "Leather and Lust" had seemed intriguing when she’d seen it online, but now that she was here, the reality was far more intimidating than she’d anticipated. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, mixed with the faint musk of arousal. Women in various states of undress moved through the space with predatory confidence, their eyes assessing every newcomer like hunters sizing up prey.

A shiver ran down Janelle’s spine as she realized how out of place she looked. Her thick glasses framed her wide, anxious eyes, and her slender frame was draped in a simple, conservative dress that screamed “innocent” rather than “curious explorer.” She clutched her drink, a weak cocktail she’d barely touched, trying to blend into the shadows at the edge of the room.

“First time here?” A low, sultry voice cut through the haze of her anxiety, causing Janelle to jump slightly. She turned to see a tall, muscular woman standing beside her, her obsidian eyes boring into Janelle’s with an intensity that made her heart race. The woman’s dark skin glowed under the dim lights, her muscles evident even beneath the tight black tank top she wore.

Janelle swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “Y… yes,” she stammered, unable to tear her gaze away from those dark, piercing eyes. “I just… I didn’t realize…”

The woman smirked, a hint of amusement flickering in her gaze. “Didn’t realize this was a BDSM club, huh?” she asked, her voice smooth and confident. “Name’s Lex.”

Lex was a muscular African American woman, her physique a testament to her strength and athleticism. Her dark skin glistened in the sunlight, her features sharp and defined. Her hair was worn in short dreadlocks, framing her face in a way that accentuated her masculine features.

She was dressed in a tight black tank top that highlighted her toned physique, and a pair of leather chaps worn over torn blue jeans, giving her a rugged, rebellious look. Her overall appearance was a blend of streetwise toughness and sensitivity, a unique combination that made her stand out.

Janelle nodded dumbly, feeling both exposed and inexplicably drawn to this bold stranger. “I’m Janelle,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the throbbing music.

Lex’s smile widened, revealing a flash of white teeth. “Well, Janelle, since you’re here, why not make the most of it?” Lex leaned in closer, her breath warm against Janelle’s ear as she murmured, “You look like you could use some guidance.”

Before Janelle could respond, Lex took her by the hand, leading her through the crowded bar to a dimly lit corner where they could talk without being overheard. Janelle’s heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She’d never been this close to another woman before, let alone one so commanding and alluring.

“Relax,” Lex said softly, her thumb brushing lightly over the back of Janelle’s hand. “No one’s going to bite… unless you want them to.”

Janelle felt her cheeks flush at the implication, her pulse quickening. “I… I don’t know what I want,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I’ve never… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Lex studied Janelle for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she reached out and slid her fingers under Janelle’s chin, tilting her head up until their eyes met. “You’re curious though, aren’t you?” Lex’s tone was gentle, yet there was an underlying authority that made Janelle feel both safe and vulnerable.

Janelle bit her lip, nodding hesitantly. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I guess I am.”

Lex’s grip tightened slightly, her thumb tracing circles on Janelle’s skin. “Good. Curiosity is the first step.” She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Janelle’s ear as she spoke. “Let me show you something… something that might help you figure out what you really want.”

Janelle’s breath hitched as Lex’s hand slid down to rest on the small of her back, pressing her gently against the taller woman. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through Janelle’s body, making her knees weak. Janelle clung to Lex’s arm, unsure if she was steadying herself or if she was already falling.

“Trust me,” Lex murmured, her voice a hypnotic purr. It wasn’t a question—it was a command. And somehow, despite her nervousness, Janelle found herself nodding in agreement.

Lex’s fingers trailed down to the waistband of Janelle’s jeans, her touch light and teasing. “Good girl,” she whispered, her lips finding Janelle’s neck and nipping softly. “Now, let’s find out just how curious you are.”

With that, Lex’s hand slipped beneath the waistband, pulling Janelle’s jeans and panties down just enough to expose the smooth shaved skin of her mound. Janelle gasped, her body tensing as she realized what was about to happen. But Lex’s hold on her was firm, unyielding, and Janelle couldn’t bring herself to pull away.

“Shh,” Lex cooed, her free hand cupping Janelle’s cheek. “Just feel. Let yourself feel.”

As Lex’s hand slipped between Janelle’s legs, she felt her cheeks grow hot. Although everyone in the bar was minding their own business, Janelle felt like all eyes were on her. Still, the pleasure built. Janelle felt herself growing wetter, more aroused.

Lex’s skilled fingers explored Janelle’s slick labia, massaging her clit. The sensation was overwhelming. Janelle felt wave after wave crash over her. As Lex’s fingers moved faster across her sensitive clit, she tried to stifle a moan, but it escaped her lips. Janelle’s body contorted with pleasure, and her love juices soaked through her dress.

Janelle was mortified, but somehow, she loved every second of it. “What… what next?” she managed to whisper, her voice shaky but filled with anticipation.

Lex smiled, her obsidian eyes gleaming with wicked delight. “Oh, we’re just getting started, sweetheart.”

Lex led Janelle by the hand, their fingers intertwined, through a labyrinth of dimly lit corridors. The walls were adorned with crimson velvet, and the air was thick with the scent of leather and incense.

Janelle's heart pounded in her chest, each step bringing her closer to an unknown realm of pleasure and pain. She couldn't believe she was doing this, yet there was a thrill in her veins that she had never felt before.

They reached a heavy wooden door, and Lex pushed it open with ease. Inside, the room was spacious but intimate, with low lighting casting shadows that danced on the walls. A spanking bench stood in the center, its polished surface gleaming under the soft glow. The bench would position the user in the doggy style position and featured several leather restraints. Lex guided Janelle to the bench, her touch firm yet reassuring.

Janelle hesitated for a moment, her mind racing with a mix of fear and excitement. But the intensity in Lex's eyes compelled her to obey. She lowered herself onto the bench, the cool leather against her skin sending a jolt of sensation through her body. Lex moved behind her, securing Janelle's wrists and ankles to the restraints with practiced efficiency.

Once Janelle was bound, Lex stepped back and admired her work. Janelle's slender frame was accentuated by the position, her legs spread wide and her ass high in the air. Lex approached Janelle from behind. Lex’s tall, muscular form cast a long shadow over Janelle. She ran a finger along the curve of Janelle's spine, tracing a path down to the small of her back.

"You look beautiful like this," Lex murmured, her breath hot against Janelle's ear.

Janelle's face flushed with embarrassment and arousal. She had never been so exposed or vulnerable, and the feeling was both terrifying and exhilarating. Lex's fingers continued their journey, sliding lower until they brushed against the sensitive flesh between Janelle's thighs. Janelle gasped, her body arching involuntarily at the contact.

Lex chuckled softly, a sound that resonated deep in Janelle's core. "So wet already," Lex purred, her finger brushing against Janelle’s glistening slit. "I knew you'd be ready for more."

Lex slid a finger inside Janelle, moving in a circular motion that made Janelle quiver. Janelle moaned, her head hanging low as Lex's finger delved deeper, finding her most sensitive spot with unerring accuracy. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, each stroke of Lex's finger sending waves of heat through her body. She could feel her orgasm building, a tight coil of tension that demanded release.

But Lex wasn't done teasing her. She withdrew her finger and stepped back, leaving Janelle suspended in a haze of frustration and desire. Janelle whimpered, her body trembling with need. Lex retrieved a strap-on harness from a nearby table, donning it with slow, deliberate movements that left no part of her body hidden from view.

When she turned back to Janelle, the dildo was encased in glistening lubrication, its smooth contours reflecting the dim light. Lex positioned herself behind Janelle once more, lining up the tip of the strap-on with Janelle's drenched entrance. She pressed forward gently, the head of the dildo spreading Janelle's pussy and breaching her depths.

Janelle cried out, a mix of surprise and delight as the intruding object filled her completely. Lex began to move, her thrusts measured and controlled, each one drawing another moan from Janelle's lips. The sensation was different from anything Janelle had experienced before, a blend of fullness and pressure that made her insides clench and release in rhythm with Lex's movements.

“You're doing so well," Lex praised, her voice a soothing balm to Janelle's frayed nerves. "Let yourself go, let me take care of you.”

Janelle nodded weakly, her body surrendering to the pleasure that Lex was expertly coaxing from her. She closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations instead of her own thoughts. The slick friction of the dildo, the warmth of Lex's body behind her, the sound of their mingled breaths filling the room—it all culminated in a tidal wave of ecstasy that threatened to drown her.

Just as Janelle felt herself teetering on the edge of climax, Lex abruptly changed the angle of her thrusts, pressing against a new spot inside Janelle that sent shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. Janelle cried out again, her voice breaking as she came hard, her muscles clenching around the dildo.

Lex didn't stop, however. Instead, she continued to fuck Janelle with relentless precision, driving her deeper into the aftershocks of her orgasm. It was too much, too intense, and Janelle could feel another wave of pleasure building, even stronger than the first.

"Lex, please," Janelle begged, her voice hoarse with need. "Please, I can't."

"Shh," Lex soothed, her thrusts becoming even more forceful. "Just let go, sweetheart. Let me make you come again."

And then, with one final, powerful thrust, Lex pushed Janelle over the edge once more. This time, Janelle's orgasm was explosive, her entire body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy gushed, soaking the floor of the private room. Janelle screamed Lex's name, her voice echoing in the room as she lost all control.

When the tremors finally subsided, Janelle lay spent on the spanking bench, her breathing ragged and her body humming with residual pleasure. Lex pulled out slowly, leaving Janelle feeling empty and raw. She removed the restraints, lifting Janelle gently and guiding her to sit on the edge of the bench.

Lex knelt before her, her obsidian eyes locked onto Janelle's. "Are you okay?" she asked softly, her voice tinged with genuine concern.

Janelle nodded, still too overwhelmed to speak. She looked down at Lex, her heart swelling with gratitude and something else she couldn't quite identify.

"Would you like to see me again?" Lex asked, reaching out to cup Janelle's cheek tenderly.

Janelle's breath caught in her throat. She hadn't expected this, hadn't dared to hope for more than just this one night. But the thought of seeing Lex again, of exploring this new side of herself further, was intoxicating.

"Yes," Janelle whispered, her voice barely audible. "I would like that."

Lex smiled, a slow, predatory curve of her lips. She took Janelle's hand and placed a small business card in Janelle’s palm.

"Here's my number," Lex said, her voice low and seductive. "Call me whenever you want, wherever you are. I'll come to you."

Janelle clutched the card tightly, her heart pounding with a newfound sense of purpose and anticipation. She was looking forward to seeing Lex again and exploring her sexuality. Janelle had finally discovered her wild side.

14 - TIED UP BY HER CRUSH

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Rope / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Annicka sat cross-legged on the floor of Nate’s dorm room, her eyes fixed on his hands as they deftly looped and tugged at a length of rope. He was showing her a few knots he’d learned—something about sailing, she thought he’d said, though she hadn’t been paying much attention to the details. All she could focus on was the way his fingers moved, the precision and care he took with each twist and pull. Her heart thudded in her chest, her breath shallow, and she felt a warmth spreading low in her belly.

“This one’s called a bowline,” Nate said, his voice casual, almost distracted, as if this were just another ordinary afternoon. He held up the finished knot, its shape neat and compact. “It’s strong but easy to untie if you know what you’re doing.”

Annicka tilted her head, her long dark hair slipping over her shoulder. She kept her expression neutral, but her mind was racing. Her fingers twitched involuntarily at her sides, and she swallowed hard before speaking. “Could you… tie me up with it?”

The question hung in the air, bold and unexpected. Nate paused, his brows lifting slightly, and a slow smile spread across his face. “You serious?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing but her gaze steady. She wanted this. She’d thought about it for longer than she cared to admit—what it would feel like to be restrained, to relinquish control, to feel the cool press of rope against her skin. And the fact that it was Nate doing it? Her crush, the guy she’d been fantasizing about for weeks? That made it all the more intoxicating.

“Okay,” he said, his voice dropping slightly, taking on a tone that sent a shiver down her spine. “Turn around.”

Annicka obeyed without hesitation, shifting onto her knees and presenting her wrists to him. She felt the rough texture of the rope brush against her skin as he looped it around her, his movements slow and deliberate. He tied the knot snug but not tight, testing it a few times to make sure it was secure. The sensation was electrifying—the slight tug of the rope as it held her, the way her pulse quickened under the pressure.

“There,” Nate said softly, his breath warm against her ear. He leaned in closer, his chest brushing against her back. “How’s that feel?”

Annicka exhaled shakily, her body trembling with anticipation. “Good,” she whispered. “Really good.”

Nate chuckled, low and dark, and she felt his hands slide up her arms, his fingers tracing the rope as if admiring his handiwork. “What would you do if I didn’t untie you?” he murmured, his lips grazing the curve of her neck.

Her breath hitched, and she felt a rush of heat between her legs. She loved the idea of being at his mercy, of being unable to resist whatever he wanted to do to her. “I guess I’d be… helpless,” she said, her voice barely audible.

Nate hummed in response, his hands moving down to her waist, his touch light but possessive. “And you like that, don’t you?” he asked, his tone teasing but laced with something deeper, something more intense.

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

He turned her gently so she was facing him, his eyes locked on hers. For a moment, they just stared at each other, the air between them thick with unspoken desire. Then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss. Annicka’s breath caught in her throat, and she kissed him back, her body responding instinctively.

The kiss deepened, their mouths moving together in a rhythm that felt both new and familiar. Nate’s hands slid up her back, pulling her closer, while Annicka strained against the ropes, wanting more but unable to do anything but surrender.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes were dark with desire. “Let’s get you out of these,” he said, his voice rough as he untied the knot with practiced ease. The rope fell away, and Annicka’s wrists felt suddenly bare, vulnerable.

But she didn’t have time to dwell on it because Nate was kissing her again, harder this time, his hands roaming her body with a newfound urgency. She gasped against his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair as they stumbled toward the bed.

Clothes were shed in a blur of hurried movements, their breath coming in ragged gasps. When Annicka was finally naked, she felt a rush of exhilaration mixed with vulnerability. She lay back on the bed, her eyes meeting Nate’s as he knelt between her legs.

“Tie me,” she said, her voice trembling but firm. “Please.”

Nate didn’t hesitate. He grabbed the rope and looped it around her wrists, securing them to the bedposts with the same precision and care he’d shown earlier. The sensation of being bound again, this time more securely, sent a thrill through her entire body. She tested the restraints, her movements limited but not painful, and a soft moan escaped her lips.

Nate’s hands roamed her body, tracing the curves of her hips, her thighs, her breasts. He leaned down, his mouth capturing a nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive flesh. Annicka arched her back, a gasp tearing from her throat as pleasure rippled through her.

He moved lower, his lips and tongue exploring every inch of her until he reached the place she needed him most. His mouth was hot and insistent against her, his tongue circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes. Annicka writhed beneath him, her moans growing louder as the tension in her body coiled tighter and tighter.

When he finally slid a finger inside her, she cried out, her hips bucking against his hand. He added another finger, his pace steady but relentless, until she was teetering on the edge, her breath coming in frantic gasps.

“Nate,” she whimpered, her voice desperate. “Please…”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He paused for a moment, his eyes meeting hers, and then he thrust into her, slowly at first, giving her body time to adjust.

Annicka’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from her lips as she felt him fill her completely. He began to move, his pace quickening, his hips driving into hers with a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

“God, you feel amazing,” Nate groaned, his voice rough with need.

Annika could barely form a coherent thought, her mind awash with sensation. The ropes held her firmly in place, leaving her utterly at his mercy, and she loved every second of it. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as the pleasure built to a crescendo.

When she finally came, it was with a sharp cry, her body convulsing around him. Nate followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside her. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fumbled with the knots, freeing her wrists.

Annika turned to him, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek, and she couldn’t help but smile. “That was…”

“Amazing,” Nate finished for her, his grin matching hers.

She nodded, her heart racing as she thought about what else they could do, what new limits they could push. But for now, she was content to lie there, her body still tingling, her mind already racing with possibilities.

15 - THE PROFESSOR’S PUNISHMENT

MF / BDSM / College / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Betty’s heart pounded as she clicked her pen nervously against the edge of her desk. The history exam loomed in front of her like a trap, and she hadn’t studied nearly enough. She glanced around the classroom, her eyes darting to the clock, then to the paper, then to the professor, Mr. Ramone, who stood at the front of the room with his arms crossed, his sharp gaze scanning the students like a hawk. She swallowed hard. This was a bad idea, she thought. But it was too late to back out now.

Under the cover of her desk, she hiked up her short skirt just enough to glance at the words scribbled on her inner thigh. Napoleon’s downfall. Treaty of Versailles. Industrial Revolution. She’d written them in tiny, precise letters that morning, her hand trembling as she pressed the pen to her skin. Now, in the heat of the moment, the words seemed to blur together. She squinted, trying to make sense of them, but her heart was racing too fast to focus.

She flipped her skirt back down, her cheeks burning as if the entire class could see what she’d done. She scribbled down what she remembered, hoping it was enough to scrape by. When the timer went off, she handed in her exam with a shaky smile, convinced she’d pulled it off. Foolproof, she told herself. No one could’ve seen.

But as she was packing up her things, Mr. Ramone’s voice cut through the chatter of the room. “Miss Robinson, a word in my office, please.”

Her stomach dropped. She froze, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “Of course, Professor,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

The walk to his office felt like an eternity. Her heels clicked against the tile floor, each step amplifying the dread building in her chest. When she stepped inside, he closed the door behind her with a soft click that made her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk. His tone was calm, but there was a sharpness to it that sent a shiver down her spine.

She obeyed, sinking into the chair, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“Do you know why you’re here, Miss Robinson?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of him. His dark eyes bore into her, unyielding.

She shook her head, her throat too dry to speak.

He leaned forward, his voice low and measured. “Let’s not play games. Lift your skirt.”

Her breath hitched. “W-what?”

“You heard me." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. “Lift. Your. Skirt.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her skirt, lifting it just enough to reveal the words scrawled on her thigh. She felt exposed, vulnerable, as if he’d stripped her bare with just a glance. His eyes darkened as he took in the evidence of her cheating, and she could feel the weight of his disapproval like a physical force.

“I thought so,” he said, his voice soft but laced with disapproval. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you, Miss Robinson?”

She couldn’t meet his gaze, her face burning with shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Quiet,” he interrupted, his voice sharp. “Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Her heart raced as she stood on unsteady legs, her mind racing with a mix of fear and something she couldn’t quite name. She bent over the desk, her hands gripping the edge as he lifted her skirt, exposing her white lace panties.

The first smack of his hand against her ass made her gasp, the sting sharp and unexpected. She clenched her teeth, her cheeks flushing as he continued, each spank sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through her body. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body betraying her as heat pooled between her legs.

“Do you understand what you’ve done?” he asked, his voice steady, his hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I’m sorry, I’ll never cheat again.”

He chuckled, a low, dangerous sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Good girl. But I’m not sure I believe you.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide. “I promise, Professor. I’ll be good.”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze lingering on her before he sighed and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught as he pulled himself free, his cock already hard. “Prove it,” he said, his voice rough.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, her hands trembling as she took him in her mouth. She gagged at first, the size of him overwhelming, but she forced herself to relax, her tongue swirling around him as she worked to take him deeper. His hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan.

“That’s it, good girl,” he murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She gagged again, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She sucked him like her life depended on it, her own need growing with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he came, she swallowed every drop, her body trembling with a mix of relief and arousal. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around and bent her over the desk again. She gasped as he slid into her, his cock filling her completely, and he set a brutal pace, fucking her hard enough to make the desk creak.

She moaned, her nails digging into the wood as he pounded into her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he came inside her, she cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her with an intensity that left her breathless.

He pulled out with a groan, his hands still gripping her hips as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’ll pass this test, Miss Robinson. But if I ever catch you cheating again, the punishment will be much worse. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her body still trembling as he helped her stand. “Yes, Professor.”

He zipped up his pants, his expression unreadable as he turned back to his desk. “You may go.”

She left his office on shaky legs, her mind spinning. As she walked down the hall, a small smile played on her lips. What can I do to make him punish me again?

16 - A BOYFRIEND’S SECRET DESIRES

MF / BDSM / Spanking / Blowjob / Restraints / PIV Sex / Spitting

Vanessa’s fingers trembled slightly as she clicked through Kaleb’s browser history. She wasn’t the kind of girlfriend who snooped, but something had been off lately. He’d been distant, distracted, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was missing something.

And then, there it was—page after page of BDSM porn. Women tied up, dominated, controlled. Her stomach churned. Wasn’t she enough? The thought clawed at her, sharp and unrelenting. She closed the laptop, her heart pounding, and leaned back in the chair, staring at the ceiling.

For days, the images haunted her. She couldn’t stop thinking about them—about him watching them. Was that what he wanted? Was that what he fantasized about when they were together? The more she dwelled on it, the more she felt an unexpected heat curling low in her belly.

One night, lying in bed alone, she found herself scrolling through similar videos on her phone. Her breath hitched as she watched a woman kneel before her partner, completely at his mercy. A shiver ran down her spine, and she quickly locked her phone, her cheeks burning. But the seed had been planted. Curiosity flickered, then grew into something more.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She needed to know. One evening, after dinner, she sat on the couch next to Kaleb, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. “Kaleb,” she began, her voice steady despite the storm inside her, “I need to ask you something.”

He looked up from his phone, his brow furrowed. “What’s up?”

She took a deep breath. “I… saw your browser history. The BDSM stuff.”

His face froze, and for a moment, neither of them spoke.

“I’m not mad,” she added quickly, “I just… I need to know. Is that something you’ve been wanting? With me?”

Kaleb shifted uncomfortably, his cheeks flushing. “Vanessa, I… yeah, it’s a fetish. But it’s not something I ever thought I could bring up with you. I didn’t want to freak you out.”

Her heart pounded. “And if I said I wanted to try it?” she asked softly, her eyes searching his.

His breath caught, and for a moment, he just stared at her. “Are you serious?” he asked, his voice low and hesitant.

She nodded. “I think… I think I might be into it too.”

Kaleb’s eyes darkened, and he reached for her hand, intertwining their fingers. “Okay,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Okay.”

That night, they stood in his bedroom, the air thick with tension and anticipation. Vanessa’s hands shook as she stripped off her clothes, her pulse racing as Kaleb did the same. He stepped closer, his gaze intense, and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Get on the bed,” he murmured, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed, her body trembling as she lay down on the cool sheets. Kaleb climbed on top of her, his weight pressing her into the mattress.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re going to do exactly what I say,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “Understand?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice barely audible.

He smirked, then brought his hand down hard on her ass. The sound echoed in the room, and Vanessa gasped, her body jerking. Pain and pleasure collided, sending a jolt of electricity through her. He did it again, and again, each strike heightening the heat building inside her. When he finally stopped, her skin was tingling, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

Kaleb unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock, and gripped her hair, pulling her head up. “Suck it,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Vanessa hesitated for just a moment before parting her lips and taking him into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste of him intoxicating. Kaleb groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair as he began to thrust into her mouth. He fucked her face hard, his cock hitting the back of her throat, and Vanessa’s eyes watered, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat, letting him take control, and a wave of arousal crashed over her. When he finally pulled out, she was panting, her lips swollen, her body on fire.

Kaleb reached into the nightstand and pulled out a set of leather restraints. “Hands up,” he ordered, and she complied without hesitation. He fastened the restraints around her wrists, securing them to the bedposts, and then did the same with her ankles.

Vanessa lay there, completely at his mercy, her heart pounding, her body aching with need.

Kaleb climbed on top of her, his cock pressing against her soaking wet pussy. He leaned down, his lips brushing hers. “You’re mine,” he growled, and then he slammed into her.

Vanessa cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely. He fucked her hard and fast, his hips slamming into hers, and she could do nothing but take it. Her body trembled with each thrust, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Kaleb leaned down, his face inches from hers, and spit into her mouth. “Swallow it,” he commanded, his voice harsh.

She obeyed, swallowing his spit, and something inside her shifted. She wanted this—needed it. Her body writhed beneath him, her cries of pleasure filling the room. Kaleb’s thrusts became more erratic, and he groaned, his body tensing as he came inside her. Vanessa’s orgasm crashed over her a moment later, her body convulsing, her mind going blank.

When it was over, Kaleb released the restraints and collapsed beside her, both of them panting and covered in sweat.

Vanessa turned to him, a smile tugging at her lips. “So,” she said, her voice soft but teasing, “what’s next?”

17 - THE PRICE OF FAME

FF / Lesbian /  BDSM / Spanking / Oral / Strap-on

Kia stood nervously outside the massive steel door, her fingers trembling as she clutched the glossy flier in her hand. The invitation was simple yet tantalizing: "Glorious Studios. By Appointment Only."

Kia took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest, and pressed the buzzer.

The intercom crackled to life, a voice as smooth as velvet purred, "Enter."

With a surge of adrenaline, Kia pushed open the door and stepped into the dimly lit hallway. The air was thick with anticipation, every sound echoing like a drumbeat in her ears. She followed the narrow corridor until it opened up into a sprawling recording studio, bathed in soft blue light.

In the center of the room stood Glorious, her imposing figure clad in fitted blue jeans and a hoodie that seemed to accentuate her powerful frame. Her long dark braids cascaded down her back, and her intense dark eyes locked onto Kia's with an unnerving intensity.

"You must be Kia," Glorious said, her voice low and commanding. "Welcome to my domain."

Kia swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "Thank you for seeing me," she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Glorious took a step closer, her presence nearly overwhelming. "I see potential in you, Kia. But potential comes at a price. Fame is not free, you know."

Kia's heart skipped a beat. "What do you mean?"

"It means," Glorious continued, her gaze never wavering, "that to reach the heights you desire, you must submit to me. Every aspect of your being—musically, physically, emotionally—all belong to me now."

Kia felt a shiver run down her spine, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. "I... I don't understand."

Glorious smirked, a predatory gleam in her eye. "Strip for me, Kia."

The command hit Kia like a bolt of lightning. She hesitated, her mind racing. This was not what she had expected. But then again, fame rarely came without sacrifice. With trembling hands, she began to unbutton her black mini dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of silk. She stood before Glorious in nothing but her lacy black underwear, her caramel skin glistening under the studio lights.

"Bend over the couch," Glorious ordered, pointing to a sleek leather couch nearby.

