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1 - A JOB AT THE ROCKFORD MANSION

MF / Wealthy / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Kissing / Nipple Play / Handjob / Blowjob / Masturbation / Dildo / PIV Sex

Lelani’s heart raced as she stepped into the grand foyer of Mr. Rockford’s mansion. The marble floors gleamed under the chandelier’s soft light, and the air smelled faintly of cedar and wealth. She smoothed her skirt nervously, her heels clicking against the floor as she approached the man standing at the base of the staircase. He was older, his silver hair perfectly styled, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers, and a slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

“Lelani,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “Welcome.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rockford,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

He stepped closer, his presence commanding yet oddly comforting. “Call me Gregory,” he said, his tone warm but laced with something else—something that made her stomach tighten. He extended a hand, and she took it, her breath catching as his fingers wrapped around hers. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“Let’s talk in the study,” he suggested, leading her down a hallway lined with artwork.

The room he brought her to was rich with mahogany and leather, the scent of aged books and fine whiskey lingering in the air. He gestured for her to sit in one of the plush chairs, and she did, crossing her legs nervously as he took the seat across from her.

“So, Lelani,” he began, leaning back slightly, his gaze never leaving hers. “Tell me about yourself. Why do you want this position?”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “I’ve always been detail-oriented, and I take pride in making spaces beautiful. I think I’d be a great fit for your home.”

He nodded, his eyes roaming over her face, lingering on her lips. “You’re very beautiful,” he said, his voice low. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down for a moment before meeting his gaze again. “Thank you,” she murmured, her heart pounding.

Gregory leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Lelani, I’m not just looking for a housekeeper. I’m looking for someone who can… satisfy my needs. Someone who understands that this job could be more than just cleaning and organizing.”

Her breath hitched, her mind racing. She should have been shocked, maybe even offended, but instead, a strange warmth spread through her body. There was something about his confidence, his authority, that made her feel both vulnerable and excited.

“I… I think I understand,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent shivers down her spine. “Good,” he said, standing and extending his hand again. “Let me show you the rest of the house.”

She took his hand, her pulse quickening as he led her up the grand staircase. They passed several doors before he stopped in front of one, opening it to reveal a lavish bedroom. The bed was massive, the sheets a deep, luxurious red. He stepped inside, pulling her with him, and closed the door behind them.

Her breath caught as he turned to face her, his eyes dark with desire. “Lelani,” he murmured, cupping her face in his hands. “Do you want this?”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes,” she whispered.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She responded instinctively, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back. His lips were firm yet gentle, his tongue slipping into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She moaned softly, her body melting against his.

Gregory’s hands moved down her body, sliding over her curves, exploring every inch of her. He gently pushed her blazer off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and soon, she was standing before him in just her bra and skirt. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her, and she felt a thrill of heat at the way he looked at her—like she was a feast, and he was starving.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, reaching out to unhook her bra. It fell away, and his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. Her hands tangled in his hair as she moaned, her body trembling with desire.

His hands moved to her skirt, sliding it down her hips until it pooled at her feet. He stepped back again, his eyes dark as he took in the sight of her in just her lace panties. “Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She hesitated for only a moment before hooking her fingers in the waistband and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, feeling exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely powerful under his gaze.

“Turn around,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as she felt him step closer.

His hands slid over her back, down to her ass, squeezing gently. “Perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

She felt his hands move to his belt, the sound of it unbuckling sending a fresh wave of heat through her. He stepped back, and she turned to see him sliding his pants down, revealing his thick, hard cock. Her eyes widened, her mouth watering at the sight of him.

“Touch me,” he ordered, his voice low and commanding.

She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his length, feeling the heat and hardness of him. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the bead of precum that had gathered there. He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she continued to stroke him.

“On your knees,” he said, and she dropped to the floor, her knees sinking into the plush carpet.

She looked up at him, her lips parting as he guided his cock to her mouth. She took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper, inch by inch, until he was hitting the back of her throat. She moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan as he gripped her hair, gently guiding her movements.

He pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

She obeyed, crawling onto the bed and lying on her back. He opened a drawer, pulling out a sleek, black dildo. “Use this,” he said, handing it to her.

She took it, her hands trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She looked up at him, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her. She slowly pushed it inside, her breath hitching as it filled her. She began to move it in and out, her moans filling the room as pleasure built within her.

Gregory watched her for a moment before climbing onto the bed behind her. He pulled the dildo out of her, tossing it aside. “On your hands and knees,” he said, and she quickly complied, her body trembling with anticipation.

She felt his hands on her hips, guiding her back onto his cock. He slid into her slowly, his thickness stretching her, filling her completely. She moaned, her head dropping as he began to move, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room.

Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built within her. She could feel him hitting that spot inside her, sending waves of ecstasy through her. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, until she was crying out, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came.

He groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he thrust into her one last time, his own release crashing over him. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms as they both caught their breath.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, his voice soft but still laced with dominance.

She nodded, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good,” he said, his eyes dark with promise. “Because this is just the beginning.”

2 - A RECIPE FOR DESIRE

MF / Wealthy / Boss Employee / Kissing / Fingering / PIV Sex

“I want you, Paula.” Lyle’s voice was low, gravelly, and filled with a hunger that sent shivers down her spine.

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as they stood in the dimly lit kitchen. The air was thick with tension, their breaths mingling as their bodies pressed together.

Paula’s heart raced. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his arousal evident. She had never expected this when she took the job as his private chef. But now, here they were, on the brink of something she couldn’t—didn’t want to—resist.

She leaned up on her toes, her lips brushing against his in a tentative kiss. It was soft at first, a mere whisper of contact, but then Lyle deepened it, his tongue sliding into her mouth, exploring, claiming. Paula moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she gave in to the desire coursing through her.

—

But let’s rewind. How did they get here?

Paula had always been passionate about food. It was her sanctuary, her art. When she heard about the private chef position at Lyle Worthington’s mansion, she knew she had to apply. The interview was unlike any she had ever experienced. Lyle was charming, handsome, and had a way of making her feel both nervous and exhilarated all at once.

She got the job, and from the very first meal she prepared, Lyle was enamored. He raved about her cooking, praising her creativity and skill. They began to spend more time together, talking about everything from food to life. Paula found herself drawn to him, not just for his looks, but for the vulnerability he sometimes showed. He was lonely, something she could see in the way his eyes would cloud over when he spoke about his life.

One night, Lyle requested a midnight snack. Paula obliged, whipping up something quick but delicious. When she brought it to him, he invited her to join him in the kitchen. They ate together, laughing, talking. Then, he opened up.

“Sometimes I feel like people only want me for my money,” he admitted, his voice heavy with emotion.

Paula reached out, placing a hand on his arm. “I’m not here for your money, Lyle,” she said softly. “I’m here because I want to be.”

That’s when it happened. Lyle looked at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and something else—something deeper. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and filled with longing.

—

Now, back in the kitchen, their kiss intensified. Lyle’s hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting a fire within her. He lifted her onto the counter, her legs wrapping around his waist as they continued to kiss, their bodies pressed tightly together.

“Paula, I need you,” Lyle murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She felt the same way. The attraction between them was undeniable, and in that moment, nothing else mattered.

Lyle led her to his bedroom, their hands never leaving each other. Once inside, they began to undress, their movements hurried yet filled with purpose. Paula’s breath hitched as she took in Lyle’s body. He was magnificent, his muscles taut and his skin smooth. He looked at her with equal appreciation, his eyes roaming over her curves.

They moved to the bed, their bodies coming together in a heated embrace. Lyle’s hands explored every inch of her, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her. She returned the favor, her fingers trailing over his chest, his abs, and finally, his cock. It was thick and hard, and when she wrapped her hand around it, Lyle groaned, his hips bucking into her touch.

Paula smiled, her confidence growing as she began to stroke him. She loved the way he responded to her, the way his body trembled under her touch. Lyle’s fingers found her pussy, his fingertips teasing her entrance before sliding inside. She gasped, her head falling back as he began to finger her, his movements slow and deliberate.

“You’re so wet,” Lyle whispered, his voice filled with awe.

Paula moaned, her hips rocking against his hand. She wanted him—needed him—inside her. Sensing her urgency, Lyle withdrew his fingers, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission.

“Please, Lyle,” Paula whispered, her voice trembling with need.

That was all he needed. He slid into her slowly, inch by inch, filling her completely. They both groaned at the sensation, their bodies melding together perfectly.

Paula’s hands clung to his back as he began to move, his thrusts deep and steady. She met him thrust for thrust, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. The pleasure was overwhelming, each movement sending sparks of ecstasy through her.

“You feel incredible,” Lyle growled, his voice strained with effort.

Paula couldn’t speak, her moans and gasps the only response she could manage. She could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm just out of reach.

Lyle shifted their positions, pulling out of her momentarily. He laid back on the bed, his cock standing at attention.

“Ride me,” he commanded, his voice firm yet filled with desire.

Paula didn’t hesitate. She straddled him, her pussy hovering over his cock. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, taking him inch by inch. Once he was fully sheathed inside her, she began to move, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm.

Lyle’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements. “Faster,” he urged, his voice strained.

Paula obeyed, her pace quickening. The sensation was incredible, his cock hitting all the right spots inside her. She leaned forward, her hands resting on his chest as she rode him harder, faster.

“Yes, just like that,” Lyle groaned, his hips thrusting up to meet her.

Paula could feel her orgasm approaching, the pressure building to an unbearable level. Her movements became more erratic as she chased her release, her moans filling the room.

Lyle’s grip on her hips tightened, his own orgasm close. “Paula, I’m going to cum,” he warned, his voice raw with need.

That was all it took. Paula’s orgasm exploded through her, her body convulsing with pleasure. She cried out, her pussy clenching around Lyle’s cock. He followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name.

They collapsed together, their bodies spent and sated. Lyle wrapped his arms around her, holding her close.

“Stay with me,” he whispered, his voice soft yet filled with conviction.

Paula smiled, her heart swelling with emotion. She nodded, her body curling into his.

“I’ll stay,” she murmured, her eyes closing as she drifted off to sleep, nestled in Lyle’s arms.

3 - A BILLIONAIRE’S POOLSIDE PASSIONS

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Outdoors / Shower Sex / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You’re so beautiful,” Evan murmured, his lips brushing against Clara’s ear as his fingers traced the curve of her hip beneath the water.

Heat rushed through her, and she arched into his touch, her breath hitching. How had this even happened? Just yesterday, she’d been serving him dinner at the restaurant, and now here she was, in his pool, his hands exploring her body like she was something precious, something he couldn’t resist.

—

It had started with a phone call—an unexpected one—that shattered the quiet of Clara’s day off. “Clara,” the voice on the other end had said, smooth and confident as if it belonged to someone who always got what they wanted. “It’s Evan. Evan Cline. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Her heart had skipped a beat. The billionaire. The one who’d flirted with her, complimented her, looked at her like he saw something no one else did.

—

And now, here she was, in his world. His mansion was a sprawling, modern masterpiece, all glass and steel, and his backyard was a private oasis. The pool glistened under the sun, and Evan looked every bit the god he seemed to be, his body sculpted and golden in nothing but swim trunks. Clara had tried to keep her composure, but every time he smiled at her, every time his eyes lingered on her bikini, she felt herself unraveling.

They’d been swimming for a while, laughing, flirting, the tension between them building like a storm. And then, as they floated in the middle of the pool, Evan had pulled her close, his hands firm on her waist. “You’re driving me crazy,” he’d said, his voice low and rough. And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, possessive, his lips claiming hers as if he’d been waiting for this moment since the first time he saw her. Clara’s body responded instantly, her arms wrapping around his neck as she pressed herself against him. The cool water lapped at their skin, but it did nothing to soothe the fire that was quickly consuming them both.

Evan’s hands roamed her body, tracing the lines of her bikini before slipping beneath the fabric. Clara gasped as his fingers found her clit, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Her hips rocked against his hand, seeking more, needing more.

Evan chuckled darkly, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his fingers sliding deeper, exploring her in a way that made her moan his name.

They stayed like that for what felt like forever, Evan’s touch driving Clara closer and closer to the edge. But just as she was about to tip over, he pulled his hand away, leaving her breathless and trembling. “Not here,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Let’s get out of the water.”

Evan helped her out of the pool, his hands warm and steady on her skin. He grabbed a towel and began to dry her off, his movements slow and deliberate as if he was trying to memorize every inch of her. The towel slid down her arms, her back, her legs, and when it reached her bikini bottoms, he paused, his eyes locking on hers. “May I?” he asked, his voice tinged with a hunger that made Clara’s knees weak.

She nodded, and Evan gently pulled the fabric down, his hands lingering on her hips as he tossed the towel aside. Clara’s breath caught as he knelt in front of her, his hands tracing the curves of her thighs before moving higher. His lips pressed against the inside of her thigh, and Clara’s hands gripped his shoulders as his tongue flicked against her clit.

Evan took his time, his mouth and hands working in perfect harmony as he brought her to the brink of ecstasy. Clara’s body shuddered as she came, her cries of pleasure echoing in the open air. Evan stood up, pulling her into his arms, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was both tender and possessive.

“Let’s go inside,” he murmured, and Clara nodded, her legs still trembling as he led her into the house.

The bathroom was luxurious, with marble floors and a massive shower that could easily fit two. Evan turned on the water, the steam quickly filling the room as he pulled Clara’s bikini top off. His hands roamed her bare skin, his touch both soothing and electrifying. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice low and reverent as he stepped into the shower, pulling her with him.

The water rained down on them, warm and soothing as Evan reached for a bar of soap. He lathered it up and began to wash Clara’s back, his hands moving in slow, deliberate circles. She leaned into his touch, her body responding to every stroke. But when his hands slid around to her front, teasing her nipples, she couldn’t hold back.

Clara turned to face him, her hands immediately going to the waistband of his swim trunks. She pushed them down, freeing his cock, and her breath caught at the sight of it—thick, hard, and dripping with desire. She wrapped her hand around him, stroking him slowly as his breath hitched.

Evan’s hands gripped her waist as she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around the tip of his cock. He groaned, his head falling back as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his knees weak. Clara’s hands gripped his hips as she sucked him, her mouth moving in a rhythm that had him trembling.

But Evan wasn’t content to let her have all the control. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her ass as he pressed her against the tiled wall. “I need to be inside you,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. Clara nodded, her body aching for him, and with one swift motion, he slid into her.

The sensation was overwhelming, the heat of his cock filling her in a way that made her gasp. Evan’s hands gripped her hips as he thrust into her, each movement deeper, harder, until Clara was crying out with pleasure. The water rained down on them, adding to the intensity as Evan’s rhythm grew more frantic.

Clara’s nails dug into his back as she came, her body shuddering around him. Evan groaned, his own release following as he filled her, his body collapsing against hers as the water continued to pour down.

As they caught their breath, Evan reached for a fluffy towel, wrapping it around Clara’s shoulders. “Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, his voice soft but playful.

Clara smiled, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure. “Yes,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She looked at him, her heart beating faster as she realized that this was only the beginning. Evan Cline had changed her life, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

4 - JADA’S SWEET INDULGENCE

MF / Wealthy / BBW / Kissing / Food Play / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Jada sat at a corner table in the small, dimly lit restaurant, her fork hovering over a plate piled high with creamy pasta and garlic bread. The aroma was intoxicating, and she couldn’t resist taking another bite, savoring the rich flavors as they melted on her tongue.

She’d promised herself tonight was about indulgence, about treating her curvy body to something decadent. Why not? she thought, popping a piece of bread into her mouth. She deserved it.

But as she ate, she caught a glimpse of movement from the corner of her eye. A man, tall and well-dressed, was sitting a few tables away, his gaze fixed on her.

Jada froze, a forkful of pasta halfway to her lips. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. He’s watching me eat, she realized, her stomach knotting with self-consciousness. She hesitated, tempted to put her fork down and retreat into her shell.

But then, to her surprise, the man stood up and began walking toward her. Her heart pounded as he approached, his confident stride commanding the room. He stopped at her table, a warm smile spreading across his handsome face.

“Hi,” he said, his voice smooth and deep. “I couldn’t help but notice you enjoying your meal. You have a way of making even eating look… captivating.”

Jada blinked, taken aback. “Um, thank you,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced down at her plate, suddenly hyper-aware of the remnants of her indulgence.

“I’m Max Powell,” he introduced himself, extending a hand. “And I have to be honest, I’m a bit of an admirer of women like you. Big, beautiful, and unapologetically themselves.”

Her eyes widened, her mind racing. Is this for real? she wondered, her cheeks burning even hotter. But there was something in his tone, something genuine, that made her heart flutter. “I’m Jada,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, his touch sending a shiver down her spine.

“Jada,” he repeated, as if savoring the sound of her name. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Would you like to join me for a drink? Or perhaps… something more?”

She hesitated, her nerves warring with the thrill of his attention. But the way he looked at her, with such admiration and desire, made her feel something she hadn’t in a long time: wanted. “Okay,” she said, nodding. “I’d like that.”

—

That evening, a sleek black car pulled up to her apartment, its tinted windows reflecting the city lights. Jada stepped into the backseat, her heart racing with anticipation. The driver didn’t say a word as they wound through the streets, finally arriving at a sprawling mansion nestled in the hills.

Max was waiting for her at the door, his smile as charming as ever. “Welcome, Jada,” he said, taking her hand and leading her inside.

The interior was lavish, all polished wood and soft lighting. They settled in the living room, where Max poured them both glasses of wine. As they talked, Jada found herself relaxing, the wine loosening her inhibitions. Max was attentive, his eyes never leaving hers as he listened to her stories and shared his own.

The chemistry between them was undeniable, and when he finally leaned in to kiss her, she didn’t hesitate. His lips were soft yet demanding, his hands cupping her face as he deepened the kiss. Jada’s breath hitched, her body responding eagerly to his touch. This is really happening, she thought, her heart pounding as he pulled her to her feet.

“Come with me,” he murmured, his voice low and husky.

He led her to the bedroom, where a plush king-sized bed awaited. On the bedside table was a plate of strawberries and a can of whipped cream.

Max picked up a strawberry, holding it to her lips. “Open,” he instructed, his eyes dark with desire.

Jada obeyed, her lips parting as he fed her the fruit. The sweetness exploded on her tongue, and she moaned softly, her arousal growing with every passing second.

He reached for the whipped cream, shaking the can before squirting a generous dollop onto her bare shoulder. Jada gasped as he leaned in, his tongue lapping up the cream, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Oh God, she thought, her eyes fluttering closed as he continued, moving to her collarbone, then lower.

Max’s hands were gentle yet confident as he undressed her, revealing her curvy figure. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t shy away, and Jada felt a surge of confidence as he admired her body.

“You’re stunning,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

He squirted more whipped cream onto her full breasts, the coolness making her gasp. Max’s mouth was on her in an instant, his lips and tongue working in tandem to clean the cream off her skin. Jada moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he teased her nipples, his teeth grazing the sensitive peaks.

“Spread your legs for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Jada obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself between her thighs.

He grabbed a strawberry, holding it up for her to see. “This is just for you,” he said, his eyes locked on hers.

Jada’s breath caught as he slowly slid the fruit into her wetness, her body instinctively clenching around it. “Taste,” he urged, pulling it out and holding it to her lips.

She opened her mouth, the tang of her own arousal mixing with the sweetness of the strawberry. It was intoxicating, and she moaned as Max’s mouth descended on her, his tongue exploring her folds.

His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her, his tongue flicking her clit with practiced precision. Jada writhed beneath him, her moans growing louder as the pleasure built. He’s so good at this, she thought, her hands clutching the sheets.

Max didn’t let up, his fingers joining his tongue as he worked her into a frenzy. Jada felt herself teetering on the edge, her body trembling with need. “Please,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “I need you.”

Max didn’t need to be asked twice. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, already hard and throbbing. He stroked himself as he continued to eat her out, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge. Jada’s climax hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she cried out his name.

But Max wasn’t done. He climbed on top of her, positioning himself between her thighs. He pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “You’re so perfect,” he murmured, before pushing inside her.

Jada gasped as he filled her, her body stretching to accommodate him. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly growing more urgent. Jada wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper. Every stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure through her, and she dug her nails into his back, desperate for release.