Kia's breath caught in her throat, but she did as she was told, bending forward and resting her palms on the cool leather. The position left her vulnerable, her ass proudly displayed to Glorious. She could feel the heat of embarrassment and arousal mingling in her cheeks.

Without warning, Glorious's hand came down hard on Kia's ass, the sharp sting reverberating through her body. Kia gasped, her hips twitching from the unexpected pain. Glorious delivered another spank, even harder this time, and then another, each one landing with precision. Kia's breath came in ragged gasps, her body responding to the brutal treatment despite her confusion.

"Good girl," Glorious murmured, her voice laced with satisfaction. "Now, it’s time for some pleasure.”

Glorious's fingers dipped beneath the waistband of Kia's underwear, sliding them down to her knees. Kia bit her lip, trying to steady herself as Glorious's warm breath caressed her exposed skin.

She felt a gentle pressure against her entrance, followed by the slick slide of Glorious's tongue delving into her pussy. Kia moaned, her body arching involuntarily as Glorious's skilled tongue explored her folds, teasing her clit with tantalizing precision.

"Oh God," Kia whimpered, her voice breaking with need. "Please, I need—"

"Not yet," Glorious interrupted, her voice firm. "You will learn patience here, Kia."

Kia's frustration mounted as Glorious continued to pleasure her without allowing her to climax. Each lick, each nibble, drove her closer to the edge, only to pull back cruelly just as she was about to tip over. Her body trembled with pent-up desire, her juices coating Glorious's lips and chin.

Finally, Glorious pulled away, leaving Kia panting and desperate. "Beg me," she commanded.

Kia's pride warred with her desperation. She needed this—needed Glorious—more than she cared to admit. "Please, Glorious," she whispered, her voice raw with need. "Fuck me. Make me yours."

Glorious's eyes sparkled with triumph as she reached into the drawer of a filing cabinet, pulling out a sleek black strap-on harness. Kia watched in awe as Glorious fastened it around her hips, the artificial cock standing erect and intimidating.

"Get on your knees," Glorious ordered, her voice dripping with authority.

Kia complied without hesitation, dropping to her knees and taking Glorious's dildo in her hands. She guided it to her waiting pussy, feeling the head part her lips with a delicious stretch. Slowly, she sank down onto the shaft, her body accommodating the intrusion with a mix of pleasure and pain.

"That's right," Glorious purred as Kia eased down onto the full length of the dildo. "Take it all, my little star."

Kia's head spun with sensations as Glorious began to move, thrusting her hips in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The leather couch creaked under their combined weight, the sound a sensual symphony to Kia's ears. She wrapped her arms around Glorious's neck, her nails digging into the fabric of Glorious’s hoodie as she rode the waves of ecstasy building within her.

"Harder," Kia begged, her voice thick with lust. "Please, Glorious, harder!"

Glorious complied, picking up the pace until the room filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Kia's cries echoed off the walls, her thighs quivering with each powerful thrust. Her juices flowed freely, lubricating the way as Glorious pounded into her with relentless abandon.

"Yes, yes!" Kia panted, her world narrowing down to the exquisite sensation of Glorious's cock inside her. "I'm yours, Glorious. All yours!"

Glorious gripped Kia's hips tightly, her fingers leaving imprints on her caramel skin. "You're mine, Kia," she growled, her voice vibrating with power. "And I own every inch of you."

Kia's orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she screamed Glorious's name. She clung to her new mistress, her vision swimming with stars as the aftershocks of pleasure wracked her frame.

As Kia’s body finally relaxed, Glorious withdrew the big dildo. Kia’s chest heaved. She tried to catch her breath.

“You little slut,” Glorious chuckled, her voice full of pride. “You took that like a professional. We’ll try something bigger next time.”

Kia nodded, resigned to her fate. “Thank you,” she murmured, glad to have impressed the imposing woman.

“Get dressed,” Glorious instructed, tossing Kia her clothes.

Kia hurriedly put her dress back on. She tried to fix her hair and makeup, but it was futile. Glorious led her to the door of the studio.

“See you soon, baby doll,” Glorious said with a smile.

Glorious opened the door, ushering Kia out of the building. She stood alone on the busy street, her body still buzzing from the encounter. 

But even as Kia reveled in her release, she knew she was thoroughly possessed by Glorious. The session with Glorious had been difficult, but she’d survived. She was looking forward to pleasing Glorious, and learning all she could about BDSM, music, and life in general. The demands of the music industry were unrelenting, and with Glorious at the helm, Kia's journey into stardom would be anything but ordinary.

18 - WORSHIPPING BIG COCK

MFFF / BDSM / Big Penis / Group Sex / Cock Worship / Blow Job / Rimming / Facial / Spanking / PIV Sex / Anal

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.

19 - SURRENDERING TO AN ARTIST

MF / BDSM / Romantic / Kissing / Spanking / Blindfold / Nipple Play / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Cayenne stepped into the dimly lit bar, the bass of the music thrumming through her chest. She hadn’t been planning on going out tonight, but something had tugged at her, a restless energy she couldn’t shake.

She slid onto a stool at the bar, ordering a drink she didn’t even really want, just to have something to hold. Her eyes scanned the room, catching on a man leaning against the far wall. He was tall, his leather jacket clinging to his broad shoulders, and there was something about the way he held himself—confident, almost dangerous. She couldn’t look away.

Their eyes met, and he smirked, pushing off the wall and sauntering over. God, he knows he’s hot, she thought, her pulse quickening. He stopped just beside her, his gaze piercing.

“You look like you need better company than that drink,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel.

Cayenne raised an eyebrow, trying to play it cool. “And you think you’re that company?”

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “I know I am. Name’s James, by the way.”

She shivered, her resolve crumbling faster than she expected. “Cayenne.”

“Interesting name,” he said, sliding into the stool next to her. “Spicy, just like you, I bet.”

She laughed, the sound a little nervous, a little thrilled. “You have no idea.”

They talked for hours, the conversation flowing effortlessly. James was magnetic, his stories laced with a darkness that only made him more intriguing. He told her about his art, his eyes lighting up as he described the way he poured his soul onto the canvas. Cayenne was captivated, hanging on every word.

“Come see it,” he said suddenly, standing and offering her his hand. “My place isn’t far.”

She hesitated for just a moment, then took his hand, letting him lead her out of the bar and into the night.

James’ apartment was exactly what she expected—eclectic, moody, and filled with his art. The walls were covered in paintings, each one more intense than the last. They seemed to pulse with emotion, drawing her in.

“These are incredible,” she said, her fingers brushing lightly over one of the canvases. “They’re so… alive.”

He stepped closer, his chest nearly pressed against her back. “They’re pieces of me,” he murmured. “Every one of them tells a story.”

Cayenne turned to face him, her breath catching at the intensity in his eyes. Before she could say anything, his lips were on hers, the kiss deep and hungry. She melted into him, her hands sliding up his chest to tangle in his hair.

They stumbled into the bedroom, their clothes falling away in a frenzy. Cayenne’s eyes widened as she noticed the assortment of BDSM equipment in the corner—ropes, cuffs, a paddle. She hesitated, her heart racing.

James noticed her uncertainty and cupped her face in his hands. “Trust me,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “Let me take care of you.”

She nodded, her fear giving way to a thrill of anticipation. He undressed her slowly, his hands worshiping her body as he revealed her inch by inch. When she was bare before him, he turned her around and delivered a gentle spank, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

Cayenne gasped, her cheeks flushing. “James—”

His hand landed on her ass again. Cayenne winced, but the pain was invigorating. She felt herself growing more aroused.

“Shh,” he whispered, guiding her to the bed. He blindfolded her, the world disappearing into darkness. Her other senses heightened, every touch, every breath amplified.

His hands found her breasts, his mouth following, sucking and teasing her nipples until she was squirming beneath him. He took his time, exploring her body with a mix of tenderness and control that drove her wild. Then, she felt the cool touch of plastic against her skin—a vibrator. He teased her nipples with it first, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through her. Slowly, he moved it lower, circling her clit until she was panting, desperate for more.

“Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand.

Instead of answering, he replaced the vibrator with his mouth, his tongue licking and flicking her clit with maddening precision. Cayenne cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets as he brought her to the edge and pushed her over, her orgasm crashing through her like a wave.

But he wasn’t done. She felt the weight of him on the bed, the blunt pressure of a dildo pressing against her entrance. He slid it in slowly, then began to fuck her with it, the pace steady and relentless. Cayenne moaned, her body tightening around the toy as he pushed her toward another climax.

“That’s it,” he growled, driving the dildo deeper. “Come for me again.”

She obeyed, her second orgasm even more intense than the first. Before she could catch her breath, she heard the sound of a zipper, the blindfold being pulled away. James’ cock was in front of her, hard and demanding.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Cayenne didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth with eager enthusiasm. She worked him with her lips and tongue, her eyes locked on his as he groaned in pleasure. It wasn’t long before he was spilling into her mouth, his hand tight in her hair as he rode out his release.

When it was over, he pulled her onto the bed, holding her close. “So,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips, “you up for round two?”

Cayenne looked up at him, her heart pounding with excitement. “Absolutely.”

20 - CAUGHT MASTURBATING BY HER BOSS

FF / BDSM / Lesbian / Masturbation / Boss Employee / Bondage / Gag / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo

The room was thick with the scent of desire, a heady mix of sweat and arousal that clung to the air like a fog. Avriana stood at the threshold of Praise's bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. Her black and white maid uniform hugged her petite frame, accentuating her tan skin and big brown eyes. Her long dark hair was pulled into a neat ponytail.

The bedroom door had been left slightly ajar, and she had thought it best to check if anything needed attending to before her boss returned. But what she found instead was an unsettlingly intimate tableau.

Avriana had been working as Praise’s housekeeper for several years. Gradually, she’d developed a crush on the sophisticated and sensual older woman, a secret infatuation, a forbidden attraction that she tried to suppress. Praise was the host of frequent lesbian orgies and sex parties with her fabulous friends—gatherings which Avriana, the lowly housekeeper, was never invited to. However, Avriana had to clean up the mess afterwards.

Avriana was becoming more and more curious about Praise’s lifestyle. She looked around the room, imagining the sex acts that must have taken place in there.

Dirty panties lay discarded on the floor, a testament to the intensity of the previous night's activities. A used dildo lay amidst the tangled sheets, glistening with residual fluids. Silk scarves were still tied tightly around the bedposts, remnants of restraints. A bottle of lube sat casually on the nightstand, as if waiting for the next session. The sheets were soaked, clinging to the mattress, evidence of a passion that had run wild.

Avriana's breath quickened. Here, in this room, all barriers seemed to dissolve. She felt a surge of liquid heat between her legs, a tingling that spread from her core to her limbs. Without thinking, she reached down and touched herself through her uniform, feeling the dampness already gathering there.

Her eyes darted to the door, ensuring it was closed. Then she slipped out of her clothes, casting them aside with abandon. Naked, she climbed onto the bed, sinking into the warm fabric that still held Praise's essence. She picked up one of the silk scarves, bringing it to her nose, inhaling deeply. The smell was intoxicating, a blend of Praise's perfume and the musk of arousal.

Avriana's fingers trembled as she reached for the dirty panties, lifting them to her face. She closed her eyes and breathed in, savoring the aroma. It was both familiar and foreign, arousing her in ways she had never experienced. Her hand moved lower, finding the wetness of her own pussy. She moaned softly, her fingers exploring her sex, imagining it was Praise's touch.

Next, she picked up the dildo, its surface still sticky with Praise's juices. She brought it to her lips, tasting the residue, letting it slide between her lips. The flavor was electric, sending shivers down her spine. With her free hand, she resumed her exploration, her fingers working in rhythm with her mouth, sucking and licking the dildo with growing urgency.

She was lost in the fantasy, her body arching, her moans throatier with each passing moment. The world outside this room ceased to exist; there was only the bed, the lingerie, the dildo, and the intoxicating memory of Praise's presence. She could almost feel the sophisticated older woman’s hands on her, guiding her, commanding her.

Suddenly, a loud voice started Avriana from her pleasure. “Da fucks goin’ on here?”

Avriana's head snapped up, her eyes wide with panic. Praise stood at the doorway, her expression a mixture of shock and amusement. Her ebony skin glowed under the dim light, her long black hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a black lace top that hugged her curves seductively, paired with a leather mini skirt that accentuated her tall, statuesque frame.

Avriana's heart raced, her mind scrambling for an explanation. “I was just cleaning, Miss Praise,” she stammered, trying to cover herself with the sheet. “I didn't know you'd be back so soon.”

Praise stepped closer, her high heels clicked crisply on the floor. Her gaze swept over Avriana’s body, finally resting on the small toy in her hand still wet with liquid. A wicked smile curled at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, really?” Praise asked, voice was low and commanding. “You were cleaning my dildo with your mouth?” Her eyes sharpened, as if they could pierce through Avriana’s soul.

Avriana’s face flushed red, a mix of shame and fear. She wanted to explain, but her throat felt blocked, unable to make a sound. She could only lower her head, unable to meet Praise’s eyes.

Praise walked to the bed, leaning in close to Avriana’s face. “Baby girl, ”she whispered, “If you wanna keep working here, you’re gonna have to learn how to submit.”

Avriana’s heart skipped a beat, both fearful and anticipatory. She knew she was in an irreversible situation. She might even lose her job, but the desire for Praise overwhelmed her senses.

Praise reached out, taking the small toy from Avriana. Her fingers lightly caressed the residue on it. “It seems you like this,” she said, holding the toy up to Avriana’s face. “Open your mouth.”

Avriana hesitated for a moment, then slowly opened her mouth. Praise placed the toy in her between her lips, letting her continue to suck on it. Meanwhile, Praise’s fingers began to roam over Avriana’s bod. Each time she touched a sensitive spot, Avriana would involuntarily shudder.

“You like that, baby?” Praise asked, her tone laced with a hint of mockery. “Or do you wanna be licked?”

Avriana closed her eyes, feeling the pleasure of Praise’s fingers roaming over her skin. She didn't know how to respond. She could only silently admit it in her heart. Yes, she loved every second of it.

Praise grabbed the silk scarves that lay strewn about the floor. Avriana knew what was coming as Praise began tying her wrists to the bed posts. Praise's dark eyes glinted with satisfaction as she secured the final knot in the silk scarf, binding Avriana in a helpless position.

Praise placed a gag between Avriana’s lips, securing it tightly. The room was filled with the soft rustle of fabric and the muffled moans escaping through the gag stuffed into Avriana's mouth. Praise admired her handiwork, ensuring that Avriana was completely at her mercy.

“Damn, girl, you sure look good like that,” Praise purred, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers down Avriana's spine. She trailed a finger along Avriana's collarbone, tracing the delicate line until it dipped between her breasts. “Ready for more?”

Avriana's eyes widened with anticipation, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. She nodded eagerly, her silent plea for more evident in her desperate gaze.

Praise chuckled softly and reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Avriana's inner thigh. The sensation was electric, causing Avriana to arch her back and strain against her restraints. Praise watched with amusement, deliberately drawing out the moment by moving the vibrator closer and closer to Avriana's clit but never quite reaching it.

“Aww, so close,” Praise mused, her tone dripping with delight. “Do you wanna cum? Or should I keep teasing you?”

“Mmm, mmm,” Avriana whimpered behind the gag, her body screaming for release. Avriana's hips bucked involuntarily, her frustration growing with each passing second.

“What’s that? I can’t hear you,” asked Praise, taunting Avriana as she denied her the climax she craved. “You said, keep teasing?”

Praise was in no hurry. She loved the power she held over Avriana, the way her touch could drive her housekeeper to the brink of madness. With a wicked grin, Praise finally brought the vibrator to Avriana's clit, circling the sensitive spot with tantalizing precision. Avriana's breath hitched, her entire body tensing as waves of pleasure began to ripple through her. Praise increased the  intensity, watching with rapt attention as Avriana's moans grew louder, her eyes fluttering closed in ecstasy.

But just as Avriana felt herself on the verge of climax, Praise abruptly pulled the vibrator away. Avriana's eyes snapped open, pleading with Praise to continue. But Praise shook her head, her expression one of indulgent cruelty.

"Not yet," she whispered, leaning in to capture Avriana's nipple between her teeth. She bit down gently, eliciting a sharp gasp from her captive. "I want to hear you beg."

Avriana's mind raced, torn between the need to submit and the desire to resist. She realized her job might be on the line, if she didn’t perform well for Praise. But her body betrayed her, responding instinctively to Praise's commands. She struggled to form words around the gag, her muffled pleas barely intelligible.

Praise's laugh was soft and mocking. "Good girl," she murmured, her fingers trailing down to Avriana's swollen pussy. She delved two fingers inside, crooking them expertly to find that sweet spot that would drive Avriana wild.

Avriana's hips rocked against Praise's hand, her moans growing louder and more urgent. She could feel the pressure building again, the need for release gnawing at her insides. But Praise had other plans. With a firm grip, she withdrew her fingers and replaced them with her lips and tongue.

The sensation of Praise's warm, wet mouth on her most sensitive flesh was almost too much to bear. Avriana writhed against her bonds, her body spasming with the effort to hold back the tidal wave of pleasure threatening to drown her. Praise's tongue flicked and swirled, commanding every nerve ending in Avriana's pussy to come alive.

“Baby girl, you taste so good,” Praise breathed against Avriana's flesh, her voice thick with arousal.

Avriana could barely think straight, her mind a haze of pleasure and submission. She could feel herself slipping deeper into Praise's web, entranced by the woman who held her so firmly in her grasp. Every lick, every nibble, sent shocks of pleasure coursing through her body.

Praise's hands returned to the nightstand, retrieving the dildo once more. It gleamed in the dim light, a testament to the hours of enjoyment it had provided. Without preamble, Praise positioned the toy at Avriana's entrance and thrust forward, burying it deep inside her.

Avriana cried out, her body shuddering with the force of the impact. Praise wasted no time, pumping the dildo in and out of Avriana with relentless fervor. Each thrust was met with a moan of approval, Avriana's hips lifting off the bed to meet the thick rod.

“Such a good little whore,” Praise taunted, her voice husky with passion. “You love being my toy.”

Avriana could only nod, too lost in the throes of pleasure to respond verbally. Praise's words were fuel to her fire, stoking the flames of her desire until they burned white-hot. She could feel herself teetering on the edge once more, her climax hovering just out of reach.

Determined to push her over the precipice, Praise pressed her finger against Avriana's asshole, slowly sliding inside. The added sensation was almost too much to bear, sending Avriana spiraling into a frenzy of need and longing. Avriana's heart pounded in her chest, her resolve crumbling under Praise's unrelenting pressure.

"Please..." Avriana managed to choke out, her voice breaking with desperation. "Please, let me come..."

As Praise’s finger teased Avriana’s ass, the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy. With one deep thrust, Avriana lost control, her juices flowing all over the bed. Avriana’s muscles contracted around the dildo, grasping it hard, as her eyes rolled back in sheer delight. Avriana had never had such an intense sexual experience.

“Submit to me,” whispered Praise, her voice hypnotic. “And I can make you cum like this all the time.”

“Yes... yes!” she cried out, her voice muffled by the gag but unmistakable in its desperation. “I’m yours.”

Praise's lips curled into a satisfied smile. She pulled the gag from Avriana’s mouth. “We have a lot more training to do,” she explained with a mysterious look in her eyes.

Avriana nodded, her heart racing with excitement.

“You’ll have to obey me,” Praise warned, looking stern. “This ain’t a game, Avriana.”

“I will,” Avriana promised, sealing her fate.

“And by the way, don’t ever use my toys again without permission,” Praise added, a wicked smile spreading across her face.

Praise gave Avriana a kiss, before getting up to get dressed. She left Avriana to clean up the mess they’d made, saying she’d be back later.

Avriana couldn’t wait to find out what would happen next. She knew she’d changed her relationship with Praise, forever, putting her employment in jeopardy. However, Avriana didn’t care. Although she was taking a treacherous path, she was eager to submit to her boss.

21 - LOVE IN LATEX

MF / BDSM / Latex / PIV Sex / Bondage / Vibrator / Dildo

The moment Nisha stepped into the apartment’s walk-in closet, she felt a shiver of curiosity. It wasn’t the scent of mothballs or the faint dust clinging to the shelves that caught her attention—it was the faint glint of something sleek and black tucked away in the corner.

Her fingertips brushed against the material, and she froze. Latex. The word whispered through her mind like a secret, and her heart skipped a beat. She’d always loved the way it looked, the way it clung to the body like a second skin. But this… this was something else entirely.

“What’s that?” Jaxon’s voice broke her reverie, and she turned to see him leaning in the doorway, arms crossed, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. He nodded toward the suit she held in her hands.

“I think it’s a latex suit,” Nisha said, her voice tinged with wonder.

She unfolded it, her eyes widening at the cut-outs in the crotch area and the hood with its small, round holes for eyes and mouth. The material was pristine, untouched, as if it had been waiting for her. She ran her fingers over the smooth surface, feeling the way it yielded slightly under her touch.

Jaxon let out a low whistle. “That’s… something else. You should try it on.” His tone was teasing, but there was a flicker of something hotter in his eyes.

Nisha laughed, shaking her head. “Yeah, right. Like I’m going to put this on.”

“Why not?” Jaxon stepped closer, his voice dropping to a playful rumble. “It’s just us. No one would know. Besides, it’s kind of…” He paused, his grin widening. “Kinky.”

She rolled her eyes, but the idea lingered in her mind like a spark waiting to catch. She folded the suit carefully and placed it back on the shelf, but she couldn’t shake the feeling of curiosity it had stirred.

—

Weeks later, the suit was all but forgotten—until one evening when Nisha found herself pressed against the wall of their bedroom, Jaxon’s lips trailing fire down her neck. His hands were everywhere, setting her skin ablaze with every touch. When he pulled back to look at her, his eyes were dark with desire, and his voice was low, commanding.

“Why don’t you put on that latex suit?” he said, his breath warm against her ear.

Nisha blinked, her heart racing. “Right now?”

“Yes, baby. Now.” His lips curved into a smirk, but there was no teasing in his expression now—just raw, unfiltered want.

She hesitated, her mind racing. The idea was suddenly overwhelming, but the way he was looking at her… it sent a thrill through her body. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

Jaxon stepped back, letting her go, and she moved toward the closet on shaky legs. Her hands trembled as she pulled out the suit, the material cool and smooth in her grasp. She glanced over her shoulder at Jaxon, who was watching her with hungry eyes, and something inside her shifted. This is crazy, she thought, but she couldn’t deny the rush of excitement coursing through her.

She stepped into the suit, pulling it up her legs, and the moment it touched her skin, she felt it—the tight, almost suffocating embrace of the latex, the way it clung to her curves like a lover’s hands. She shivered, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she pulled it up over her hips, then her torso. The cut-outs framed her sex in a way that made her feel exposed and powerful at the same time. Finally, she reached for the hood, pulling it over her head. The world narrowed to the small holes for her eyes and mouth, and she felt… different. Like she’d stepped into another version of herself.

When she turned to face Jaxon, his eyes widened, and a slow, appreciative smile spread across his face. “Fuck,” he murmured, stepping toward her. His hands reached for her, sliding over the slick surface of the suit, and she felt a jolt of heat between her legs. “You look… incredible.”

Nisha’s heart pounded in her chest as he guided her toward the bed. The latex squeaked faintly against her skin with every movement, a sound that only heightened the sense of anticipation building inside her. When she climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, she felt a rush of vulnerability and excitement, the latex amplifying every sensation.

Jaxon’s hand came down on her ass in a sharp crack, and she gasped, the sting mingling with the heat pooling between her legs. He did it again, and again, each spank sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She could hear the sound of his belt unbuckling, his pants sliding down, and then he was behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her in one smooth thrust, and she moaned, the sensation overwhelming.

He grabbed her hips, pulling her back against him with every thrust, and Nisha felt like she was being consumed by the heat, the tightness of the latex amplifying every movement. She could hear the sound of their bodies meeting, the slick slide of the latex against her skin, and it was like nothing she’d ever experienced before. She came hard, her body trembling as Jaxon continued to fuck her, his rhythm unrelenting.

When he finally came, his groan echoed through the room, and he buried his face in the back of her neck, his breath hot against her skin through the hood. For a moment, they stayed like that, both of them panting, before Jaxon pulled back, a wicked gleam in his eyes.

“We’re not done yet,” he said, his voice low and rough.

Nisha’s eyes widened as he reached for his neckties, looping them around her wrists and tying them to the bedposts. The latex felt even tighter now, restricting her movement in a way that made her feel deliciously helpless. He grabbed a vibrator from the nightstand, flicking it on, and when he pressed it against her clit, she let out a sharp cry.

“Please,” she begged, her voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

But Jaxon just shook his head, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Not yet.” He kept the vibrator moving in slow, teasing circles.

Nisha writhed against the bonds, the latex amplifying every sensation until she felt like she was going to explode.

Finally, he reached for something else—a large dildo—and Nisha’s breath hitched as he pressed it against her entrance. He pushed it into her slowly, so slowly, and she felt herself stretching to take it. When it was fully inside her, she let out a moan, the fullness overwhelming. He began to thrust it in and out, and she came again, her body shaking with the force of it.

Jaxon untied her wrists, his hands gentle now, and Nisha pulled off the suit, feeling like she’d stepped out of a dream. She looked at him, her heart still racing, and she knew—this was just the beginning.

“I need more,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. “More latex, more… everything.”

Jaxon’s eyes darkened, and he leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear. “Then let’s see how far we can take this.”

22 - A VISIT TO THE BDSM CLUB

MF / BDSM / First Person / Public / Exhibitionism / Spanking / Whipping / Vibrator / Teasing / Dildo / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

The moment Donte’s text buzzed on my phone, I felt that familiar thrill ripple through me. Meet me at 9. Dress to kill. Lingerie underneath. Bring your A-game. His words were always so commanding, so deliberate. He didn’t ask; he told. And God, I loved that about him.

Donte was a powerful mob boss. He’d used his connections to assist my best friend, Laura, and I when things had gotten tough for us. Now, thanks to Donte, our escort service was seeing big profits, and we were back on top of the game.

What had started as a financial arrangement quickly became a love affair. As I spent more time with Donte, my attraction to him deepened. He was powerful and wealthy. He understood my lifestyle, and accepted me for who I was. I couldn’t wait to see what he had planned for tonight.

I smirked as I slipped into the tight black dress Laura had picked out for me earlier—the one with the slit that ran dangerously high up my thigh. Beneath it, I wore a lace set in deep red, the kind that hugged every curve and left just enough to the imagination.

When Donte pulled up in his sleek sports car, I could see the hunger in his eyes before I even opened the door. “You look…expensive,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, like he was already imagining what he’d do to me later.

I slid into the passenger seat, crossing my legs deliberately, letting the slit of the dress fall open just enough to tease.

We drove downtown, the city lights blurring past us in streaks of gold and neon. I didn’t ask where we were going. With Donte, surprises were part of the game, and I liked playing along. When we arrived at an unassuming building tucked between two dimly lit alleys, my curiosity spiked. It didn’t look like much from the outside, but when Donte knocked on the heavy metal door and muttered a password, the air shifted.

The door creaked open, and we stepped inside.

What the hell is this place?

My heart thudded as I took in the scene: leather benches arranged in neat rows, chains dangling from the ceiling, and the faint sound of moans and sharp slaps echoing off the walls. A woman was chained to a post, her back arched as a man brought a whip down against her skin. Another knelt at a woman’s feet, licking the toe of her boot like it was the most sacred act in the world. My breath hitched, and I instinctively reached for Donte’s hand.

He squeezed mine, his grip firm but reassuring. “You good?” he asked, his tone casual, like we’d just walked into a coffee shop.

I hesitated, glancing around again. Although I was very sexually experienced, I’d never been in a place like this before. It was definitely outside my comfort zone. Still, I wanted to impress Donte—show him I could keep up with his desires. “Yeah, I’m good,” I agreed, my heart pounding. “Just a little nervous.”

Donte chuckled, the sound warm and dangerously inviting. “There’s nothing to worry about, Brandi. Tonight I’m in control. You’re mine.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. Mine. Not just tonight, but always. I’d never let a man claim me like that before. With clients, I was the one calling the shots, using them for their money and walking away unscathed. But Donte…he was different. He was everything I swore I’d never want—and everything I couldn’t resist.

He led me to a bench in the center of the room, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. People watched us, their gazes curious, hungry. I could feel their eyes on me, judging, appreciating, anticipating.

Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. “Take off the dress.”

I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling slightly as I reached for the zipper. The air was cool against my skin as the fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but the red lace bra and panties. Donte’s eyes darkened as he appraised me, and for a moment, I forgot about the audience. It was just us, the heat between us crackling like a live wire.

“Kneel,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto the padded bench, my hands pressed flat against the smooth leather. The first slap landed without warning, the sting sharp and immediate. I gasped, my nails digging into the bench.

“Count,” Donte ordered, his palm connecting with my ass again.

“One,” I managed, my voice shaky.

By the time he reached ten, my skin was burning, each strike sending waves of pleasure-pain through me. The crowd murmured their approval, their voices blending into a low hum that only heightened the intensity. When Donte grabbed a whip from the wall, I tensed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Relax,” he murmured, running a hand over the curve of my hip. “Trust me.”

I do, I realized, the truth hitting me harder than any blow. I trusted him completely.

The whip cracked against my skin, the pain sharp but bearable, mingling with the warmth spreading between my thighs. Donte alternated between strikes and gentle caresses, keeping me on edge, my body writhing with need. When he finally stopped, I was trembling, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

“Good girl,” he whispered, helping me to my feet. “Now, let’s take this somewhere private.”

He led me to a secluded room, closing the door behind us with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. Donte moved behind me, his hands deftly unhooking my bra and sliding my panties down my legs. I stood there, naked and exposed, the weight of his gaze making my skin tingle.

“Lie down,” he instructed, pointing to the bench in the center of the room.

I complied, stretching out on the cool leather, my pulse racing as Donte retrieved a vibrator from a nearby table. He turned it on, the low hum vibrating through the air. He teased me with it, tracing lazy circles around my clit but never giving me what I needed.

“Please,” I begged, my hips arching off the bench. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” he said, his voice calm but firm.

He slid the vibrator lower, pressing it against my entrance before pushing it inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, my muscles clamping down around the toy as my body strained for release. But Donte wasn’t done. He pulled the vibrator out, guiding it to my ass instead. I gasped as he pushed it in, the dual stimulation almost too much to bear.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured, his free hand roaming over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples. “So desperate for me.”

I whimpered, my nails scratching against the leather as he withdrew the toy and replaced it with something larger—a thick dildo. He thrust it into me, the stretch delicious and agonizing all at once. I cried out, my pleas falling on deaf ears as he fucked me with the toy, my orgasm hovering just out of reach.

When he finally unzipped his pants and freed his cock, I nearly sobbed with relief. He positioned himself between my legs, the head of his shaft brushing against my soaked folds. “You ready?” he asked, his tone teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. “Please, Donte. I need you.”

He thrust into me with a growl, his pace hard and unrelenting. The bench creaked beneath us, the sound lost in the symphony of our moans. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing more, always more.

“Cum for me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

And I did, my body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. He followed soon after, his release filling me as he groaned my name. We stayed like that for a moment, our breaths mingling, until he finally pulled out and handed me my clothes.

As we left the private room, the stares of the other patrons burned into me. They knew. They all knew what we’d just done, and the thought made my cheeks flush. Donte’s cum dripped down my thighs as we walked out of the club, his arm draped protectively around my shoulders.

In that moment, I realized something terrifying: I wasn’t just falling for Donte. I was already gone. And as much as I wanted to fight it, I couldn’t. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just using someone for their money. I was letting someone use me—on my own terms. And strangely, it felt...right.

Back in the car, Donte glanced at me, a sly smile tugging at his lips. “So? How’d you like your surprise?”

“I loved it,” I replied, my mind still racing. “Thank you for taking me.”

As we drove back to my apartment, I knew the night was far from over. I’d finally met someone who could keep up with me, sexually, financially, and emotionally. I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

23 - 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.

24 - A PUNK ROCKER’S INITIATION

MF / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / Fisting

The bass reverberated through Holly’s chest, drowning out the chatter of the crowd as she leaned against the sticky wall of the dive bar. Her head bobbed slightly to the muffled cacophony of the punk band on stage, her spiky black hair catching the faint glow of the red stage lights. She adjusted the leather cuff on her wrist, her fingers brushing against the chipped polish on her nails. This was her scene, her escape from the monotony of college life. Tonight, she wasn’t just Holly the student—she was Holly the rebel, the misfit, the girl who didn’t give a fuck.

The band’s set ended with a screech of feedback, and the crowd erupted into applause. Holly clapped half-heartedly, her eyes scanning the room. That’s when she saw him.

Xavier.

He stepped off the stage, his guitar slung over his shoulder, his leather jacket hanging open to reveal a tattered band shirt underneath. His dark hair was a mess, sweat glistening on his forehead as he wiped it away with the back of his hand. He looked like trouble—the kind of trouble Holly couldn’t resist.

Their eyes met, and he flashed her a crooked smile. Her stomach flipped. Before she could second-guess herself, he was striding toward her, his boots clunking against the worn floorboards.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and rough, like gravel. “You looked like you were into it.”

“I was,” she replied, trying to sound casual, but her pulse quickened as he stepped closer. “You guys weren’t bad.”

“Not bad?” He raised an eyebrow, amused. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Holly smirked, crossing her arms over her chest. “Take it however you want.”

Xavier chuckled, leaning in slightly. His cologne—if that’s what it was—smelled like leather and cigarettes. “I like your style,” he said, his gaze lingering on her spiked hair and ripped fishnets. “You’re not like the other girls here.”

“Is that supposed to be a line?” she shot back, but there was no bite in her tone.

“Maybe.” His grin widened. “What do you say we get out of here? I’ve got a bottle of whiskey back at my place.”

Holly hesitated for a split second, her mind racing. She barely knew him, but there was something about him—something dangerous and magnetic. She nodded. “Lead the way.”

They stepped out into the cool night air, the neon sign of the bar flickering behind them. The streets were quiet, the hum of the city distant as they walked side by side. Xavier lit a cigarette, the orange glow casting shadows on his sharp features.

“So,” he said, exhaling a plume of smoke, “you come here often?”

“Enough to know the bands,” she replied, her hands tucked into the pockets of her leather jacket. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Nah,” he said, shrugging. “Just passing through. Playing some shows, fucking shit up. You know how it is.”

Holly glanced at him, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Sounds fun.”

They turned down a narrow alley, the buildings pressing in on either side. The streetlight above flickered, casting them in alternating light and shadow. Xavier stopped suddenly, turning to face her. His eyes were dark, intense, and Holly felt her breath catch.

“You’re not scared of me, are you?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Should I be?” she countered, her heart pounding.

He didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tentative kiss. Holly didn’t pull away. She kissed him back, her hands gripping the front of his jacket as the world around them faded into nothingness. His tongue slid into her mouth, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

When they finally broke apart, Xavier smirked. “Let’s get out of here.”

They arrived at his apartment a few minutes later, the building as rundown as expected. Xavier unlocked the door with a flick of his wrist, pushing it open to reveal a dimly lit room cluttered with instruments, empty beer bottles, and crumpled clothes. He tossed his jacket onto a chair and turned to her.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, though he didn’t sound sorry at all.

“I don’t care,” Holly replied, her eyes locked on his.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against her cheek. “You’re different,” he murmured. “I like that.”

She shivered under his touch, her skin tingling. “What now?”

Xavier’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “How about we try something… new?”

Holly’s eyebrows furrowed. “Like what?”

“Trust me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

She nodded, her curiosity—and something deeper, something darker—overpowering any reservations. Xavier stepped back, his eyes raking over her. “Strip.”

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. Slowly, she peeled off her jacket, letting it fall to the floor. She unzipped her skirt, stepping out of it as her bare legs were exposed. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her black lace bra and panties.

Xavier’s gaze was intense, his chest rising and falling with each breath. “Keep going.”

She unhooked her bra, letting it slip from her shoulders. Her nipples hardened in the cool air as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs. Now, she was completely naked, her body on display for him.

Xavier stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her arm. “Good girl.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. He reached for his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. As he pulled down his jeans, his hard cock sprang free, already fully erect. Holly’s eyes widened slightly, her mouth going dry.

“Kneel,” he commanded.

She sank to her knees, her hands resting on her thighs. Xavier gripped the base of his cock, guiding it toward her lips. “Open.”

She parted her lips, taking the tip into her mouth. The taste of him was salty and musky, and she moaned softly as he pushed deeper. Her tongue swirled around his shaft as she sucked, her hands gripping his hips for support.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his fingers tangling in her hair.

Holly lost herself in the rhythm, her mouth moving up and down his length as he thrust into her. She could feel the tension building in his body, his breathing growing ragged. He held her head in place as he came, his hot release flooding her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him clean.

When he finally pulled out, his cum still coating her tongue, he leaned down and kissed her deeply. Their tongues tangled, the taste of him shared between them. Holly moaned into the kiss, her body aching with need.

“On the bed,” he ordered.

She obeyed, crawling onto the mattress and lying back. Xavier knelt between her legs, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. He dipped a finger into her wetness, teasing her entrance before sliding it inside. Holly gasped, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So tight,” he murmured, adding a second finger.

Her moans grew louder as he worked her, his fingers curling inside her. A third finger joined the others, stretching her even further. Holly’s back arched as he began to thrust his hand into her, his knuckles brushing against her walls.

“Oh god,” she cried out, her legs trembling. “Xavier—“

He didn’t stop, his hand pistoning in and out of her as she teetered on the edge. Her climax hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing as she came hard, her walls clenching around his fingers. Xavier watched her with a satisfied smirk, his fingers still buried deep inside her.

“Did you like that?” he asked, his voice husky.

Holly could barely form words, her body still shuddering from the aftershocks. “Yes,” she gasped, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Xavier withdrew his hand, licking her juices from his fingers. “Good.”

Before Holly left Xavier’s apartment, they exchanged numbers. As she walked back to campus late at night, her heart raced with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see Xavier again.

25 - A BLACKMAILED INFLUENCER

FF / FFF / Lesbian / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Bondage / Spanking / Whipping / Strap-on / Anal

Sienna was a popular social media influencer. At only twenty years old, she had droves of devoted fans and followers. Her beauty tips and makeup tutorials got millions of views. However, Sienna had a secret. She was a lesbian, and she had an interest in BDSM. Sienna frequently fantasized about going to a BDSM club to be dominated by another woman.

Until now, Sienna had tried to ignore her desires, but she couldn’t repress them forever. Through a message board, Sienna found a lesbian BDSM club. She put on a sexy outfit and headed to the club, determined to make her fantasies into reality.

The night was thick with anticipation, the kind that clung to Sienna's skin like a second layer. She adjusted the hem of her red dress, feeling the cool air of the club brush against her exposed thighs. The black leather boots she wore clicked decisively on the concrete floor as she made her way deeper into the dimly lit space. This was her first time at a place like this, and every step felt like an adventure into the unknown.

Ahead, in the shadowy corner, stood Saxon. The older woman’s presence commanded attention, her muscular frame encased in tight leather pants and a white tank top that strained against her biceps. Saxon was in her mid-forties. She walked with a butch swagger, giving off a confident vibe. Her rugged face softened only slightly when their eyes met, a knowing smile curling the edges of her lips.

Saxon introduced herself, her strong hand grasping Sienna’s as they shook hands. “You look nervous, baby,” she said, her voice low and gravelly, yet somehow soothing. “You got something to ask me? Don’t be shy.”

Sienna swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “I'm not nervous,” she lied, though her heartbeat told a different story. “Just... curious.”

Saxon chuckled, a sound that rumbled deep in her chest. “Well, if you’re curious, I can help you figure things out.” Her eyes scanned Sienna from head to toe, pausing for a moment on her long dark hair and then drifting lower to her tan skin, before finally locking onto her brown eyes. “Come closer,” she commanded.

Sienna took a tentative step forward, her nerves tingling with a mix of fear and excitement. There was something about Saxon's dominance that both intimidated and thrilled her. As she closed the gap between them, Saxon's hand reached out, fingers wrapping around Sienna's wrist. The touch was firm but not painful, a reassurance wrapped in control.

“What do you want, baby?” Saxon asked, her grip tightening ever so slightly.

“I... I don't know,” Sienna admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I just wanted to explore.”

"Explore, huh?" Saxon released her wrist but didn't let go entirely. Instead, she guided Sienna towards a nearby bench, where a pile of leather restraints lay coiled and ready. "Well, let's see how adventurous you really are."

Sienna flinched as Saxon's fingers brushed against her collarbone, tracing a line down to the swell of her chest. "Take off your dress," Saxon ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Chewing her lip, Sienna hesitated for only a moment before lifting the fabric over her head, revealing the black lace bra that clung to her slender figure. Saxon's eyes darkened with appreciation, and she nodded approvingly.

"Good girl," she murmured, picking up the restraints. "Now, sit."

Obediently, Sienna perched on the edge of the bench, her legs slightly parted. Saxon knelt in front of her, her hands deftly placing leather restraints around Sienna's ankles, pulling them apart until they were spread wide. The sensation of being bound was electrifying, sending shivers through Sienna's body.

"How does that feel?" Saxon asked, her voice soft but penetrating.

“Tight,” Sienna replied honestly, wiggling her toes within the confines of the restraints.

“Good,” Saxon said with a satisfied nod. She moved up to Sienna's wrists next, securing them behind her back with practiced ease. "Now, you're going to stay still for me, understand?"

Sienna nodded, her heart racing as Saxon stepped back to admire her work. The leather restraints bit into her flesh, creating a delicious tension that sent a thrill down her spine. She was completely at Saxon's mercy, and the thought turned her on more than she cared to admit.

"On your knees," Saxon instructed, pointing to the spot in front of her.

Without hesitation, Sienna lowered herself to the ground, her bound wrists causing her to wobble slightly. Saxon watched her intently, a predator sizing up her prey. When Sienna was settled, Saxon reached out and cupped her cheek, tilting her face upwards.

"Beg for it," Saxon demanded, her thumb stroking Sienna's lower lip.

"Please," Sienna whispered, the word slipping out before she could think better of it. "Please, spank me."

Saxon's lips curled into a wicked grin. "As you wish."

With that, Sienna positioned herself on her hands and knees. Saxon drew back her hand and delivered a sharp slap to Sienna's ass, the impact reverberating through her entire body. Sienna gasped, her breath hitching in her throat. The pain was immediate and intense, but there was also a strange pleasure in it, a rush of adrenaline that made her head spin.

"Again," Sienna choked out, surprising herself with her own eagerness.

Saxon obliged, delivering another stinging blow that made Sienna arch her back involuntarily. Each strike was harder than the last, and soon Sienna was panting, her skin burning from the repeated contact. But it wasn't enough—she needed more, craved more.

"Harder," she begged, her voice hoarse with desire. "Please, harder."

Saxon complied, adding more force to her strikes until Sienna was nearly sobbing with the effort of staying upright. Finally, when Sienna thought she might collapse, Saxon stopped, her hand resting lightly on Sienna's throbbing flesh.

“I know who you are, Sienna,” Saxon said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Confused, Sienna blinked up at her. "What do you mean?"

Saxon leaned in close, her breath hot against Sienna's ear. “I know who you are. I’ve seen your videos. You're famous, aren't you? All those followers... all those fans.”

Sienna's blood ran cold. "How do you..."

“Those drama channels will eat you alive if they find out what you’re really into,” Saxon interrupted, her tone menacing. “I bet the story will go viral.”

“Please, don’t tell anyone,” Sienna begged as the encounter suddenly took a darker turn. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” Saxon asked, her hands caressing Sienna’s tan skin.

Fear and arousal warred within Sienna, each emotion fueling the other. "What do you want from me?" she asked, her voice trembling.

Saxon stood, her towering form casting a shadow over Sienna. "To own you," she said simply. "To train you. To mold you into exactly what I want."

Sienna's heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with possibilities. Could she really let this happen? Could she let Saxon take control, make her do things she never imagined she'd enjoy? The answer was already forming in her gut—a resounding yes.

"Okay," Sienna breathed, her resolve hardening. "I'm yours."

Saxon's smile was predatory. "Good. Now, let's see how well you can follow orders."

She reached down, her fingers brushing against Sienna's inner thigh. Sienna shivered, her breath catching as Saxon's touch moved higher, closer to her throbbing clit. But just before she reached her destination, Saxon pulled back, denying Sienna the release she so desperately needed.

“Not yet,” Saxon purred, her voice a tantalizing tease. “First, you need to learn patience.”

Sienna whimpered, frustration mingling with her arousal. "Please," she begged, her voice breaking. "Please, make me cum."

Saxon shook her head, her expression unyielding. "Not tonight. Tonight, you'll earn it."

Before Sienna could protest further, Saxon's hand came down again, this time delivering a sharp slap to her already tender ass. Sienna cried out, the sting blending with the heat that had been building inside her.

"Stay still," Saxon commanded, her touch firm but controlled. "Or it'll be worse."

Desperation clawed at Sienna, her body screaming for relief. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to writhe beneath Saxon's punishing hand. Each spank was a reminder of her submission, each denial a test of her willpower. And still, she found herself craving more, needing to give in completely.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Saxon relented. She stood and rummaged through her bag, pulling out a strap-on dildo that gleamed in the dim light. Sienna's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat.

"I hope you’ll enjoy this," Saxon said, her voice dripping with authority.

Sienna's heart raced as Saxon approached, the strap-on glinting menacingly. She knew what was coming, and despite the fear gnawing at her insides, a part of her welcomed it, longed for it.

"Ready?" Saxon asked, her voice a seduction that cut through Sienna's anxiety.

Sienna nodded mutely, unable to find her voice. Saxon smirked and bent down, her hand gripping Sienna's chin. "Good. Because this is just the beginning."

Saxon pressed the tip of the dildo against Sienna’s wet pussy. Sienna let out a sigh as the hard tool slid into her, filling her completely. Sienna’s body quivered as Saxon thrust the strap-on deep inside her, each movement sending waves of pleasure and pain coursing through her.

A leather harness held the dildo in place, a symbol of Saxon's dominance over Sienna. Sienna's hands were bound above her head, her legs spread wide, exposing her most intimate parts to Saxon's merciless gaze. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her chest heaving with each thrust.

“You like that, don't you?” Saxon growled,Her voice was deep and rough, as if each syllable carried power. Her eyes locked onto herSienna as if they could see through all her secrets, null. “You like being used like this.”

Sienna nodded weakly, her eyes fluttering shut as she tried to focus on the sensations rather than the humiliation. The room was dimly lit, the scent of leather and sweat filling the air. The sound of their bodies moving against each other was loud in the quiet space.

Saxon pulled out abruptly, leaving Sienna feeling empty and exposed. Before she could react, Saxon reached for something on the table beside them. A moment later, Sienna felt the cold metal of a ball gag pressing against her lips. She hesitated for a split second, but Saxon's stern look was enough to convince her to open her mouth. The ball was pushed in, locking her jaw open and silencing her cries.

"Good girl," Saxon murmured, fastening the gag behind Sienna's head.

A door creaked open, and Sienna's heart skipped a beat. Another figure entered the room, a tall woman dressed in full leather gear. Her hair was short and spiked, her muscles prominent even beneath the tight clothing. She moved with purpose, her eyes scanning the scene before landing on Sienna.

"This is Tex," Saxon introduced, stepping back to allow Tex to approach. "She's going to help me with your training."

Sienna’s eyes filled with hesitation. She hadn’t agreed to this. “What are you gonna do to me?” she stammered, her voice filled with alarm.

Saxon grabbed a handful of Sienna’s black hair, pulling Sienna’s face close to hers. “Don’t forget our little deal,” she whispered, mischievously. “I’ll expose you to the whole internet.”

Sienna realized she was helpless. “Okay, go ahead,” she nodded, feeling her arousal growing.

Tex smiled cruelly, brandishing a whip in one hand. The leather cracked menacingly as she swung it through the air. Sienna's eyes widened behind the gag, fear mingling with the remnants of her arousal. Tex sauntered closer, her boots thudding heavily on the floor.

"Let's see how well you handle this," Tex said, her voice smooth and confident. She brought the whip down hard across Sienna's thighs, the sting immediate and intense. Sienna's body jerked involuntarily, a muffled groan escaping through the gag.

"Stay still," Saxon commanded, her grip tightening on Sienna's wrists. "Or it'll be worse."

Tex continued her assault, each strike precise and unrelenting. Sienna's skin burned where the whip had landed, her mind struggling to process the conflicting feelings of pain and pleasure. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body betraying her despite the agony.

Saxon moved behind Sienna, her fingers deftly spreading lube onto a large dildo. Sienna's breath hitched as she felt the cold tip pressing against her asshole. Tex's whipping stopped abruptly, and Sienna glanced over her shoulder to see Saxon positioning the dildo.

"Relax," Saxon whispered, pushing forward slowly. Sienna bit down on the gag, trying to force her body to comply. The intrusion was painful at first, the stretch unfamiliar and overwhelming. But as Saxon worked the dildo deeper, Sienna began to adjust, the discomfort giving way to a strange sense of fullness.

Tex knelt down next to Sienna, her fingers brushing against Sienna's clit. The sensation was electric, jolting through Sienna's body and heightening the sensations from both ends. Sienna's hips rocked instinctively, seeking some form of release from the dual stimulation.

"That's it," Tex encouraged, her fingers moving faster. "Cum for us, baby."

Sienna's mind was spiraling, the boundaries between pleasure and pain blurring. She could feel an orgasm building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter within her. Saxon's thrusts with the dildo became more insistent, pushing Sienna closer to the edge.

Sienna's vision swam, her body trembling with the effort of holding on. Tex's fingers were relentless, the pressure increasing with each passing second. Sienna's moans were trapped behind the gag, muffled and desperate.

Sienna screamed into the gag, her entire body convulsing with pleasure as Saxon thrusted deeper into her ass. Sienna’s hips bucked against the restraints as wave after wave of pleasure and pain crashed over her. Her juices flowed freely, coating Tex’s fingers and dripping onto the bench.

The scent of sweat and leather filled the room. The sounds of their bodies moving, the slick squelching of the dildo, and Sienna's muffled cries created a symphony of lust and dominance.

"Look at her," Tex murmured, her voice dripping with amusement. “She's so wet.”

Saxon chuckled, the sound deep and gravelly. "That's because she knows who owns her now."

With that, Saxon pulled the dildo free, leaving Sienna empty and aching. Before she could recover, Saxon grabbed a collar and slipped it around Sienna's neck. The leather is cool against her skin, the weight of it both terrifying and thrilling.

“This means, I own you,” Saxon whispers in Sienna's ear, her breath hot against Sienna's cheek.

Saxon pulled the gag out of Sienna’s mouth, letting her reply. “I’m yours,” Sienna whispered, her will broken.

Finally, Saxon and Tex began removing the restraints. They walked out of the room, leaving Sienna alone to collect herself.

Once she was by herself, Sienna’s mind raced, a thrilling mix of concern and desire. The encounter had left Sienna bruised and confused, yet she wanted more. She knew that there was no turning back now, and she eagerly awaited her next meeting with Saxon.


26 - AN ENTICING PROPOSITION

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Ball Gag / Nipple Clamps / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Dildo / Double Penetration / Anal

The envelope in Dawn’s hand felt heavier than it should have. She stared at the final notice stamped across the bill, her stomach twisting into knots. The rent was due tomorrow, and her bank account was as empty as the shelves in her pantry. She sank into her threadbare couch, the weight of her situation pressing down on her shoulders. What am I going to do? she thought, running a hand through her long, dark hair.

She had always managed to scrape by, but this time felt different. Her job at the café barely covered her groceries, let alone the mountain of debt she was drowning in. She needed a solution, and fast. That’s when she saw the ad tucked into the corner of the local paper: Waitress Wanted – Tips Included. Inquire at The Velvet Rose.

The Velvet Rose. She knew the name. It was the strip club on the edge of town, the kind of place she’d never imagined stepping foot in. But desperate times called for desperate measures. She glanced at the clock. It was still early enough to swing by before they opened for the evening.