“God, you feel amazing,” Max groaned, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

He pulled out, flipping her onto her hands and knees. Jada moaned as he entered her again from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

The sound of skin on skin filled the room, mixed with Jada’s cries of pleasure. Max’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp sting only intensifying her arousal. She was close, so close, and when Max reached around to rub her clit, she lost it, her body convulsing with pleasure. Max climaxed soon after, spilling his seed inside of Jada with a groan.

As they lounged on the bed, Max pulled Jada closer. “I can’t get enough of you,” he whispered, still breathless. “I want you to be my girlfriend.”

Jada couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Max Powers wanted her to be his girlfriend? “Are you sure?” she asked. “I mean, this is so soon.”

“Of course I am, Jada,” Max replied, his fingers tracing a pattern on her sensitive skin. “I don’t want to let you get away.”

Jada gave Max a big kiss. “I’ll be your girlfriend” she said, her heart racing with excitement.

5 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Boss Employee / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Handjob / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

Shanna felt the heat rise to her cheeks as her boss, Ms. Hollis, loomed over her, her voice sharp and cutting. “Do you even know how to dress a mannequin? This is a high-end store, not a bargain bin!”

Shanna’s hands trembled as she tried to adjust the scarf on the mannequin, but it slipped from her fingers and pooled on the floor. Ms. Hollis scoffed, her disapproval radiating like a storm cloud.

Just as Shanna was about to stammer an apology, a deep, commanding voice interrupted. “Is there a problem here?” The man who spoke was tall, his broad shoulders clad in a perfectly tailored suit. His dark hair was streaked with silver, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto Ms. Hollis with an intensity that made her falter.

“M-Mr. Blackwell,” Ms. Hollis stammered, her tone instantly shifting from venomous to sycophantic. “I was just ensuring our standards are upheld.”

“By berating an employee on the sales floor?” Brock Blackwell’s voice was calm but carried an edge that made Ms. Hollis shrink. “I’ll handle this from here.”

Without waiting for a response, Ms. Hollis scurried away, leaving Shanna standing awkwardly in front of the mannequin.

Brock turned to Shanna, his expression softening. “You’re too beautiful to be working here,” he said, his voice low and smooth. Shanna’s breath hitched as his gaze swept over her, lingering on her lips. “Why don’t you let me take you somewhere more… fitting for someone like you?”

Shanna’s heart raced. She had heard of Brock Blackwell, the billionaire owner of the department store chain, but she never imagined she’d meet him, let alone have him speak to her like this. “I… I wouldn’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brock smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. “Say yes.”

—

That evening, Brock’s driver picked Shanna up from the store in a sleek black car that smelled of leather and luxury. The drive to Brock’s mansion was a blur of lights and anticipation. When they arrived, Shanna was awestruck by the grandeur of the place—a sprawling estate with towering gates and perfectly manicured gardens.

Brock greeted her at the door, his presence as commanding as ever. “Welcome,” he said, his voice warm. Shanna stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was a masterpiece of modern design, with floor-to-ceiling windows and art pieces that likely cost more than she’d ever earn in her lifetime.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Brock said as he led her into the living room.

“Y-you were?” Shanna asked, caught off guard.

A bottle of champagne was already chilled and waiting. He poured her a glass, the bubbles fizzing as he handed it to her. “You’re a rare find, Shanna. I’d like to make you an offer. Be my girlfriend. Let me take care of you.”

Shanna’s mind spun. This was the kind of offer she’d only ever heard about in movies or gossip magazines. She sipped the champagne, the crispness of it grounding her. “And what would that entail?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Everything,” Brock said simply, his hand brushing against hers. “All I ask is your loyalty… and your company.”

Shanna nodded, her decision made. “Yes.”

—

They finished their drinks, the tension between them building with each passing moment. Brock took her hand and led her upstairs to the master bedroom. The room was vast, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Let me see you,” he murmured, his hands sliding to the buttons of her blouse.

Shanna’s breath quickened as he undressed her, his movements slow and deliberate. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her skirt and lingerie, until she stood before him, completely exposed.

Brock’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. “Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration.

He unzipped his slacks, his erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. Shanna’s eyes widened as he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with precum.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Shanna obeyed, her hand wrapping around his shaft. It was warm and velvety in her grip, and she stroked him slowly, marveling at the way he shuddered under her touch.

Brock reached into a drawer and pulled out a set of silk scarves. He tied Shanna’s wrists to the bedposts, the material soft against her skin but unyielding. “Trust me,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He retrieved a vibrator from the same drawer, the sleek device humming to life as he pressed it against her clit. Shanna gasped, her back arching as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. “Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against the sensation.

Brock chuckled, low and dark. “Not yet.” He continued to tease her, alternating between the vibrator and his fingers, each touch driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last. When he finally replaced the vibrator with his tongue, Shanna thought she might explode. He licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her sensitive inner walls. She cried out his name, her thighs trembling as he brought her to the edge of orgasm and held her there, teetering on the brink.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice raw with need. “Please, Brock, I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one slow, deliberate thrust, he sank into her, stretching her completely. Shanna’s nails dug into her palms as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming.

Brock set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Shanna’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him.

Brock groaned, his own release hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he rode out his climax. When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her, a stark reminder of what they’d just shared.

He untied the scarves, his hands gentle as he freed her wrists. Shanna lay there, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. Brock kissed her softly, his lips lingering on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive yet tender.

Shanna nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. She had no doubts about her decision. Life with Brock Blackwell was going to be anything but ordinary.

6 - A RESTAURANT RESCUE

MF / Wealthy / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Sherry’s hands trembled as she balanced the tray of champagne flutes, her heart pounding in her chest. The restaurant was packed tonight, the air thick with the hum of conversation and the clinking of fine china. She had been on her feet for hours, her feet aching in her too-tight shoes, but she forced a smile as she approached the table. It was then that it happened—her heel caught on the edge of the rug, and the tray tilted precariously. Time seemed to slow as one of the flutes tipped over, splashing expensive champagne onto the pristine white tablecloth.

“Sherry!” Her manager’s voice cut through the room like a whip, and all eyes turned to her. His face was red, his nostrils flaring as he stormed over. “You clumsy oaf! Look what you’ve done! I should have known better than to trust a fat cow like you with something so delicate.”

Hot tears pricked at the corners of Sherry’s eyes as she stammered an apology, her cheeks burning with humiliation. She could feel the stares of the customers, their judgmental gazes burning into her skin. She wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never have to face anyone again.

But before her manager could continue his tirade, a deep, commanding voice cut through the tension. “That’s enough.”

Sherry turned to see Ross Mathers rising from his seat. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, his dark hair perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto her manager with a fierce intensity. “Apologize to her,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel.

Her manager blinked, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “Mr. Mathers, I-I didn’t realize—”

“Now,” Ross interrupted, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her manager stammered out an apology, his face pale as he quickly retreated to the kitchen. Sherry could hardly believe what was happening. She had heard of Ross Mathers, of course—the eccentric CEO of one of the biggest tech companies in the world—but she never imagined he would come to her defense.

Ross turned to her, his expression softening. “Are you okay, honey?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, still too stunned to speak. She couldn’t believe he even knew her name. “I’m fine,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you.”

Ross smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Good. And for the record, I think you’re stunning. I love a woman with curves.”

Sherry’s breath caught in her throat. Had he really just said that? She felt a warmth spread through her chest, a flicker of something she hadn’t felt in a long time—hope.

“What time do you get off work?” Ross asked, his gaze never leaving hers.

“In an hour,” she replied, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Perfect,” he said, flashing her a devilish grin. “I’ll wait for you.”

—

The limo ride was surreal. Sherry had never been in such a luxurious vehicle before, and the plush leather seats felt like a dream beneath her. Ross sat beside her, his hand resting casually on her thigh, sending shivers of anticipation through her body. She could feel the heat of his palm through the fabric of her skirt, and her heart raced as his fingers traced small circles on her skin.

“You’re even more beautiful up close,” Ross murmured, his voice low and intimate. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “I can’t wait to see what’s underneath that uniform.”

Sherry’s breath hitched, her body responding instantly to his words. She could feel the warmth pooling between her thighs, her core clenching with desire. She had never been with a man like Ross before, someone so confident, so commanding. It was intoxicating.

When they arrived at his mansion, Sherry could hardly believe her eyes. The place was enormous, with sprawling gardens and a grand entrance that looked like something out of a fairytale. Ross led her inside, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back as he guided her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom.

The room was breathtaking, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city below. The bed was massive, covered in soft, white liners that looked like they belonged in a five-star hotel. Ross turned to her, his eyes dark with desire as he began to undress her.

His hands were gentle but deliberate, his fingers skimming over her skin as he peeled away her uniform, revealing the curves she had always been self-conscious about. But Ross didn’t seem to care about her insecurities; he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice husky with need as he cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making them harden instantly.

He leaned in, capturing one in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak as Sherry gasped, her hands tangling in his hair. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of her, as if committing her to memory. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin as he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

Sherry’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Ross’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. He licked and teased her, his mouth driving her wild as she writhed beneath him, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Oh God, Ross,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need as he slid a finger inside her, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Her thighs trembled as she came, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her juices gushing onto his tongue.

Ross didn’t give her a moment to recover. He stood, shedding his clothes in a matter of seconds before he pushed her onto the bed, his body covering hers as he guided his cock to her entrance. Sherry gasped as he slid inside her, his thick length stretching her in the most delicious way.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Sherry wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he filled her completely. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and curve, as he moved inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Ross’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Sherry could feel the tension building inside her, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave as Ross’s movements became erratic, his breathing ragged.

“I’m close,” he groaned, his voice thick with need as he slammed into her one last time, his release filling her as Sherry cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her like a thunderstorm.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, their breathing heavy as they came down from their highs. Ross kissed her gently, his lips soft against hers as he brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Quit your job,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “Be my girlfriend. I’ll take care of you.”

Sherry’s heart raced, her mind spinning as she looked into his eyes. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”

Ross smiled, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in for another kiss. “Good. Because I’m not letting you go.”

7 - INTRIGUE AT THE SPA

MF / Wealthy / Massage / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Kelly’s fingers worked deftly over the taut muscles of Walter’s back, the warm oil smoothing her movements as she kneaded deep into his flesh. His skin was bronzed and firm beneath her palms, the kind of body that screamed wealth and discipline. She could feel the power coiled in his broad shoulders, the strength in his lower back as her hands glided down. Walter let out a low, appreciative groan, the sound vibrating through the quiet, dimly lit room. It was a sound that sent a shiver down her spine—deep, commanding, and laced with satisfaction.

“You’re good,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly. “Very good.”

Kelly kept her focus on her work, though her cheeks warmed slightly at the compliment. She’d been a massage therapist for years, but there was something about Walter Moore that felt… different. He wasn’t just another wealthy client. There was an intensity to him, a presence that filled the room even when he was silent. She could feel it now, a kind of magnetic energy that made her pulse quicken.

“Thank you, Mr. Moore,” she replied softly, her hands continuing their rhythm. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.”

“Walter,” he corrected lazily, his voice almost a purr. “Call me Walter.”

She nodded, though he couldn’t see her. “Walter,” she murmured, testing the name on her tongue. It felt personal, intimate somehow, and she wasn’t sure why that made her heart race.

Her boss’s words echoed in her mind—make sure he’s satisfied. She hadn’t thought much of it at the time, but now, with Walter lying so still yet radiating such power, she couldn’t help but wonder what he really wanted.

Her hands moved lower, tracing the curve of his lower back, and she felt his muscles tense slightly beneath her touch. It was subtle, but it was there—a reaction she hadn’t expected. She hesitated for just a moment before pressing her palms into the firm flesh of his glutes, her movements careful but deliberate. Walter let out another low groan, this one deeper, more drawn out. It was a sound that sent a flush of heat through her body, pooling low in her stomach.

“You’ve got a talent,” he said, his voice heavier now, more charged. “But I think you could take it further.”

Kelly’s hands stilled for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. “Further?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Walter shifted slightly, turning his head to look at her over his shoulder. His eyes were dark, intense, and filled with something that made her breath catch. “You know what I mean,” he said, his voice smooth but laced with command. “Don’t make me spell it out for you.”

Her stomach tightened, and she felt a sudden rush of heat between her legs. She’d heard stories, of course—about clients who wanted more than just a massage. But she’d never been in this position before, never had someone so openly expressive about it. And there was no mistaking what Walter meant.

She swallowed hard, her hands trembling slightly as they hovered over his body. She should say no, she knew that. But something about the way he looked at her, the way his voice wrapped around her like silk, made it impossible to resist. Slowly, she began to massage him again, her touch softer, more deliberate. She could feel the tension in his body, the way he seemed to be holding his breath, waiting. Her hands moved lower, brushing against the edge of the towel draped over him, and she heard his sharp intake of breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the words sending a jolt of electricity through her.

Her fingers slipped beneath the towel, her touch feather-light as she explored the curve of his ass. Walter let out a low growl, the sound almost feral, and she felt a thrill of power surge through her. She’d never done this before, never crossed this line, but the way he reacted—his body trembling beneath her hands—made her feel bold, daring. Her fingers brushed lower, tracing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs, and she felt him shift, his legs parting slightly to give her more access.

“God, you’re good,” he breathed, his voice thick with need. “But I think it’s time we… switch things up.”

Before she could respond, Walter rolled over onto his back, the towel falling away to reveal his fully erect cock. Kelly’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of him—thick, long, and veined, his arousal undeniable. Her mouth went dry, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs, her own body betraying her.

Walter’s eyes locked onto hers, his gaze intense, unyielding. “Touch me,” he commanded, his voice low and rough.

Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. He was hot and hard in her hand, the weight of him sending a jolt of excitement through her. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements tentative at first, but Walter let out a deep groan, his hips grinding into her touch, and she gained confidence. Her hand moved faster, her grip tightening as she worked him, her own arousal building with every sound he made.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hand reaching up to grab her wrist. “But I think you can do better.”

Before she could react, he tugged her closer, his other hand tangling in her hair as he guided her head down. Her heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as his hardness brushed against her lips. She hesitated for just a moment, but then his hand tightened in her hair, and she opened her mouth, taking him in.

The taste of him exploded on her tongue, salty and musky, and she moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock. Walter let out a harsh groan, his hips bucking slightly as she took him deeper, her lips wrapping tightly around him. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his need overwhelming, and she found herself craving more, her own body aching with desire.

Her tongue swirled around the tip of his cock, her hand working the base as she sucked him with increasing urgency. Walter’s breathing grew ragged, his fingers tightening in her hair as he groaned her name, the sound sending a rush of heat through her body. She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened with every pull of her mouth, and she knew he was close.

“Fuck, Kelly,” he growled, his voice rough and raw. “I need more.”

He pulled her up suddenly, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the table, her legs straddling him. Her heart raced as she looked down at him, his eyes dark with hunger, his cock pressed against her soaked panties. She could feel the heat of him through the fabric, the way he throbbed against her, and she shuddered with anticipation.

“Ride me,” he commanded, his voice low and insistent.

She hesitated for just a moment, but then her body took over, her hands fumbling with his cock as she positioned him at her entrance. She sank down onto him slowly, her breath hitching as he filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. Walter let out a deep groan, his hands gripping her hips tightly as she began to move, riding him with increasing urgency.

She could feel every inch of him inside her, his thickness hitting all the right spots as she rocked her hips, her own pleasure building with every thrust. Her fingers dug into his chest, her nails scraping against his skin as she moved faster, harder, lost in the sensation of him. Walter’s hands moved to her ass, squeezing roughly as he thrust up into her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Take what you want.”

She cried out as her orgasm hit her, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she clenched around him. Walter let out a harsh moan, his hips slamming into hers as he came, filling her with his release. She collapsed onto him, her body trembling with the aftershocks, their breathing ragged and uneven.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, the room filled with the sound of their heavy breathing. Then Walter reached up, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face, his touch surprisingly gentle.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

Kelly could only nod, her body still humming with the intensity of what had just happened. She knew she should feel guilty, ashamed, but all she could think about was how much she wanted him again.

Walter got up slowly, his hand reaching for the towel he’d discarded earlier. He wiped himself off before handing it to her, his eyes never leaving hers. “I think we’ll be seeing each other again,” he said, his voice smooth but laced with promise.

He reached into his robe pocket, pulling out a crisp business card and handing it to her. “Call me,” he instructed, his gaze intense. “Don’t make me wait.”

Kelly took the card, her fingers trembling slightly as she looked down at his name and number. She nodded, her heart racing as she watched him get up, his powerful body moving with ease as he slid his robe back on. He gave her one last, lingering look before he left the room, the door closing softly behind him.

She sat there for a moment, her body still humming with the memory of him, her mind racing with possibilities. Then she looked down at the business card in her hand, a small smile tugging at her lips. She couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

8 - AN ESCORT’S WEALTHY CUSTOMER

MF / Wealthy / Sex Work / Blowjob / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The sleek black car glided through the quiet streets, its windows tinted to shield Elise from prying eyes. She sat in the back seat, her heart pounding in her chest. The dress she wore clung to her curves—a deep red number that hugged her figure in all the right places. She had chosen it carefully after James's instructions: wear something sexy. The fabric was soft against her skin, but the anticipation made her feel as if it were prickling with electricity. She had never been to a client’s home before, let alone a mansion. The promise of luxury stirred something in her, a curiosity mingled with desire.

The car pulled up to a gated estate, and Elise’s breath caught in her throat. The mansion was massive, its modern architecture glowing softly under the moonlight. The driver opened her door, and she stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished stone walkway. The air was crisp, but her skin felt warm, her excitement building with every step toward the towering double doors.

James Clark was waiting for her in the foyer. He was tall, his broad shoulders accentuated by a tailored black suit. His dark hair was perfectly styled, and his piercing green eyes locked onto her the moment she entered. He’s even more handsome in person, Elise thought, her stomach fluttering.

James smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips that made her feel both exposed and desired. “Elise,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “You look stunning.”

She blushed, her cheeks heating under his gaze. “Thank you. Your home is… incredible.”

“Let me show you around,” he offered, extending his arm.

She took it, his warmth seeping through the fabric of his suit. They moved through the mansion, James pointing out the art on the walls, the intricate details of the architecture, the sweeping view of the city from the floor-to-ceiling windows. Everything was impossibly luxurious, and Elise couldn’t help but feel a little out of place. But James’s presence was reassuring, his hand resting gently on the small of her back as they walked.

When they reached the bedroom, James turned to her, his expression softening. He reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope, handing it to her. “Five thousand dollars,” he said. “For your time.”

Elise’s eyes widened. “That’s… more than my usual fee.”

“You’re worth every penny,” he replied, his voice steady.

She took the envelope, her hands trembling slightly. His generosity was overwhelming, but it was the look in his eyes that made her breath hitch—something deeper than desire, something almost tender.

He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her arm. “Do you trust me?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Elise swallowed, her heart racing. “Yes,” she breathed.

James smiled and began to undress her, his hands moving with deliberate care. He unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet, and his eyes traveled over her body as if memorizing every curve. His fingers traced the lace of her bra, and she shivered under his touch. He kissed her then, his lips soft but insistent, his tongue teasing hers until she was gasping for air. His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, her waist, her hips, until she was trembling with need.

He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the defined muscles of his chest, and Elise’s gaze dropped to his pants as he unbuckled his belt. He pushed them down, and her breath caught at the sight of his cock—thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. She reached for him instinctively, her fingers wrapping around his length, and he groaned, his head tipping back.

“Suck it,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Elise dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, and he moaned, his hands tangling in her hair. She could taste him, the salty sweetness of his pre-cum, and it only fueled her desire. She bobbed her head, taking him as far as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate his size. His groans grew louder, his grip tightening in her hair, and she reveled in the power she had over him.

But he didn’t let her finish. With a growl, he pulled her to her feet and kissed her hard, his hands gripping her ass as he lifted her onto the bed. He reached into a drawer beside the bed, pulling out a sleek black vibrator. “Spread your legs,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Elise obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation. He turned on the vibrator, the low hum filling the room, and pressed it against her clit. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He moved it in slow circles, his eyes locked on hers, and she moaned, her hips bucking against the sensation. He slid the vibrator inside her, the vibrations sending waves of ecstasy through her body. She writhed on the bed, her hands gripping the sheets, her cries growing louder with every passing second.