The walk to the club was a blur. Her mind raced with possibilities, her stomach a mix of nerves and hunger. When she arrived, the building was unassuming from the outside, its neon sign dark and lifeless in the daylight. She pushed open the door, the sound of her heels clicking against the tile floor echoing in the empty space.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice trembling slightly.

A man stepped out from behind the bar, his presence immediately commanding her attention. He was tall, his broad shoulders accentuated by the tight black shirt he wore. His dark eyes locked onto hers, and she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep.

“I… I’m here about the waitress job,” Dawn stammered, clutching her purse tighter.

He tilted his head, eyes narrowing as he took her in. “You’re applying for a waitress position here?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing under his intense gaze.

He stepped closer, his boots thudding against the floor. “You’re too beautiful to be a waitress.”

Her breath hitched. “I… I don’t understand.”

A slow smirk spread across his lips. “Let me introduce myself. I’m Jeremy, the manager here. And I think you’re better suited for something… more lucrative.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. “What do you mean?”

His hand brushed against her arm, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “I have a proposition for you. A partnership, if you will.”

Her mind raced. She wasn’t sure what he meant, but there was something about the way he looked at her that made her skin tingle. “What kind of partnership?”

“You’re new to this world, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice low and knowing.

Dawn hesitated, then nodded. “I’ve never worked at a place like this before.”

“I can tell,” he said, his smirk returning. “But I see potential in you. How would you feel about becoming my personal submissive?”

Her eyes widened. “Your… what?”

“A submissive,” he repeated, his tone steady. “Someone who trusts me to guide them, to take control. It’s not for everyone, but I think you might enjoy it.”

She swallowed hard, the idea both terrifying and intriguing. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“There’s no pressure,” he said, his voice softening. “This is your choice. But if you’re curious, I can show you what it’s like.”

Dawn’s mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. She needed the money, but this… this was something else entirely. Yet, there was a part of her that wanted to know more, that wanted to see where this could lead.

She took a deep breath. “Can I… think about it?”

He nodded. “Take your time. But if you decide to explore this, I’ll be here.”

She hesitated, then made a decision. “Show me.”

The corner of his mouth lifted in a satisfied smile. “Follow me.”

He led her through the club, down a dimly lit hallway to a door at the end. He unlocked it and stepped inside, flicking on the lights. The room was unlike anything Dawn had ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a bench fitted with straps sat in the center of the room. Her heart raced as she took it all in.

“Take off your clothes,” Jeremy instructed, his voice firm but not unkind.

Her hands trembled as she began to undress, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also… something else. Something she couldn’t quite name.

When she stood before him, naked and unsure, he stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “Lie down on the bench,” he ordered.

She obeyed, the cool leather pressing against her back as he secured her wrists and ankles with the restraints. Her heart pounded as he picked up a ball gag, holding it up for her to see.

“Open,” he said, and she did, her mouth dry as he placed the gag between her teeth and fastened it behind her head.

Next came the clamps, their cold metal biting into her nipples, sending a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure through her. She whimpered, her body reacting in ways she hadn’t expected.

Jeremy stepped back, admiring his work. “Doing well so far. Let’s see how much you can take.”

He grabbed a large butt plug, coating it with lube before guiding it to her entrance. She tensed, her muscles tightening as he pressed it in, the sensation both strange and exhilarating.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hand resting on her hip. “Let it in.”

She forced herself to breathe, to loosen up, and soon the plug was fully seated inside her, stretching her in a way that made her gasp around the gag.

Jeremy reached for the hitachi vibrator, turning it on and pressing it against her clit. The vibrations sent shockwaves through her, her hips bucking against her restraints as pleasure built within her. She was so close, so close—

And then he pulled it away.

She whined, her body screaming for release, but he shook his head. “Not yet.”

Her eyes pleaded with him, but he remained unmoved. Instead, he picked up two large dildos, their size making her eyes widen. He coated them with lube and positioned one at her entrance, sliding it into her with a steady, deliberate motion. She felt every inch of it, her body stretching to accommodate its girth.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

He worked the dildo in and out of her, the sensations overwhelming her. Jeremy pulled out the buttplug. She tensed, her body instinctively resisting, but he pressed on, sliding the other dildo into her ass. The feeling was intense as both dildos stretched her.

“Breathe,” he reminded her, his free hand running soothingly along her thigh.

She did, her body slowly adjusting as he pushed the dildo in, the dual penetration sending her into a haze of pleasure and pain. She couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming sensations coursing through her.

Jeremy picked up the pace, thrusting the dildos into her with increasing intensity. She could feel them deep inside her, their combined girth stretching her to her limit. Her body tightened, her orgasm building until it finally crashed over her, her cries muffled by the gag.

But he didn’t stop. He continued to thrust into her, his own arousal evident as he watched her writhe beneath him. Finally, he pulled the dildo from her ass and replaced it with his cock, sinking into her with a groan.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt. She was so full, so stretched, her body struggling to accommodate him. But it felt good, so good, and she couldn’t help but moan around the gag as he fucked her, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Her orgasm built again, her body tightening around him as he drove her to the edge. He grunted, his pace quickening as he neared his own climax. With a final thrust, he came inside her, filling her with his release as she came undone beneath him.

He pulled out, his breath heavy as he looked down at her. “You did well,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction.

He unfastened the restraints and removed the gag, his touch surprisingly gentle. She was still catching her breath, her body trembling from the intensity of what she’d just experienced.

“You’ve got potential,” he said, reaching for something on the wall. “I’d like to see more of you.”

He held up a collar, the black leather gleaming in the dim light. “Will you be my submissive?”

She hesitated, her mind still reeling, but there was a part of her that wanted this, that craved the control and the release it offered. She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the cool leather a stark contrast to her heated skin. “From now on, you’ll call me master.”

She felt a shiver run through her at the word, but there was also a sense of contentment, of belonging. “Yes, master,” she said, her voice soft but steady.

He smiled, his hand resting on her cheek. “Good girl. You’re going to do very well here.”

Her heart raced as she looked up at him, the promise of something new and exciting on the horizon. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, she felt a glimmer of hope.

27 - A CONFESSION AT WORK

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Masturbation / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Michelle stood nervously outside Max’s office, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been called in after submitting her latest project, and the look on his face during the team meeting had been anything but encouraging. She took a deep breath, smoothed her skirt, and knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in,” Max’s deep voice commanded from the other side.

She opened the door and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her. Max sat behind his desk, his broad shoulders accentuated by his tailored suit. His piercing blue eyes scanned the papers in front of him, not even glancing up as she approached.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Max finally looked up, his gaze sharp and unyielding. “Michelle, sit.”

She obeyed immediately, taking the chair across from him. His presence was overwhelming, and she couldn’t help but feel small under his scrutiny.

“This,” he said, sliding the project report toward her, “is not acceptable. I expected better from you.”

Michelle’s stomach dropped as she glanced at the red ink scrawled across the pages. “I—I thought I did everything you asked,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation.

Max leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. “You missed key details, Michelle. Your work is sloppy. It’s like you’re not even trying.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them away, refusing to let him see her cry. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better next time.”

“Will you?” he asked, his voice low and challenging. “Because I need someone who can keep up with me. Someone who can handle the pressure. Is that you, Michelle?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “It is. I promise.”

Max studied her for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re different from the others, you know that? I’m hard on you because I see potential. I see something special.”

Michelle’s breath hitched at his words. She had always admired Max, not just for his commanding presence, but for his intelligence and ambition. And now, hearing him say he saw something in her—it ignited something deep within her.

“I—I think about you all the time,” she blurted out before she could stop herself. Her face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t take it back now.

Max’s expression didn’t change, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps? “That’s a dangerous admission, Michelle,” he said slowly. “I’m your boss. This is inappropriate.”

She swallowed hard, her courage faltering. “I know, but I can’t help it. I’m attracted to you. I want to be close to you.”

Max leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he said, his voice low and tinged with warning. “I’m not the kind of man who can give you what you want.”

Michelle’s heart raced. “What does that mean?”

He hesitated for a moment, as if weighing his words carefully. “I’m into BDSM, Michelle. I need a submissive woman. Someone who can surrender completely to me. And I don’t think that’s you.”

Her breath quickened at his words, and a shiver ran down her spine. She had never considered herself submissive, but the way he said it—the way he looked at her—made her want to prove him wrong.

“I can be,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to be. I want to submit to you.”

Max’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, she thought he might reject her. But then he stood, his towering frame making her feel even smaller. “Alright, Michelle,” he said, his voice firm. “Let’s see if you mean it.”

Before she could react, he walked around the desk and lifted her effortlessly, setting her down on the edge of it. His hands were warm and strong as he pushed her skirt up and pulled her panties off in one swift motion. She gasped at the sudden exposure, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

“Show me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Show me how you like to be touched.”

Michelle hesitated, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. But then she looked into his eyes, saw the challenge there, and knew she couldn’t back down. Slowly, she spread her legs and began to rub her clit, her fingers trembling at first but quickly gaining confidence.

Max watched her intently, his gaze never leaving her. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick and hard, and Michelle’s mouth watered at the sight of it. He started stroking himself, his eyes locked on her.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice desperate. “Please fuck me.”

Max chuckled darkly. “Not yet. If you’re good, I might let you suck it.”

Michelle’s hips bucked at his words, and she increased the pressure on her clit, her fingers moving faster as pleasure built within her. She could feel herself getting close, her breathing becoming ragged.

“That’s it,” Max murmured, his voice deep and approving. “Let me see you cum.”

With a cry, Michelle climaxed, her body shuddering with the force of it. Max watched her with satisfaction, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking his cock slowly. “Now, suck it.”

Michelle didn’t need to be told twice. She slid off the desk and knelt before him, taking his cock into her mouth. It was thicker than she had anticipated, and she struggled to take all of it at first. But she was determined to please him, and she soon found a rhythm, slurping eagerly as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Max groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Take it all, Michelle. I want to feel your throat.”

She gagged as he pushed her head down, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, her determination overriding her discomfort. Finally, she managed to take him all the way to the base, her nose pressed against his pelvis.

“Impressive,” Max said, pulling her head back. “Maybe you’re more submissive than I thought.”

He yanked her to her feet and bent her over the desk, her face pressed against the cool surface. She felt his hands on her hips, positioning her just right. And then, with a sharp thrust, he was inside her, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way.

Michelle cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her hard and fast. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her. The slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the room, and she loved every second of it.

“You’re mine now, Michelle,” he growled, his voice filled with dominance. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, her body trembling with pleasure. “I’m yours!”

He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out again. The pain mixed with the pleasure, driving her closer to the edge. She could feel herself about to cum, her body tightening around him.

“Quiet,” Max commanded, clamping a hand over her mouth as she began to moan. “You don’t want the whole office to hear, do you?”

Michelle shook her head, her muffled moans only heightening her arousal. With a final thrust, Max came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

When he pulled out, Michelle’s legs gave out, and she collapsed onto the desk, her body spent. Max straightened his clothes, then reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a simple black collar.

“I was wrong about you, Michelle,” he said, fastening the collar around her neck. “You’re a good submissive. And now, you’re mine.”

Michelle touched the collar, a sense of pride swelling within her. She had done it. She had proven herself to him. And as she looked up at Max, she knew she would do anything to keep him satisfied.

28 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S LESSON

MF / 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.

29 - SHARED WITH A STRANGER

MMF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Voyeurism / PIV Sex

Debra was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor with a damp cloth. Her back arched, her ass high in the air, the tiny thong she wore doing little to cover her. The cool air teased her skin, sending shivers down her spine. She could feel Shane’s eyes on her, watching, always watching. It was part of their routine, his dominance etched into every detail of her life.

“Stop,” Shane’s voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding.

Debra froze, her hands still gripping the cloth. She turned her head slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet his. He leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

“I have a surprise for you,” he said, his tone laced with something that made her stomach flutter.

She stood slowly, wiping her hands on a towel. “A surprise?”

He nodded, stepping closer. His fingers brushed her cheek, then trailed down her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Get in the car. Now.”

Debra obeyed without hesitation. She grabbed her purse and followed him out to the car, her heart pounding. Shane’s surprises were never just surprises—they were tests, challenges, moments that pushed her further into submission.

The drive was quiet, the tension in the car thick. Shane didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. She knew better. When they pulled into a dimly lit parking lot near the park, her breath hitched. This place—it had a reputation.

Shane turned off the engine and looked at her, his gaze intense. “You’re going to pick up a man. Any man. And I’m going to watch.”

Debra’s eyes widened. “Here? In public?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice firm. “You’ll do what I say. And you’ll enjoy it.”

Her throat tightened, but she nodded. She always did. Slipping out of the car, she adjusted her tiny tank top and mini skirt, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The park was quiet, the occasional passerby casting curious glances her way.

It didn’t take long for someone to approach. He was tall, with sharp features and a confident stride. His eyes raked over her, lingering on her curves.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low. “How much?”

Debra bit her lip, her heart racing. “It’s... it’s free. But my boyfriend wants to watch.”

The man—Victor—paused, his brow furrowing. “Watch?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Is that... okay?”

Victor glanced around, then back at her. His hesitation was brief, his gaze dropping to her body. “Yeah,” he said, his voice deeper now. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

Shane stepped out of the car, his presence commanding as he approached. He gave Victor a nod, then gestured toward a secluded area of the park. “Let’s not waste time.”

Debra followed, her legs shaking with every step. They found a spot behind a cluster of trees, the dim light casting shadows on the ground. Victor unzipped his pants, his cock already hard.

“Suck it,” Shane commanded, his voice cold and authoritative.

Debra dropped to her knees without hesitation. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Victor’s cock into her mouth. The taste of him was unfamiliar, but not unwelcome. She moved her head slowly, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

Victor groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly.

Shane watched, his hand stroking his own cock through his pants. “Deeper,” he ordered.

Debra obeyed, taking Victor’s cock as far as she could. Her throat relaxed, letting him slide in with ease. Victor’s moans grew louder, his fingers tightening in her hair.

When she pulled back, she glanced up at him, her lips wet and swollen. Victor’s eyes were dark with desire, his breathing heavy.

“On your hands and knees,” Shane said, his voice firm.

Debra moved quickly, her hands pressing into the ground. Victor pushed her skirt up around her waist, his fingers brushing against her soaked panties. He pulled them aside, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Fuck,” he muttered, thrusting into her in one swift motion.

Debra gasped, her back arching as he filled her. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with their moans and groans.

Shane stood nearby, his hand working his cock as he watched. His eyes were locked on Debra, his breathing uneven.

Victor’s thrusts grew harder, faster. “God, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained.

Debra’s nails dug into the ground, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter.

“Cum for me,” Shane said, his voice low and commanding.

Victor groaned, his movements erratic. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, his hips slamming into her.

Debra’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice muffled by the trees. Victor let out a low growl, his cock pulsing as he spilled his cum inside her.

Shane stepped forward, grabbing Debra by the hair. “Open up,” he ordered, shoving his cock into her mouth.

She took him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Shane’s moans filled the air, his hips thrusting as he fucked her throat.

“Such a good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust.

Debra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body still trembling as Shane came, his cum spilling into her mouth. He pulled out, his breathing heavy, and looked down at her.

“You did great,” he said, his voice soft now.

Debra felt a surge of pride, her cheeks flushing. She liked this. She liked being his, being shared. It was a strange, twisted kind of love, but it was theirs.

Shane helped her up, his hand gentle on her arm. “Let’s go home,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Debra nodded, her legs still shaky as they walked back to the car. She climbed into the passenger seat, her mind racing.

Shane started the engine, his eyes on the road. “You’re mine,” he said, his voice firm. “And I’m going to share you whenever I want.”

Debra leaned back in her seat, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Yes, Master,” she said softly, her heart pounding with anticipation of what was to come next.

30 - DONTE’S DESIRES

MF / BDSM / First Person / Whipping / Blow Job / Fingering / PIV Sex / Spitting / Anal

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

Laura raised an eyebrow at me over her mimosa, the midday sun catching the gold flecks in her hazel eyes. “So, how was that guy last night? You’ve been holding out on me, Brandi.” She leaned forward, her dark hair brushing against the table as she grinned. “I want all the details.”

I smirked, swirling my straw in my iced tea. The memory of Donte’s hands on me sent a shiver down my spine. “Well, his name’s Donte. He’s tall, dark, and dangerous. Just my type,” I teased, though my cheeks flushed slightly. I hadn’t told her everything yet—about the way he’d looked at me like I was something to be devoured.

“Dangerous?” Laura’s voice dropped, her playful smile tightening into concern. “You know how I feel about those kinds of guys. Sam was dangerous too, remember?”

I waved her off, shaking my head. “Donte’s different. He’s… controlled. Like, he knows exactly what he wants, and he doesn’t hide it. It’s refreshing.” I paused, biting my lip. “And, honestly, he might be able to help us. He’s connected, Laura. Cops don’t mess with him.”

She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms. “And what does he get out of it? Men like that don’t do favors for free.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the table. Donte’s name lit up the screen, followed by three ominous dots: … My heart skipped a beat as I swiped to answer.

“Brandi.” His voice was low, commanding, and it sent a ripple of heat through me. “I need to see you. Now.”

“Now?” I glanced at Laura, who was watching me intently. “I’m kind of in the middle of—”

“Downtown Hotel. Room 812. Don’t keep me waiting.” The line went dead before I could protest.

Laura frowned. “What did he want?”

I stood, grabbing my bag. “He needs me downtown. I have to go.”

“Brandi—” Her voice cut through the chatter of the café. “Be careful, okay? This guy sounds… intense.”

I flashed her a reassuring smile. “I’ll be fine. Trust me.”

—

The elevator ride to the eighth floor felt endless. My reflection stared back at me from the mirrored walls—tan skin glowing under the harsh fluorescent lights, dark hair cascading over my shoulders. I adjusted my dress, smoothing the fabric over my hips. Why am I nervous? I asked myself. But deep down, I knew. Donte wasn’t just another client. He was something else entirely.

When the doors slid open, I stepped out onto the plush carpet, my heels sinking into the fibers as I made my way to room 812. I knocked twice, the sound echoing down the empty hallway.

The door opened almost instantly. Donte stood there, shirtless, his muscular frame casting a shadow over me. His dark skin glistened under the soft light, and his black hair was cropped close to his scalp, revealing sharp cheekbones and a jawline that could cut glass. He smirked, stepping aside to let me in.

“Took you long enough,” he said, his voice dripping with amusement.

I walked past him, my breath catching as I took in the room. The suite was luxurious, but my attention was immediately drawn to the array of BDSM equipment scattered across the space—a leather-bound bed, restraints dangling from the ceiling, a chest overflowing with toys. My pulse quickened.

“Uh… what’s all this?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Donte closed the door behind me, locking it with a click that echoed in the silence. “Insurance,” he said simply, crossing the room to stand in front of me. “I’m not just offering protection, Brandi. I’m offering power. Control. Everything you’ve been missing since Sam screwed you over.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. “And what do you get out of it?”

His gaze darkened, and he stepped closer, crowding my space until I could feel the heat radiating off him. “You,” he said, his voice a low growl. “I want you, Brandi. All of you. Your loyalty. Your obedience. And your submission.”

My stomach twisted, but not from fear. Anticipation. Excitement. Something about the way he looked at me—like I was his already—made my knees weak. “And if I say no?”

He smiled, slow and dangerous. “Then walk away now. But we both know you won’t.”

I hesitated, memories of Sam flashing through my mind. The way he’d used me, taken advantage of my trust. But Donte… he was different. I could feel it. He wasn’t asking for blind obedience; he was offering a partnership. A dangerous one, sure, but one where I had something to gain.

“You really think you can handle me?” I challenged, raising an eyebrow.

Donte chuckled, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “Oh, sweetheart. I know I can.”

Before I could respond, his hand slid around my waist, pulling me against him. His lips crashed into mine, hot and demanding, and I melted into him, my body betraying any lingering doubts. When he pulled away, his eyes locked on mine.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the zipper on my dress, my heart pounding in my chest. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me exposed in nothing but my lace panties. Donte’s gaze raked over me, and I felt a surge of power—not from him, but from me. This was what I wanted. What I’d been craving.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping back to retrieve a whip from the chest. The leather strap glinted in the dim light, and my breath hitched. “Bend over the bed.”

I obeyed without hesitation, bracing myself against the cool leather. The first strike came swiftly, the crack of the whip echoing through the room as pain bloomed across my skin. I gasped, arching my back, but the sting quickly faded into pleasure, setting my nerves on fire.

“Again,” he ordered, and I nodded eagerly, craving more.

The next strike landed lower, and I moaned, gripping the edge of the bed tightly. Donte chuckled, his hand caressing the sensitive flesh he’d just marked. “You take pain so well, Brandi. I knew you were perfect for this.”

I turned my head to look at him, my vision swimming with desire. “What else do you want from me?”

He smirked, dropping the whip and stepping closer. “Everything.”

With a sharp tug, he yanked me upright, guiding me to my knees in front of him. His fingers threaded through my hair, tilting my head back as he unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and I licked my lips instinctively.

“Open wide,” he growled, pushing himself into my mouth.

I took him eagerly, my tongue working along his length as he thrust deeper, forcing me to accommodate him. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as he fucked my face, his grip on my hair tight and unyielding. The taste of him filled my senses, and I moaned around him, the vibrations earning a groan from his throat.

“Such a good little slut,” he praised, pulling back to catch his breath. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

He hauled me to my feet, pushing me onto the bed and spreading my legs wide. His fingers dipped between my thighs, teasing my entrance before slipping inside. I cried out, arching against his touch as he worked me open, adding another finger, then another.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

He pulled away, his fingers slipping out of me with a wet sound that made my cheeks flush. My body trembled, desperate for release, but Donte wasn’t done playing with me yet. He grabbed my hips, flipping me onto my stomach and tugging me toward the edge of the bed. My breath hitched as I felt his hardness press against my thigh, hot and demanding.

“You’re not getting off that easy,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “I own you now, Brandi. Every inch of you.”

I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets as I felt his cock nudge against my entrance. He didn’t wait, didn’t tease—just thrust into me hard and deep, filling me in one brutal stroke. I cried out, the sensation overwhelming as he buried himself to the hilt. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he began to move, driving into me with a rhythm that left no room for resistance.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained. “Take it, slut. Take every fucking inch.”

And I did. I had no choice but to take it, to let him use me however he wanted. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with my gasps and his grunts. He leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back as he angled himself deeper, hitting a spot that made stars burst behind my eyes.

“You like that?” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “You like being my little fuck toy?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t think. All I could do was moan, my body arching instinctively as he pounded into me. He chuckled darkly, clearly enjoying my helplessness, and reached up to grab a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back sharply.

“Answer me,” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Y-yes,” I gasped, the word tearing from my throat. “I… I love it.”

He growled in approval, releasing my hair and spitting into his hand before smearing it across my lips. “Open.”

I obeyed without hesitation, parting my lips as he pressed his thumb against them, forcing me to taste his saliva. It was crude, degrading, and yet something about it sent a thrill through me. I swallowed obediently, my eyes fluttering shut as he continued to fuck me mercilessly.

Suddenly, he pulled out, leaving me empty and aching. Before I could protest, he flipped me onto my back, spreading my legs wide and settling between them. His dark eyes bore into mine, intense and unreadable, as he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand. I watched, my heart pounding, as he slicked his cock generously, his movements deliberate.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for just a moment, the memory of past pain flickering in my mind, but something about the way he looked at me—the way he owned me—made me comply. I rolled onto my stomach again, burying my face in the pillows as I felt him position himself at my asshole.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice softening ever so slightly. “I’ll make it good for you.”

I took a shaky breath, trying to ease the tension in my body as he pressed against me. The first push was slow, almost gentle, as he worked himself inside, stretching me in ways I hadn’t been stretched before. Pain and pleasure collided, making me gasp and squirm beneath him.

“Don’t fight it,” he warned, his hands gripping my hips firmly. “Just let it happen.”

I nodded frantically, biting my lip to stifle a cry as he sank deeper, filling my ass completely. Once he was fully inside, he stilled, giving me a moment to adjust. The stretch was intense, overwhelming, but there was something strangely satisfying about it too. Something possessive and raw.

Then he started to move.

Slow at first, each thrust deliberate and measured, but quickly building in intensity. I clutched the sheets, my knuckles white as he drove into me, his cock pushing me closer and closer to the edge. The pain faded, replaced by a dizzying rush of pleasure that threatened to consume me entirely.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my voice breaking as he hit that spot again, sending shockwaves through my body. “D-Donte… please…”

“Please what?” he taunted, his voice thick with desire. “Tell me what you want.”

“I… I need to cum,” I begged, my words coming out in a desperate whimper. “Let me cum, please!”

He smirked, clearly enjoying my desperation, but didn’t stop. If anything, he sped up, his thrusts becoming harder, more punishing, until I was teetering on the brink of orgasm. And then… he stopped.

“No,” he said simply, pulling out completely and leaving me trembling and unsatisfied. “Not yet.”

I groaned in frustration, my body aching and throbbing with need.

Donte grabbed my hips, driving his cock deeper into my ass. “I’ll tell you when to cum,” he laughed.

His fingers found my clit, massaging me ass he fucked my ass. The pleasure built, and I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore.

Donte picked up the pace. “Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh and demanding. “I want to feel you squeeze my cock when you cum.”

And just like that, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave of intense pleasure rolling through my body as I clenched around him, milking his cock with every spasm. He let out a guttural groan, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release.

“That’s it,” he growled, his grip on my hips tightening. “Take it all, Brandi. Every fucking drop.”

With a final, powerful thrust, he came inside me, his seed filling me as he held me close, his body shuddering with the force of his climax. We stayed like that for a moment, both of us panting and spent, before he finally pulled out and collapsed beside me.

I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, my mind racing even as my body felt satisfied. What had I gotten myself into? Donte was unlike anyone I’d ever met—dangerous, unpredictable, and utterly intoxicating. But as much as I wanted to trust him, to believe that this would be different, a small part of me couldn’t shake the fear that history would repeat itself.

Still, when he reached over, brushing a strand of hair from my face, I found myself leaning into his touch.

“You did good,” he said quietly, his voice softer than I’d ever heard it. “But we’re just getting started.”

Donte grabbed his briefcase. He unzipped it, pulling out a velvet box. Inside was a large silver locket, which he placed around my neck. It wasn’t just a gift, it was a symbol of his dominance and my submission.