When he finally pulled the vibrator away, Elise was panting, her body on the edge of release. James climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He guided his cock to her entrance, pushing inside her with a slow, deliberate thrust. She moaned, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He began to move, his hips slamming into hers with increasing intensity, and she met each thrust, her body craving more.

Their rhythm grew frantic, their moans mingling as they moved together. James’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he fucked her harder, deeper, until she was screaming his name. Her orgasm hit her like a tsunami, her body convulsing around him, and he groaned, his own release following soon after. He collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her skin, their bodies still connected.

“Elise,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “You’re special. Stop working as an escort. Be my girlfriend.”

Elsie hesitated. “I-I just met you,” she stammered. She couldn’t believe that someone like James would want to date someone like her, but she knew she wanted more.

“I’ll take care of you,” James continued, his fingers tangling in Elsie’s hair. “You’ll have everything you need.”

Elsie’s heart raced with excitement. She couldn’t believe what was happening. “Yes. I’ll be your girlfriend,” she replied. With that, Elsie knew her life had changed forever.

9 - A CEO AT THE STRIP CLUB
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The strip club was buzzing with its usual late-night energy, neon lights casting a mesmerizing glow over the room. Donna moved across the stage with practiced ease, her body swaying to the thumping bass of the music. Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, the sequins on her red g-string catching the light with every move. She was used to the eyes on her, the hungry gazes of men who thought they could own her for the price of a few bills. But tonight, one pair of eyes felt different.

Roger Zunich sat in a corner booth, his tailored suit and confident posture making him stand out from the usual crowd. Donna recognized him immediately—the CEO of a major tech firm, his face plastered across magazines and business panels. She didn’t expect someone like him to walk into a place like this, but there he was, his piercing gaze locked on her.

When she finished her set and stepped off the stage, Roger motioned her over. Donna approached, her heels clicking against the floor, her smile effortlessly seductive. He didn’t say a word at first, just reached into his pocket and pulled out a crisp hundred-dollar bill. With a slow, deliberate movement, he tucked it into her g-string, his fingers grazing her hip ever so slightly.

“Join me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Donna tilted her head, her crimson lips curving into a teasing smile. “For a hundred dollars? You must think I’m cheap.”

Roger chuckled, the sound rich and warm. “Consider that a down payment.”

She slid into the booth beside him, her thigh brushing his as she settled in. He ordered drinks—shots of tequila that burned down her throat and made her skin hum with warmth. They talked, though Donna barely remembered what was said. All she could focus on was the way his eyes lingered on her, the way his hand rested on her knee, his thumb brushing the inside of her thigh.

“Give me a dance,” Roger finally said, his voice thick with desire.

Donna didn’t need to be asked twice. She stood, her hips swaying as she moved to the space in front of him. She straddled his lap, her legs bracketing his as she began to move. Her body undulated to the rhythm of the music, her hands trailing up her own curves before reaching out to touch him. She felt his growing hardness beneath her, and a thrill shot through her.

“You’re incredible,” Roger murmured, his hands gripping her waist as she ground against him.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” Donna purred, leaning in so her lips brushed his ear.

When the song ended, Roger’s hands didn’t leave her. “Come home with me,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Donna hesitated, glancing toward the bar where her manager was busy counting tips.

“Don’t worry about your job,” Roger added, pulling out a stack of cash—ten thousand dollars. “This should cover it.”

Donna’s breath hitched. She’d never been offered that much in one night. Without another thought, she nodded.

The limo ride to Roger’s mansion was a blur of heat and want. As soon as the door closed behind them, his lips crashed into hers, his hands roaming her body with a hunger that matched her own. His tongue explored her mouth as his fingers slid up her skirt, finding her already wet and ready for him.

“Fuck,” Donna moaned as his fingers entered her, curling just right to hit that sweet spot. She rocked against his hand, her breath coming in short, harsh gasps. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her nails digging into his shoulder.

Roger didn’t stop. He worked her tirelessly, his fingers moving in and out of her with precision as his thumb circled her clit. Donna’s back arched as pleasure surged through her, her body trembling as she came hard, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

By the time they arrived at the mansion, Donna was still catching her breath. Roger led her inside, his hand firm on the small of her back as they ascended the grand staircase. The bedroom was everything she expected—luxurious, spacious, and dominated by a massive bed.

“Strip for me,” Roger commanded, his voice soft but laced with authority.

Donna obeyed, moving with deliberate slowness. She turned her back to him, her hands trailing up her sides as she reached for the clasp of her bra. She let it fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, bending over slightly as she slid them down her legs. She turned to face him, her body bathed in the soft glow of the room’s ambient lighting.

Roger’s eyes darkened as he approached her, his hands sliding over her curves. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they peaked under his touch. Then he lowered his head, his mouth capturing one peak, then the other, sucking and nibbling until Donna’s knees weakened.

“Get on the bed,” he ordered, pulling away just long enough to retrieve something from a drawer. He held up a dildo, its size impressive but not intimidating. “Use this on yourself.”

Donna didn’t need to be told twice. She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs as she positioned the tip of the dildo at her entrance. She pushed it in slowly, her breath hitching as it filled her. She began to move it in and out, her eyes locked on Roger as he watched her, his hand working his own cock with a firm grip.

“Faster,” he urged, his voice rough with desire.

Donna obeyed, her hips rocking as she fucked herself with the dildo. The sensations built quickly, her body tightening as pleasure coiled within her. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her pussy clenching around the toy as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

Roger was on her in an instant, pulling her onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her slick entrance. With one smooth thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him as he drove into her with relentless force.

“Yes,” Donna moaned, her head dropping as pleasure consumed her. “Fuck me, Roger.”

He did, his pace unrelenting, his cock hitting that perfect spot with every thrust. Donna’s body rocked with the force of it, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge. When she came, it was with a scream, her body trembling as Roger continued to pound into her.

He followed soon after, his rhythm faltering as he buried himself deep inside her. Donna felt the warmth of his release filling her, a final wave of pleasure washing over her as he collapsed against her back, his breath hot against her neck.

They lay there for a moment, tangled together in the aftermath, before Roger rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow to look at her. His eyes were soft now, the intensity replaced by something she couldn’t quite place.

“Be my girlfriend,” he said, his voice steady but sincere. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll never have to work at the strip club again.”

Donna blinked, her mind racing. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly,” Roger replied, his lips curving into a small smile.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Okay.”

As she lay there, her body still humming with pleasure, Donna felt incredibly lucky. She couldn’t wait to tell the other girls at the strip club all about Roger. She knew they all would be jealous.

10 - A COFFEE SHOP SAVIOR

MF / Wealthy / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Fingering / PIV Sex

Lana wiped down the counter of her small coffee shop, The Daily Grind, for what felt like the hundredth time that day. The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, mingling with the faint scent of baked goods. It was her pride and joy, a cozy space filled with mismatched furniture, exposed brick walls, and twinkling fairy lights.

But no matter how much heart she poured into it, the numbers weren’t adding up. Rent was due, suppliers needed payment, and her savings were nearly drained. She sighed, running a hand through her dark, tousled hair. If something doesn’t change soon, I’ll have to close the doors for good.

The bell above the door jingled, pulling her from her thoughts. A man stepped inside, his tailored suit catching her eye immediately. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a confident stride. His dark hair was neatly styled, and his sharp jawline was framed by a faint shadow of stubble. Lana straightened, offering him her warmest smile.

“Welcome to The Daily Grind. What can I get started for you?” she asked, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest.

The man’s gaze swept the room, taking in the decor before settling on her. “I’ll take a black coffee,” he said, his voice smooth and deep. “And a moment of your time, if you don’t mind.”

Lana blinked, surprised by the request. “Sure,” she said, pouring his coffee. She slid the cup across the counter to him. “I’m Lana, by the way.”

“Jeff,” he replied, taking a sip of the coffee. His eyes closed briefly, a small smile tugging at his lips. “This is excellent. Better than anything I’ve had at those corporate chains.”

Lana felt a flicker of pride. “Thank you. I roast the beans myself.”

Jeff nodded, setting the cup down. “I noticed. You’ve got a real talent here. The atmosphere, the coffee—it’s authentic. It’s rare to find something like this these days.”

Lana’s smile faltered, her worries bubbling to the surface. “Thanks, but… times are tough. I’m not sure how much longer I can keep this place going.”

Jeff’s expression shifted, his gaze intent. “That’s a shame. I’d hate to see a place like this disappear.” He paused, studying her. “What if I told you I could help?”

Lana’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

“I’m a businessman,” Jeff explained. “I believe in investing in potential. And I think your shop has a lot of it. I’d like to offer you a loan.”

Lana’s eyes widened. “A loan? Just like that?”

Jeff nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips. “Just like that. But… there’s a condition.”

Lana’s stomach twisted, a mix of hope and apprehension swirling inside her. “What kind of condition?”

Jeff leaned in slightly, his voice lowering. “Why don’t we discuss the details tonight? Come to my place. We can work out the terms.”

Lana hesitated, her mind racing. She needed the money desperately, but something about the way he looked at her sent a shiver down her spine. What’s the harm in hearing him out? she thought. “Okay,” she agreed. “Where do you live?”

Jeff pulled out a business card, scribbling an address on the back before handing it to her. “I’ll see you at eight.”

—

That evening, Lana stood outside Jeff’s mansion, her heart pounding in her chest. The house was enormous, with towering columns and perfectly manicured lawns. She smoothed her dress nervously before ringing the doorbell. Jeff opened the door, his smile warm but with a hint of something darker in his eyes.

“Right on time,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “Come in.”

The interior was just as impressive as the exterior, with marble floors and a grand staircase. Jeff led her into a lavish living room, gesturing for her to sit on the plush couch.

“So,” Lana began, trying to steady her voice. “About the loan…”

Jeff sat across from her, his gaze unwavering. “Before we get into the details, I want to make something clear. This isn’t just a business transaction for me. I’m attracted to you, Lana. And I think we could help each other in more ways than one.”

Lana’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening. “What do you mean?”

Jeff leaned forward, his voice low and steady. “I’ll give you the money you need to save your shop. But in return, I want you. Tonight.”

Lana’s mind raced, her body betraying her with a flush of heat. This is insane, she thought. But the desperation clawing at her chest made her nod slowly. “Okay.”

Jeff’s smile widened, and he stood, holding out his hand. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Lana’s heart pounded as she took his hand, letting him lead her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed and floor-to-ceiling windows. Jeff turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Take off your clothes,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

Lana’s hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, slowly pulling it over her head. She stood before him in just her lingerie, her breath shallow. Jeff’s gaze raked over her, his approval evident.

“All of it,” he said.

Lana complied, unhooking her bra and sliding her panties down her legs. She stood naked before him, her skin tingling under his intense scrutiny. Jeff stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her arm, sending shivers through her.

“You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured before stepping back. “Now, let me show you what you’ve agreed to.”

Jeff began to undress, his movements deliberate. His shirt came off first, revealing a chiseled chest and defined abs. Next, he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his hard cock springing free. Lana’s eyes widened at the sight; he was huge, thick and veined, already fully erect.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice thick with desire.

Lana dropped to her knees without hesitation, her mouth watering as she took in the sight of him. Jeff stepped closer, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, sliding him inside, her tongue swirling around the head. Jeff groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as he began to thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he growled, his grip tightening. “Take it all.”

Lana obeyed, her throat relaxing as he pushed deeper, her lips stretched wide around his girth. She gagged slightly, but Jeff didn’t slow, his thrusts becoming more forceful. Her eyes watered, but she didn’t pull away, her hands gripping his thighs for support.

“Good girl,” Jeff praised, his voice rough. “Now, get on the bed.”

Lana scrambled onto the bed, her body trembling with anticipation. Jeff climbed on top of her, his lips closing around one of her taut nipples. He sucked hard, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud, drawing a moan from her lips. His other hand found her other breast, kneading it as he continued to tease her.

Lana’s back arched, her hips bucking as pleasure shot through her. Jeff’s mouth moved to her other nipple, giving it the same attention. Lana moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as his fingers trailed down her stomach to her wet pussy.

“So wet already,” Jeff murmured, his fingers sliding through her folds.

He circled her clit, applying just enough pressure to make her cry out. Lana’s thighs trembled, her body on the edge. Jeff shifted, his mouth replacing his fingers as he began to eat her out with fervor. His tongue lapped at her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Lana’s hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. “Jeff,” she gasped, her voice shaky. “I’m going to cum!”

Jeff’s only response was to suck harder on her clit, his fingers plunging inside her. Lana’s orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she cried out his name. Jeff continued to lick her through her climax, drawing out every last bit of pleasure.

When she finally came down, Jeff climbed up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. Lana’s legs wrapped around his waist, her eyes locking with his.

“Ride me,” he commanded, flipping them over so she was on top.

Lana positioned herself over his cock, sinking down onto him with a moan. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. She began to move, her hips rolling as she took him deeper with each thrust.

Jeff’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements. “Just like that,” he groaned, his eyes dark with lust. “Fuck me, Lana.”

Lana’s pace quickened, her body craving more. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her pussy clenching around Jeff’s cock. She could feel her orgasm building again, her moans growing louder.

“Jeff, I’m close,” she panted, her movements becoming erratic.

“Cum for me,” he growled, thrusting up into her. “Cum on my cock.”

Lana’s orgasm crashed over her, her body tightening as she screamed his name. Jeff followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. Lana collapsed on top of him, their bodies slick with sweat as they caught their breath.

Jeff’s hand stroked her back, his voice soft. “You’re incredible, Lana.”

Lana lifted her head, a small smile on her lips. “So are you, Jeff.”

Jeff pulled Lana closer. “I have another offer,” he whispered in her ear. “Forget the loan. Be my girlfriend, and I’ll give you the money.”

Lana couldn’t believe what she was hearing. And yet, she wanted more. She knew she couldn’t give Jeff up. Not yet. “Okay, I’ll do it,” she replied, her heart racing.

Jeff gave Lana a kiss. “You won’t regret it, babe,” he said, his eyes full of desire.

—

Six months later, The Daily Grind was a bustling business. Thanks to the new renovations and a clever marketing promotion, sales were through the roof. And it was all because of Jeff. Not only had he given Lana the money to improve her business, he’d used his incredible business skills and powerful connections to make the Daily Grind more profitable than ever before.

And Lana had never been more happy. Her whirlwind romance with Jeff was incredible. He took her to fancy restaurants and amazing vacations, showing her the finer things in life. They’d fallen madly in love.

One day, as Lana and Jeff were closing the coffee shop, Jeff dropped down on one knee. “I have something to ask you,” he murmured, pulling a small velvet box from his pocket. “Will you marry me?”

Lana’s heart pounded in her chest. “Y-yes. I will,” she stammered with tears in her eyes.

11 - TENNIS AND TABOO DESIRES
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The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.

12 - HER FIRST NIGHT IN HOLLYWOOD
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Brianna adjusted the strap of her little black dress, the shimmering fabric clinging to her curves as she stepped into the upscale nightclub. The bass of the music thrummed through her chest, and the air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and ambition. This was Los Angeles, after all. Everyone here was chasing something—or someone. She was no different. Fresh off the plane, her acting dreams tucked neatly into her suitcase, Brianna was ready to make her mark. Or at the very least, enjoy her first night in the city.

She ordered a drink at the bar, a sleek glass of something fruity and sparkling, and scanned the room. The crowd was a mix of Hollywood hopefuls and established elites, their laughter and chatter blending seamlessly with the music. It wasn’t long before she felt the weight of someone’s gaze on her. She turned her head, and there he was.

Ken. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a suit that looked like it cost more than her rent back home. His dark hair was perfectly styled, and his smile was all confidence. He approached her smoothly, his hand outstretched as though they were old friends.

“Hi, I’m Ken,” he said, his voice deep and warm. “And you are…?”

“Brianna,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, and his eyes never left hers.

“Brianna,” he repeated, as though tasting the name. “Beautiful name for a beautiful woman. Can I buy you a drink?”

She raised her nearly full glass, a playful smirk on her lips. “I’m already ahead of you.”

Ken chuckled, leaning in slightly. “A woman who knows what she wants. I like that.”

Before she could respond, another man appeared beside Ken. His resemblance to Ken was uncanny—same dark hair, same sharp jawline—but his energy was different. Where Ken was smooth, this man was… dangerous. His eyes swept over Brianna with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

“Karl,” he introduced himself, nodding in her direction. “Little brother.”

“Older and wiser,” Ken corrected, clapping Karl on the shoulder.

Brianna smiled, feeling a thrill of excitement. Two brothers? This was already more interesting than she’d anticipated.

“Mind if we join you?” Ken asked, motioning toward a secluded booth in the corner.

She hesitated for a moment, weighing her options. But the way they looked at her—like she was the only woman in the room—was impossible to resist. “Sure,” she said, following them.

The booth was plush and private, the kind of spot that screamed exclusivity. Ken slid in first, followed by Brianna, and then Karl. The brothers ordered a bottle of champagne, something French and ridiculously expensive, and the moment the cork popped, Brianna felt herself relaxing into the evening.

Ken was charming, leaning close to whisper compliments that made her blush. Karl was more reserved, but when he spoke, his words were laced with a quiet confidence that sent shivers down her spine. They both touched her under the table—Ken’s hand resting on her thigh, Karl’s fingers brushing against her arm—and she didn’t stop them.

It was Ken who eventually broke the unspoken tension. “You should come home with us,” he said, his voice low and intimate.

Brianna raised an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “With both of you?”

“With both of us,” Karl confirmed, his gaze steady.

She felt a flutter of excitement in her stomach. This wasn’t just a flirting game anymore. They were serious. And Brianna? She was intrigued.

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

They left the club together, Ken’s arm wrapped possessively around her waist as they walked to his car. It was a sleek black sedan, the kind of vehicle that roared to life with a purr. Brianna slid into the backseat, Karl beside her, and Ken behind the wheel.

The drive was a blur of city lights and quiet conversation. They arrived at a luxury hotel, the kind with a doorman who greeted them by name. The elevator ride was tense, the air between them electric. When the doors opened to their suite, Brianna couldn’t help but gasp.

The room was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the city, and the decor was modern and opulent. Karl went straight to the minibar, pouring her a drink and handing it to her with a smile.

Ken didn’t waste any time. The moment she took the glass, he stepped into her space, his hands cradling her face as he kissed her. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, demanding, and Brianna melted into it.

Her drink forgotten, she wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back with a fiery passion.

Ken broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her body.

Brianna relaxed, letting him guide her toward the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the bed massive and inviting.

Karl entered the room then, leaning against the doorframe as he watched them. Brianna felt a rush of heat at the sight of him, his quiet intensity making her heart race.

Ken stepped back, his hands going to his belt. “Let’s not waste any more time,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Brianna watched as they undressed, her breath catching at the sight of them. They were both gorgeous, their bodies sculpted and perfect.

Ken took her hand, pulling her toward the bed. She went willingly, her mind buzzing with anticipation. When he kissed her again, it was with a desperation that matched her own. She reached for him, her hands exploring his chest, his arms, his back. And then Karl was there, his hands on her shoulders, his lips on her neck.

It was overwhelming, the way they touched her, the way they wanted her. Ken guided her to her knees, his cock hard and ready. She didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth with a moan. He was thick, and she worked to take as much of him as she could, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked.

Karl watched, his hand stroking his own cock as he stood nearby. Brianna could feel his eyes on her, and it only fueled her desire. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length as she continued to pleasure Ken.

When Ken finally pulled away, she was breathless and wet with need. He positioned her on the bed, her hands and knees sinking into the plush mattress. He entered her from behind, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way. Brianna cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he started to move.

And then Karl was in front of her, his cock pressing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Ken thrust into her. The sensation was intense, the feel of both brothers on either end of her driving her wild. She moaned around Karl’s cock, her body trembling with pleasure as Ken rocked into her.

Ken came first, his release filling her mouth. She swallowed, unable to tear herself away from the intoxicating mix of sensations. Moments later, Karl followed, his cum spilling into her pussy as he groaned her name.

The three of them collapsed onto the bed, spent and satisfied. Brianna lay between them, her heart still pounding. She couldn’t believe what had just happened—what they had just done.

“We should do this again,” Ken said, his voice lazy and content.

Karl nodded in agreement, his hand brushing against her arm. “Are you in?”

Brianna smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “I’m in.”

They showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and evidence of their night. When they dropped her off at her apartment, it was with the promise of seeing each other again.

As Brianna lay in bed that night, she couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. She had come to Los Angeles to chase her dreams, but tonight felt like the start of something even bigger. Something wild and unpredictable.

And she couldn’t wait to see where it would take her.

13 - THE MAID AND THE MILLIONAIRE

MF / Cheating / Age Gap / Wealthy / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

“You’re so wet for me,” Thomas growled, his voice thick with desire.

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

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

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.

14 - CAUGHT MASTURBATING BY HER BOSS

FF / BDSM / Celebrity / 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.

15 - SLEEPING WITH HER HUSBAND’S BOSS

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Monica's heels clicked sharply against the polished marble floor of the office lobby, each step echoing her simmering anger. She could still hear Mike’s voice in her head, the way he’d tried to justify his infidelity just last night. “It didn’t mean anything, Monica. It was just a mistake.” A mistake. Like spilling coffee on a report, not sneaking off with some intern after hours.

Her jaw tightened as she strode toward the elevator, her dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She’d dressed deliberately this morning—black, fitted, and just enough to catch Byron’s attention.

The elevator chimed softly as the doors slid open, and Monica stepped inside, her reflection staring back at her. Her body looked good. Dangerous. And she intended to use it. When the doors opened on the executive floor, she took a deep breath, her eyes locking onto Byron’s office. Mike’s boss. The man who made his life miserable. Perfect.

Byron was pacing near the window, phone in hand, when she walked in. He glanced up, his sharp features momentarily softening in surprise. “Monica,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “What brings you here?”

“I was in the neighborhood,” she lied, leaning against the doorframe with a practiced ease. “Thought I’d stop by and say hi.”

Byron’s eyes flicked over her, lingering just a moment too long on the slit in her dress. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve into something slow and knowing. “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

He chuckled, setting his phone down and stepping closer. “Flattery will get you everywhere. Does Mike know you’re here?”

“Mike and I… aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make it sound like a secret. She watched his eyes light up with interest. “He’s been… distracted.”

“Distracted,” Byron repeated, his tone laced with amusement. “That’s one way to put it. He’s been distracted here too. Late to meetings, sloppy work. I’ve had to pull him aside more than once.”

Monica’s smile widened. Good. “Sounds like he needs a wake-up call.”

Byron stepped even closer, his cologne wrapping around her like a promise. “And you’re here to give him one?”

She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Something like that.”

There was a beat of silence, heavy with unspoken words, and then the sound of footsteps interrupted them. Mike stood in the doorway, his face a mix of confusion and anger. “Monica? What the hell are you doing here?”

She turned to him, her expression cool. “Just catching up with your boss.”

Mike’s eyes darted between her and Byron, his jaw tightening. “We need to talk. Now.”

Monica rolled her eyes but followed him out into the hallway, her heels clicking in sharp protest. The moment they were out of earshot, Mike spun on her. “What the fuck, Monica? Are you trying to embarrass me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Is this about your reputation? Because I seem to remember you didn’t care much about mine when you were fucking that intern.”

His face paled. “That’s not—I told you, it was a mistake.”

“A mistake,” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous. “Funny how you only seem to care about mistakes when they’re yours.”

Mike stared at her, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Finally, he ran a hand through his hair and muttered, “I don’t have time for this.”

“Of course you don’t,” she said sweetly. “You’re probably late for your next meeting. Wouldn’t want to keep Byron waiting.”

She walked away, leaving him standing there, his fists clenched at his sides. Good. Let him stew in it.

—

That night, Monica was halfway through a glass of wine when her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen. Byron. Her stomach fluttered, a mix of anticipation and nerves. She hesitated for a moment, then answered.

“Monica,” Byron’s voice was warm, almost intimate. “I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier.”

She bit her lip, her mind racing. “Depends. What kind of conversation are we talking about?”

He chuckled softly. “The kind that doesn’t involve Mike.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I’m listening.”

“Why don’t you come over? My place. I’ll send you the address.”

She hesitated again, her thoughts drifting to Mike. But then she remembered the way he’d looked at her earlier—like she was the one who’d done something wrong. Screw him.

“Send it,” she said, her voice firm.

—

Byron’s house was everything she’d expected—massive, opulent, and dripping with wealth.

He met her at the door, a glass of wine in hand. “You look even more beautiful in the moonlight,” he said, his eyes dark and intent.

She took the glass, her fingers brushing his. “You’re full of compliments tonight.”

“Only when they’re deserved.”

They moved to the living room, the air thick with tension. Byron sat beside her, his thigh pressing against hers. “So,” he said casually, “tell me more about this ‘distraction’ of yours.”

She took a sip of wine, her gaze steady. “Mike and I are done. He made his choice, and now I’m making mine.”

Byron’s lips curved into a smile. “And what choice is that?”

She set her glass down and turned to face him fully. “What do you think?”

Their eyes locked, and then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was soft at first, then possessive. Monica melted into it, her hands sliding up his chest. He pulled her closer, his tongue teasing hers, and she moaned softly.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

She pulled back just enough to look at him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hall. His bedroom was as lavish as the rest of the house, the bed enormous and inviting. Byron turned her to face him, his fingers trailing down her spine as he unzipped her dress. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra and panties.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her. “You’re perfect.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body as he unhooked her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him as he took one into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Byron’s fingers hooked into her panties, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

“For you,” she whispered, her breath hitching as he slid a finger inside her.

He kissed her deeply, his finger moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “I want to taste you.”

Monica’s knees nearly gave out as he lowered himself to the floor, his tongue replacing his finger. She gripped the edge of the bed, her moans growing louder as he licked and sucked, pushing her closer to the edge. When she finally came, her legs trembling, he stood and kissed her again, his cock pressing against her stomach.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice shaky but determined.

She pushed him onto the bed, tugging at his belt until his pants were off. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned down to take him into her mouth. Byron groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with her tongue.

“Fuck, Monica,” he breathed. “You’re amazing.”

She climbed on top of him, guiding his cock into her. They both moaned as she sank down, her hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. Byron’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers. “You feel so fucking good.”

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “Make me scream.”

He flipped them over, his thrusts deep and relentless. Monica clawed at his back, her cries filling the room as he pounded into her. He reached down, his fingers finding her clit, and she came with a shout, her body trembling. Byron followed, his release hot and urgent inside her.

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before Byron rolled onto his side and pulled her close. “That was… incredible.”

Monica smiled, her eyes drifting shut. Mike’s boss. She’d done it. She’d gotten her revenge.

16 - HAILEY’S OFFICE REVENGE

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."

17 - 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.

18 - PEARL’S GARDEN OF DELIGHTS

FF / Outdoors / Kissing / Scissoring / Cunnilingus

The bell above the door chimed softly, and Sadie glanced up from the leather boots she was restocking. A woman stepped into the store, her presence instantly commanding the room. She was tall, her silhouette sharp and elegant, dressed in a tailored black dress that hugged her curves like it was made just for her. Her heels clicked against the polished floor with a rhythm that felt deliberate, almost theatrical. This woman didn’t just walk into a room—she owned it.

“Welcome,” Sadie said, her voice bright but tentative. She straightened, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Can I help you find something today?”

The woman’s gaze swept across the store before settling on Sadie. Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. “I hope so,” she said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet. “I’m looking for something… special. Something that will turn heads.”

Sadie felt a flush creep up her neck. Was she flirting? “We just got in a new collection of designer heels. Let me show you.”

The woman followed her to the display, her eyes lingering on Sadie longer than necessary. As Sadie knelt to retrieve a sleek pair of black stilettos, she could feel the woman’s gaze on her, tracing her every move. “I’m Pearl, by the way,” the woman said, extending a hand. Her nails were painted a deep crimson, perfectly manicured.

“Sadie,” she replied, shaking Pearl’s hand. Her grip was firm, confident, and she held on a moment longer than was usual. There was something intentional about it, something that made Sadie’s stomach flutter.

Pearl tried on several pairs, her long legs stretching out as she admired each one in the mirror. But it was the black stilettos she finally settled on. “These are perfect,” she said, her eyes meeting Sadie’s in the reflection. “You have excellent taste.”

Sadie smiled, though her heart was racing. Was it her imagination, or was Pearl’s tone dripping with innuendo? “I’ll ring these up for you.”

As Pearl handed over her credit card, she leaned in slightly, her perfume—a heady mix of jasmine and sandalwood—washing over Sadie. “You know,” Pearl said, her voice dropping to a near whisper, “you’re very easy to talk to. I’d love to continue this conversation sometime.” She slipped a business card into Sadie’s hand, her fingers brushing against Sadie’s palm in a way that sent a shiver down her spine. “Call me.”

Sadie watched her leave, the card clutched in her hand. It was simple but elegant, just like its owner. Pearl was printed in sleek, silver letters, followed by a phone number. She turned it over, half-expecting some kind of instruction or clue. But there was nothing—just the name and number, waiting for her to make the next move.

—

That evening, Sadie sat on her couch, the card in front of her. She’d been turning it over in her hands for what felt like hours. Should she call? What if it was all in her head? What if Pearl was just being friendly? But the way Pearl had looked at her, the way she’d touched her hand… There had been something there. Something undeniable.

Before she could overthink it, she picked up her phone and dialed the number. It rang twice before Pearl’s smooth voice answered. “Hello, Sadie. I was hoping you’d call.”

Sadie’s breath caught. “Hi. I, uh… I didn’t expect you to answer.”

Pearl chuckled, a low, warm sound. “I’m full of surprises. Tell me, do you have plans tonight?”

“No, not really.”

“Good. Let me send a car for you. There’s something I’d like to show you.”

An hour later, a sleek black car pulled up in front of Sadie’s building. The driver, a man in a crisp suit, stepped out to open the door for her. “Miss Sadie?” he asked, his tone polite but impersonal.

“Yes,” she said, sliding into the backseat.

The interior was luxurious, the leather cool against her skin. The driver didn’t speak as they drove, the silence only adding to the surrealness of the situation.

When they arrived at Pearl’s mansion, Sadie’s jaw nearly dropped. The house was enormous, a sprawling estate surrounded by manicured gardens.

The driver parked and opened her door, gesturing toward the front entrance. “Miss Pearl is expecting you.”

Sadie walked up the steps, her heels clicking against the stone. Before she could even knock, the door swung open, and there stood Pearl, looking even more stunning than she had in the store. She was wearing a silk robe that hugged her figure, the deep red fabric a stark contrast to her pale skin. “Sadie,” she said, her smile widening. “I’m so glad you came.”

Pearl led her inside, the interior of the house just as impressive as the exterior. They settled in the living room, where a bottle of wine was already waiting.

Pearl poured them each a glass, her movements graceful and deliberate. “So, tell me about yourself,” Pearl said, leaning back in her chair, her eyes never leaving Sadie’s.

They talked for what felt like hours, the wine slowly loosening Sadie’s inhibitions. Pearl was captivating, her stories filled with wealth and adventure, her confidence intoxicating. But it was the way she looked at Sadie, like she was the only person in the room, that made Sadie’s heart race.

Eventually, Pearl stood, extending a hand. “Come with me. I want to show you something.”

Sadie took her hand, letting Pearl lead her outside. The garden was breathtaking, filled with vibrant flowers and lush greenery. The air was warm, the scent of jasmine mingling with the night breeze. They walked along the path, Pearl’s hand still in hers, until they reached a large, padded lounge chair.

“Here,” Pearl said, gesturing for Sadie to sit.

Sadie joined Pearl, their bodies close, the warmth of Pearl’s skin radiating against Sadie’s. For a moment, they just sat there, the silence between them charged with something unspoken.

Then Pearl turned to her, her eyes dark with desire. “Sadie,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “May I kiss you?”

Sadie’s heart skipped a beat. She nodded, her breath catching as Pearl leaned in, her lips brushing against hers in a slow, tentative kiss. It deepened quickly, Pearl’s tongue slipping into her mouth as her hands cupped Sadie’s face. Sadie melted into her, the world around them fading away.

Pearl’s hands began to wander, tracing the curves of Sadie’s body through her dress. “You’re so beautiful,” Pearl murmured against her lips.

Sadie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of Pearl’s robe, eager to feel her skin against hers. Pearl shrugged it off, revealing a lace bra and matching panties that left little to the imagination. Sadie’s breath hitched as Pearl reached for the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down and letting it fall to the ground.

Pearl’s hands were everywhere, exploring every inch of Sadie’s body, her touch sending shivers of pleasure through her. Sadie moaned softly, her fingers tangling in Pearl’s hair as she kissed her neck, her collarbone, her breasts.

Pearl’s body pressed against hers, their bare skin touching, their pussies rubbing together. Pearl began to grind against her, the friction building with each movement.

“Do you feel that?” Pearl whispered, her voice husky with desire. “You’re so wet for me.”

Sadie gasped, her hips moving against Pearl’s, the pleasure building inside her. “Pearl,” she moaned, her nails digging into Pearl’s back.

They came together, their bodies trembling, their breaths mingling as they looked into each other’s eyes.

Pearl smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Sadie’s face. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice filled with awe.

Pearl slid down between Sadie’s legs, her tongue flicking against Sadie’s clit, teasing her until Sadie was writhing beneath her. Pearl’s fingers joined her tongue, sliding inside her, curling just right. Sadie cried out, her body arching as she came again, her fingers gripping the edge of the lounge chair.

When she finally came down, Pearl climbed back up, pulling her into her arms. They lay there, their bodies entwined, the stars above them twinkling in the night sky.

“Sadie,” Pearl said softly, her lips brushing against her ear. “Be mine. Let me take care of you. Let me give you the world.”

Sadie looked at her, her heart swelling with a mix of emotions. Pearl’s offer was tempting, so tempting. But was she ready to leave her old life behind? To embrace this new world Pearl was offering? She took a deep breath, her eyes locking with Pearl’s. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions inside her. “I’ll be yours.”

19 - 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.

20 - 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.

21 - 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.

22 - A SECRET HEIRESS

FF / Outdoors / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden hue over the sprawling fields of the homestead. Henrietta wiped the sweat from her brow, her hands roughened from days of toil. The gloves she’d bought in the city were no match for the unforgiving labor of the land. She leaned against the wooden fence, staring out at the rows of vegetables she’d planted. It was a far cry from the glittering soirées and champagne towers of her old life in New York City. This was supposed to be liberating, she thought. But most days, it just felt lonely.

Clara’s voice broke through her thoughts, warm and melodic. “Need a hand with those weeds?” She approached, her sundress swaying gently in the breeze, a basket of freshly picked herbs in her arm. Clara had this way of making everything seem effortless, from tending the garden to building fences. Henrietta envied that—how seamlessly Clara fit into this world.

“I think I’ve got it,” Henrietta replied, forcing a smile. “But thanks.”

Clara set the basket down and hopped over the fence with the agility of someone who’d done it a thousand times. “You’ve been working all morning. Take a break. Sit with me.” She patted the grass beside her, and Henrietta hesitated before joining her, tucking her knees to her chest.

The silence between them was comfortable, but Henrietta’s mind raced. She’d been avoiding Clara since the incident—since Clara had found those documents tucked away in the bottom drawer of her desk. The ones that revealed the truth: Henrietta wasn’t just a city girl looking for a fresh start. She was an heiress, worth more money than most people could fathom.

“Henrietta,” Clara said softly, her tone making Henrietta’s stomach flip. “We need to talk.”

“I know,” Henrietta whispered, her throat tight. She turned to face Clara, whose eyes were filled with understanding, not judgment. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I just… I wanted to be someone else here. Someone real.”

Clara reached out, her fingers brushing against Henrietta’s hand. “You are real. The money, the name—that’s not who you are. I see you, Henrietta. The woman who works harder than anyone else on this homestead, even when she doesn’t have to. The woman who’s kind and stubborn and—“

“Scared,” Henrietta interrupted, her voice trembling. “I’m scared of losing this. Of losing you.”

Clara’s hand stilled, and for a moment, Henrietta thought she’d said too much. But then Clara leaned in, her breath warm against Henrietta’s cheek. “You’re not going to lose me.”

And then, without warning, Clara’s lips met hers. It was soft at first, tentative, as if testing the waters. Henrietta’s heart hammered in her chest, and she froze, unsure of what to do. But the warmth of Clara’s mouth, the way her fingers curled around Henrietta’s wrist—it was intoxicating. Henrietta kissed her back, her hands finding Clara’s face, pulling her closer.

Clara broke the kiss, her eyes dark with desire. “Come with me,” she murmured, standing and offering her hand.

Without a word, Henrietta took it, letting Clara lead her through the fields and into the woods. The trees closed in around them, the air thick with the scent of pine and earth. Clara’s grip on her hand was firm, and Henrietta’s pulse quickened with every step.

They stopped in a small clearing, sunlight filtering through the canopy above. A fallen log served as a makeshift bench, and Clara guided Henrietta to it, her hands trembling slightly. They sat facing each other, their knees touching.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” Clara admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Do you feel it too?”

Henrietta nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” she said, her voice cracking. “I didn’t think—I didn’t know…”

Clara silenced her with another kiss, this one deeper, more urgent. Her hands slid up Henrietta’s shirt, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her stomach. Henrietta gasped, her back arching as Clara’s touch sent shivers through her body. Clara’s lips trailed down her neck, and Henrietta’s hands found Clara’s hair, tugging gently.

Clara’s fingers explored further, her thumb grazing Henrietta’s nipple through the thin fabric of her bra.

Henrietta moaned, the sound echoing in the quiet woods. “Clara,” she breathed, her voice filled with need.

Clara pulled back just enough to look into Henrietta’s eyes. “Is this okay?” she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

“More than okay,” Henrietta replied, pulling Clara closer, their lips meeting again.

Clara’s hands moved with purpose now, undoing the button of Henrietta’s pants and sliding them down her hips. Henrietta’s breath hitched as Clara’s fingers traced the edge of her underwear, teasing her.

Clara knelt in front of Henrietta, her eyes never leaving hers as she pulled Henrietta’s underwear aside. Her tongue was warm and soft against Henrietta’s most sensitive spot, and Henrietta let out a moan that she didn’t recognize as her own. Clara’s hands gripped her thighs, steadying her as she explored every inch of her.

“Clara, I—oh God,” Henrietta gasped, her hands tangling in Clara’s hair.

Clara hummed against her, the vibration sending shockwaves through Henrietta’s body. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation, to the woman who had given her a home in more ways than one.

When Clara finally stopped, Henrietta was breathless, her body still trembling. Clara stood, her sundress slipping from her shoulders and pooling at her feet. Henrietta’s eyes traveled over her, taking in the curves she’d only imagined until now. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Clara’s skin as she pulled her closer.

“I can’t wait to taste you,” Henrietta whispered, dropping to her knees.

Clara put her foot on the log, giving Henrietta access to her wetness. Henrietta grabbed Clara’s hips, pulling her closer as she began to lick Clara’s sensitive clit. Clara was so delicious, and Henrietta couldn’t get enough of her juices.

Clara’s eyes rolled back as Henrietta’s tongue explored deeper, each stroke eliciting another sigh of pleasure. Finally, Clara climaxed, her fingers gripping Henrietta’s hair.

“That was… amazing,” Clara murmured, still breathless with pleasure.

“Thank you for loving me for who I am,” Henrietta said, giving Clara a kiss. She was glad she’d taken the chance, moving to this homestead. It had been lonely at first, but meeting Clara had made it all worth it.

23 - 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.

24 - A DREAM VACATION
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Bridgette stared at her phone, her thumb hovering over the ad that had popped up during her lunch break. Win a luxurious tropical vacation for two! it read in bold, glittering letters. She scoffed. Another scam, she thought, but something about the promise of white sand beaches and crystal-clear water made her pause. It was free to enter, after all. What did she have to lose? She tapped the link, filled out the form, and forgot about it the moment she hit submit.

A week later, Bridgette’s inbox lit up with an email that made her drop her coffee cup. Congratulations! You’ve won the ultimate tropical getaway! She read it three times, her heart pounding in her chest.

This couldn’t be real. But when she clicked the attached itinerary, complete with a first-class flight and a stay at a private villa, she felt a rush of excitement she hadn’t felt in years. This is happening, she thought.