After a quick shower, I got dressed, my heart racing. What had I gotten myself into? After everything I’d been through, it was so hard to trust. But somehow, I felt safe with Donte.

31 - FINDING DOMINANCE

MF / BDSM / Romantic / Spanking / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Beads / Anal

“Beg.”

The word was sharp, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Keisha’s spine. She was bent over Chris’s knee, her skirt hiked up, her face pressed into the cool leather of the couch. His hand had already left a stinging imprint on her ass, and the heat was spreading, a delicious ache that made her thighs clench.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“Please, Chris.”

His hand came down again, harder this time, and she gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. The sharp crack of his palm against her skin echoed in the room, and it was all she could do to stay still, to take it like he’d told her to.

It hadn’t started like this, of course.

—

Keisha had been on the verge of giving up. Months of browsing profiles on the BDSM dating app had left her frustrated and disheartened. Too many men thought being a “Dom” meant being an asshole. Too many didn’t understand the trust, the care, the connection that was supposed to come with it. She was about to delete the app for good when his message popped up.

Hey, Keisha. I like your profile. You mentioned you’re into impact play and submission. Care to chat?

His username was DominantChris. She hesitated, her finger hovering over the delete button. Then, curiosity got the better of her, and she tapped on his profile.

Chris was tall, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare right through the screen. His profile was thoughtful, respectful. He talked about the importance of consent, of aftercare, of building trust. And his photos… there was one of him in a suit, standing in front of what looked like a well-organized dungeon. Her stomach flipped.

What the hell, she thought, and typed a reply.

Their coffee date had been… surprising. Chris was confident but not arrogant. He listened when she talked, asked thoughtful questions, and made her laugh more than she had in weeks. They discussed their hard and soft limits, their experiences in the BDSM scene, and what they were looking for in a partner.

By the time they left the café, Keisha’s heart was racing. She wanted to see him again. She wanted to see that dungeon.

—

And now here she was, in his living room, his hand spanking her bare ass as she squirmed over his knee.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving.

The praise went straight to her core, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Chris’s fingers trailed down her thighs, then up again, making her shiver. He slipped a finger between her legs, and she gasped as he found her wet, aching pussy.

“So needy already,” he said, a hint of amusement in his voice. He rubbed her clit slowly, teasingly, and she whimpered, pushing her hips back against his hand.

“Please, Chris,” she begged, her voice shaky.

He removed his hand, and she whined in frustration. “Not yet,” he said, his tone firm. “Earn it.”

Keisha’s breath hitched as he stood, taking her hand and leading her to the door of his dungeon.

—

The room was everything she’d imagined and more. The walls were lined with sleek black equipment—a St. Andrew’s cross, a bondage bench, a spanking horse. Racks of toys and restraints were neatly organized, and there was a large, padded bed in the corner.

Chris guided her to the bench, his presence commanding but not intimidating. “On your back,” he instructed, his voice calm but leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, lying down and lifting her arms above her head. He secured her wrists with padded cuffs, the leather cool against her skin.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as he knelt between her thighs.

He took out a vibrator, turning it on low and running it up her inner thighs. She squirmed, her hips lifting off the bench as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

“Chris,” she moaned, her voice desperate.

He smiled, his eyes dark with desire. “Patience, Keisha.”

He reached for a set of anal beads, coating them in lube before pressing the first one against her tight entrance.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she took a deep breath, letting her body loosen as he slowly pushed the bead inside.

The sensation was intense, and she whimpered as he added another bead, then another, stretching her ass as the vibrator continued to tease her clit.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her hips bucking as the pleasure built, overwhelming her.

Chris watched her intently, his hand moving the vibrator in slow, deliberate circles. “Cum for me, Keisha,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

And she did, her body arching as the orgasm ripped through her, her juices gushing as she cried out his name.

Chris pulled the beads out slowly, watching her with a satisfied smile. He lubed up his cock, his gaze locked on hers as he positioned himself at her ass.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice soft but firm.

She nodded, her heart racing. “Yes, Sir.”

He pushed inside her, and she moaned, the stretch of her tight asshole sending a mix of pleasure and pain through her body.

“So good,” he murmured, his hips moving slowly at first, then faster as she adjusted to him.

Keisha’s mind went blank, lost in the sensation of him filling her, stretching her, owning her.

“Chris,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as he slammed into her, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

He groaned, his pace quickening as he approached his own climax. “Fuck, Keisha,” he muttered, his hands gripping her hips as he came, his cum filling her ass.

He pulled out slowly, watching as his cum leaked from her, a satisfied smile on his face.

Chris released her restraints, helping her sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She looked up at him, her heart full. “Amazing,” she said, her voice soft but sure.

He smiled, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a collar. “Keisha,” he said, his tone serious but warm. “Will you be my submissive?”

Her breath caught, and she nodded, her eyes filling with tears. “Yes, Sir.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Keisha felt a warmth spread through her chest, a sense of belonging she hadn’t felt in a long time. She had finally found the right dominant.

32 - DONNA’S DUNGEON INITIATION

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Fingering / Buttplug / PIV Sex

“Prove yourself,” Darren growled, his voice low and commanding as he tightened his grip on Donna’s hair.

Her knees pressed into the cold, hard floor of the dungeon, her heart pounding in her chest. The leather hood over her head made her feel both exposed and anonymous, as if she were someone else entirely. Someone braver. Someone who could handle this.

She opened her mouth obediently, and Darren didn’t hesitate. He shoved his cock between her lips, the salty taste of him flooding her senses. She gagged, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she focused on the rhythm of his thrusts, the way he filled her mouth completely, fucking her face with a kind of possessive intensity that made her body hum with anticipation.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with approval. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she moaned around him, the sound muffled but unmistakable. She could feel herself growing wetter, the heat between her legs impossible to ignore.

—

It had started so innocently. Donna had been sitting in her favorite corner of the coffee shop, typing furiously on her laptop. The document was important—deadlines always were—and she was so close to finishing it when the screen flickered. Then, with a sickening finality, it went dark.

“No, no, no!” she muttered, slamming the laptop shut in frustration.

The sound was louder than she’d intended, and a few heads turned in her direction. Among them was a man with sharp, green eyes and a smirk that was equal parts charming and dangerous. He stood up and walked over to her table, his confidence radiating with every step.

“Tough break?” he asked, nodding at her laptop. His voice was smooth, with just the right amount of playful teasing.

Donna sighed, running a hand through her long, dark hair. “The worst. I think I just lost hours of work.”

“Let me take a look,” he offered, pulling out a chair and sitting down without waiting for an invitation. “I’m Darren, by the way.”

“Donna,” she said, reluctantly sliding the laptop over to him. She wasn’t sure what to make of this man. He was handsome, sure, but there was something about him that felt… different. Intense.

Darren opened the laptop and started typing, his fingers moving with practiced ease. Within minutes, he had recovered the document. Donna’s eyes widened as she watched the screen come back to life.

“You’re a lifesaver,” she said, her voice tinged with relief. “I don’t know how to thank you.”

He leaned back in his chair, studying her with a look that made her feel both exposed and intrigued. “How about a drink? Tonight?”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Alright. A drink.”

—

That evening, Darren picked her up in a sleek, black car that smelled faintly of leather. He looked even more handsome than she remembered, his tailored suit accentuating his broad shoulders. They arrived at a cozy, dimly-lit restaurant, and Donna found herself relaxing almost immediately. The drinks flowed freely, and the conversation was easy. Darren was witty, charming, and just enigmatic enough to keep her intrigued.

By the time they finished dinner, Donna was buzzing—not just from the alcohol, but from the undeniable chemistry between them. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “So… your place?”

Darren hesitated, his expression unreadable. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

She raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Why not?”

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “The stuff I’m into… it’s intense. I’m not sure you can handle it.”

The challenge in his voice sent a thrill through her. She met his gaze, her hazel eyes dark with determination. “Try me.”

—

Now, here she was, kneeling on the floor of Darren’s dungeon, her mouth stretched around his cock as he fucked her face with abandon. When he finally pulled away, she gasped for air, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Stand up,” Darren commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. Donna obeyed, her legs shaky beneath her. He spun her around and bent her over the bench, the cold wood pressing against her bare skin. His hand came down hard on her ass, the sharp sting making her cry out.

“Do you like that?” he asked, his tone more curious than anything.

Donna nodded, her breath hitching as he spanked her again. The pain was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Darren’s fingers danced along her pussy, teasing her entrance before sliding inside. She moaned, arching her back as he worked her with practiced ease. She was so wet, so ready, and it didn’t take long for her to come undone.

But Darren wasn’t done with her. He reached for a buttplug, its cold surface making her shiver as he pressed it against her ass. She tensed, but he didn’t stop, pushing it inside slowly but surely. The fullness was overwhelming, and she whimpered, her body trembling with a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“You’re taking it so well,” Darren murmured, his voice filled with approval. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. “But this is where it gets real.”

He thrust into her without warning, his length filling her completely. Donna cried out, her nails digging into the bench as he fucked her with a relentless intensity. The buttplug rubbed against her with every thrust, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She came again, harder than before, her vision blurring at the edges.

Darren groaned, his pace quickening as he neared his own release. He came inside her, his cum leaking out as he pulled away.

“You did great,” Darren praised. “I guess I was wrong about you.”

Donna felt herself blush. “Thank you,” she whispered, her body still humming with pleasure.

“This is only the beginning,” Darren cautioned. “If you want to learn more about the art of submission, I’d be happy to teach you.”

Donna nodded, her heart racing with excitement. “Yes.”

33 - THE WRONG ADDRESS

MF / BDSM / Public / Buttplug / Fingering / Fisting

Nadine adjusted the strap of her backpack as she stood in front of the nondescript building, the address on the flyer clutched in her hand. The evening air was crisp, the kind that made her shiver just enough to remind her she was alive. She had been eager to find a study group since starting college in this new town. Making friends wasn’t exactly her forte, but she was determined to try.

The building looked… bland. A single-story brick structure with a metal door and a buzzer to the right. No signs, no windows, nothing to suggest it was anything other than a vacant office space. She double-checked the flyer. This has to be it, she thought, pressing the buzzer.

The door clicked open almost immediately, and a wave of bass-heavy music spilled out, muffled but insistent. Nadine hesitated, glancing around as if someone might appear to explain this sudden shift in atmosphere. She stepped inside, the door closing behind her with a heavy thud.

The interior was nothing like she expected. The walls were dark, the air thick with the scent of sweat and something musky. The music pulsed louder now, vibrating through her chest. She craned her neck, trying to make sense of the space. It wasn’t a study group meeting place—it was a club. But not just any club.

Her eyes widened as she took in the scene. A woman in leather lingerie was bent over a stool, her wrists bound to its legs as a man brought a flogger down across her back in rhythmic strokes. A couple nearby was entangled on a velvet couch, the woman’s head bobbing lazily in the man’s lap while another man thrust into her from behind. Everywhere she looked, people were touching, moaning, fucking.

Nadine’s heart raced, her body stiffening as she tried to process what she was seeing. This isn’t real. This can’t be real. She gripped the flyer tighter, her knuckles whitening. She must have gone to the wrong address. But before she could turn and flee, a voice cut through the haze.

“First time here?”

She spun around to see a man leaning casually against the wall, his arms crossed. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline that seemed almost too perfect. His dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he took her in.

“I—I think I’m in the wrong place,” Nadine stammered, her voice barely audible over the music.

The man chuckled, pushing off the wall and taking a step closer. “Nah, you’re exactly where you need to be. I’m Luther.” His voice was smooth, almost hypnotic. “And you are?”

“Nadine,” she replied, her name tumbling out before she could think better of it.

“Nadine,” he repeated, as if tasting the syllables. “Well, Nadine, you look like you could use a drink. Or maybe something… else.” His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her chest.

“I should probably go,” she said weakly, but her feet refused to move.

Luther smirked, stepping closer still. “You don’t want to go. I can see it in your eyes. You’re curious. And curiosity, my dear, is the first step to unlocking everything you’ve been too afraid to explore.”

Her breath hitched as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair away from her face. His touch was light, almost fleeting, but it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting. “Let me show you what this place is really about.”

Nadine hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She should leave. She knew she should leave. But something about the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her, made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Desire.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the thrum of the music.

Luther’s smile widened, and he took her hand, leading her through the club. They passed couples in various states of undress, the air thick with the sounds of pleasure. She couldn’t help but steal glances, her cheeks burning but her curiosity piqued.

He led her down a hallway, the noise of the club fading slightly as they approached a curtained-off area. Luther pulled the curtain aside, revealing a small room lit by dim, red lighting. Inside was a bench, padded and angled, with restraints hanging from its edges. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of toys—whips, ropes, vibrators, and things she couldn’t even name.

“This is my private space,” Luther said, stepping inside and letting the curtain fall closed behind them. “Only the most intriguing guests get invited here.”

Nadine’s heart was pounding now, her mouth dry as she took in the room. “I… I don’t know if I…”

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Nadine. But I think you want to. I think you’ve been longing for something like this. Am I wrong?”

She swallowed hard, unable to tear her eyes away from his. “No,” she admitted quietly.

Luther smiled, reaching out to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed over her skin, a gesture so tender it made her ache. “Good. Let me take care of you.”

He began to undress her slowly, his movements deliberate, as if savoring every inch of her skin she revealed. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, her jeans pooling at her feet. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“On the bench,” he instructed, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed, lying back on the padded surface. He reached for the restraints, binding her wrists above her head. The leather cuffs were soft but unyielding, and she felt a thrill of vulnerability as he secured them.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her arms, her sides, her thighs. “Just feel.”

His fingers found their way between her legs, stroking her through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers sliding into her wetness with ease. She moaned, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So eager,” he chuckled, his voice dark with desire. “But patience, Nadine. Good things come to those who wait.”

Just as she was on the brink of climax, he withdrew his fingers, leaving her whimpering. She watched through hooded eyes as he reached for something on the shelf. A small, sleek black device that hummed softly as he turned it on.

“This might feel… strange at first,” he said, his tone almost playful. “But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

He spread her legs wider, his fingers teasing her ass until she was gasping again. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the vibrating buttplug against her tight entrance.

Her breath caught as he pushed it in, the sensation electric. Her eyes rolled back, a moan tearing from her throat as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

“Good girl,” Luther purred, his fingers returning to her pussy.

He began with two, then three, stretching her as he worked her into a frenzy. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

By the time his entire hand was inside her, she was trembling, her orgasm building with every thrust. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Luther’s hand worked her through it. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small room.

When he finally pulled away, she was a quivering mess. He removed the buttplug, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “I’d like to see you again, Nadine. If you’re willing.”

She blinked up at him, her mind still foggy from the intensity of it all. “Willing?” she echoed, her voice hoarse.

He smiled, his fingers brushing over her cheek. “To explore. To learn. To let me show you just how much pleasure you’re capable of.”

She hesitated, but the memory of what had just happened was still fresh, igniting something deep inside her.

“What do you say, Nadine?” Luther asked, his voice low and inviting. “Ready to take the next step?”

She opened her mouth to respond, the words catching in her throat. But before she could answer, he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her skin.

“Say yes,” he whispered, his lips brushing hers. “And I’ll show you a world you’ve only ever dreamed of.”

She hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. “I…”

Before she could finish, Luther’s lips claimed hers in a searing kiss, his hands roaming her body once more.

“Is that a yes?” he murmured against her mouth, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Nadine whispered. “Teach me.”

34 - CAUGHT CHEATING BY DOMINANT PROFESSOR

FM / Femdom / Teacher Student / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Chad’s heart thudded in his chest as he approached Dr. Dionne Hudson’s desk, his test clutched in his trembling hand. The fluorescent lights of the classroom seemed to buzz louder than usual, adding to the tension. She wouldn’t notice, he told himself, she couldn’t possibly know. He’d been careful, glancing at the answer key written on his water bottle only when he thought no one was looking.

But as he set the test down, her voice cut through the silence like a knife. “Chad,” Dr. Hudson said, her tone firm but calm, “let me see your water bottle.”

His stomach dropped. How? His plan had been perfect—or so he thought. The answers were scrawled in tiny, meticulous print on the label, nearly invisible unless you knew what you were looking for.

Chad hesitated, his mouth dry. “I—uh, why?” he stammered, trying to sound casual.

Her dark brown eyes locked onto his, unyielding. “Hand it over.”

Reluctantly, he passed her the bottle, his fingers brushing against hers in the exchange. She turned it over, her gaze narrowing as she spotted the incriminating text. For a moment, she said nothing, and the silence was unbearable.

“My office. Now,” she finally said, standing and grabbing her bag.

The walk to her office felt like a march to the gallows. Chad’s mind raced. She’s going to report me. I’m going to get expelled. He was already on academic probation; this would be the end of his college career.

The door clicked shut behind them, and Dionne gestured for him to sit in the chair across from her desk. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

“Dr. Hudson, please,” Chad started, his voice shaky, “I—I can explain. I was just—“

“Cheating,” she interrupted, her voice cool. “I saw you looking at that bottle the entire time. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

He slumped in his seat, defeated. “I’m sorry. I just—I didn’t know what else to do. I’m going to fail out if I don’t pass this class.”

Dionne studied him for a long moment, her gaze piercing. Finally, she spoke again, her voice low and measured. “Here’s the deal, Chad. I’m not going to report you—if you agree to play my game.”

“Game?” he echoed, his brow furrowing. “What do you mean?”

A small, almost imperceptible smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Take out your cock.”

Chad froze, his mind scrambling to process what she’d just said. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take it out.”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t refuse. Not with expulsion hanging over his head. Slowly, he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his half-hard cock, his hand trembling as he held it. Dionne’s gaze lingered for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Now stroke it.”

“I—I don’t—“ he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Do it.”

Chad hesitated, then obeyed, wrapping his fingers around his shaft and giving it a tentative tug. To his surprise, he felt himself hardening almost immediately, despite the awkwardness of the situation. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he didn’t stop. His strokes became more confident, his breathing ragged.

“Faster,” Dionne instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

He obeyed, his hand moving in a steady rhythm. The room was silent except for the soft sound of skin on skin and his own shallow breaths. This is insane, he thought, but he couldn’t deny the heat building in his gut, the way his cock throbbed in his hand.

“Stop,” she said suddenly.

“Wh—what?” Chad stammered, his hand stilling. “But I’m—“

“I said stop,” she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. “Lie down on the floor.”

He hesitated, then slid off the chair and onto the carpet, his cock still hard and aching. Dionne stood, smoothing her skirt as she stepped around the desk. She looked down at him for a moment, her expression unreadable, then pulled up her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Chad’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her bare pussy, glistening and inviting.

“Open your mouth,” she said, straddling his face.

He obeyed, his heart pounding as she lowered herself onto him. Her wetness smeared against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Dionne moaned softly, one hand gripping the edge of her desk for balance. “Keep stroking your cock,” she ordered.

Chad’s hand returned to his shaft, jerking it in time with the movements of his tongue. The taste of her, the sound of her soft gasps, the feel of her thighs pressing against the sides of his face—it was overwhelming. His hips bucked involuntarily, his cock twitching in his hand. I’m not going to last, he thought, his strokes becoming frantic.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Dionne said, her voice breathy but firm. “Not until I say so.”

He groaned against her, trying to hold back, but it was almost impossible. His tongue worked faster, his hand tightening around his shaft. Dionne’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Finally, her body tensed, a low, shuddering moan escaping her lips as she came, her thighs clamping around his head. Only then did she say, “Now cum for me, Chad.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a strangled cry, he came, ropes of cum shooting onto his stomach and staining his jeans. His body went limp, spent and trembling. Dionne climbed off him, smoothing her skirt back into place. She looked down at him, her expression unreadable.

“Promise me you’ll never cheat again,” she said, her tone firm.

“I promise,” Chad gasped, still catching his breath.

She nodded. “Good. And if you’re willing to learn, I have a lot more to teach you.” She smiled faintly, a glint in her eyes that sent a shiver down his spine. “But that’s entirely up to you.”

35 - TRUSTING HER MAN

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Bondage / Rope / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo

Bree had always been the kind of woman who wanted to make her man happy. From the moment she met Donnie, she knew he was the one. His confidence, his charm, the way he looked at her like she was the only woman in the room—it all swept her off her feet. She loved him with a fierceness that surprised even herself. So, when he suggested they try something new in the bedroom, she didn’t hesitate—at least not outwardly.

“BDSM?” she had asked, her voice steady but her heart racing. She’d heard the term before, of course, but it had always seemed like something other people did. People in movies, or in books, or on the internet. Not her. Not Donnie. Not them.

“Just trust me,” Donnie had said, his voice low and smooth, the kind of tone that made her knees weak. “I’ll take care of you.”

And she did trust him. Completely. So, when they found themselves in the bedroom later that evening, Bree’s nerves were tingling with a mix of excitement and apprehension. Donnie stood in front of her, his hands on her shoulders, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name.

“Strip,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

Bree hesitated for a moment, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her bra came next, followed by her jeans and panties. She stood there, completely naked, her skin prickling under his gaze.

Donnie didn’t say anything, just watched her with that same intense expression. Then, he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, stepping out of them. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his body, and Bree’s breath hitched at the sight of it.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Bree obeyed, lowering herself to the floor without a word. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind racing with a thousand thoughts. She wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Donnie stepped closer, his cock inches from her face, she knew what was coming.

“Open your mouth,” he said, and she did, her lips parting obediently.

He didn’t ease into it. There was no gentle introduction, no slow build. He pushed himself into her mouth, his cock sliding deep until it hit the back of her throat. Bree gagged, her eyes watering as she struggled to adjust.

“Relax,” Donnie murmured, his hands gripping her hair. “Take it.”

She tried, she really did. She focused on breathing through her nose, on relaxing her throat, but he was too big, too much. Still, she didn’t pull away. She wanted to please him, wanted to make him happy. So, she stayed there, her mouth stretched wide around him, her body trembling with the effort.

Donnie didn’t hold back. He fucked her face with abandon, his hips thrusting forward again and again. Bree gagged with each movement, her body jerking as she struggled to keep up. It was overwhelming, almost too much, but there was something exciting about it too. Something that made her heart race and her body ache with need.

When he finally pulled away, Bree gasped for air, her lips swollen and wet. Donnie didn’t give her a moment to recover. He grabbed her by the arms and pulled her to her feet, guiding her toward the bed.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice steady and commanding.

Bree did as she was told, her body sinking into the mattress. Donnie grabbed the rope he’d set aside earlier, and before Bree could even process what was happening, he was tying her wrists to the bedposts.

She tugged at the restraints experimentally, testing their strength. They held firm, and a shiver ran through her body. She was completely at his mercy, and the thought sent a thrill through her.

Donnie didn’t rush. He took his time, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every inch of her skin. He started with her nipples, his touch so light it was almost teasing. Bree’s breath hitched as he brushed his fingers over them, the sensation almost too much to bear.

Then, he reached for the nipple clamps.

Bree’s eyes widened as he fastened them in place, the pressure sharp and intense. She gasped, her body arching off the bed as the pain mingled with pleasure. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt before, and she found herself wanting more.

Donnie didn’t disappoint. He grabbed the Hitachi vibrator next, the hum of the motor filling the room. He pressed it to her clit without warning, and Bree let out a strangled cry as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

She was close, so close, and she could feel the tension building inside her, threatening to burst. But just as she was about to tip over the edge, Donnie pulled the vibrator away.

“No!” she cried out, her body trembling with need.

“Beg for it,” Donnie said, his voice low and commanding.

Bree didn’t hesitate. “Please,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “Please, Donnie, I need it. I need to cum.”

He watched her for a moment, his eyes dark with desire, before he finally gave in. But he didn’t use the vibrator this time. Instead, he reached for the dildo.

Bree’s eyes widened as she saw it. It was big, much bigger than anything she’d ever used before. She opened her mouth to protest, but Donnie didn’t give her the chance.

He pressed the tip of it against her entrance, and Bree gasped as he pushed it inside. It stretched her wide, the sensation almost unbearable, but as he started to move it in and out, the pain gave way to pleasure.

Bree’s body arched off the bed as he fucked her with the dildo, her cries filling the room. She came hard, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Just as she was starting to come down from her high, Donnie was on top of her, his cock sliding into her with ease. He didn’t hold back, his thrusts hard and fast, driving her toward another climax.

This time, when she came, he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

When it was over, Donnie untied her wrists, his hands gentle now. Bree’s body was still trembling, her mind reeling from everything that had just happened.

It was the best sex of her life.

As she lay there, her body still tingling, Bree realized something: she loved submitting to Donnie. The way he had taken control, the way he had pushed her to her limits—it had awakened something inside her.

Donnie reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the collar. He placed it around her neck, his hands gentle but firm.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice low and possessive.

Bree shivered, her heart racing. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’m yours.”

And she knew, without a doubt, that she would do it all again.

36 - A SHAMEFUL SECRET REVEALED

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / Romantic / First Time / Teasing / Oral / Fisting

Eva's heart pounded as she unlocked her phone, her fingers trembling slightly. She had been scrolling through a newfound website, something that promised to unlock a world of fantasies she had never dared to explore.

The screen glowed with images that made her both excited and terrified—women bound, teased, and dominated by others who clearly enjoyed their role. Eva had always kept these desires buried deep within her, ashamed of the thrill they brought. But tonight, her curiosity had gotten the best of her.

"Hey, babe," Steph's voice broke through Eva's trance, causing her to nearly drop the phone. "Whatcha doin'?"

Eva turned, forcing a smile as Steph sauntered into the room, her eyes already scanning the phone in Eva's hand.

Panic surged through Eva, but she managed a laugh that sounded more like a strangled cough. "Just... checking out some stuff." Eva tried to jam the phone back into the pocket of her blue jeans, but she dropped it. Eva’s phone hit the floor with a sickening crack.

“Oh no, I hope it’s not broken,” gasped Steph, reaching out and snatching Eva’s phone off the floor.

Eva’s heart raced with panic, not wanting Steph to see the kinky porn she had been viewing.

Steph inspected the screen of the phone. Luckily, it wasn’t broken, but Steph’s mouth fell open in surprise as she noticed the website that Eva had been looking at. Steph raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. "What is this stuff?" she asked, looking Eva in the eye.