She spent the next week in a whirlwind of preparation. She bought a bikini—something she never would’ve dared wear before—in a deep crimson that made her feel like a goddess. The day of the flight arrived, and Bridgette found herself standing in the airport, her suitcase packed with sunscreen and sheer cover-ups. The flight was a dream, and as the plane descended onto the island, she pressed her face to the window, marveling at the endless stretch of turquoise water below.

A sleek black limo was waiting for her at the airport, the driver holding a sign with her name on it. This is insane, she thought as she slid into the plush leather seats. The drive was short but breathtaking, winding through lush greenery before stopping in front of a sprawling mansion. Bridgette stepped out, her sandals crunching against the gravel driveway as she took in the sight of the oceanfront estate. It was like something out of a movie.

The front door opened before she could knock, and she was greeted by a woman with a warm smile and enviable curves. “Bridgette, welcome! I’m Samantha,” she said, her voice smooth as honey.

Behind her stood three others—another woman and two men, all impossibly attractive. Who are these people? Bridgette wondered, her stomach fluttering with a mix of nerves and curiosity.

“Come in, make yourself at home,” Samantha said, leading her inside.

The interior was just as stunning as the exterior, with high ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased the ocean. Bridgette felt like she’d stepped into a different world.

“Let me introduce everyone,” Samantha said, gesturing to the group. “This is Maxine, Tom, and Wayne. And you, Bridgette, are our guest of honor.”

Bridgette blinked, her confusion growing. “Guest of honor? I don’t understand.”

Samantha’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “This is a private island, a place where we come to…play. And tonight, you’re the star of the show.”

Bridgette’s heart skipped a beat as the words sank in. She should have felt alarmed, but instead, a thrill of excitement coursed through her. She had always been the cautious one, the one who followed the rules. But something about this place—about these people—made her want to throw caution to the wind.

Before she could respond, Samantha stepped closer, her hand brushing against Bridgette’s arm. Her touch was electric, sending a shiver down Bridgette’s spine. “Are you ready?” Samantha asked, her voice a low purr.

Bridgette hesitated, but only for a moment. “Yes,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Samantha’s smile turned wicked as she leaned in, her lips capturing Bridgette’s in a kiss that was both gentle and demanding. Bridgette’s breath hitched, her hands instinctively reaching for Samantha’s waist as their mouths moved together. The world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the heat of their connection.

Samantha’s fingers deftly unbuttoned Bridgette’s blouse, her touch sending sparks across Bridgette’s skin. Bridgette’s hands trembled as she returned the favor, tugging at Samantha’s dress until it pooled at their feet. The air between them was charged with anticipation, every touch and kiss stoking the fire that was building inside Bridgette.

When they finally broke apart, Bridgette’s cheeks were flushed, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. She glanced around, her eyes widening as she realized the others were watching, their gazes hungry. Maxine was already stripping off her clothes, her hands moving with practiced ease, while Tom and Wayne stood nearby, their eyes locked on Bridgette.

Samantha took Bridgette’s hand, guiding her to the couch. “Make yourself comfortable,” she murmured, her voice dripping with promise.

Bridgette obeyed, her heart racing as she lay back against the soft cushions. Samantha followed her, her body hovering over Bridgette’s as their lips met again.

The sound of fabric rustling filled the room as the others undressed, their movements slow and deliberate. Bridgette’s eyes darted to Maxine, who was now completely naked, her body a vision of curves and confidence. Tom and Wayne stood nearby, their cocks already hard and glistening with anticipation.

Samantha’s fingers trailed down Bridgette’s body, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When they reached the apex of her thighs, Bridgette gasped, her hips arching off the couch as Samantha’s fingers found their way inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, her body responding with a fervor that left her breathless.

“Maxine,” Samantha called, her voice firm. “Come here.”

Maxine didn’t need to be told twice. She knelt between Bridgette’s legs, her eyes locking with Bridgette’s as she licked her lips.

Samantha withdrew her fingers, holding them up for Maxine to see. “Taste her,” Samantha commanded.

Maxine obeyed without hesitation, her tongue flicking out to lick the juices from Samantha’s fingers. Her eyes fluttered shut as she savored the taste, a low moan escaping her lips. “She’s delicious,” Maxine murmured before diving between Bridgette’s legs.

Bridgette’s back arched as Maxine’s tongue found her clit, the sensation sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. She moaned, her hands tangling in Maxine’s hair as the woman worked her with expert precision. Samantha’s mouth found Bridgette’s nipple, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin as her tongue swirled around the peak.

Bridgette’s climax hit her like a tidal wave, her body shuddering as pleasure consumed her. She cried out, her fingers tightening in Maxine’s hair as the woman continued to lap at her, drawing out every last drop of her release.

When Maxine finally pulled away, Bridgette was left panting, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She could hear the sound of flesh on flesh, her eyes wandering to where Tom and Wayne stood, stroking their cocks as they watched her.

Tom stepped forward, his cock rock-hard and glistening with pre-cum. “My turn,” he growled, climbing onto the couch and positioning himself between Bridgette’s legs.

Bridgette’s breath hitched as she felt the tip of his cock press against her entrance. He slid into her in one smooth motion, his girth stretching her in the most delicious way. She moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to thrust, each movement sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Samantha and Maxine hovered nearby, their hands and mouths exploring every inch of Bridgette’s skin as Tom fucked her with relentless intensity. She felt like she was being consumed, her senses overwhelmed by the pleasure that was building inside her.

When Tom finally came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum, Bridgette could barely think straight. But before she could catch her breath, Wayne was there, his cock sliding into her wet, sloppy pussy.

The stretch was intense, but Bridgette welcomed it, her body eagerly accommodating him as he began to move. She felt like she was on the edge of another orgasm, her body clinging to him as he thrust deeper and harder.

“Come on, baby,” Wayne growled, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. “Let go.”

Bridgette obeyed, her body convulsing as she came again, her pussy clenching around him as he filled her with his own release. She collapsed back against the couch, her body spent but still thrumming with pleasure.

Maxine and Samantha were quick to take advantage of her vulnerable state, their tongues diving between her legs to lap up the cum that was dripping from her pussy. Bridgette watched, her chest heaving as they kissed, sharing the taste of her mixed with the men’s seed.

“You’re perfect,” Samantha murmured, her eyes locking with Bridgette’s as she licked her lips. “I can’t wait to see what else you can do.”

This vacation of a lifetime had been quite different from what Bridgette had expected. Yet, she was glad she took the trip. She couldn’t wait to see what adventures would come next.
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The bass thrummed through Roxy Gold’s chest as she stepped into the neon-lit chaos of the nightclub, her bodyguard, Tony, shadowing her every move. She forced a smile for the cameras, posing with fans who shoved their phones in her face, but inside, she felt like a marionette, strings pulled taut by her manager, her label, the expectations of her carefully curated image.

This isn’t me, she thought, her painted lips curving into something hollow. I’m not this polished, perfect pop princess. She lingered at the edge of the dance floor, scanning the crowd, her heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation.

Tony’s low voice cut through the noise. “Ten more minutes, Roxy. Then we’re out of here.”

“Right,” she replied, her tone flat. She could feel his eyes on her, always watching, always controlling.

But Roxy had a plan. She waited for the perfect moment—when Tony turned to intercept an overzealous fan—and slipped into the crowd, her sequined dress catching the light as she disappeared into the sea of bodies.

In the bathroom, she tore off her signature platinum blonde wig and replaced it with a sleek black one, darkening her features with a few quick swipes of makeup. She stared at her reflection, her brown eyes gleaming with defiance. Katie, she thought, testing the name on her tongue. Tonight, I’m just Katie.

When she re-emerged, the crowd swallowed her whole. No one recognized her. No one cared. She weaved through the dance floor, her body swaying to the music, feeling freer than she had in years.

And then she saw them. Two guys leaning against the bar, laughing over their drinks. One was tall and broad-shouldered, his dark hair falling just so over his brow. The other was slimmer, with an easy grin and a mischievous glint in his eye. Mark and Justin, she overheard the bartender call them.

Roxy approached, her confidence masking the flutter in her chest. “Can I grab that empty seat?” she asked, her voice playful, her tone casual.

Justin looked up, his gaze lingering on her with a flicker of interest. “It’s all yours,” he said, sliding the stool her way.

She perched on the edge, crossing her legs just enough to draw their attention. Mark leaned in, his eyes scanning her face. “You’ve got a great vibe. What’s your name?”

“Katie,” she replied, the lie slipping off her tongue like honey.

Justin reached out to shake her hand, his grip firm. “Justin. And this is my buddy, Mark.”

“Nice to meet you,” she said, her smile widening.

They ordered her a drink, and the conversation flowed effortlessly. Roxy laughed at their jokes, leaned in when they spoke, and let her hand brush against Justin’s arm when she reached for her glass. The minutes ticked by, and with each one, she felt more alive, more real.

Then, Justin’s hand found her thigh, his fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path up her bare skin.

Roxy’s breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re bold,” she murmured.

“You’re irresistible,” he shot back, his voice low and teasing.

Mark watched with a smirk, his eyes darting between them. “Looks like someone’s having a good night.”

Roxy glanced around, her nerves prickling. Tony was bound to be searching for her by now. She needed to move fast. “This place is getting crowded,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “Why don’t we go somewhere quieter?”

Mark raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Your place or ours?”

“Yours,” she said, her pulse quickening.

They left the club in a blur, the cool night air hitting Roxy’s skin as they piled into Mark’s car. Justin slid into the backseat beside her, his hand immediately finding her thigh again. She leaned into his touch, her body responding to the heat of his palm.

As the car sped through the streets of Hollywood, Justin tilted his head, studying her. “You know, you look just like Roxy Gold.”

Her heart skipped a beat, but she kept her tone light. “Do I?”

“Yeah,” he persisted, his fingers tightening on her leg. “The hair’s different, but… damn, you could be her twin.”

Mark glanced back from the driver’s seat, his eyes narrowing. “She’s right. Now that you mention it…”

Roxy hesitated, then sighed, knowing the game was up. “Alright,” she admitted, her voice low. “It’s me. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise?”

Justin’s eyes widened, and he let out a low whistle. “Holy shit. Roxy Gold is in the backseat of Mark’s car.”

Mark grinned, glancing at her in the rearview mirror. “This just got a whole lot more interesting.”

By the time they reached the hotel, the tension in the car was electric. Roxy followed them up to their room, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement. The door barely shut behind them before Justin’s lips were on hers, his hands tangling in her wig as he kissed her deeply.

Mark moved behind her, his hands sliding down her sides and pulling her dress up over her hips. She let out a soft moan as Justin’s lips moved to her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. Mark’s fingers found the clasp of her bra, and with a deft flick, it fell away, leaving her bare to their hungry gazes.

“You’re even more stunning in person,” Mark murmured, his hands cupping her breasts as Justin dropped to his knees, his mouth closing around her nipple.

Roxy gasped, her fingers tangling in Justin’s hair as he teased her with his tongue. Mark’s hands moved lower, sliding her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, her body trembling with anticipation.

Mark unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock, and Roxy sank to her knees, her lips wrapping around him as Justin watched, stroking himself. She worked Mark with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper, her fingers gripping his hips as she moaned around him.

Justin stepped closer, his cock brushing her cheek, and she reached for him, taking him into her mouth as well. The two men groaned above her, their hands tangling in her hair as she pleasured them both.

When she finally pulled away, her lips swollen and her breathing heavy, Mark guided her to the bed, pushing her down onto her back. He spread her legs wide, his cock sliding into her with a low groan. Roxy arched her back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he thrust into her, the rhythm driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so fucking good,” Mark growled, his pace quickening.

Justin watched from the edge of the bed, stroking himself as he waited his turn. When Mark finally came inside her, she let out a cry of pleasure, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm.

Mark pulled out, and Justin took his place, his cock sliding into her still-slick pussy. He fucked her hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips as she moaned beneath him.

“You’re a fucking goddess,” Justin breathed, his thrusts growing erratic as he neared his climax.

Roxy wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as he came inside her, filling her with his release. She lay there, panting and spent, as the two men collapsed beside her, their chests heaving.

When she finally stood to leave, her legs shaky and her body still humming from the pleasure, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared, and cum dripped down her thighs—she looked nothing like the polished pop star the world knew. And she couldn’t have been happier.

As she stepped out of the hotel, the flash of cameras blinded her. The paparazzi had been waiting. Their shouts and questions filled the air.

“Roxy! Who were you with tonight?”

“What’s with the wig?”

“Care to comment on your manager’s statement?”

She smirked, smoothing down her dress as she walked past them, her head held high. Let the pictures go viral. Let the world see the real me for once.

“Looks like I’m not the good girl they thought I was,” she murmured to herself, climbing into a waiting cab.

The driver glanced at her in the rearview mirror. “Where to, miss?”

She leaned back, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Just drive.”
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Ronette’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the dimly lit studio, her chest rising and falling with each nervous breath. Jasper “Jazz” Redding leaned casually against the soundboard, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the edge. Big D, the towering rapper with a gold chain glinting against his chest, stood beside him, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve got talent, kid,” Jazz said, his voice smooth but edged with something darker. “But talent alone doesn’t sell records. You want this? Really want it?”

Ronette swallowed hard, her hands trembling at her sides. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible. “I want it.”

Big D chuckled low, a deep rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Then you know what’s gotta happen, right? You wanna play with the big boys, you gotta pay the price.”

Her stomach twisted, but she nodded. She’d come too far to back out now.

—

It had started with a phone call.

Ronette had been pacing her tiny apartment, the walls closing in around her as she scrolled through yet another rejection email from a label. Her demo tapes weren’t getting her anywhere. She was on the verge of giving up when her phone buzzed. The number was unfamiliar, but the voice on the other end was unmistakable.

“Ronette?” The man’s voice was rich, confident, like honey poured over gravel. “This is Jasper Redding. I heard your demo. You’ve got something. I want you in my studio tomorrow.”

Her breath hitched. Jazz Redding was a legend—a producer who’d launched the careers of some of the biggest names in the industry. This was it. Her shot.

She spent the night rehearsing, her mind racing with possibilities. When she arrived at the studio the next day, she was greeted by Jazz himself. He was tall, with sharp features and a smirk that made her stomach flip. But he wasn’t alone. Leaning against the wall was Big D, his presence imposing, his eyes piercing through her like he could see every secret she’d ever tried to hide.

“Ronette, meet Big D,” Jazz said, clapping a hand on the rapper’s shoulder. “You’re gonna cut a track with him today. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They spent hours in the booth, her voice blending with Big D’s deep, rhythmic flow. The chemistry was undeniable, the track pulsating with energy. When they finally emerged, Jazz was grinning.

“That,” he said, “was fire. This could be your big break, Ronette. But…” He trailed off, his smile fading into something more calculating. “There’s a catch.”

—

Now, standing in the studio, her dreams dangling just out of reach, Ronette felt the weight of that catch pressing down on her. Jazz stepped closer, his eyes locking onto hers.

“Take it off,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Her hands shook as she reached for the hem of her shirt, her mind screaming at her to stop. But the thought of walking away, of going back to her empty apartment and her endless rejections, was worse. She pulled the shirt over her head, letting it fall to the floor.

Big D whistled low, his eyes raking over her. “Damn, girl. Jazz wasn’t kidding.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and panties. Jazz’s smirk widened as he stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But we’re not done yet.”

Her fingers trembled as she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, standing naked in front of them, her face burning with shame and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Jazz and Big D exchanged a glance before unzipping their pants, their cocks springing free. Ronette’s stomach churned, but she forced herself to step closer. She reached out, taking Jazz in one hand and Big D in the other, her fingers wrapping around their lengths.

Jazz groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she dropped to her knees. His cock was thick, heavy in her hand, and she hesitated for just a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as he hissed in pleasure.

Big D stroked himself, his eyes fixed on her as she worked Jazz’s cock, her head bobbing up and down. Jazz’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Take it all.”

She gagged as he pushed deeper, her throat tightening around him. Big D stepped closer, his cock brushing against her cheek.

“My turn,” he growled, pulling her away from Jazz.

He guided her to the couch, pushing her down onto her hands and knees. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance. She braced herself as he thrust into her, his thick length stretching her painfully.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he pounded into her.

Jazz stepped in front of her, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Big D continued to fuck her from behind. The rhythmic slapping of skin filled the room, punctuated by their groans and the wet sounds of her mouth working Jazz’s cock.

Big D’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “I’m close,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her hips.

She felt him surge inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling her. He pulled out, leaving her panting and trembling as Jazz moved behind her.

“My turn,” Jazz said, his voice rough with need.

He pushed into her, his cock stretching her already sensitive walls. She cried out, her body trembling as he fucked her hard, his pace relentless.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

She could feel the tension building in her own body, her orgasm crashing over her as he pounded into her. He let out a strangled moan as he came, his cum spilling inside her.

Later, as she dressed in silence, Jazz handed her a card. “You’ve got what it takes to be a star,” he said, his voice casual, like the last hour hadn’t happened. “I’ll be in touch.”

She left the studio, her body still aching, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. But as she walked down the street, a small smile tugged at her lips. She’d finally gotten her big break.

—

A few months later, Ronette leaned back in the driver’s seat of her new car, the radio playing softly in the background. The song she’d recorded with Big D filled the air, her voice blending seamlessly with his. She couldn’t help but smile as she turned up the volume, her heart swelling with pride.

She was a star. And she’d do whatever it took to stay that way.

As the chorus swelled, she thought back to that day in the studio, the choices she’d made. The price of fame. It had been worth it. Hadn’t it?

Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel as the song faded out, the DJ’s voice cutting in with the next track. She took a deep breath, the weight of her decision settling over her once again. But before she could dwell on it, her phone buzzed.

A text from Jazz flashed on the screen. “Got another project for you. You in?”

Ronette hesitated, her thumb hovering over the screen. Then, with a determined smile, she typed back. “When and where?”

27 - LINGERIE, LUST, AND LUXURY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

Then he walked in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

28 - A SECRET SOCIETY INITIATION

MMMFFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Cunnilingus / Facial / Blowjob / Bukkake

Nina hadn’t been expecting much when she picked up the flyer on campus. It was one of those glossy, mysterious things—black with silver lettering that simply read: “The Starstones. Tomorrow night. 9 PM. Victorian Manor on Willow Lane. Refreshments provided.” It was vague, but that was part of the allure. Free food? A secret society? It sounded like the kind of thing her friends would laugh about over coffee, but Nina was curious. What did she have to lose?

The Victorian manor loomed ahead of her, its tall windows glowing with warm light. Nina hesitated on the front steps, clutching her jacket tighter against the crisp autumn air. She took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. The door creaked open almost instantly, revealing a striking woman with raven-black hair and a smile that was equal parts inviting and enigmatic.

“You must be Nina,” the woman said, her voice smooth like honey. “I’m Charlotte. Welcome to the Starstones.”

Nina stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took in the opulent foyer. A grand chandelier hung above, casting a soft, golden glow over the polished wood floors. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood and something sweet—incense, perhaps. She could hear the murmur of voices and the clink of glasses from somewhere deeper in the house.

Charlotte handed her a glass of champagne, the bubbles dancing lazily to the surface. “We’ve been expecting you. Come, let me introduce you to the others.”

Nina followed Charlotte into a lavish sitting room where five people lounged casually. Three men and two women, all impossibly attractive, their elegance almost intimidating. They turned to her with curious smiles.

“This is Nina,” Charlotte announced. “Nina, meet Ronan, Lawrence, Michael, Lily, and Cordelia.”

The men nodded, their eyes lingering on her in a way that made her pulse quicken. Lily and Cordelia smiled warmly, their gazes sharp and assessing. Nina felt a thrill of something she couldn’t quite name—excitement, curiosity, maybe even a hint of unease.

“So, what is this place?” Nina asked, sipping her champagne to steady her nerves.

Ronan, a tall man with dark, piercing eyes, stepped forward. “The Starstones is a secret society. For generations, we’ve helped each other succeed—through connections, resources, and... other means. Many of the most influential people in the world are members. Tonight, you’re being invited to join us.”

Nina’s heart skipped a beat. “Me? Why?”

Charlotte chuckled softly. “Because we see something in you, Nina. Potential. Power. But joining us isn’t as simple as saying yes. There’s an initiation. Are you interested?”

Nina hesitated, her mind racing. This was insane, right? But the allure of it—the mystery, the promise of success—was intoxicating. “What kind of initiation?”