Eva's breath caught in her throat. “I… I was just curious,” she tried to explain. 

Steph's lips curled into a mischievous grin. “I didn’t know you were into kinky stuff, Eva,” she admitted. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Eva felt her face burn with embarrassment. "I don't know why I was looking at that. It's not like me, I swear!" Her voice rose in pitch, betraying her anxiety.

Steph's grin softened, her expression turning thoughtful. "Hey, it's okay. Everyone has their private fantasies, right? No judgment here."

Eva blinked, taken aback by Steph's casual acceptance. "You're... you're not mad?"

Steph shook her head, setting the phone down on the bedside table. "Mad? Why would I be mad? If anything, this just proves we need to have a deeper conversation about what turns us both on."

Eva's shoulders sagged with relief, but a part of her still braced for rejection. "I've always had fantasies of being dominated, but I never thought I could tell anyone. Especially not you."

Steph's gaze softened, her eyes meeting Eva's. "Why not? Eva, I care about you. Your desires are a part of who you are. If this is something you want to explore, then we can try it together."

Eva's heart skipped a beat. "You mean... you'd be willing to dominate me?"

Steph's grin returned, this time with a hint of challenge. "Maybe. How about we start with something light? See how it feels for both of us."

Eva nodded, her pulse quickening with anticipation. "Okay. Let's do it."

Steph moved with purpose, grabbing a pair of silk scarves from the dresser. "First things first," she said, looping one end of the scarf around each of Eva's wrists. With gentle yet firm motions, she secured them to the bedposts, ensuring Eva's arms were spread wide.

Eva watched, her breath hitching as Steph stepped back to admire her handiwork. "Good?" Steph asked, her voice low and sultry.

"Good," Eva confirmed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Steph's fingers trailed along Eva's arm, sending shivers down her spine. "Now, let's see what we can do to make you squirm."

With that, Steph produced a feather from a nearby decoration, its delicate plumes catching the light as she hovered it over Eva's skin. "Ready?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Eva swallowed hard, nodding. "Yes."

The first touch of the feather against her sensitive flesh was electric, sending a jolt of sensation through Eva's body. She gasped, her hips bucking ever so slightly. Steph chuckled, clearly enjoying the effect she was having. "Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes," Eva admitted, her voice shaking with arousal. "More, please."

Steph obliged, tracing the feather along Eva's inner thighs, her belly, and up to her breasts, teasing the edges of her nipples without quite touching them. Eva writhed against her restraints, desperate for more contact. "Steph, please..."

Steph's grin widened as she finally settled the feather directly onto Eva's nipples, circling them with deliberate slowness. Eva cried out, a mix of pleasure and frustration coursing through her. "Harder," she begged.

Steph complied, pressing the feather harder against Eva's nipples, causing them to pucker and ache with need. Eva's breaths came in ragged gasps, her body arching towards the source of her torment. "More, Steph... I need more."

Without warning, Steph abandoned the feather, her fingers replacing it with firm, precise pinches. Eva yelped, a sharp spike of pain mingling with the overwhelming pleasure. "Fuck, yes!" she exclaimed, her body trembling with the intensity of her response.

Steph's eyes flashed with satisfaction as she alternated between pinching and stroking, teasing Eva's nipples until she was practically vibrating with need. "Tell me, Eva," Steph purred, her voice dripping with authority. "What else do you want?"

Eva's mind raced, her desire building to a fever pitch. “Steph... Touch my clit.”

Steph smiled, her fingers trailing lower, sliding beneath the waistband of Eva's panties. She found Eva's swollen clit with ease, her thumb circling slowly, deliberately not applying enough pressure to push her over the edge.

Eva whimpered, her hips thrusting futilely against Steph's hand. "Please, Steph... don't stop."

"Oh, I'm far from done," Steph replied, her voice laced with dark promise. She shifted her position, pulling Eva's panties aside to gain better access. Her fingers danced over Eva's clit, teasing and tormenting without granting release.

Eva's entire body tensed, her breaths coming in short, desperate gasps. "Steph... I need... Please..."

Steph leaned in close, her breath hot against Eva's ear. "Patience, my sweet," she whispered. "We're just getting started."

Steph's breath was warm against Eva's inner thighs as she leaned closer, her lips hovering just above Eva's throbbing clit. Eva could feel the heat radiating from Steph's body, a stark contrast to the cool silk scarves binding her wrists to the bedposts. The anticipation was almost unbearable, each second stretching into an eternity of desire.

"I wanna taste you," Steph muttered, her voice low and husky, filled with a mix of curiosity and confidence.

Eva's heart pounded in her chest, her breaths coming in quick, shallow gasps. "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement and nervousness. "Please, Steph."

Steph's tongue flicked out, barely grazing the sensitive nub before retreating again. Eva arched her back, trying to close the gap, but Steph held back, teasing her mercilessly.

"Beg for it," Steph commanded, her eyes gleaming with a newfound hunger.

Eva's cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but the need burning inside her overrode any sense of shame. "Please... eat my pussy," she begged, her words tumbling out in a desperate rush. “Lick me, babe.”

Steph's smile widened, and this time when her tongue made contact, it was firm and insistent. She lapped at Eva's clit, drawing slow, deliberate circles around it, building the tension with every pass. Eva's hips bucked involuntarily, but the restraints kept her movements limited, heightening her frustration and arousal.

"Steph, please," Eva whimpered, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her climax. "Don't stop."

Steph shifted her position slightly, her fingers sliding down to spread Eva's pussy lips wider. Her middle finger pressed against the entrance of Eva's tight hole, pressing in just a little before withdrawing. Eva groaned, her muscles clenching around the intrusion.

"Do you want more?" Steph asked, her tone playful yet authoritative.

"Yes," Eva gasped, her voice strained. "Please, Steph, more."

With a wicked grin, Steph added another finger, then a third, scissoring them gently to stretch Eva open. Eva's moans grew louder, her head thrashing from side to side as Steph's fingers worked their magic. The sensation was exquisite, a perfect blend of pleasure and control.

"Tell me what you really want," Steph demanded, her fingers moving faster now, brushing against Eva's g-spot with each thrust.

Eva's mind was a whirlwind of desire, her resolve melting away under Steph's skillful touch. "I want... I want you to fist me," she confessed, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Please, Steph, fist me."

Steph paused, her fingers still buried deep inside Eva. "Are you sure?" she asked, her eyes searching Eva's face for any hint of doubt.

Eva nodded fervently, her eyes wide with pleading. "I'm sure. I need this. I need you."

Steph's expression softened for a moment before hardening with determination. Then, with deliberate care, Steph positioned her hand, her thumb resting against Eva's clit while her fingers aligned with the entrance of Eva's slick channel.

"Relax for me," Steph instructed, her voice gentle yet firm. "Let me in."

Eva took a deep breath, forcing herself to relax as much as possible. Steph's fingers pressed against her opening, then slowly began to slide in. Eva bit her lip, fighting the urge to tense up, but Steph's soothing whispers helped steady her nerves.

"Good girl," Steph murmured, her fingers inching deeper. "You're doing so well."

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of fullness and pressure that sent shockwaves of pleasure through Eva's body. Steph's entire hand disappeared into Eva's tight, wet grip. Eva's muscles clenched reflexively, but Steph didn't pull back. Instead, she moved her wrist in small circles, gradually increasing the depth and speed.

Eva's vision blurred with tears of ecstasy, her body quivering with each thrust of Steph's hand. "Steph," she cried out, her voice raw with emotion. "Oh God, Steph, it's too much."

Steph's free hand reached up to cup Eva's breast, pinching her nipple sharply between her thumb and forefinger. The sudden burst of pain mingled with the relentless pleasure, pushing Eva to the brink of madness.

"Cum for me," Steph commanded, her voice commanding and unwavering. "Now."

Eva's orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed around Steph's hand, juices gushing out in a torrent, soaking the bed beneath them. Steph continued to pump her hand in and out, milking Eva's climax for all it was worth.

Eventually, the intensity waned, leaving Eva breathless and trembling. Steph withdrew her hand slowly, wiping it on the sheets beside Eva. She untied the silk scarves, freeing Eva's wrists, and pulled her into a gentle embrace.

"How was that?" Steph asked, her voice soft and tender.

Eva clung to Steph, her body still humming with residual pleasure. "It was... amazing," she admitted, her voice weak and shaky. “Thank you, Steph. For exploring these desires with me.”

Steph kissed the top of Eva's head, her heart swelling with affection and satisfaction. "Anytime, love," she whispered. "Anytime."

But as they lay there, basking in the afterglow, Eva knew she had changed their relationship. She hoped the change would be a positive one.

As Eva drifted off to sleep next to Steph, she marveled at how far they had come. She felt a surge of pride and excitement, knowing their journey was just beginning. And she couldn't wait to see where it would lead them next.

37 - BDSM WITH NICK AND ALEXIS

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Group Sex / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

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.

38 - A SHY LIBRARIAN’S AWAKENING

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Feather / Sensation Play / Dildo / Double Penetration / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Facial

The library was quiet, as it always was on a Tuesday afternoon. Misty sat behind the circulation desk, her fingers delicately tracing the spine of a newly returned novel. She loved the stillness, the way the air seemed to hold its breath, waiting for someone to break the silence. And then, it happened. The soft creak of footsteps echoed through the room, growing louder as they approached her desk.

She looked up, and there he was—Jake. Tall, with dark, tousled hair and eyes that seemed to pierce right through her. He moved with a confidence that made her heart skip a beat. Handsome didn’t begin to cover it. He leaned casually against the desk, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m looking for a book, but I’m not sure where to find it. Maybe you can help me?”

Misty felt a warmth spread across her cheeks. “Of course,” she replied, her voice steady despite the sudden flutter in her chest. “What are you looking for?”

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes locking with hers. “It’s… a bit unconventional,” he admitted, his tone dropping to just above a whisper. “The book is called BDSM for Beginners.”

Misty’s breath caught in her throat. She could feel the heat rising to her face, and she quickly glanced around to make sure no one else was nearby. “Oh,” she managed to say, her voice barely audible. “I see.”

Jake’s smile widened, as if he enjoyed watching her squirm. “Yeah, I can’t seem to find it. Think you can help me?”

She nodded, though her hands trembled slightly as she stood up. “Follow me,” she said, leading him through the maze of bookshelves. Her mind raced, trying to remember where they kept the more… specialized sections. Finally, they reached a secluded corner of the library, and Misty pointed to a row of books. “Here,” she said softly. “This is what you’re looking for.”

Jake stepped closer, his body just inches from hers. He reached for the book, his fingers brushing against her hand as he did so. “Thanks,” he said, his voice now a husky murmur. “You’re really good at this.”

Misty swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the intensity of his gaze, and it made her knees weak. “It’s… it’s my job,” she stammered.

He chuckled softly, leaning in a little closer. “You know,” he began, his voice low and teasing, “I can show you some of the things that are in this book. If you’re interested, of course.”

Her eyes widened, and she felt a rush of both excitement and fear. Was he serious? She had always been intrigued by the idea of BDSM, but she had never dared to explore it. Now, here was this man, this gorgeous man, offering to introduce her to a world she had only read about in fiction.

“I…” she started, unsure of what to say. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, but one thing was clear—she was intrigued.

Jake took her hand, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “Think about it,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “I’ll be here tomorrow. If you’re curious, meet me after work.”

And with that, he walked away, leaving Misty standing there, her heart racing and her mind spinning. She couldn’t stop thinking about him, about what he had said. What if? The question lingered in her mind, and by the next day, she knew she had to find out.

After her shift, she found Jake waiting for her outside the library. He smiled when he saw her, and without a word, he took her hand and led her to his car. The drive to his house was quiet, but the tension between them was palpable. When they arrived, he guided her inside, and they made their way to the bedroom.

As soon as she stepped through the door, Misty’s eyes widened. The room was filled with BDSM gear—ropes, cuffs, blindfolds, and all sorts of toys. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she felt a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Jake turned to her, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked, his voice gentle but firm.

Misty took a deep breath, then nodded. “I’m sure.”

He smiled, then slowly began to undress her, his hands moving with a deliberate slowness that made her skin tingle. He kissed her neck, her shoulders, her chest, each touch sending a wave of pleasure through her body. “Let me take control,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear.

She lay down on the bed, her heart racing as he bound her wrists to the bedposts with soft, silk scarves. The feeling of being restrained was foreign, but it only heightened her arousal. He blindfolded her, and suddenly, her other senses were magnified. She could feel the cool air against her skin, the gentle touch of the feather tickler as it teased her body.

He moved down her body, his lips finding her nipples, suckling and nibbling until she was writhing beneath him. Then came the vibrator, its buzzing sensation sending shockwaves through her as he used it on her nipples, then moved it lower, to her clit. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as the pleasure built inside her.

And then, she felt it—a big dildo pressing against her pussy, slowly pushing inside her. She gasped, her body arching as he began to fuck her with it. She had never felt so full, so sensitive. Moments later, she felt another dildo at her ass, and she tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing it to enter her.

Jake worked both dildos in perfect rhythm, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel her orgasm building, a pressure that was almost too much to bear. And then, with a cry, she came, her juices gushing onto the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

He removed the blindfold and untied her, his eyes dark with desire. He stood before her, his cock hard and throbbing. “Worship it,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

Misty knelt before him, her hands trembling as she took his cock into her mouth. She sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip as she tasted his skin. “Beg for it,” he growled, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please, cum on my face.”

He groaned, his grip tightening as he pulled her head back. “Open your mouth,” he ordered, and she obeyed, her eyes wide as he came, his hot seed spilling onto her face. She felt a thrill of excitement, a sense of euphoria that she had never experienced before.

As she knelt there, her face coated with his cum, she knew one thing for certain—she wanted more.

39 - SAM MEETS LAURA

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Best Friends / Bondage / Dildo / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Facial / PIV Sex / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

“You should’ve asked permission, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding, as his hand gripped the back of my neck, forcing me to look up at him.

My heart raced, my body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. His eyes were dark, intense, and I could feel the weight of his dominance pressing down on me. He wasn’t just watching—he was in control.

I glanced over at Laura, who was lying on the leather bench, her body glistening with sweat, her nipples hard and erect. She was panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy still quivering from the orgasm I had just given her with the dildo. The sight of her like this, so vulnerable and exposed, sent a shiver down my spine.

Sam’s hand tightened around my neck, pulling me back to the present moment. “Do you understand?” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My throat felt dry, my mouth parched, but I knew better than to ask for water right now. I had messed up, and I needed to own up to it.

“Good,” he said, releasing his grip on my neck. He took a step back, crossing his arms over his chest as he stared down at me. “Now, clean yourself up.”

—

I was sitting in my bedroom, scrolling through my social media feed, when my phone rang. When I saw Sam’s name, my heart started racing. Our last encounter had been quite intense. I answered, my voice cautious. “Hello?”

“Brandi?” Sam asked. His voice was deep, confident, and immediately sent a thrill through me. “I was hoping to see you again.”

“That would be great,” I replied, sitting up straighter.

I’d been working as an escort for a few months now, but there was something different about Sam. Something that made my stomach tighten with anticipation. Our last session had left me shaken, yet wanting more.

“I want you to bring a friend, this time,” Sam requested. “Someone pretty and submissive.”

I knew just who to call. When I’d told Laura about my encounter with Sam, she seemed pretty curious. And when she saw the money I made, she was excited. So, I knew she’d be down for an adventure.

But when I brought up the idea to Laura, she hesitated. She had seen the marks Sam left on my ass from our last encounter—big red welts that still stung whenever I sat down—and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to subject herself to that kind of treatment.

“Are you sure about this, Brandi?” she asked, her voice filled with uncertainty. “I mean, what if it’s too much? What if I can’t handle it?”

“You can,” I assured her, placing a hand on her arm. “I’ll be there with you every step of the way. And think about the money we could make.”

In the end, the promise of financial reward was enough to sway her. So, I found myself standing in Sam’s basement once again, this time with Laura.

—

“Strip,” Sam commanded, his voice firm and authoritative.

Laura and I exchanged a glance before complying, our hands trembling slightly as we removed our clothes. The air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. I could feel Sam’s gaze on us, taking in every inch of our bodies, and the intensity of his stare made my heart race.

“Laura, get on the bench,” Sam ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Laura hesitated for a moment before climbing onto the leather bench, her movements slow and uncertain. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the dark leather, and her chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to calm her nerves.

Sam handed me a large, black dildo, its surface smooth and cold against my palm. “Fuck her,” he said simply.

My mouth went dry as I stepped behind Laura, my heart pounding in my chest. I positioned the dildo at her entrance, pausing for a moment to look up at Sam. He was watching us intently, one hand wrapped around his thick, erect cock as he stroked himself slowly.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed the dildo into Laura, sliding it into her with careful precision. Her body tensed momentarily before relaxing, accommodating the intrusion. With each thrust, I could feel her walls clenching around the dildo, her juices coating the shaft as I worked it deeper inside her.

Sam moved closer, his hand still pumping his cock as he watched us with hungry eyes. As I continued to fuck Laura, he began jerking faster, his breaths becoming heavier and more labored.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and started licking Laura’s pussy, my tongue moving in lazy circles around her clit. Her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me as she approached her climax.

“Brandi!” Sam barked, his voice slicing through the heated atmosphere like a whip.

I froze, my breath hitching as I looked up at him, his expression stern and unrelenting.

“You should’ve asked permission,” he repeated, his tone icy, dangerous.

My cheeks burned, a mixture of arousal and humiliation coursing through me as I swallowed my pride. “Please, sir… may I taste her?”

His smirk was slow, deliberate, as he gave a curt nod. “Finish what you started.”

As I returned to Laura, savoring her sweet nectar, I felt Sam looming closer. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as his cock throbbed inches from my face.

“Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting as he aimed his swollen tip toward my open mouth. Just as Laura’s orgasm erupted around my tongue, Sam unleashed his own release, hot ropes of cum splattering across my face.

It dripped down my cheeks, pooled on my lips, and clung to my lashes. My vision blurred, but I managed to hold steady, my own body trembling with restrained need.

Sam tilted my chin up, smearing his seed across my skin with his thumb. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Wiping his hand clean on my shoulder, he stepped back, glancing toward Laura. “Both of you—follow me.”

Still reeling, I helped Laura off the bench, her legs shaky from her climax. We trailed after Sam, moving toward a luxurious bathroom illuminated by soft, ambient lighting.

“Get cleaned up,” he instructed, gesturing toward the marble shower. “Then we’ll discuss your next task.”

I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the cool floor, and followed him into the bathroom. It was massive, all marble and glass, with a shower big enough for three people. Laura trailed behind me, her fingers brushing against my arm as if to remind me she was there.

Sam turned the water on, steam rising almost instantly, fogging up the mirrors. He glanced at us, his gaze steady, calculating. “Laura, you first,” he said, nodding toward the shower.

She didn’t hesitate, stepping under the spray. I watched her for a moment, the way the water cascaded down her body, how she tilted her head back, letting it soak her blonde hair. She looked beautiful, relaxed, and completely at ease—something I couldn’t quite manage yet, not with Sam’s eyes on me.

When she was done, Sam gestured for me to take her place. I stepped in, the water hot against my skin, washing away the sweat and tension of the night. But before I could fully relax, I felt him behind me, his hands on my shoulders, sliding down to my back. His touch was firm, deliberate, as he began to wash me. Soapy bubbles slid over my skin, his fingers tracing every curve, every dip. My breath quickened, my heart pounding in my chest.

His hands moved lower, and I braced myself against the wall, my palms flat on the cool tiles. When he pressed himself against me, I could feel the hardness of him, the heat radiating off his body. He didn’t say a word, but his intentions were clear. One hand gripped my hip, pulling me back against him, while the other tangled in my long dark hair, forcing my head to tilt to the side.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

I did. Through the fogged-up glass, I could see Laura standing outside the shower, watching us with a hunger in her eyes that mirrored my own. There was something about being seen, being exposed like this, that made my pulse race. Her gaze lingered on me, on the way Sam’s body moved against mine, and I couldn’t look away.

He entered me then, thrusting hard and deep, making me gasp. My nails scraped against the tiles as he set a relentless pace, each movement driving me closer to the edge. The sound of the water hitting the floor mixed with the slap of skin against skin, filling the room with a rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest. I could see Laura biting her lip, her hands drifting to her own body as she watched us, and the sight of her touching herself pushed me even further.

I came with a cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam didn’t stop, though. He kept going, his grip on me tightening as he chased his own release. When he finally came, spilling inside me, I felt the warmth of it, the possessive claim of it, and it made my knees buckle. He held me up, his arms strong and steady, until I could finally stand on my own.

We dressed in silence, the air heavy with the aftermath of what had just happened. Sam handed Laura and me each a stack of cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it for a moment, disbelief warring with satisfaction. I was making more money than I’d ever dreamed of. But before I could say anything, Sam stepped closer to me, his eyes locking on mine.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a collar, black leather with a small silver tag. Without a word, he fastened it around my neck. It fit snugly, the weight of it unfamiliar but not uncomfortable.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. What did this mean? Was I ready for this? But when I looked at him, at the power and confidence radiating from him, I knew the answer.

Laura took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine as we left the mansion. The night air was cool against my skin, but I barely noticed. My thoughts were consumed by what had just happened, by the collar around my neck, by the promise—or maybe the threat—of what was to come.

“You okay?” Laura asked, her voice soft but filled with curiosity.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She smiled, squeezing my hand. “We’re really lucky to have met Sam. He’s gonna change our lives.”

Lucky. That was one way to put it. As we walked to the car, I couldn’t help but wonder what Sam had planned for us next. And despite the uncertainty, I couldn’t deny the thrill of anticipation that coursed through me.

40 - DOING IT DOGGY STYLE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Puppy Play / Collar / Leash / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The tension in the room was thick, almost suffocating, as Eric stood frozen, his phone clutched in Kellie’s hand. Her sharp eyes scanned the screen, her lips pressing into a thin line as she read the incriminating texts. The air between them crackled with something unspoken, a mixture of anger and something else—something darker, more electric.

“So, this is how you treat me?” Kellie’s voice was low, dangerous.

Eric’s stomach twisted. He had always been drawn to her commanding presence, but now it felt overwhelming, like a storm about to break.

“Kellie, I—I didn’t mean for you to find out like this,” he stammered, his voice trembling. He hated the way he sounded, weak and guilty, but he couldn’t help it. She had that effect on him.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. Her dress clung to her curves, the deep red fabric accentuating every inch of her body. She was breathtaking, and yet, at that moment, she was terrifying.

“You know what I think, Eric?” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I think you’ve been acting like a dog. Always sniffing around, always chasing after something you can’t have. Isn’t that right?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I’m sorry, Kellie. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”

Her lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything? That’s a dangerous word, Eric. Are you sure you mean it?”

He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. “Yes. Anything.”

Her eyes gleamed with a wicked spark, and she turned away, striding toward the closet. Eric watched, his breath shallow, as she rummaged through it. When she turned back, she held something in her hand—a thick, black collar with a silver buckle.

“If you’re going to act like a dog, then you’ll be treated like one,” she said, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “Strip. Now.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her. The cool air brushed against his skin, raising goosebumps. Kellie stepped closer, and he could feel the heat radiating from her body. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his neck as she fastened the collar around it. The leather was cool against his skin, and the weight of it sent a shiver down his spine.

“Sit,” she commanded.

To Eric’s surprise, he found himself lowering to the floor without hesitation. His knees hit the hardwood, and he looked up at her, his chest tightening with something he couldn’t quite name.

Eric had always felt a connection to canines. He’d grown up with several pet dogs, and he’d always enjoyed their companionship. As a child, he’d often fantasized about turning into a dog and running with the pack. Now, it seemed like Kellie saw the dog in him too.

“Roll over,” she said next, and his body moved before his mind could process what was happening.

He rolled onto his back, his heart racing, and he felt something else stirring—an undeniable arousal that he hadn’t expected.

Kellie’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She reached into the closet again, this time pulling out a leash. She clipped it to the collar and gave it a gentle tug. “Come.”

Eric crawled after her, his hands and knees pressing into the floor as she led him through the house. The leash tightened and loosened with each step she took, and he felt a strange sense of obedience wash over him. It was as if some part of him, some deep, hidden part, was waking up, embracing this new role.

When they reached the bedroom, Kellie sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed at the ankle. She looked down at him, her gaze sharp and assessing. “If you’re a good dog, you’ll get a reward,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Eric’s breath hitched, and he nodded, his eyes wide.

She reached down, lifting the hem of her dress slowly, revealing the smooth skin of her thighs, the lacy edge of her panties. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm yet laced with promise.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he buried his face in her. Her scent was intoxicating, and he groaned against her, his tongue lapping at her eagerly. She tilted her head back, a gasp escaping her lips as he worked her, his movements hungry, desperate.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “Good boy. Such a good dog.”

Her words sent a rush of pleasure through him, and he redoubled his efforts, driven by the need to please her. Her hips bucked against him, and he felt her thighs quiver as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. He drank her in, savoring the taste, the sensation of her pleasure on his tongue.

When she finally pulled him away, she was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire. “You’ve earned your reward,” she said, her voice husky.

She turned, bending over the bed, her ass in the air, and Eric’s cock throbbed with anticipation. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself into her. She was warm, wet, and tight, and he groaned as he sank into her, his movements slow and deliberate at first, then growing more frantic as she urged him on.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice muffled by the bed. “Fuck me, Eric. Show me what a good dog you are.”

Her words sent him over the edge, and he thrust into her with renewed vigor, his hips slamming against hers. His breath came in ragged gasps, and he felt the heat building in his core, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. He came with a groan, his release flooding her, and he collapsed against her, his body trembling.

Kellie turned her head, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Good boy.”

The words lingered in the air, and Eric felt something shift between them. Something deeper, more primal. And as he lay there, spent and content, he knew that this was just the beginning.

41 - A DATE WITH A DOMINATRIX

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Restraints / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Vibrator

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Ali’s voice was low, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made Jim’s heart race.

She stood over him, her lace bra catching the dim light of the bedroom, her lips curved into a sly smile. He nodded, his wrists already bound to the bedposts with soft leather restraints, his mind swirling with anticipation and a hint of nervousness.