Charlotte’s smile deepened. “You’ll see. Trust me, it’s nothing you can’t handle. And it’ll be... rewarding.”

Before Nina could respond, Charlotte took her hand and led her up a grand staircase, the others following behind. They stopped at a set of double doors, which Charlotte pushed open to reveal a bedroom straight out of a dream. The room was bathed in soft, golden light, the walls draped in rich fabrics. A massive bed dominated the center, its sheets a deep, inviting red.

Charlotte turned to Nina, her gaze intense. “Take off your clothes.”

Nina blinked, her stomach tightening. “What?”

“The initiation,” Charlotte said simply. “You have to be... open. Vulnerable. It’s the only way to truly join us.”

Nina’s heart pounded in her chest. This was insane. She should leave. But something about the way they were looking at her—the way Ronan was looking at her—made her stay. Slowly, she unzipped her jacket and let it fall to the floor. Then her sweater, her jeans, her underwear, until she stood completely naked before them, her skin prickling with a mix of fear and arousal.

Charlotte’s hands were on her instantly, guiding her to the bed. Nina lay down, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Charlotte and Cordelia knelt beside her, their lips finding her nipples almost simultaneously. Nina gasped, her back arching as their tongues flicked and sucked, the sensation sending shockwaves through her body. Lily crawled between her legs, her tongue tracing delicate patterns along Nina’s inner thighs before finding her core.

Nina’s eyes fluttered shut as the women worked her body, their hands and mouths everywhere at once. She could hear the men behind her, the sound of their breathing growing heavier. She opened her eyes just in time to see Ronan, Lawrence, and Michael pulling down their pants, their cocks already hard and ready.

Charlotte’s lips moved to Nina’s ear, her voice a low whisper. “You’re doing so well, Nina. Just let go.”

Nina moaned as Lily’s tongue delved deeper, her climax building with terrifying speed. She came with a cry, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Before she could catch her breath, Michael was standing over her, his cock in his hand. He stroked himself quickly, his eyes locked on hers as he came, streaks of hot cum splattering across her face.

Lawrence was next, his release joining Michael’s on her skin. Nina’s heart raced, her body still tingling from her orgasm as Ronan approached. He didn’t say a word, simply gripped her hair and guided his cock into her mouth. Nina gagged as he thrust deep, her throat stretching to accommodate him. He pulled out just as quickly, his cum joining the others on her face.

The women continued to touch her, their hands gentle now, almost soothing. Charlotte helped Nina sit up, her expression soft. “You were perfect. Come, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Nina followed them to a bathroom, her legs shaky beneath her. The hot water of the shower felt like a balm against her skin, washing away the evidence of what had just happened. As the steam rose around her, Nina leaned against the tile, her mind spinning.

She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. But even as the shock lingered, a spark of excitement flickered inside her. This was just the beginning. And she couldn’t wait to see what came next.

29 - PICKED UP BY A WEALTHY CUSTOMER

FF / Romantic / BDSM / Kissing / Butch Femme / Bondage / Vibrator / Strap-on

The hum of the restaurant was a dull background noise to Chelsie’s thoughts as she wiped down the counter, her mind drifting to the monotony of her nightly routine. The clink of glasses and murmur of patrons blended into a soundtrack she barely noticed anymore. That was, until the door chimed, and Deejay walked in.

Chelsie’s eyes flicked up, and she froze mid-wipe. Deejay was tall, her presence commanding the room without a word. Her dreadlocks cascaded down her back, and her fitted leather jacket clung to her broad shoulders just right. She moved with a confidence that made Chelsie’s throat dry. Who is this woman? Chelsie thought, her fingers tightening around the rag in her hand.

Deejay’s gaze swept the room before landing on Chelsie, and a slow, knowing smile curled her lips. She slid into a booth near the counter, her eyes never leaving Chelsie. “Hi there,” Deejay said, her voice low and smooth, like honey over gravel. “What’s good here?”

Chelsie blinked, momentarily flustered. “Uh, the special tonight is the ribeye. It’s pretty popular.” She hesitated, then added, “Good choice.”

Deejay nodded, still smiling. “Ribeye it is. And whatever’s your favorite drink. Surprise me.”

Chelsie nodded, her cheeks warm as she turned to place the order. When she returned with the drink—a whiskey sour, her personal favorite—Deejay’s eyes sparkled. “You’ve got good taste,” she said, her tone flirty but not overbearing. “What’s your name?”

“Chelsie,” she replied, her voice quieter than she intended.

“Nice to meet you, Chelsie. I’m Deejay.” She extended her hand, and Chelsie shook it, her pulse quickening at the firm grip. “You work here often?”

Chelsie laughed nervously. “Uh, yeah. Every night, actually.”

“Lucky me,” Deejay said, leaning back in her seat.

Her gaze lingered, making Chelsie feel like she was the only person in the room. The rest of the evening passed in a blur of small talk and stolen glances.

When Deejay left, she slipped Chelsie a crisp hundred-dollar bill and a business card. “Call me,” she said, her voice low and promising. “I’d love to see you again.”

Chelsie stared at the card, her heart racing. By the time her shift ended, she couldn’t resist. She dialed the number, her hand trembling slightly.

Two rings in, Deejay answered. “I was hoping you’d call,” she said, her voice sending a shiver down Chelsie’s spine. “Need a ride?”

Before she knew it, Chelsie was in Deejay’s car, a sleek black sedan that smelled faintly of leather and sandalwood. The drive to Deejay’s home was quiet but charged, the air between them thick with unspoken tension.

When they arrived, Chelsie’s eyes widened. The house was stunning—modern, minimalist, and clearly expensive. “Wow,” she breathed, stepping inside.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Deejay said, leading her to the living room.

She poured them both glasses of red wine, and they talked for what felt like hours. Deejay was sharp, funny, and disarmingly honest. Chelsie found herself laughing more than she had in months. The more they talked, the more the tension between them grew, until it was impossible to ignore.

Finally, Deejay set her glass down and looked at Chelsie, her gaze intense. “Can I kiss you?” she asked, her voice soft but firm.

Chelsie’s breath hitched. She nodded, and then Deejay’s lips were on hers, warm and demanding. The kiss started slow but quickly deepened, Deejay’s hand cradling the back of Chelsie’s neck like she was something precious. When they finally pulled apart, Chelsie was dizzy, her heart pounding.

“Come with me,” Deejay said, taking her hand and leading her down a hallway to the bedroom. The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed and soft lighting that made everything feel intimate. Deejay turned to her, her eyes dark with desire. “Take off your clothes.”

Chelsie hesitated for a moment, then slowly began to undress, her hands trembling as she peeled away each layer. When she stood naked before Deejay, the older woman’s gaze traveled over her body, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. “You’re beautiful,” Deejay murmured, stepping closer. She cupped Chelsie’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over the nipples until they hardened. Then she leaned down, taking one into her mouth, and Chelsie gasped, her hands tangling in Deejay’s dreadlocks.

They moved to the bed, and Deejay reached into a drawer, pulling out a set of silk scarves. “Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice low.

Chelsie hesitated, then nodded. Deejay smiled and began to tie her wrists to the bedposts, the silk soft but firm against her skin. The sensation of being restrained sent a thrill through Chelsie, her breath quickening.

Deejay trailed her fingers down Chelsie’s body, teasingly slow, before reaching for a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and pressed it to Chelsie’s clit.

Chelsie arched off the bed, a moan escaping her lips. “Please,” she begged, her voice desperate.

Deejay smirked. “Please what?”

“More,” Chelsie panted, her hips bucking against the vibrator.

Deejay obliged, increasing the pressure and speed until Chelsie was writhing, her moans growing louder. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, Deejay pulled the vibrator away and reached for a strap-on dildo.

She stepped into the harness and adjusted it, her eyes never leaving Chelsie’s. “You’re going to feel so good,” she murmured, climbing onto the bed and positioning herself between Chelsie’s legs.

She pushed inside slowly, giving Chelsie time to adjust, then began to move, her thrusts deep and deliberate. Chelsie cried out, the sensation overwhelming.

Deejay leaned down, her lips brushing against Chelsie’s ear. “Let go,” she whispered.

Chelsie did, her body convulsing as she came, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her. Deejay kept thrusting, drawing out the orgasm until Chelsie was trembling, her juices soaking the sheets.

When Deejay finally untied her, Chelsie collapsed onto the bed, her body boneless and spent.

Deejay kissed her softly, then pulled away with a smile. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice warm.

Chelsie grinned, still catching her breath. “So are you.”

As Chelsie got dressed, Deejay leaned against the doorframe, watching her. “I hope we can play again soon,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes full of promise.

Chelsie met her gaze, her heart skipping a beat. “I’d like that.”

She looked forward to seeing Deejay again, the memory of their night together already replaying in her mind.

30 - A SOCIALITE’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / BDSM / Voyeurism / Spanking / Teasing / Oral / Dildo / Vibrator / Collar

The heavy oak door of the exclusive club swung open with a silent, almost reverent creak. Marla, her tailored suit hugging her curves perfectly, stepped inside, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor. The beautiful socialite had the perfect life, but she craved excitement. It seemed she had everything, yet she felt bored with life. She was always chasing the next adventure, anything to drown out the monotony of her trust fund and preordained future.

The air was thick with anticipation, a sweet, heady blend of leather and musk that sent shivers down her spine. She had been here before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, she intended to explore the darker edges of her desires.

The club was dimly lit, the shadows playing hide and seek with the patrons. Marla's eyes scanned the room, taking in the various scenes unfolding around her. Couples and groups engaged in acts of submission and dominance, their faces hidden behind masks or obscured by the low light. It was a world of secrets and hidden identities, one where power exchanges were not just allowed but celebrated.

As Marla continued to survey the room, her gaze landed on a particularly captivating scene. A woman, her body clad in tight leather, was bound to a metal frame with ropes that accentuated every curve. Her hair, a cascade of fiery red, fell over her face, hiding her expression. But it was her submissive, a slender figure with raven-black hair, who truly drew Marla's attention.

The submissive, known only as Baby, knelt at the feet of the dominant, her head bowed in submission. Her hands were held above her head, wrists bound together with a leather cuff. The way she moved, the way she responded to the slightest command, sent a thrill through Marla's core. There was an elegance to her submission, a grace that spoke of years of training and devotion.

Marla watched, entranced, as the dominant woman whispered something in Baby's ear. The submissive's body trembled slightly, her breath hitching as she nodded obediently. The dominant then raised a whip, its tail flickering like a snake before making contact with Baby's bare skin. The crack echoed through the room, followed by a soft gasp from Baby. But there was no fear in her eyes, only a deep, abiding trust.

It was this trust, this unwavering commitment, that captivated Marla the most. She had seen many submissives over the years, but none had stirred her desire quite like Baby. There was something about her, a raw intensity that begged to be explored, to be mastered.

Determined to claim what she desired, Marla made her way through the crowd, her presence commanding attention without her needing to say a word. She reached the edge of the scene and waited, her eyes locked on Baby. The dominant woman noticed her arrival and gave a slight nod, acknowledging Marla's authority without question.

"Baby," Marla's voice was smooth, like velvet, "I have a proposition for you."

The submissive looked up, her dark eyes meeting Marla's with a mixture of curiosity and deference. "Yes, Mistress?"

Marla leaned closer, her lips brushing against Baby's ear as she whispered, "Anything you desire, if you submit to me tonight."

Baby's breath caught, her body trembling beneath Marla's touch. "Anything?" she repeated, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," Marla replied, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "Everything."

Baby hesitated, looking at the dominant woman for approval.

The domme nodded. “Go with her, Baby,” she instructed, seeing the desire in Baby’s eyes.

“Okay,” Baby agreed, ready to see what Marla had planned.

Marla smiled, a slow, predatory grin that promised both pleasure and pain. "Good girl," she murmured, her hand stroking Baby's cheek. "Now, follow me."

With a final nod to the dominant woman, Marla led Baby away from the crowd, deeper into the recesses of the club. They entered a private room, the door shutting behind them with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the walls lined with various implements of pleasure and pain. Marla gestured for Baby to kneel, which the submissive did without hesitation.

"Hands behind your back," Marla commanded, her voice a low purr. Baby complied, her fingers fumbling slightly as she clasped them together. Marla produced a pair of leather cuffs from a nearby table and fastened them around Baby's wrists, securing her hands in place.

"You've done well," Marla said, her eyes scanning Baby's form with approval. "But now, it's time to see how well you can handle discipline."

Baby's eyes widened slightly, but she remained silent, her posture perfect. Marla took a step back and regarded her submissive thoughtfully. She wanted to test Baby's limits, to push her further than anyone else had dared.

"Spread your legs," Marla ordered, her voice steady. Baby obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal the soft flesh between them. Marla's heart pounded in her chest as she reached for a paddle, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. She brought it down with a measured force, watching as the impact reddened Baby's skin. The submissive gasped, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal through Marla.

She spanked Baby again, harder this time, reveling in the feel of the paddle against flesh. Baby's cries grew louder, but there was no hint of resistance in her movements. If anything, her body seemed to welcome the pain, arching slightly towards each strike.

"Tell me," Marla murmured, "do you enjoy this, Baby?"

Baby's voice was strained, but clear. "Yes, Mistress. I do."

Marla's smile returned, dark and triumphant. "Good," she said, setting the paddle aside. "Now, let's see how you handle something a bit... more intimate."

She turned to the table, selecting a variety of toys, each one designed to tease and torment in equal measure. Baby watched with wide, eager eyes as Marla approached, a vibrator in one hand and a dildo in the other.

"Open wide," Marla instructed, and Baby did as she was told, her mouth opening obediently. Marla slid the dildo inside, watching as Baby's throat worked to accommodate the intrusion. She thrust it in and out slowly, savoring the sight of Baby's struggle and surrender.

Once satisfied, Marla withdrew the dildo and moved lower, plunging the dildo deep into Baby’s pussy. Baby let out a moan as Marla pounded her hard, each thrust bringing a new wave of pleasure. She felt ecstasy rising, but as soon as she got close, Marla slowed down. Baby wouldn’t be allowed to cum just yet.

Marla withdrew the dildo, leaving Baby frustrated. She grabbed a small vibrator from the selection of sex toys. “This should make you squirm,” she whispered in Baby’s ear.

Marla positioned the vibrator against Baby's clit. The submissive's hips bucked instinctively, a desperate plea for release. But Marla had other plans. She teased Baby mercilessly, increasing the vibration just enough to keep her hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never allowing her to fall over.

"Not yet," Marla whispered, her voice a sultry promise. "You'll come when I say you can."

Baby whimpered, her body trembling with need. Marla could see the strain in her eyes, the way her muscles tensed with the effort of holding back. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this much control over someone so fiercely devoted.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marla relented. She increased the vibration one last time, flooding Baby with sensation. The submissive's body convulsed, a torrent of pleasure overwhelming her senses. She cried out, her voice filled with pure ecstasy as she came hard, her release painting her thighs slick.

When Baby's breathing began to slow, Marla gently guided her to her knees. The submissive looked up at her, her eyes glazed with contentment.

"Please," Baby whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "May I taste you, Mistress?"

Marla's heart raced, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins. "Yes," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "Taste me, Baby."

Marla's command hung in the air like a promise, and Baby's breath quickened in response. The submissive leaned forward, her lips hovering just above Marla's drenched core. Her tongue darted out, wet and eager, as she traced a slow circle around Marla's clit. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Marla's spine.

"That's it, Baby," Marla murmured, her hands threading through the submissive's hair. "Taste every inch of me."

Baby complied, her tongue delving deeper, exploring the folds of Marla's pussy with a reverence that bordered on worship. She sucked gently on Marla's clit, the suction creating a delicious pressure that made Marla's hips buck involuntarily. Baby's fingers joined the exploration, sliding into Marla's slick entrance as her mouth continued its relentless assault on Marla's most sensitive nerve endings.

Marla gasped, her body arching off the bed. "Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice ragged with desire. "You're doing so well, Baby. Keep going."

Baby's eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure concentration on her face as she focused on bringing Marla to the brink. Her tongue flicked faster, dancing a tantalizing rhythm against Marla's throbbing clit. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through Marla's body, building higher and higher until she felt her orgasm coiling tight within her.

"Oh God," Marla moaned, her fingers tightening in Baby's hair. "I'm so close, Baby. So close..."

Baby responded by increasing the intensity of her ministrations, her tongue working in tandem with her fingers to push Marla over the edge. The combination of sensations was too much to bear, and with a cry of release, Marla came hard, her orgasm sweeping through her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her muscles quivering with the force of her climax as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When at last the tremors subsided, Marla lay back, breathless and sated. Baby remained between her legs, her gaze locked onto Marla's face as if waiting for further instruction. Marla reached down, lifting Baby's chin so their eyes met.

"You did beautifully, Baby," Marla said softly, her voice filled with genuine affection. "But there's more you need to understand about your role."

Baby blinked, her expression curious but attentive. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

Marla sat up, pulling Baby into her lap as she spoke. "As my submissive, you are not just someone I play with. You are mine. Completely and utterly. Your pleasure, your limits, your boundaries—they all belong to me. Do you understand?"

Baby nodded, her eyes wide with comprehension. "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"Good," Marla replied, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Now, let me show you something else."

She stood, guiding Baby to stand as well. From a nearby drawer, Marla retrieved a sleek, black collar. The leather was soft to the touch, adorned with a small silver pendant bearing Marla's initials. It was a symbol of ownership, a mark of Baby's submission to her.

Marla held the collar up, letting Baby see it clearly. "This collar represents your commitment to me, Baby. It's a reminder that you belong to me, body and soul."

Baby's throat tightened as she looked at the collar. A mix of emotions swirled within her—fear, excitement, devotion. "I want that, Mistress," she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to be yours completely."

Marla's heart swelled with pride. "Then wear it with pride, my sweet submissive."

With gentle but firm hands, Marla fastened the collar around Baby's neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not restrictive. As the clasp clicked into place, a thrill of possessiveness shot through Marla. Baby belonged to her now, truly and utterly.

Baby touched the collar reverently, her fingers tracing the initials engraved on the pendant. "Thank you, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Marla cupped Baby's cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "You're welcome, Baby. But our journey is far from over. There's much more we have to explore together."

Baby nodded, her eyes shining with trust and eagerness. "Whatever you desire, Mistress. I'm ready."

31 - A DIFFERENT KIND OF STRIP CLUB

FF / Striptease / Lap Dance / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

Kathy’s heart sank as she stared at her laptop screen. The email from the university’s finance office was stark and unyielding: “Your tuition payment is overdue. Failure to settle your balance within the next two weeks will result in your withdrawal from the program.”

She bit her lip, her fingers trembling as she clicked out of the email. Losing her job at the pizza shop had been a blow she hadn’t seen coming. Now, it felt like her dreams of finishing college were slipping through her fingers.

Desperation gnawed at her. She opened a new tab and began typing—a plea for help masked as a job ad. “College student in urgent need of work. Flexible hours, hard worker, quick learner. Willing to try anything.” She hesitated for a moment before hitting “post.” Anything, she repeated to herself. She needed this.

The response came faster than she expected. A woman named Farrah reached out, her email short and to the point: “I think you’d be a great fit for my establishment. Let’s meet. 7 PM tonight, downtown. Address below.”

Kathy’s stomach fluttered as she read it. The address led to an unassuming building nestled between a coffee shop and a boutique. She wasn’t sure what to expect, but she didn’t have the luxury of being picky.

That evening, Kathy stood outside the building, her breath visible in the cool night air. She smoothed her hands over her jeans and took a deep breath. The door opened before she could knock, revealing a tall, striking woman with dark hair and a confident smile.

“You must be Kathy,” the woman said, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’m Farrah. Come on in.”

Kathy followed her inside, her eyes widening as she took in the space. It was nothing like she’d imagined. The room was dimly lit but elegant, with plush couches, a gleaming bar, and a stage centered around a polished stripper pole. The air smelled faintly of lavender and something more intoxicating—something that made her pulse quicken.

“This is… incredible,” Kathy murmured, unable to hide her awe.

Farrah chuckled, her eyes appraising Kathy with a glint of curiosity. “I run a very exclusive club here. Wealthy clientele, women only. It’s a safe space, and it pays well. But I need dancers who can captivate an audience. Think you can handle that?”