Ali leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Good boy,” she murmured, her fingers tracing a slow, teasing line down his chest. Jim shivered, his cock already hard and aching for her touch. But Ali wasn’t in a hurry. She never was.

It had all started so innocently. Jim had swiped right on Ali’s profile on the dating app because she had a smile that seemed to promise something more. They’d exchanged a few messages—casual, flirty banter—and before he knew it, they were sitting across from each other at a cozy restaurant, the kind with soft lighting and a menu filled with dishes he couldn’t pronounce.

“So, what do you do for a living?” Jim had asked, halfway through his glass of wine. He’d meant it as small talk, but Ali’s answer had caught him off guard.

“I’m a professional dominatrix,” she’d said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if she were telling him she worked in accounting. Jim had blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Wait, like… a dominatrix dominatrix?” he’d asked, his voice rising slightly in disbelief. Ali had laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic.

“Yes, like a real one,” she’d replied, leaning forward slightly, her eyes locking onto his. “Does that scare you?”

Jim had shaken his head quickly, though he wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “No, not at all. I’ve just… never met someone who does that before.”

Ali had smiled then, a slow, knowing smile that made something deep inside Jim stir. “Well, now you have.”

The rest of the dinner had flown by, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. By the time the check came, Jim had found himself completely captivated by Ali—her confidence, her wit, her presence. When she’d suggested they continue the night at her place, he’d agreed without hesitation.

Now, here he was, lying on her bed, his body exposed and vulnerable, his pulse quickening with every second that passed. Ali’s hands were everywhere and nowhere, teasing him, testing him, making him burn with need.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she watched him squirm beneath her touch.

“Yes,” Jim admitted, his voice hoarse. He wasn’t sure if it was the restraints or the way she was looking at him, but he felt a thrill of excitement he’d never experienced before.

Ali’s smile widened. “I thought so.”

She moved then, her fingers closing around his cock, her grip firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Jim groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but the restraints held him firmly in place.

“Patience,” Ali chided, her tone playful but firm. “Good things come to those who wait.”

Jim’s breath hitched as she leaned down, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. He could feel her breath, warm and tantalizing, as it ghosted over his cock, and he bit back a moan.

“Please,” he begged, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Ali chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “Please what?” she asked, her voice a low purr.

“Please… touch me.”

Ali’s response was to take him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock in a way that made Jim’s entire body tense.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands clenching into fists as pleasure coursed through him. But just as quickly as she’d started, Ali pulled away, leaving him aching and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jim groaned in frustration, but part of him—the part that was quickly learning to trust Ali—was thrilled by the denial. It was a new sensation, one that heightened every touch, every breath, every moment.

Ali reached for something on the nightstand, and Jim’s eyes widened as she held up a small vibrator. “Ever tried one of these?” she asked, her voice casual, as if she were asking if he’d ever tried sushi.

Jim shook his head. “No.”

Ali’s smile was wicked. “You’re about to.”

She pressed the vibrator to the tip of his cock, and Jim’s entire body jerked at the sensation. It was intense, almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way. And then, before he could fully process what was happening, Ali was sliding the vibrator into his ass, the small device buzzing gently as she began to stroke his cock.

Jim’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from his throat as pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt surged through him. It was too much and not enough all at once, and he could feel himself teetering on the edge, desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Ali whispered, her voice a soothing balm against the storm raging inside him. “Let go.”

And he did.

Jim came hard, his back arching off the bed as waves of ecstasy crashed over him. Ali rode him through it, her own pleasure evident in the way her body moved, the way her breath hitched, the way her eyes fluttered shut. When it was over, they both collapsed, the room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing.

Ali was the first to move, her fingers deftly undoing the restraints that held Jim in place. He watched her, still catching his breath, his mind reeling from what had just happened.

“So?” Ali asked, her tone light but her eyes serious. “What did you think?”

Jim hesitated, but only for a moment. “I think… I need to do that again.”

Ali’s smile was warm, almost maternal, but there was a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Next time,” she said, her voice a promise, “we’ll go even further.”

And for the first time in his life, Jim found himself eagerly looking forward to something he’d never even known he wanted.

42 - A DATE WITH NICK
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge: Part 1: A Boyfriend’s Betrayal By Brandi Moore:

The wine glass felt cool in my hand, condensation prickling against my fingertips as I stared out the floor-to-ceiling window of my hotel suite. The city lights below blurred into a kaleidoscope of colors, but my mind was elsewhere—stuck in the haze of betrayal, anger, and the strange, unexpected thrill of revenge. Brett. Kaleigh. The two people I thought I could trust most in the world. And now, here I was, sipping Chardonnay in a $500-a-night suite, trying to piece together what the hell I was supposed to do next.

My phone buzzed on the marble counter, jolting me out of my thoughts. I glanced at the screen. Nick. My lips curved into a small smile. Of all the people to call, of all the people to understand, it was him. Kaleigh’s now-ex-boyfriend. The man who’d become my partner in crime—or, more accurately, my partner in revenge. I swiped to answer.

“Hey,” I said, my voice tinged with a casual warmth I didn’t expect to feel.

“Hey yourself,” Nick replied, his tone low and smooth. “How’s the high life treating you?”

I laughed, tilting my head back as I swirled the wine in my glass. “You know me—I’m not one to sit around and wallow. Turns out, getting revenge is a hell of a distraction.”

“Speaking of distractions,” he said, and I could hear the grin in his voice, “I was thinking… maybe we could make this revenge thing official. You know, go on an actual date. My treat.”

I paused, my heart skipping a beat. A date? With Nick? It wasn’t the craziest idea. After all, we’d already crossed that line once—or twice—when the wound of Brett and Kaleigh’s affair was still fresh. But this felt different. This felt… intentional.

“Alright,” I said finally, surprising myself with how easy the word slipped out. “But you’re buying the drinks.”

“Deal,” he replied, and I could almost see the smirk on his face. “I’ll pick you up at seven.”

—

The evening air was warm, the kind of summer night that made you want to stay out until dawn. Nick was waiting outside the hotel in a sleek black car, looking every bit the part of the charming bad boy he was. His dark hair was tousled, his white shirt rolled up at the sleeves, and the way his eyes lit up when he saw me made my stomach swirl with nerves and excitement.

“You look incredible,” he said as I slid into the passenger seat. His gaze lingered on my denim skirt and the snug tank top I’d chosen, and I felt a flush of heat creep up my neck.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I teased, though I couldn’t help but notice the way his presence filled the car. It was magnetic, almost overwhelming, and as we drove to the bar, I found myself stealing glances at him, wondering where this night would lead.

The bar was packed, the air thick with the scent of sweat and spilled whiskey. Nick ordered us drinks—a bourbon for him, a cosmopolitan for me—and we found a corner booth where the music was loud enough to drown out the noise in my head.

“So,” he said, leaning in close, “how’d Brett take it? You know, the video.”

I smirked, taking a sip of my drink. “Oh, he was pissed. Called me screaming, said I’d ruined everything. But honestly? Seeing him that angry was worth it.”

Nick chuckled, shaking his head. “Kaleigh was the same. She’s furious at both of us. But hey, fuck her, right? She made her bed.”

“Literally,” I muttered, and we both laughed, the tension between us melting away.

We talked for hours, about everything and nothing. My fan page—how it was thriving, how empowering it felt to take control of my body and my life. His job, his plans, the way he’d been feeling since the breakup. And then, somehow, we ended up on the dance floor, the bass thumping in time with my heartbeat.

He pulled me close, his hands resting on my hips as we moved together. The music was loud, the crowd was wild, but in that moment, it felt like it was just the two of us. His lips brushed against my ear, his breath warm as he murmured, “You’re incredible, you know that?”

I didn’t have time to respond before his lips were on mine, soft and insistent, and I kissed him back, my hands tangling in his hair. It was electric, intoxicating, and when he pulled away, I was breathless.

—

Back at the hotel, the air between us was thick with anticipation. I fumbled with the keycard, my hands trembling slightly as I opened the door to my suite. Nick followed me inside, his eyes scanning the luxurious room with a low whistle.

“Damn, Danica. You’ve been living the dream.”

“It’s temporary,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile. “But it’s nice. You know, until I figure out what’s next.”

He stepped closer, his gaze locking with mine. “You wanna film another video? You know, for your fans.”

I raised an eyebrow, though I couldn’t suppress the grin spreading across my face. “What did you have in mind?”

“How about we try some bondage?” he asked with a wicked smile.

—

The camera was set up, the angle perfect as I stood at the foot of the bed, my hands trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement. Nick’s hands were steady as he looped the rope around my wrists, the rough texture sending a delicious shiver through me. He tied me to the bedposts, my arms stretched above my head, and then moved to my ankles, securing them with the same careful precision.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

I nodded, though my pulse was racing. “As comfortable as I can be when I’m completely at your mercy.”

He grinned, his eyes dark with desire as he reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. He turned it on, the low hum sending a jolt of anticipation through me, and then he pressed it against my inner thigh, slowly dragging it upward.

I gasped, my hips arching involuntarily as the vibrator neared my core. “Nick—”

“Shh,” he murmured, his free hand brushing against my cheek. “Let me take care of you.”

And then he pressed the vibrator against me, the sensation so intense it made my breath catch in my throat. I moaned, my head falling back against the pillows as he moved the toy in slow, deliberate circles, teasing me until I was on the edge of climax.

But just as I was about to tip over, he pulled away, leaving me gasping and desperate. “Nick, please—”

“Patience,” he said, his voice a low growl as he unbuttoned his pants. “I’m not done with you yet.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling over me, his cock hard and ready as he straddled my face. I opened my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste him, and then he pushed himself inside, the heat of him filling me.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, and I gagged around him, the sensation overwhelming. My wrists tugged against the ropes, my body arching as he fucked my face with a ferocity that left me breathless.

When he finally pulled away, I was panting, my lips swollen and wet. He moved down my body, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself at my entrance. “You ready?”

I nodded, my voice a hoarse whisper. “Please.”

And then he slid inside me, the stretch of him making me gasp. He began to move, his thrusts deep and unrelenting, and I moaned, the sound echoing through the room as he pounded into me.

It didn’t take long for the pleasure to build, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until I couldn’t take it anymore. I came with a cry, my body shuddering as the waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Nick followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside me.

—

When it was over, he untied me, his hands gentle as he freed me from the ropes. I grabbed the camera, reviewing the footage with a satisfied smile. “This is going to break the internet.”

Nick laughed, pulling me into his arms. “Anything for you, Danica.”

But as he left that night, the warmth of his body still lingering on my skin, I couldn’t shake the feeling of uncertainty that settled in my chest. I was attracted to him—more than attracted—but after everything with Brett, trust didn’t come easy.

43 - A NEW KIND OF PLEASURE

MF / BDSM / First Person / Spanking / Bondage / Dildo / Vibrator / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

“You’re going to take it, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding as he tightened the leather cuffs around my wrists. The bench beneath me was cold, but my skin burned with anticipation—or maybe fear. I wasn’t sure which one yet.

I clenched my teeth as he reached for the dildo on the table next to us, its size making my stomach flip. This was not how I thought today would go. But then again, when did anything in my life go according to plan?

—

It had started innocently enough. Laura and I were out shopping, laughing as we tried on designer clothes that I could now afford thanks to Professor Mitchell’s generosity. My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see Sam flashing across the screen. My heart skipped a beat.

“Who is it?” Laura asked, her eyes narrowing as she caught the look on my face.

“It’s Sam,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. “The guy from Professor Mitchell’s… uh, gathering.”

Laura raised an eyebrow. “The rich one? The one who couldn’t take his eyes off you?”

I nodded, hesitating before answering the call. “Hey, Sam.”

“Brandi,” his smooth voice came through the line, sending a shiver down my spine. “I’ve been thinking about you. How would you like to come over to my place? I promise it’ll be worth your while.”

I glanced at Laura, who was pretending not to listen but failing miserably. “Uh… what exactly are you offering?”

He chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made my knees weak. “Let’s just say I’m willing to pay for your company. Two thousand dollars, upfront. And if you enjoy yourself, there’s more where that came from.”

Two thousand dollars. That was more than I made in a month stripping. I could almost hear my tuition bills screaming at me to say yes. But still, I hesitated. Having sex with my professor for money was one thing, but Sam was practically a stranger. “I don’t know, Sam. What exactly are we talking about here?”

“Trust me, Brandi,” he said, his tone softening just enough to make me feel a little less nervous. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll be safe. And if you want to leave at any point, you can. No questions asked.”

I chewed my lip, glancing at Laura again. She shrugged, giving me a small nod of encouragement. “Alright,” I finally said. “I’ll come over. Text me the address.”

When I hung up, Laura immediately grabbed my arm. “Brandi, are you sure about this? You barely know this guy.”

Laura was usually carefree, while I worried about everything. If she was concerned, maybe it was a bad idea. But I couldn’t pass up the cash.

“I know he’s rich,” I said with a smirk, though inside I was trembling. “And I need the money. Don’t worry, I’ll text you as soon as I’m done.”

She looked skeptical but didn’t argue further. We said our goodbyes, and I called an Uber to take me to Sam’s sprawling mansion on the outskirts of town.

—

The moment I stepped inside, I was struck by the sheer opulence of the place. Marble floors, high ceilings, expensive art—it screamed wealth. Sam greeted me at the door, looking even more handsome than I remembered. His dark complexion was flawless, his black hair perfectly styled, and those obsidian eyes seemed to see right through me.

“Welcome, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “Come on, let’s head downstairs.”

I followed him, my heart pounding in my chest as we descended into the basement. When he flipped on the lights, I froze. It wasn’t a typical basement. It was a BDSM dungeon, complete with whips, chains, and all sorts of equipment I couldn’t even name.

My jaw dropped. “What is this?”

Sam turned to me, a sly smile playing on his lips. “This is where I come to play. And I’d like you to join me.”

I felt a mix of panic and arousal swirling in my gut. “I… I don’t know anything about this kind of stuff.”

“That’s okay,” he said, stepping closer. “I’ll guide you. Just trust me, Brandi. You’ll enjoy it.”

I hesitated, but the memory of that two thousand dollars flashed in my mind. “Alright,” I said softly. “But if I want to stop, you’ll let me?”

“Of course,” he said, cupping my chin gently. “Your safeword is ‘red.’ Got it?”

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a thrill through me. “Now, strip for me.”

My hands trembled as I removed my clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable under his intense gaze. When I stood completely naked, he walked around me, his fingers trailing lightly over my skin.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, before suddenly landing a sharp spank on my ass.

I yelped, more from surprise than pain.

He chuckled. “Get on the bench.”

I obeyed, lying down on the cold surface. He hit me again, this time harder. My ass stung where he’d slapped me, leaving a big red hand print. Before I had time to think, his meaty hand came down again, the sound echoing through the room. The pain mingled with pleasure, arousal even. I didn’t know how to respond.

“You’re doing great, babe,” he reassured me as he landed another blow.

I felt a growing warmth between my legs, and a confusion wrapped around my mind. Was I enjoying this? I’d agreed to do it, because Sam was paying me. I never thought I’d like it.

Sam quickly secured my wrists and ankles to the bench with leather cuffs. My heart raced as he grabbed the dildo, lubing it up with slow, deliberate movements.

“Ready?” he asked, his obsidian eyes locking onto mine.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He pushed the dildo into me slowly, stretching me in ways I hadn’t expected. I gasped, my back arching as he began to fuck me with it. It was overwhelming, but god, it felt good.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he slid a bullet vibrator into my ass, turning it on low. The dual sensations sent me spiraling, my body writhing against the restraints. Just as I was about to cum, Sam pulled out the dildo. I whimpered in protest, but I knew it was useless.

Sam pulled out his thick cock. “Just relax, Brandi,” he purred, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself between my legs. In one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. The vibrator continued to buzz inside my ass, driving me wild.

The combination of the vibrator, and his cock was too much. I came hard, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam groaned, his pace quickening until he spilled inside me, his warm cum coating my walls.

For a moment, we both just lay there, breathing heavily. Then Sam released me from the restraints, helping me sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle now.

I blinked, trying to process everything. “I… I think I liked it.”

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Good. Because I’d like to do this again. You make an excellent submissive, Brandi.”

I flushed, unsure of how to respond. After I got dressed, Sam handed me an envelope filled with cash. It looked like at least five grand, and judging by Sam’s mansion, he had enough money to afford many more sessions.

“Thank you for trusting me,” Sam said. “I’ll be in touch.”

As I left his house, my mind was racing. Did I really just do that? But more importantly… When was he going to call me again?

I pulled out my phone to text Laura, my fingers trembling slightly. "I’m safe," I typed. "But you’re not going to believe what just happened."

As I hit send, I couldn’t help but smile. Maybe this was the start of something… interesting.

44 - FINDING MY DOMINANT SIDE

FM / Femdom / First Person / BDSM / Bondage / Teasing / Slapping / Spitting / Ruined Orgasm

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

I never thought I’d enjoy being in control. Not like this, anyway. But there I was, standing in the middle of a luxurious loft, my heart pounding with a mix of curiosity and excitement. The air smelled faintly of leather and money—two things that didn’t usually go together but somehow felt right here.

It started with a call from Sam. “Brandi,” he said, his voice low and serious, “got a new client for you. Wealthy guy. Likes to play.”

I rolled my eyes at first. Play? That could mean anything. But when I heard the price—one thousand dollars for two hours—I couldn’t say no. Fast cash was fast cash, and as much as I tried to tell myself it was just another job, something about the way Sam said it made me feel... intrigued.

The address led me to a high-rise in the financial district, all glass and steel. I smoothed down my tight red dress, adjusted the strap of my purse, and stepped into the elevator, my reflection staring back at me. Tan skin, long dark hair flowing over my shoulders, hazel eyes that always seemed to catch the light just right. I looked good. I knew I did. And tonight, I was going to use that.

The door opened to reveal Shane. He was tall, clean-cut, dressed in a crisp white shirt and tailored slacks that screamed money. His smile was polite, almost shy, which threw me off. Most clients either oozed confidence or desperation. This one? He seemed... nervous.

“You must be Brandi,” he said, stepping aside to let me in.

“That’s me,” I replied, flashing him my most charming smile.

Inside, the loft was minimalist but expensive, the kind of place that looked like it belonged in a magazine. My heels clicked against the polished concrete floor as I followed him into the living room. And then I saw it—the bedroom. Or, more accurately, the playroom.

My breath caught in my throat. Against one wall was a bondage table, its leather straps dangling like promises. On another, a collection of whips, paddles, and cuffs hung neatly on hooks. I hadn’t planned on a BDSM session. My stomach twisted, not out of fear but something else—something I hadn’t expected.

Shane noticed me staring. “I know it’s a lot,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I was hoping you’d be willing to... indulge me.”

I turned to him, my heart racing. “What exactly are we talking about here?”

He took a deep breath, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I want you to take control. Tie me up. Humiliate me. Make me feel... powerless.”

My eyebrows shot up. This wasn’t the usual script. Clients wanted to feel dominant, powerful, in charge. This was the complete opposite. I hesitated, my mind racing. Was I even capable of this? But then I remembered the thousand dollars sitting on the counter, already counted and tucked safely into my bag. Why not?

“Okay,” I said, nodding slowly. “Let’s do this.”

Shane exhaled sharply, relief washing over his face. He gestured toward the bedroom, and I followed, my pulse quickening with every step. Once inside, he began stripping without hesitation, his movements almost mechanical. Soon, he was completely naked, his body lean but toned, his cock already half-hard. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the heat building between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice steady now, confident.

I undressed slowly, letting my red dress fall to the floor, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen specifically for tonight. The lace hugged my curves perfectly, and I could see the effect it had on him—his cock twitched, growing harder under my gaze. I smirked, feeling a flicker of something new. Power.

Shane lay down on the bed, spreading his arms and legs wide. “Tie me up,” he instructed, his voice firm but tinged with anticipation.

I grabbed the cuffs from the wall, my fingers trembling slightly as I secured them around his wrists and ankles. The leather was soft but sturdy, and when I tightened the straps, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill shoot through me. He was completely at my mercy now.

Once he was fully restrained, I stood back, admiring my handiwork. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his cock standing stiff against his stomach. My mouth went dry as I realized how much I enjoyed seeing him like this—vulnerable, exposed, completely under my control.

“Feel good?” I asked, my voice dripping with mock sweetness.

He nodded, his eyes dark with desire. “Yes.”

I ran a finger along his inner thigh, watching as his muscles tensed under my touch. When I reached his cock, I wrapped my hand around it, giving him a slow, deliberate stroke. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily, but the restraints kept him in place.

“Not so fast,” I teased, tightening my grip slightly. “If you want to cum, you’ll have to earn it.”

He let out a shaky breath, his eyes pleading, but I ignored him, focusing instead on the rhythm of my hand. Up and down, squeezing just enough to make him squirm. It didn’t take long before he was fully hard, his cock throbbing in my palm.

“Please,” he begged, his voice breaking. “Let me cum.”

I smiled, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Begging won’t get you anywhere.”

Without warning, I brought my other hand across his cheek, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. His head snapped to the side, and for a moment, he looked stunned. Then, to my surprise, he moaned, his cock twitching in my hand.

“Again,” he gasped, his eyes wild.

I obliged, slapping him harder this time. His skin reddened under the force of my hand, and yet, he only grew more aroused, his cock dripping with precum. I spat in his face, watching as the saliva slid down his cheek. He shuddered, his entire body trembling with need.

I returned my attention to his cock, stroking him faster now, edging him closer and closer to orgasm. His breathing became ragged, his moans louder, more desperate. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, I stopped, releasing him completely.

“No!” he cried out, his hips thrusting uselessly into the air.

A tiny spurt of cum leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough—not even close. He writhed against the restraints, his frustration palpable. I laughed, the sound sharp and mocking.

“Pathetic,” I sneered, wiping my hand on the sheets.

After untying him, we both got dressed in silence. Shane looked dazed, his face still flushed, but there was a hint of satisfaction in his eyes.

“Will I see you again?” he asked, his voice hesitant.

I glanced at him, considering. Despite the unexpected nature of the night, I’d enjoyed myself more than I cared to admit.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “You will.”

45 - FACING SAM

MF / BDSM / First Person / Begging / Bondage / Whipping / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control By Brandi Moore:

The sun was high, the air heavy with the scent of summer heat and blooming flowers. I adjusted the strap of my purse on my shoulder, my sandals clicking softly against the pavement as I walked through the upscale shopping district.

My dark hair swayed with each step, catching the light like silk. I was supposed to be enjoying this—a rare moment of freedom, a break from the chaos Laura and I had been navigating since breaking away from Sam. But something nagged at me, a restless tension that wouldn’t loosen its grip.

I paused outside a boutique, pretending to window-shop while my hazel eyes flicked nervously to the reflection in the glass. That’s when I saw it—the sleek black SUV pulling up slowly behind me. My stomach dropped. I didn’t need to see the driver to know who it was. The gold trim on the wheels, the tinted windows, the unmistakable aura of power that radiated from the vehicle. Sam.

The engine purred, and the passenger window rolled down. His voice cut through the air, smooth as honey but laced with danger. “Brandi,” he said, his tone commanding yet almost playful. “Get in.”

I turned, meeting his piercing gaze through the open window. His lips curled into a smirk, one that sent a shiver down my spine—one I hated myself for feeling. “I’m busy,” I said, my voice steady despite the way my heart hammered in my chest.

“Busy?” He leaned closer, his forearm resting on the edge of the window. His suit jacket stretched over broad shoulders, and I could smell his cologne—spicy, warm, intoxicating. “You sure about that? Because I think you’ve got time for me.”

I shouldn’t. Every instinct screamed at me to walk away, to ignore him. But there was something magnetic about Sam, something that pulled at the darkest corners of my mind. I remembered the way his hands felt on my skin, the way his voice could make me unravel with just a few words. It wasn’t just fear that kept me standing there—it was curiosity. And maybe something worse.

“Sam,” I started, my voice softer now, “we both know this isn’t a good idea.”

His smirk widened. “Oh, I disagree. See, here’s the thing, Brandi. You and Laura… you’ve been bad girls. Starting your own little operation, trying to cut me out. But you forget—I know people. Important people. People who might take an interest in your… business. Unless, of course, you decide to play nice.”

My breath hitched. He was threatening me, plain and simple. But it wasn’t just his words that made my pulse race—it was the way his eyes raked over me, hungry and possessive. He knew exactly what buttons to push.

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around the strap of my bag. This is a mistake, I thought. But even as the warning echoed in my mind, I found myself stepping forward. The door clicked open before I reached for it, and I slid into the plush leather seat beside him, my skirt riding up slightly as I settled in.

The drive was silent, the tension between us thick enough to choke on. Sam’s hand rested on the steering wheel, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were enjoying every second of my discomfort. I stole glances at him, taking in the sharp angles of his jawline, the faint stubble that shadowed his face. He looked the same as he always did—polished, powerful, and impossible to resist.

When we arrived at his mansion, he didn’t speak. Instead, he grabbed my wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and led me inside. The house was immaculate, all marble floors and crystal chandeliers, but I barely noticed. My focus was on the door at the end of the hall—the one that led downstairs to his private BDSM dungeon.

He opened it without a word, and I followed, my heels clacking against the stone steps. The air grew cooler as we descended, the walls lined with red velvet and dim lighting casting long shadows. When we reached the bottom, Sam turned to me, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve been very, very bad, Brandi,” he said softly, his voice sending a thrill through me despite my better judgment. “Running off, starting your own little empire. Did you really think I’d let that slide?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “What are you going to do?”

Instead of answering, he stepped closer, his body pressing against mine. His hand cupped my chin, forcing me to look up at him. And then he kissed me—hard, demanding, leaving no room for hesitation. My lips parted instinctively, and I felt myself melting into him, the familiar taste of him flooding my senses.

His other hand slid down, slipping between my thighs, and I gasped against his mouth. God, I wasn’t wearing panties. His fingers brushed against me, teasing, coaxing me to react. And I did, my body betraying me as I arched toward him.

“Beg,” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I shook my head, my pride warring with the heat building inside me. “No,” I said, though it came out more like a whimper than defiance.

He laughed softly, his fingers circling me slowly, maddeningly. “You don’t want me to stop, do you? Admit it. Tell me what you want.”