Kathy hesitated. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of being on that stage, of feeling the eyes of the crowd on her, sent a thrill through her veins. “I’ll try,” she said, her voice firmer than she felt.

“Good answer,” Farrah said with a smile. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” She gestured toward the stage.

Kathy climbed the steps, her heart pounding in her chest. The room seemed to hold its breath as she placed her hands on the cool metal of the pole. She closed her eyes, letting the music she’d imagined guide her movements. Her body swayed, her hips rolling as she found her rhythm. Slowly, she peeled off her jacket, then her shirt, until she was down to her lingerie. The confidence she felt surprised her, and when she opened her eyes, Farrah was watching her with a satisfied smirk.

“You’re hired,” Farrah said simply. “Be here tomorrow night. Wear something that makes you feel powerful.”

The next evening, Kathy stood backstage, her reflection in the mirror catching her off guard. She’d chosen a set of black lingerie adorned with rhinestones that caught the light with every movement. Her hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep red. She looked… sexy. It was a side of herself she hadn’t known existed.

The music started, and she stepped onto the stage. The crowd was a sea of women, their eyes fixed on her as she began to dance. The energy in the room was electric, and Kathy found herself feeding off it, her movements becoming more fluid, more daring. Bills began to rain down around her, and she couldn’t help but smile. She was good at this.

As she moved, her eyes caught on a woman in the front row. She was stunning, with cascading dark hair and a crimson dress that hugged her curves. Her eyes locked with Kathy’s, and the intensity of her gaze sent a shiver down Kathy’s spine. The woman slid a bill into Kathy’s lingerie, her fingertips brushing against her skin in a way that made Kathy’s breath hitch.

When the song ended, Kathy stepped off the stage, her body still humming with adrenaline. The woman in the red dress approached her, a smirk playing on her lips.

“I’m Jessica,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “You were incredible up there.”

“Thank you,” Kathy replied, her cheeks flushing. “I’m Kathy.”

Jessica’s eyes raked over her, and Kathy felt her pulse quicken. “Would you give me a private dance?” Jessica asked, her tone leaving no room for misinterpretation.

Kathy hesitated for only a moment before nodding. Jessica led her to a secluded corner, and Kathy began to move, her body swaying to the rhythm of the music. She straddled Jessica’s lap, her hips grinding against her as their eyes met. Jessica’s hands found Kathy’s waist, pulling her closer.

Kathy’s fingers slid beneath Jessica’s dress, and she gasped when she realized Jessica wasn’t wearing panties. Her fingers brushed against wet warmth, and Jessica’s breath hitched. Their lips met in a feverish kiss, and Kathy’s world tilted on its axis. This was nothing like she’d ever experienced before.

Farrah appeared then, a knowing smile on her lips. “If you’d like to continue this in a private room, I can arrange that… for a fee.”

Jessica didn’t hesitate. She pulled out her credit card, and Farrah swiped it with practiced ease. Moments later, she led them down a hallway to a small, dimly lit room. A couch sat in the center, and Jessica sank onto it, her eyes never leaving Kathy.

Kathy began to dance again, her movements slow and deliberate. She peeled off her lingerie, her bare skin glowing in the soft light. Jessica’s gaze burned into her, and Kathy felt a heady mix of power and vulnerability.

She straddled Jessica’s lap once more, their lips crashing together in a hungry kiss. Kathy’s hands found the zipper of Jessica’s dress, and she tugged it down, revealing flawless skin and hard nipples. She leaned down, taking one into her mouth as Jessica’s fingers tangled in her hair.

Jessica’s moans echoed in the room, and Kathy felt a surge of desire she hadn’t known she was capable of. She moved lower, her tongue trailing down Jessica’s body until she reached her core. Jessica’s hips bucked as Kathy’s tongue found her clit, and Kathy reveled in the taste of her, in the sounds she elicited.

Jessica came with a cry, her body trembling beneath Kathy’s touch. When she finally caught her breath, she pulled Kathy up, their lips meeting in a slow, deep kiss.

“My turn,” Jessica whispered, her voice husky.

She pushed Kathy back onto the couch, spreading her legs and teasing her with light touches. Kathy’s breath came in short gasps as Jessica’s fingers found her entrance, sliding inside with ease.

Jessica reached into her purse, pulling out a vibrator and turning it on. The hum filled the room, and Kathy’s body arched as Jessica pressed it against her clit. She’d never felt anything like this, the sensations overwhelming and perfect all at once.

“Please,” Kathy begged, her voice breaking. “I need to—”

“Let go,” Jessica urged, her fingers and the vibrator working in tandem. Kathy’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as she cried out.

When it was over, Jessica handed her a wad of cash, her smile soft. “That was incredible. I’ll be back.”

As Kathy and Jessica walked back down the hallway, Farrah gave them a wink. “Have fun, ladies?” she asked, her eyes full of amusement.

Jessica chuckled. “Worth every penny!” she declared.

As Kathy left the club that night, her body still tingling and her mind reeling, she knew she’d found something far more than just a job. She couldn’t wait to do it all again.

32 - PICKED UP BY A WEALTHY COUPLE

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / First Time / Kissing / Masturbation / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nettie’s cheeks burned. “Share me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

33 - A SURPRISING OFFER

FF / Stripper / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

“Five hundred dollars. Right now. Just walk out with me.”

The words hung in the air, sharp and unrelenting, as Melody blinked at the woman standing before her. She’d just stepped off the stage, her skin still glistening under the dim, smoky lights of the strip club. Her heart was pounding, not just from the exertion of her dance, but from the intensity of this woman’s gaze. Lex. That’s what she’d called herself.

Lex was unlike anyone else in the club tonight. She wasn’t a drunk, leering regular or a nervous first-timer. She was… commanding. Her short, dark hair was slicked back, and her fitted leather jacket clung to her broad shoulders like it was made just for her. Her eyes, a piercing shade of green, held Melody’s with a confidence that made her feel both exposed and safe all at once.

“Why?” Melody finally managed to ask, her voice trembling slightly.

“Because you don’t belong here,” Lex replied, her tone firm but not unkind. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a wad of cash, fanning it slightly before handing it over. “Take it. Let’s go.”

Melody hesitated, her fingers brushing against the crisp bills. She wasn’t used to this kind of offer—if it could even be called that. It felt more like a rescue. And yet, something about Lex’s presence, the way she carried herself, made Melody believe her. There was no ulterior motive in her eyes, no hidden agenda. Just… certainty.

She’d only been working at the club for a few hours, and already, she was questioning her decision. The job had seemed like a quick fix, a way to make ends meet after her last gig fell through. But the reality of it—the way the men stared, the way their eyes seemed to strip her bare even before she’d started dancing—left her feeling hollow.

Lex’s offer was a lifeline, and Melody grabbed it. “Okay,” she said, nodding slightly as she tucked the money into her bag. “Let’s go.”

Minutes later, they were in Lex’s car—a sleek black SUV that purred to life as they pulled away from the curb. The interior was immaculate, the leather seats warm under Melody’s bare legs. She couldn’t help but glance over at Lex, who drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on the gear shift. Her profile was striking, her jawline sharp, her expression calm but focused.

“So… where are we going?” Melody asked, trying to keep her voice light.

Lex glanced at her, a small smile playing on her lips. “Dinner. You look like you could use a real meal.”

Melody raised an eyebrow, surprised. “You’re taking me to dinner? After just…”

“Rescuing you?” Lex finished for her, her smile widening. “Yeah. You’re worth more than a stage and a pole, Melody. And you deserve better than a strip club full of men who don’t see you for who you really are.”

The words hit Melody like a punch to the chest. She wasn’t used to someone seeing her so clearly, so quickly. She felt a warmth spread through her, something she hadn’t felt in a long time. “How do you know what I deserve?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lex’s gaze softened, and for a moment, she looked almost vulnerable. “Because I’ve been where you are. And I know what it’s like to feel… invisible.”

They drove in silence after that, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Instead, it felt charged, like the calm before a storm. When they pulled up to the restaurant—a cozy, upscale spot with soft lighting and the faint hum of jazz music—Lex opened Melody’s door for her, her hand lingering on the small of her back as they walked inside.

The meal itself was a blur of flavors and conversation. Lex was easy to talk to, her questions thoughtful, her laughter genuine. She told Melody about her work—something vague about finance—and her love of travel, her voice smooth and confident. But it was the way she looked at Melody, like she was seeing her, not just the dancer or the pretty face, that left her breathless.

By the time they left the restaurant, Melody’s head was spinning. She wasn’t sure if it was the wine or the way Lex’s hand felt in hers as they walked back to the car, but she knew one thing for certain: she wanted more.

Lex’s house was… everything Melody could have imagined and more. It was modern and spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the city skyline. The furniture was sleek and minimalist, but there were personal touches everywhere—a bookshelf filled with well-loved novels, a record player in the corner, a collection of vinyls that spoke of someone who appreciated the finer things in life.

Melody stood in the middle of the living room, her eyes wide as she took it all in. “This place is incredible,” she said, her voice filled with awe.

Lex came up behind her, her hands resting lightly on Melody’s hips. “Glad you like it,” she murmured, her breath warm against Melody’s neck.

Melody turned to face her, their bodies so close she could feel the heat radiating off Lex. “Why did you bring me here?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Lex’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, Melody thought she might not answer. Then, with a small smile, Lex leaned in, her lips brushing against Melody’s ear. “Because I wanted to see what you’d do.”

The words sent a shiver down Melody’s spine, and before she could think, she was kissing Lex, her hands tangling in her short hair. Lex responded immediately, her lips soft but insistent, her hands sliding up Melody’s back to unzip her dress.

The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but her heels and a lacy bra. Lex stepped back, her eyes raking over Melody’s body with an intensity that made her feel like she was on fire.

“You’re beautiful,” Lex said, her voice low and gravelly.

Melody reached for Lex’s jacket, her fingers trembling as she pushed it off her shoulders. “Thank you,” she nervously replied.

Melody’s breath caught in her throat as Lex’s hands cupped her breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples through the lace.

Lex kissed her again, harder this time, her tongue sliding against Melody’s as she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Melody moaned into the kiss, her hands fumbling with Lex’s shirt buttons as they stumbled toward the bedroom.

When they finally made it to the bed, Lex was on top of her, her hands and mouth everywhere at once. She kissed her way down Melody’s body, her tongue teasing her nipples before moving lower, her fingers sliding between Melody’s legs.

“Lex,” Melody gasped, her hips arching off the bed as Lex’s fingers found her clit.

Lex looked up at her, her eyes dark with desire. “Tell me what you want,” she said, her voice rough.

Melody moaned, her body trembling as Lex’s fingers pressed inside her. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

Lex smiled, her fingers moving faster as she leaned down to kiss Melody again. “You’ve got me,” she murmured, her lips brushing against Melody’s as she brought her to the edge.

Melody’s climax hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as Lex’s fingers brought her over the edge. She cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as Lex held her through it, her touch gentle but firm.

When it was over, Lex kissed her softly, her lips lingering on Melody’s as she pulled her fingers free. “You’re incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

Melody smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “So are you,” she replied, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Lex’s back.

Lex reached for a strap-on dildo on the nightstand, her eyes locking with Melody’s as she fastened it around her hips. “Ready for more?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

Melody nodded, her heart racing as Lex positioned herself between her legs. She let out a soft moan as Lex slid inside her, her hands gripping the sheets as Lex began to move.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed as Lex’s thrusts grew harder, faster.

“Open your eyes,” Lex commanded, her voice rough with desire.

Melody obeyed, her gaze locking with Lex’s as she brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“Lex, I’m going to—”

“Do it,” Lex growled, her hips slamming against Melody’s as she felt her climax building.

Melody cried out, her body shaking as Lex brought her over the edge again. She clung to Lex, her nails digging into her back as she rode out the wave of pleasure.

When it was over, Lex collapsed beside her, her breathing heavy as she wrapped an arm around Melody’s waist. “I think you’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met,” she murmured, her voice filled with admiration.

Melody smiled, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “I’m really glad I met you tonight,” she whispered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Lex’s arm.

They lay there in silence for a while, the only sound the soft hum of the air conditioning and the steady rhythm of their breathing. Melody felt… content. Safe. And for the first time in a long time, she felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

“Stay with me tonight,” Lex said, her voice soft but firm.

Melody turned to look at her, her heart swelling at the sincerity in Lex’s eyes. “Okay,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lex smiled, her fingers brushing against Melody’s cheek. “Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against Melody’s in a soft kiss.

As they lay there, their bodies intertwined, Melody couldn’t help but feel like this was the beginning of something… special. And she was ready to find out where it would lead.

34 - A CELEBRITY AT THE NIGHTCLUB

MMFF / Celebrity / Group Sex / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You’re not seriously going to turn him down, are you?” Kaylee’s eyes widened, her voice teetering on the edge of disbelief.

Dionne hesitated, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass. The club’s pulsating lights cast a kaleidoscope of colors across her best friend’s face, but it was the disbelief in Kaylee’s expression that made her pause.

Dionne glanced over her shoulder. Mario Ventrello stood a few feet away, his dark eyes fixed on her with an intensity that made her stomach flip. The singer’s lips curved into a sly smile, and he raised his glass in a silent toast.

She turned back to Kaylee, her voice barely audible over the thumping bass. “I mean, he’s Mario Ventrello. I’m just… me.”

Kaylee rolled her eyes, grabbing Dionne’s arm. “Stop it. You’re gorgeous. And he’s clearly into you. Do you know how many women would kill to be in your shoes right now?”

Dionne bit her lip, her mind racing. The night had already been surreal. She hadn’t even wanted to come to this club opening. The idea of mingling with strangers in a room full of flashing lights and sweaty bodies had felt overwhelming.

But Kaylee had insisted. “It’ll be fun,” she’d said. “You need to get out more.”

And now here she was, sipping overpriced cocktails and trying to process the fact that a global superstar was flirting with her.

—

Hours earlier, Dionne had been sprawled on her couch, scrolling through her phone when Kaylee’s call came through. “Get dressed,” Kaylee had demanded, her voice brimming with excitement. “We’re going out.”

“Where?” Dionne had groaned, already dreading the idea of putting on real clothes.

“The new club downtown. It’s opening tonight, and I need you to come with me.”

Dionne had hesitated. Kaylee was always the one dragging her into situations she wasn’t ready for, but this time, something in her friend’s tone had sparked her curiosity. “Fine,” she’d said, reluctantly pulling herself off the couch. “But if it’s boring, I’m leaving early.”

Kaylee had picked her up an hour later, dressed to kill in a sleek black dress that hugged her curves. Dionne had felt underdressed in her simple jumpsuit, but Kaylee had assured her she looked perfect. “Trust me,” she’d said. “You’re going to thank me later.”

The club had been as loud and crowded as Dionne had feared. She’d felt out of place from the moment they stepped inside, the bass from the music vibrating through her chest. Kaylee had dragged her to the bar, ordering drinks and chatting with strangers like she owned the place. Dionne had sipped her cocktail slowly, trying to blend into the background.

But then Mario appeared, his presence commanding the room. Dionne hadn’t even noticed him at first—until he was standing in front of her, his voice smooth and confident.

“I don’t think we’ve met,” he’d said, extending a hand. “I’m Mario.”

Dionne had stammered her name, her cheeks burning as she shook his hand. Kaylee had elbowed her in the ribs, barely containing her excitement. They’d talked for a while—or rather, Mario had talked, and Dionne had nodded and laughed at the right moments, trying to keep up with his charm. He’d flirted shamelessly, his gaze lingering on her in a way that made her feel both nervous and exhilarated.

And then, out of nowhere, he’d asked her back to his place.

—

Now, standing in the club with Kaylee’s words echoing in her ears, Dionne took a deep breath. “Okay,” she said finally. “But only if you come with me.”

Kaylee grinned, looping her arm through Dionne’s. “Obviously. You think I’d miss this?”

Mario led them out of the club and into a sleek black limo waiting at the curb. The interior was all leather and polished wood, the scent of expensive cologne filling the air. Dionne sank into the plush seat, her heart racing as Mario settled beside her. Kaylee sat across from them, her eyes darting between Mario and Dionne with barely contained excitement.

The ride to Mario’s mansion was a blur. Dionne barely registered the city lights streaming past the tinted windows, her mind preoccupied with what might happen next. When they arrived, she stepped out of the limo and onto the sprawling driveway, her breath catching at the sight of the house. It was massive, with tall windows and a grand entrance that screamed luxury.

Inside, the living room was even more impressive. A chandelier hung from the high ceiling, casting a warm glow over the elegant furniture. And there, lounging on one of the couches, was Todd Combs—Hollywood’s golden boy. He looked up as they entered, a lazy smile spreading across his face.

“Todd,” Mario said, gesturing to the women. “This is Dionne and Kaylee.”

Todd stood, his tall frame towering over Kaylee as he extended a hand. “Nice to meet you,” he said, his voice deep and smooth.

Kaylee practically swooned, her cheeks flushing as she shook his hand.

Mario guided Dionne to a couch, sitting so close their thighs touched. She could feel the heat of his body, the way his eyes lingered on her lips. He poured them each a glass of wine, his fingers brushing hers as he handed her the glass. Dionne took a sip, the alcohol burning her throat but doing little to calm her nerves.

Across the room, Kaylee and Todd were deep in conversation, their laughter ringing out. Dionne glanced over just as Todd leaned in, his lips brushing Kaylee’s ear as he whispered something that made her giggle.

Mario’s hand on her thigh pulled her attention back to him. His fingers traced circles on her skin, sending shivers up her spine. “You’re stunning,” he murmured, his eyes dark with desire.

Dionne’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss. She melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as the world around them faded away.

When they finally pulled apart, Mario’s gaze was intense. He unzipped his pants, his voice low and commanding. “Touch me.”

Dionne’s hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his throbbing length. She stroked him slowly, her eyes locked with his as he groaned in pleasure. She leaned down, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick, filling her throat as she bobbed her head, her fingers gripping the base of his shaft.

She glanced over at Kaylee and Todd, her heart skipping a beat at the sight of them. Todd had Kaylee’s dress undone, his hands roaming her body as they kissed passionately. Kaylee moaned, her head thrown back as Todd stripped her bare.

Dionne felt a rush of heat between her legs, her arousal spiking as she watched them. Mario’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper. She gagged slightly, tears pricking her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She wanted to please him, to feel him lose control.

When Mario finally pulled her up, his breathing was ragged. “Ride me,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

Dionne didn’t hesitate, straddling him and sinking onto his length. She gasped at the sensation, her body arching as he filled her. She moved slowly at first, her hips rocking against his, but soon she was riding him hard, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Across the room, Todd had Kaylee pinned to the couch, her legs wrapped around his waist as he thrust into her. Kaylee’s moans echoed through the room, her body trembling with pleasure.

Dionne felt her own orgasm building, the tension in her body coiling tighter with every thrust. She cried out as it hit her, her body convulsing around Mario’s cock.

He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he came inside her, his release hot and overwhelming. When it was over, they were both breathless, their bodies slick with sweat.

Mario brushed a strand of hair from Dionne’s face, his smile soft. “You were incredible,” he murmured.

As they sat in the limo on the way home, Kaylee turned to Dionne, her eyes sparkling. “Do you think they’ll call again?” she asked, her voice hopeful.

Dionne hesitated, her mind racing. “I don’t know,” she said finally. “But I hope so.”
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Aaron burst through the front door, his tie already loosened, but his energy anything but relaxed. His eyes were bright, his cheeks flushed, and his grin wide enough to make Sadie pause mid-sip of her wine.

“You’re home early,” she said, setting the glass down on the counter.

“You won’t believe it,” he said, tossing his briefcase onto the couch. “Max DeFoe invited us to a party. Not just any party. A party at his mansion.”

Sadie’s eyebrows shot up. Max DeFoe was more than a name in their household; he was practically a legend. The man who built an empire from the ground up, the kind of person whose approval could make or break a career. Aaron had recently started working for him. And now, he was inviting them into his world. “Us?” she asked, her voice tinged with disbelief.

“Yeah, you and me,” Aaron said, stepping closer. He took her hands in his, his excitement palpable. “This is it, Sadie. My chance to impress him, to really show him I’m cut out for this role. But I need you there with me. You’re my secret weapon.”

Sadie laughed, though her stomach fluttered with nerves. “Secret weapon, huh? What exactly am I supposed to do?”