I clenched my teeth, fighting the words even as they clawed at the back of my throat. But the longer he teased me, the harder it became to hold back. Finally, I broke. “Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Please, Sam. I need you.”

His smile was triumphant as he released me, only to grab my arm and guide me to a leather bench in the center of the room. He pushed me down, his hands rough but controlled, and fastened restraints around my wrists and ankles. The cool leather bit into my skin, and I squirmed, suddenly unsure.

“Before the pleasure comes punishment,” he said, his tone low and dangerous.

He stepped away, and I heard the sound of metal clinking as he selected a whip from the wall. My heart raced, anticipation and fear twisting together.

The first strike landed across my thighs, sharp and stinging. I cried out, but there was pleasure mingled with the pain. He struck me again, and again, each blow ratcheting up the tension until I was trembling, raw and exposed.

Then, just as quickly as it began, the punishment stopped. Sam moved behind me, his hands sliding over my body as if to soothe the sting. I felt him press against me, his hardness undeniable. He positioned himself, the tip of his cock brushing against me, and I moaned, unable to hold it back.

He thrust into me hard, filling me completely. My nails dug into the leather bench as he set a relentless pace, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. I could feel him losing control too, his grip tightening on my hips as he pounded into me.

When we came together, it was explosive, his release spilling inside me as I shuddered beneath him. For a moment, everything else faded away—the threats, the danger, the uncertainty. There was just the two of us, lost in the intensity of the moment.

Afterward, he untied me gently, his touch almost tender. In the shower, he washed my body with surprising care, his hands moving over my skin like he was memorizing every curve. It was confusing, the way he could shift from dominating to almost sweet, and it left my head spinning.

As we dressed, I tried to process everything. Was I still attracted to him? Or was I just falling back into old patterns? I didn’t have time to figure it out. Back in the living room, Sam poured two glasses of whiskey and handed one to me.

“Here’s the deal,” he said, his tone casual but with an undercurrent of menace. “You convince Laura and the others to come back to me. Work under my protection again. I’ll pay you better, treat you right. No more running, no more games.”

I stared at him, the glass cold in my hand. “And if I say no?”

His smile was slow, predatory. “Then you’ll find out just how serious I am about protecting my interests.”

I took a sip of the whiskey, the burn grounding me. “Sam,” I said, my voice firmer now, “we don’t need you anymore. We’re doing fine on our own.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by my defiance. “Is that so?”

“Yes,” I said, meeting his gaze. “I’m not interested in your offer.”

His expression darkened, and I felt a chill run down my spine. But he didn’t respond. I grabbed my purse and walked out the door. As I drove away into the dark night, I knew I could never let Sam back in. He hadn’t changed one bit.

46 - PAINTED PASSION

MF / BDSM / Messy / Sensation Play / Teasing / Light Touch / Bondage / Rope / PIV Sex

The studio smelled of oil paint and turpentine, a heady mix that made Tiana’s heart race as she stepped inside. The air was thick with creativity and something else—something she couldn’t quite place but felt in the pit of her stomach.

She’d been to countless photo shoots, but this was different. This was art. And Abe, the artist who’d hired her, was unlike anyone she’d ever worked with before.

He stood by the easel, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with fine dark hair. His paint-stained hands moved with a practiced grace as he squeezed a tube of crimson onto his palette. When he looked up, his eyes met hers, and Tiana felt a jolt of electricity. They were deep brown, almost black, and held a quiet intensity that made her breath catch.

“You must be Tiana,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like the first sip of a fine whiskey. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

She smiled, trying to keep her composure. “I hope I don’t disappoint.”

He chuckled, the sound warm and inviting. “Judging by your portfolio, I doubt that’s possible.” He gestured to the couch draped in white fabric. “Shall we begin?”

Tiana nodded, her heart pounding as she slipped off her robe. The cool air kissed her skin, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. She lay down on the couch, positioning herself as he’d instructed earlier. The soft fabric beneath her was a stark contrast to the hardness of the surface, and she tried to relax as Abe picked up his brush.

He stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body with an intensity that made her feel exposed in a way she’d never experienced before. “Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. Then he dipped the brush into the paint and brought it to her skin.

The first touch was light, almost tentative, the bristles gliding over her collarbone. Tiana held her breath, her body tensing slightly at the sensation. She was shocked by his boldness, but she was even more turned on.

“Relax,” Abe said softly, his voice a soothing balm. “This is about trust. Let go.”

She exhaled slowly, her muscles unwinding as she allowed herself to surrender to the moment. The brush moved lower, tracing the curve of her breast before circling her nipple. God, it was intimate in a way she hadn’t expected. The cool paint against her warm skin sent a thrill through her, and she felt a heat building low in her abdomen.

Abe’s gaze flicked up to hers, and she saw the hunger in his eyes. It matched her own. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Do you feel it too?”

She nodded, unable to form words as the brush dipped into her navel, the sensation both ticklish and electrifying.

He paused, setting the brush aside, and reached for something on the table. When he turned back, there was a devilish grin on his face. “Are you ready for something more?”

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

He stepped closer, his body hovering over hers. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the promise of what was to come. His hands, still slick with paint, slid up her thighs, leaving streaks of color in their wake. The brush was forgotten now, replaced by the artist’s touch.

Abe’s fingers found her nipples, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger until she gasped. “You’re a masterpiece,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “And I’m just getting started.”

He moved lower, his mouth replacing his hands as he kissed his way down her stomach. Tiana arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he nipped at her skin. The paint, now smeared between them, felt like a part of the experience, something raw and primal.

When he finally reached the apex of her thighs, she was trembling with anticipation. But instead of continuing, Abe pulled back, his eyes locking with hers. “Do you trust me?”

Her answer was immediate. “Yes.”

He smiled, then reached for a length of silk rope on the table. “Good,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Tiana’s heart raced as he tied her wrists behind her back, the knots snug but not painful. Abe guided her to the edge of the couch, positioning her on all fours. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also exhilarated. The anticipation was unbearable. Then she felt him behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his hands gripping her hips.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes.”

He pushed into her slowly, inch by torturous inch, until he was fully sheathed. Tiana moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move. His hands, still covered in paint, roamed her body, leaving streaks of color wherever they touched. The friction of his thrusts, the feel of his skin against hers, the smell of paint and sweat—it all combined into a symphony of sensation that pushed her closer to the edge.

“Fuck, you’re incredible,” Abe groaned, his pace quickening. “You’re my muse, Tiana. My masterpiece.”

She could feel herself spiraling, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body convulsed as she came, her cries echoing through the studio. Abe followed soon after, his own release painting her skin with a final stroke.

For a moment, they stayed like that, panting and entwined. Then Abe chuckled, his fingers tracing the patterns he’d created on her skin. “Looks like I’ll need to add a shower scene to my plans.”

Tiana laughed, her body still tingling with the aftermath of their encounter. “You’re insatiable.”

“When it comes to you? Absolutely.” He leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a soft kiss. “You’re inspiring, Tiana. I’d like you to model for me again.”

She smiled, a flush of pride and pleasure warming her cheeks. “I’d like that.”

As they made their way to the shower, Tiana couldn’t help but wonder where this would lead. But for now, she was content to let the paint—and the passion—wash away, knowing this was just the beginning.

47 - THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

FM / FFM / BDSM / First Person / Femdom / Threesome / Whipping / Teasing / Ball Gag / CBT / Blow Job / Hand Job / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

48 - DONTE’S ASSISTANCE

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Kissing / Spanking / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

I stood on the corner of the street, the cool evening breeze brushing against my naked thighs as I waited for my next client. With my long, dark hair cascading down my back and my hazel eyes scanning the street, I felt nervous, unsure of who was watching me.

My best friend, Laura, and I had escaped Sam’s grasp, starting our own escort service. We were off to a great start, making tons of money. And then, Danielle, a trusted member of our team, robbed us, leaving us broke and desperate. We’d been climbing our way back to the top, when we found out that Danielle was now working for Sam. After a dangerous confrontation with Sam and Danielle, we knew we needed help. And I knew just who to call.

His name was Donte, a handsome gangster with a charming smile and a dangerous reputation. Donte had picked me up from this very corner one night, offering me a ride in his sleek, black car. He was a man of few words, but his intense gaze and confident demeanor had left a lasting impression. Our steamy encounter led to an unexpected attraction. I felt an instant connection, a spark of desire amidst the danger he exuded.

As I reminisced about Donte, my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a car pulling up beside me. It was him. Donte stepped out, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark skin glistened under the streetlight, and his deep brown eyes held a mixture of desire and authority.

"Brandi, I've been looking for you," he said, his voice like velvet, sending shivers down my spine. “I haven’t heard much from you lately. Why haven’t you called me?”

“Things are bad,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “Danielle started working for Sam. Me and Laura tried to confront her, get our money back. And well… things didn’t go as planned.”

“Oh, Brandi, you should have called me right away,” Donte sighed, his eyes full of concern. “I can help, but I want something in return.”

I knew this was a risky move, but desperation clouded my judgment. "What do you want, Donte?" I asked, my voice steady despite my racing heart.

"Your submission," he replied, his eyes flickering with a mischievous glint. "And your friend's. Bring her to my place, and we'll discuss the details."

I took a deep breath, knowing this could be our only chance to get back on our feet. "Okay, Donte. I'll bring Laura with me."

Donte's lips curved into a satisfied smile. "Good. I'll be waiting."

As Laura and I arrived at Donte's mansion, we were both nervous and excited. The place was breathtaking, a sprawling estate with lush gardens and a grand entrance. Donte greeted us at the door, his presence commanding and alluring at the same time.

"Welcome, ladies," he said, his eyes lingering on our bodies, barely covered by our skimpy dresses. "Come inside, and we'll discuss our arrangement."

We followed him into a spacious bedroom, our high heels clicking against the marble floor. The room was dimly lit, with a large bed in the center and various BDSM equipment hanging on the walls. My heart raced as I realized what we had gotten ourselves into.

"Take off your clothes," Donte instructed, his voice firm yet sensual. "I want to see your beautiful bodies."

Without hesitation, Laura and I stripped, letting our dresses fall to the floor. We stood naked, our breasts heaving with anticipation. Donte's eyes roamed over us, taking in every curve and detail.

"You're both stunning," he whispered, stepping closer. "Now, kiss each other. Show me how much you want my help."

I turned to Laura, our eyes locking in understanding. We leaned in, our lips meeting in a passionate embrace. Her lips were soft and warm, and I could taste the sweetness of her desire. Our tongues danced, exploring each other as Donte watched, his eyes burning with intensity.

As our kiss deepened, Donte moved behind us, his strong hands gripping our hips. He bent us both over the bed, our naked bodies pressed against the silk sheets. I could feel Laura's breath on my neck, her soft moans mingling with mine.

"Such beautiful asses," Donte murmured, running his hands over our cheeks. "You both deserve a good spanking."

Before I could react, I felt the sting of his palm on my skin. The sharp smack echoed in the room, followed by a rush of pleasure and pain. Donte spanked me again, his hand leaving a warm imprint on my ass. I bit my lip, suppressing a moan, as I felt Laura's body tremble beside me.

"That's it, girls. Take it like the good little sluts you are," Donte growled, his voice thick with desire.

He alternated between us, delivering firm spanks that left our asses glowing red. The pain was exquisite, a sharp contrast to the pleasure building within us. I could feel my pussy throbbing, aching for release.

Just as I thought I couldn't take any more, Donte stopped, leaving us panting and desperate. He reached for a drawer and pulled out a vibrator, its sleek, pink surface glistening in the dim light.

"Now, let's see how much you can take," he said, his voice laced with amusement.

Donte positioned me on the bed, my legs spread wide, my pussy exposed and glistening with anticipation. He teased my clit with the vibrator, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, my hands gripping the sheets as I begged for more.

"Please, Donte, make me cum," I pleaded, my voice hoarse with desire.

Just as I was on the brink of orgasm, he pulled the vibrator away, denying me the release I craved. I whimpered, my body trembling with need.

"Not yet, Brandi," he said, his voice full of authority. "First, I want to take care of your friend."

Donte moved to Laura, who was watching us with wide eyes, her body glistening with sweat. He positioned the vibrator against her clit, and she let out a sharp gasp as the vibrations coursed through her. Her back arched, and her hands clutched at the sheets, mirroring my earlier desperation.

"Oh, yes, Donte," Laura moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "Please, don't stop."

But Donte did stop, just as I had experienced moments ago. He denied Laura the release she was begging for, leaving her panting and frustrated.

"You girls are so responsive," he said, a satisfied smile on his face. "Now, it's time for something bigger."

With that, he reached for a drawer and pulled out two massive dildos, much thicker than the vibrator. He held one in each hand, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Get on your knees, girls," he commanded. "It's time to show me how well you can take it."

I positioned myself on all fours, my ass in the air, ready to receive him. Donte coated the dildo with lube, his eyes never leaving my body. He teased my entrance, circling the tip around my hole, making me squirm with anticipation.

"Please, Donte," I begged, my voice breathless. "Fuck me. I need it."

With a swift thrust, he plunged the dildo inside me, filling me to the brim. I cried out, my body trembling as the thick toy stretched me in ways I'd never experienced before. Donte gripped my hips, holding me steady as he began to fuck me with long, deep strokes.

"That's it, Brandi," he grunted, his breath hot on my neck. "Take it all, you little slut."

I could feel my orgasm building, my pussy clenching around the dildo with each thrust. I looked over at Laura, who was taking the other dildo with equal enthusiasm. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open in a silent scream as she rode the waves of pleasure.

"Cum for me, girls," Donte urged, his voice hoarse with desire. "Let me see you lose control."

I couldn't hold back any longer. The combination of the dildo pounding my pussy and the sight of Laura's ecstasy pushed me over the edge. I came with a scream, my body shaking as my juices gushed onto the bed.

I opened my eyes to see Laura climaxing beside me, her body convulsing as she surrendered to her orgasm. Donte watched us, his eyes filled with satisfaction and desire.

After our intense session, Laura and I showered, washing away the sweat and remnants of our encounter. We dressed in silence, both of us processing the events that had just unfolded.

"He's something else, isn't he?" Laura said, breaking the silence as we drove back to the city in Donte's luxurious car.

"He is," I agreed, my mind replaying the sensations of his touch, the sting of his spanks, and the pleasure he'd given us. "But we have to be careful, Laura. We've trusted the wrong people before."

She nodded, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. "I know. But I think Donte is different. He has the power to help us, and I think he genuinely cares."

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. "I think you're right. He's a dangerous man, but there's something about him that makes me feel safe. And I can't deny the chemistry between us."

As we pulled up to our apartment building, Laura turned to me, her eyes full of determination. "We'll take it one step at a time, Brandi. We'll get our money back and rebuild our business. And who knows, maybe Donte will be a part of our future."

I smiled, feeling a surge of excitement and anticipation. “Maybe he will.”

The possibilities were endless, and as we stepped out of the car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope and excitement for what the future held. Donte had opened a door to a world of pleasure and submission, and I was eager to see where it would lead us.

49 - THE PATH TO SUCCESS

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Boss Employee / Age Gap / Older Woman / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Blow Job / Cunnilingus

Tom had always been driven. From the moment he graduated college with a degree in finance, he poured every ounce of energy into his new role as an investment banker. The hours were grueling, the expectations sky-high, but he thrived on the pressure. Or at least, he thought he did. That was until the day he was called into Kathleen Carter’s office.

Kathleen was everything Tom wasn’t. She was a woman in her forties, commanding and unapologetically dominant. Her presence alone could silence a room, and her reputation as the CEO of Carter Financial Solutions was second to none. When Tom stepped into her office, the air felt heavier, thicker. She sat behind her desk, her sharp gaze piercing through him as if she could see every insecurity he tried to bury.

“Close the door, Tom,” she said, her voice calm but firm. He obeyed, his heart pounding as he sat in the chair across from her. She leaned back, studying him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. “Your performance has been… lacking.”

Tom blinked, caught off guard. Lacking? He’d been working late every night, taking on extra assignments, and even mentoring some of the newer hires. “Respectfully, Ms. Carter, I’ve been putting in the effort. I’m not sure what—”

She raised a hand, cutting him off. “It takes more than effort, Tom. More than good looks and ambition. It takes discipline. Focus. And, frankly, I’m not convinced you have what it takes.”

Her words stung, but there was something else in her tone—a teasing edge that made his stomach twist.

Kathleen stood, circling the desk until she was standing beside him. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step deliberate. “But,” she continued, a sly smile playing on her lips, “I’m willing to give you a chance. A… unique opportunity.”

Tom’s throat went dry. “What kind of opportunity?”

She leaned down, her face inches from his. Her perfume was intoxicating, a mix of something floral and musky. “Submission,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Submit to me, and I’ll see to it that you get the promotion you’ve been working so hard for.”

His mind raced. Submission? It wasn’t a word he associated with success. But the way she said it—like it was a challenge, a test he couldn’t afford to fail—made something deep inside him stir.

Before he could respond, she straightened and gestured to her desk. “Stand up. Bend over.”

His body moved before his mind could process the command. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he bent over the polished wood. The cool surface pressed against his stomach, and he heard her open a drawer. The sound of something firm and flat being retrieved made his pulse quicken.

She positioned herself behind him, her presence radiating authority. “You’re going to learn discipline, Tom. Starting now.”

The first strike of the paddle against his ass was sharp, sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through him. He gasped, gripping the edge of the desk.

“Count them,” she ordered, her voice steady.

Each spank was precise, deliberate, and as the count climbed higher, Tom found his body responding in ways he couldn’t explain. The sting of the paddle was almost… exhilarating. By the time she reached ten, he was panting, his cheeks flushed, and his cock straining against the fabric of his slacks.

Kathleen set the paddle aside and walked around to face him. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she undid Tom’s belt and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing.

She raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at her lips. “It seems you’re enjoying this more than you expected.”

Kathleen pushed him into a chair and produced a set of restraints from her desk drawer. Before Tom could protest—not that he would—she secured his wrists to the arms of the chair. He was completely at her mercy, and the thought sent a shiver down his spine.

Her hand wrapped around his cock, her touch firm but teasing. She stroked him slowly, her other hand tracing the edge of his jaw. “You’re learning, Tom,” she murmured, her voice soft but laced with authority. “Learning to let go. To trust me.”

His hips bucked involuntarily, and she chuckled, her grip tightening just enough to make him groan. She leaned down, her lips brushing against the head of his cock. Her tongue flicked out, tasting him, before she took him into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—her warm, wet mouth, the way her tongue swirled around him, the occasional scrape of her teeth that made him gasp.

Tom’s head fell back, his breath coming in short, ragged bursts. “Ms. Carter,” he moaned, his voice trembling. “Please, I—I can’t—”

She pulled back, her lips glistening. “Can’t what, Tom?” she teased, her hand still working him slowly. “Can’t handle it? Or can’t stop yourself from cumming?”

“Both,” he admitted, his cheeks burning. She laughed, low and husky, and resumed her torturous rhythm. It didn’t take long before he was on the edge, his body taut with anticipation.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “Cum for me.”

His release was explosive, his hips jerking as he came in thick, hot spurts. Kathleen watched him with a satisfied smile, her hand milking him until he was spent. She untied the restraints, her touch surprisingly gentle as she helped him to his feet.

But she wasn’t done with him yet. She sat on the couch, her legs spread, her skirt hiked up to reveal her lace-clad pussy. “Lick me,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Tom hesitated for only a moment before sinking to his knees. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue tracing the outline of her clit through the fabric. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice thick with pleasure.

He pulled the fabric aside, his tongue finding her slick folds. She tasted sweet and salty, her arousal coating his tongue as he lapped at her. Her moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared her climax.

“Don’t stop,” Kathleen gasped, her nails scraping against his scalp. When she came, her juices flooded his mouth, her body trembling with the intensity of her release.

Kathleen stood up from the couch, looking down at Tom, her eyes burning with desire. She took his hand, helping him to his feet. Then, she pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss, tasting herself on his lips. “You did well, Tom,” she murmured, her voice warm with approval.

As he stood to leave, she gave him a pat on the back, her eyes gleaming with promise. “That promotion is yours,” she said, her tone leaving no room for doubt. “But remember—submission is just the beginning. You have a lot to learn.”

Tom nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. He walked out of her office, his body buzzing with a strange mix of exhilaration and apprehension. Kathleen’s words echoed in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder what lay ahead in this unexpected journey.

50 - LESBIAN FEMDOM PORN SHOOT

FFF / Lesbian / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Leather / Spanking / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

The smell of coffee beans and the low hum of conversation wrapped around us like a warm blanket as Laura and I sat in our favorite corner booth. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the highlights in her blonde hair as she stirred her espresso with that mischievous smirk of hers. She always looked like she knew something you didn’t, and frankly, she usually did.

I was mid-story about my trip to New York with Donte—his deep laugh, the way his hand felt warm and steady on the small of my back as we walked through the city at night, the way he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world when he looked at me. I couldn’t help but smile as I recounted it all, though I kept my voice low enough not to draw attention. Mob bosses weren’t exactly common coffee shop gossip, after all.

“So, what?” Laura interrupted, leaning forward, her blue eyes sparkling with curiosity. “You’re telling me you’re falling for a mob guy? Brandi Moore, the queen of keeping it casual, is getting butterflies?”

I rolled my eyes, laughing softly. “Don’t make it sound so dramatic. It’s just… different with him. He’s not like the others. He’s…” I trailed off, searching for the right word. “Protective.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “Protective, huh? Sounds like you’re already halfway to writing your wedding vows.”

Before I could fire back, my phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen: a number I didn’t recognize. Normally, I wouldn’t answer, but something told me to pick up. Maybe it was the lingering high from New York, or maybe just boredom. Either way, I slid my finger across the screen.

“Brandi Moore,” I said, keeping my tone professional.

The voice on the other end was deep, smooth, and businesslike. “Miss Moore, this is Malcolm Vega. I run a local production company specializing in, let’s say, adult entertainment. I heard about you, your friend Laura, and another associate of yours—Cheyenne, is it? I need three women for a shoot tomorrow. High-end stuff. You interested?”

I froze for half a second, then met Laura’s curious gaze. She tilted her head, waiting. Without breaking eye contact, I asked, “What kind of shoot?”

Malcolm chuckled lightly. “A lesbian femdom scene. Think leather, lace, and total control. Pays fifteen grand, split between the three of you. You’ll get the details if you agree.”

My heart skipped a beat. Fifteen thousand dollars? That wasn’t chump change, even for us. And yet… lesbian femdom? I’d done a lot of freaky things in my life, but I’d never done anything like that before. But then again, neither had Laura or Cheyenne. I covered the mic on my phone and quickly explained the offer to Laura.

She didn’t hesitate. “Fifteen grand? Hell yes. Tell him we’re in.”

I hesitated for just a moment longer, then nodded. “We’re in. Send the details.”

—

The next day, the three of us arrived at the studio—a sleek, industrial space with high ceilings and soft lighting. Cheyenne stood tall beside me, her caramel skin glowing under the fluorescents, while Laura strutted ahead like she owned the place. They were both stunning, each in their own way, and I couldn’t help but feel a little out of my depth.

Malcolm greeted us warmly, shaking our hands and introducing us to the crew. The set was already prepped: a plush black couch, a few props scattered around, and cameras positioned perfectly to capture every angle. My stomach fluttered nervously, but I pushed the feeling down. This was just another job. Just another performance.

The wardrobe assistant handed us our costumes. Laura and Cheyenne disappeared into the dressing room, emerging later in tight black leather outfits that hugged their curves like a second skin. Straps crisscrossed over their thighs, and their heels clicked sharply against the floor as they walked. They looked dangerous, powerful—like they could command anyone’s attention without uttering a single word.

And then there was me. A tiny lace bra and panties in a pale pink that barely covered anything. The contrast between us was deliberate, and it sent a shiver down my spine. Clearly, I would be playing the submissive. Laura caught my eye, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she approached.

“Ready to play, baby?” she purred, running a finger along my collarbone.

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

The director called action, and suddenly the room shifted. Laura’s playful demeanor vanished, replaced by a cold, commanding presence that made my breath hitch. She circled me slowly, her heels clicking a deliberate rhythm on the floor. Then, without warning, she snapped her fingers.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice low and firm.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached behind me to unclasp the bra. The cool air hit my skin, and I felt vulnerable in a way I hadn’t expected. My best friend’s gaze burned into me, hungry and calculating, as I stepped out of the panties and stood bare before her.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. “Now bend over the couch.”

I obeyed, arching my back as I leaned over the plush cushions. The leather squeaked faintly as Laura moved closer, and then—smack. Her hand came down hard on my ass, the sharp sting making me gasp. Cheyenne stepped into view, her grin feral as she delivered her own slap, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

Over and over, they struck me, each hit sending waves of pain and pleasure coursing through me. My skin prickled under their touch, and I bit my lip to stifle the moan rising in my throat. But it was pointless. When Laura produced a vibrator, pressing it against my throbbing clit, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Laura’s laugh was dark, delicious. “Not yet.”

She pulled the vibrator away just as I teetered on the edge, leaving me gasping and desperate. Cheyenne taunted me, her words dripping with cruel amusement as she spread her legs on the couch and commanded me to my knees.

I didn’t hesitate. My mouth found her slick heat, and I lost myself in the taste of her, the way she gripped my hair and ground against my tongue. Her moans filled the room, spurring me on until she came with a shuddering cry.

Then it was Laura’s turn. She straddled my face, her thighs squeezing my head as she rode me with abandon. The cameraman zoomed in, capturing every flick of my tongue, every drop of her arousal that spilled into my mouth. When she finally came, her juices flooded my senses, leaving me dizzy and craving more.

Cheyenne returned with a dildo, thrusting into me with relentless precision as Laura’s fingers circled my clit. The pressure built and built until I shattered, crying out as waves of pleasure washed over me.

When it was over, we collapsed into the dressing room, our robes clinging to our sweat-drenched skin. The director praised our performance, promising more work soon. As we counted out the cash—five grand each—Laura nudged me with a grin.

“Admit it,” she teased. “You loved every second.”

I laughed, my body still humming with satisfaction. “Maybe I did.”

The shoot had brought out a different side of Laura, one I’d rarely seen. I never thought I’d enjoy being dominated by my friends, but I had to admit it was fun. I really hoped that Malcolm would call us for another shoot.
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