“Just be yourself,” Aaron said, leaning in to kiss her. “You’re beautiful, smart, and charming. Max will love you. Plus, it’s a chance for us to make an impression together. Think about it—this could be the start of something huge.”

The days leading up to the party were a blur of preparation. Sadie spent hours shopping for the perfect dress, something that would make her feel confident but not overly flashy. When she finally slipped into the strapless black number the night of the event, she knew she’d nailed it. The fabric hugged her curves in all the right places, and the high heels added just the right amount of drama. Aaron, in his tailored suit, looked every bit the rising star she knew he was.

As they pulled up to Max’s mansion, Sadie’s nerves returned with a vengeance. The house was enormous, lit up like a beacon against the night sky. A valet took their car, and they walked up the grand staircase to the front door, which swung open before they even had a chance to knock.

Max DeFoe himself greeted them, his presence as commanding as Sadie had imagined. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a smile that was both welcoming and calculating. “Aaron,” he said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Glad you could make it. And this must be the lovely Sadie.”

“Nice to meet you,” Sadie said, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, his gaze lingering a moment longer than necessary.

Max ushered them inside, where the opulence of the mansion was on full display. The living room was vast, with plush furniture and artwork that looked like it belonged in a museum.

Sitting on the couch was a strikingly beautiful woman. Next to her was a man and a woman who both exuded authority. “This is my wife, Lana,” Max explained. “And this is Ellie and George. George is one of the company’s top executives.”

Sadie smiled politely, though she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something… off about the way they all looked at her. It wasn’t hostile—quite the opposite. It was almost as if they were sizing her up, assessing her in a way that made her skin tingle.

Drinks were served, and the conversation flowed easily enough. But there was an undercurrent of something Sadie couldn’t quite put her finger on. Max was charming, but there was a glint in his eye that made her wonder what he was really thinking. Lana was warm, but her smiles seemed almost too practiced. Ellie and George were quiet, exchanging glances that hinted at some unspoken understanding.

Dinner was a lavish affair, with courses that seemed to go on forever. The food was exquisite, but Sadie couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched. Every time she glanced up, she caught someone looking her way—Max, Lana, even George. It was unsettling, but also… thrilling in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

“So,” Max said, leaning back in his chair after the dessert plates had been cleared. “Who’s ready for some after-dinner entertainment?”

Sadie exchanged a glance with Aaron, who looked just as confused as she was. “What kind of entertainment?” Aaron asked, his voice cautious.

Max’s smile widened. “You’ll see.”

They returned to the living room, where the lights had been dimmed and soft music was playing. Sadie’s heart began to race. Something was about to happen—something big. She could feel it in the air, thick and electric.

Ellie and George were the first to break the tension. Without a word, they leaned in and began kissing, slow and deliberate. Sadie’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. She looked at Aaron, who was staring at them, his expression a mix of shock and curiosity.

Then, Max stood, his gaze locking onto Aaron’s. He reached for Lana, pulling her into his arms and sliding the straps of her dress down her shoulders. “If you want to move up in the company,” Max said, his voice low and commanding, “join us.”

Sadie’s pulse roared in her ears. She turned to Aaron, her mind racing. But before she could say anything, he pulled her into a kiss—deep, urgent, and full of intent. She kissed him back, her body responding before her mind could catch up. This is insane, she thought, but the idea was fleeting, drowned out by the heat of the moment.

Aaron’s hands moved to her dress, tugging it down until it pooled at her feet. She stood there, exposed, but the look in his eyes made her feel anything but vulnerable. She glanced around the room, her heart pounding. Max was already undressed, his cock hard as he pounded into Lana, her moans filling the air. Ellie was on her knees, her lips wrapped around George’s thick shaft.

Sadie’s hesitation melted away. She dropped to her knees in front of Aaron, her fingers trembling as she unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, already erect, and she took him into her mouth without a second thought. The taste of him, the way he groaned her name—it only fueled her desire.

When he guided her to the couch, she climbed on top of him, sinking onto his cock with a gasp. Her hips moved of their own accord, riding him with a rhythm that made her heart pound. She came first, her body shuddering with the force of it, and he followed soon after, filling her with his release.

But it wasn’t over. Max approached her, his eyes dark with hunger. “I want you,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Sadie hesitated, but Aaron’s voice broke through the haze. “Do it,” he urged, his hand already moving to stroke his cock as he watched.

She got on her hands and knees, her heart racing as Max positioned himself behind her. His cock slid into her with a groan, and she cried out as he began to move. It was raw, primal, and utterly intoxicating. She came again, her body trembling as he thrust into her, his own climax coming with a guttural roar.

When he pulled out, Aaron was there, his cock in hand. He grabbed the back of her head, guiding her mouth to his tip. “Swallow it,” he commanded, and she obeyed, his release spilling onto her tongue.

As the room settled into a sated silence, Sadie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Excitement, disbelief, and a strange sense of anticipation. Max and George exchanged satisfied smiles, while Lana gave her a knowing look.

“You’ll fit right in,” Max said, his tone leaving no doubt that this was only the beginning.

As Sadie and Aaron left the mansion, her mind was already racing with possibilities. “What do you think?” Aaron asked, his voice tinged with hope.

Sadie looked at him, her heart pounding. “I think…” she began, her voice trembling with excitement. “I think this is the start of something big.”
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Hailey stood in front of the full-length mirror in the dimly lit dressing room, her reflection staring back at her with wide, uncertain eyes. The sequined red lingerie clung to her curves, the fabric shimmering under the fluorescent lights.

She sucked in a deep breath, her hands trembling as she adjusted the straps on her shoulders. The club was packed tonight, the bass from the music vibrating through the floor and into her feet. This is it, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. You’re doing this. No turning back now.

She had always been self-conscious about her body. Growing up, she’d been told she was “too much”—too big, too curvy, too something. But bills didn’t pay themselves, and desperation had a way of pushing people to places they never thought they’d go.

The strip club had seemed like her last resort. What if they laugh? What if no one tips? The questions swirled in her mind, but she pushed them down, forcing a confident smile as the stage manager called her name.

The spotlight hit her the moment she stepped onto the stage, blinding her for a second. The music thumped louder, the beat syncopated with her racing heart. She froze for a moment, her body stiff, before the rhythm took over. She rolled her hips, letting the music guide her movements. The crowd’s murmurs faded into the background as she focused on her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. She was surprised at how good she looked, how her curves seemed to flow with the music, how the sequins caught the light and made her glow.

Then, the money started flying. Bills—ones, fives, twenties—landed at her feet, fluttering like confetti. Her confidence surged with each one. They like me. They actually like me. She twirled, her body moving with a newfound freedom, her smile widening as she caught the eyes of the audience.

One woman stood out in the crowd. She was sitting close to the stage, her gaze locked on Hailey with an intensity that made her shiver. The woman was stunning—sleek, with dark hair that framed her face and a confident smirk that screamed I know what I want. When Hailey approached the edge of the stage, the woman held up a crisp hundred-dollar bill, her eyes never leaving Hailey’s.

“You’re incredible,” the woman said, her voice low and smooth as she tucked the bill into Hailey’s garter. “I’m Mya.”

“Hailey,” she replied, her voice breathless. She felt a spark of something she couldn’t quite name—excitement, curiosity, desire?—as their fingers brushed.

Mya leaned in closer, her breath warm against Hailey’s ear. “I’d love a private dance.”

Hailey nodded, her cheeks flushing. “Of course.”

In the private room, the atmosphere was charged. Hailey moved to the music, her body close to Mya’s. Mya’s hands rested lightly on Hailey’s hips, her touch sending jolts of electricity through her.

“You’re gorgeous,” Mya murmured, her voice dripping with admiration. “Every inch of you.”

Hailey’s heart raced, her body responding to the way Mya looked at her—like she was something to be desired, cherished.

When the song ended, Mya leaned back, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I’m staying at the Grand Lexington. Room 1402. We can party. You should come.”

Hailey hesitated, her mind racing. Party? With a stranger? But something about Mya—her confidence, her warmth—made her want to say yes. “I’ll think about it,” she said, her voice trembling just a little.

After her shift, Hailey stood outside the Grand Lexington, her stomach fluttering with nerves. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of seeing Mya again—of exploring whatever this was—was too enticing to resist. She took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator.

When the door to room 1402 opened, Mya greeted her with a glass of champagne and a smile. “You came,” she said, her voice laced with satisfaction. “I was hoping you would.”

The room was luxurious, with a king-size bed dominating the space. Another woman was sitting on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure accentuated by a sleek black dress. She looked up, her eyes meeting Hailey’s with a mix of curiosity and interest.

“This is Charlotte,” Mya said, gesturing to the woman. “My girlfriend.”

Charlotte stood, her smile warm and inviting. “Hi, Hailey. Mya’s been raving about you.”

Hailey felt a blush creep up her cheeks. “Hi,” she said, her voice soft.

Mya stepped closer, her hand brushing against Hailey’s arm. “We were hoping you’d join us tonight. Just the three of us.”

Hailey’s breath hitched. A threesome? The idea was thrilling and terrifying all at once. But the way Mya and Charlotte looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing they’d ever seen—made her heart race. “Okay,” she whispered.

Mya’s smile widened, and she reached out to take Hailey’s hand, leading her further into the room. Charlotte followed, her eyes never leaving Hailey. When they reached the bed, Mya turned to her, her voice low and seductive. “Let’s get comfortable.”

They undressed slowly, the anticipation building with each piece of clothing that fell to the floor. Hailey couldn’t take her eyes off Mya and Charlotte—their curves, their confidence, the way they moved together like they were in perfect sync. When they were naked, Mya stepped closer, her lips brushing against Hailey’s in a soft, teasing kiss.

Charlotte watched, her gaze hungry, as Mya deepened the kiss, her hands caressing Hailey’s body. Hailey moaned softly, her hands exploring Mya’s curves in return. Then Charlotte joined them, her lips finding Hailey’s neck as Mya’s hands wandered lower.

“You’re so beautiful,” Charlotte whispered, her breath hot against Hailey’s skin.

They moved to the bed, the sheets cool against Hailey’s overheated skin. Mya’s fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, sending shivers through her body.

“Relax,” Mya murmured, her voice soothing. “Let us take care of you.”

Charlotte kissed her way down Hailey’s body, her lips closing around Hailey’s nipple as Mya’s fingers slid inside her. Hailey gasped, the sensations overwhelming. Mya’s tongue soon joined her fingers, and Hailey arched her back, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Yes,” Hailey moaned, her voice barely above a whisper. “Don’t stop.”

Charlotte chuckled, her breath warm against Hailey’s skin. “We don’t plan to.” She reached for a dildo, her eyes locking with Hailey’s as she positioned it at her entrance. “Ready?”

Hailey nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. When Charlotte pushed the dildo inside her, she cried out, pleasure crashing over her in waves. Mya’s tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit, and Hailey felt like she was falling, soaring, completely lost in the moment.

“Open your eyes,” Mya said, her voice husky. “Look at me.”

Hailey obeyed, her gaze meeting Mya’s as Charlotte thrust the dildo deeper.

Mya’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she climbed up Hailey’s body, positioning herself over her face. “Taste me,” she purred.

Hailey’s tongue delved into Mya’s wetness, her moans vibrating against her as Charlotte’s thrusts grew faster, harder.

“You’re so good,” Charlotte murmured, her voice heavy with desire. “So fucking good.”

The tension in Hailey’s body built to an unbearable peak, and when it finally broke, she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure. Charlotte’s movements slowed as Hailey’s orgasm subsided, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Mya rolled off her, her face flushed and her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “That was incredible,” she said, her voice breathless. “You’re incredible.”

Charlotte nodded, her hand resting on Hailey’s thigh. “I hope we’ll see you again soon.”

Hailey’s heart raced as she looked at them, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. “I’d like that,” she whispered.
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The plane cabin hummed softly as Jasmine settled into her first-class seat, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves. She couldn’t believe her luck—just weeks into her internship at Powers & Associates, one of the most prestigious law firms in the city, she was already being invited on a high-profile work trip to New York.

Sitting across the aisle were her boss, Sam Powers, and two senior associates, Rick and Josh. The three men exuded confidence, their tailored suits and sharp demeanors making them seem larger than life. Jasmine adjusted her blouse nervously, hoping she looked as professional as they did.

Sam glanced over at her, a warm smile spreading across his face. “First time in first class?” he asked, his voice smooth and inviting.

Jasmine nodded, trying to contain her giddiness. “It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sam chuckled, leaning slightly closer. “You’ll get used to it. We take care of our own here at Powers.”

His words felt like a promise, and Jasmine couldn’t help but blush. She noticed Rick and Josh exchanging knowing glances, their eyes occasionally flicking in her direction.

Rick leaned forward, his tone light but with an edge of flirtation. “So, Jasmine, what’s your secret? How’d you manage to snag this trip so soon?”

She laughed nervously. “I guess I just got lucky,” she said, though she sensed there was more to their attention than simple curiosity.

The flight passed with a mix of light conversation and subtle flirting. Sam’s charm was almost overwhelming, his every word and gesture seeming to draw her in. Rick and Josh weren’t far behind, their comments growing bolder as the hours ticked by. By the time they landed in New York, Jasmine felt both flattered and overwhelmed, her mind racing with thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted to confront.

The hotel was as luxurious as she’d expected, its towering glass exterior glinting in the city lights. After checking in, Jasmine made her way to her room, her heels clicking softly against the polished marble floors. The room was spacious, with a breathtaking view of the Manhattan skyline. She sighed, letting the weight of the day melt away as she stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water was a welcome relief, washing away the tension in her muscles and the lingering doubts in her mind.

Wrapped in a plush white robe, Jasmine stepped out of the bathroom, her hair still damp and her skin glowing. She was just about to pour herself a glass of water when there was a knock at the door. Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be? she wondered, tightening the belt of her robe as she approached the door. Through the peephole, she saw Sam standing there, a casual smile on his face. She hesitated for a moment before opening the door.

“Sam,” she said, trying to sound composed. “Is everything okay?”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his presence filling the room. “Couldn’t sleep,” he said, his eyes scanning her from head to toe. “Thought we could chat for a bit.”

Jasmine felt a flutter in her stomach but nodded, closing the door behind him. Sam walked over to the minibar, pulling out a small bottle of whiskey. “Drink?” he offered, holding it up.

Jasmine shook her head. “No, I’m fine, thanks.”

Sam shrugged, pouring himself a glass before sitting down on the edge of the bed.

There was a moment of silence, the air thick with unspoken tension. Sam took a sip of his drink, his gaze steady on her. “You’ve got potential, Jasmine,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “I see a lot of myself in you. Ambitious, smart, willing to do whatever it takes to succeed.”

Jasmine felt a rush of pride but also a pang of unease. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That means a lot coming from you.”

Sam leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “I’ll cut to the chase,” he said, his tone shifting. “I want to offer you a full-time position at the firm. But there’s a condition.”

Jasmine’s breath caught in her throat. A full-time position? This was everything she’d been working for, everything she’d dreamed of. But the way Sam was looking at her made her stomach twist. “What kind of condition?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Sam’s smile was slow, almost predatory. “You’d have to prove your loyalty,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. “To me. To the firm.”

Jasmine’s heart raced, her mind struggling to process what he was suggesting. “I’m not sure I understand,” she said, though deep down, she knew exactly what he meant.

Sam stood up, closing the distance between them in a few strides. “I want you,” he said, his voice a low purr. “But not just me. Rick and Josh, too. Think of it as… a team-building exercise.”

Jasmine’s face flushed, her mind spinning. This was wrong, so wrong. But the thought of turning him down, of losing this opportunity, was unbearable. She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “And if I say yes?”

Sam’s smile widened. “Then the job is yours. You’ll be set for life.”

“Okay,” Jasmine murmured. “I’ll do it.”

Sam pulled out his phone, dialing a number without taking his eyes off her. “Hey, Rick. Yeah, it’s Sam. Bring Josh and come to Jasmine’s room. We’ve got something to discuss.” He hung up, slipping the phone back into his pocket.

Jasmine’s knees felt weak, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. This is happening, she thought, her pulse pounding in her ears.

A few minutes later, there was another knock at the door. Sam opened it, letting Rick and Josh step inside. The two men looked at Jasmine with a mixture of curiosity and hunger, their eyes darkening as they took in her robe-clad figure. Sam closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft click.

He turned to Jasmine, his smile turning predatory. “You made the right choice,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He reached out, his hands gripping her shoulders as he pulled her into a kiss. His lips were demanding, his tongue invading her mouth as he claimed her. Jasmine’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but her body reacted instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back.

Sam’s hands moved to the belt of her robe, untying it with a quick tug. The robe fell open, revealing her naked body to the room. Rick and Josh let out low whistles, their hands already moving to their belts as they watched with hungry eyes.

Sam broke the kiss, his breathing heavy. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice firm.

Jasmine hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her heart pounding as she looked up at him.

Sam unzipped his pants, pulling out his already hard cock. “Suck it,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jasmine’s hands trembled as she reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick, his taste filling her senses as she began to move her head, her tongue swirling around him. Sam groaned, his hands gripping her hair as he guided her rhythm.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Now, take care of Rick and Josh.”

Jasmine pulled away, her lips slick with saliva. She turned to Rick first, his cock already in his hand. She leaned in, taking him into her mouth as her hand reached for Josh, stroking him in time with her movements. Rick groaned, his hips jerking forward as he thrust into her mouth. Jasmine alternated between them, her movements growing more confident as she felt their reactions, their groans filling the room.

Rick was the first to cum, his release shooting onto her face as he let out a low growl. Josh followed soon after, his cum mixing with Rick’s as it dripped down her cheeks. Jasmine wiped at her face with the back of her hand, her arousal spiking as she felt the sticky warmth on her skin.

Sam pulled her to her feet, his hands roaming her body as he pushed her toward the bed. “You’re doing great,” he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. “But we’re not done yet.”

Sam climbed on top of Jasmine. His hands explored her body, touching her breasts in a way that made her shiver with delight. She felt his cock press against her entrance as he kissed her neck. Sam let out a groan as he pushed inside, filling Jasmine.

Jasmine felt the pleasure building as Sam pounded her faster. With each thrust, Sam drove her closer to release. Finally, she climaxed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she gripped the sheets. Sam let out a low moan as he filled her with his seed. He pulled away, leaving her sticky with his semen.

“You were amazing,” Sam whispered, his eyes locked on Jasmine.

“Thank you,” Jasmine replied, still catching her breath.

“We can’t wait for you to start working with us, full-time,” Rick said, caressing Jasmine’s smooth skin.

Jasmine felt proud. She’d gotten the job, and she was eager to see where her relationship with Sam would lead.
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The gates of the mansion loomed ahead, their wrought iron tendrils twisting like vines under the pale morning light. Nya gripped the handle of her duffel bag tighter, her heart thrumming with a mix of curiosity and nerves. Mr. Carson’s estate was… massive, to say the least. The kind of place that made you wonder what secrets lay hidden behind its walls.

She pressed the intercom button, the buzz echoing in her ears.

“Yes?” A smooth, low voice crackled through the speaker.

“It’s Nya. I’m here for the housekeeping position,” she replied, forcing her voice to stay steady.

The gates creaked open, and she stepped inside, her sneakers crunching against the gravel driveway. The mansion itself was a monolith of glass and stone, reflecting the sky like a mirror. She barely had time to take it all in before the front door swung open, revealing a man in his late forties. His tailored suit screamed wealth, but it was his piercing gaze that made her pause.

“Welcome, Nya,” he said, his lips curling into a faint smile. “I’m Mr. Carson. Come in.”

She followed him inside, her eyes darting around the opulent foyer. Crystal chandeliers sparkled above, and the air smelled faintly of sandalwood.

“The job is straightforward,” he began, handing her a list of supplies. “Clean the main areas, keep things tidy. Think you can handle that?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, tucking the list into her pocket.

He nodded, his expression unreadable. “Good. I’ll be in my study if you need anything.”

The day passed quickly, the tasks easy enough—dusting, vacuuming, polishing. But the mansion felt… alive, as if its walls were watching her. By the time she finished, the sun was dipping below the horizon, casting the estate in a warm, golden glow. She was about to leave when Mr. Carson appeared again.

“Nya,” he called, his voice smooth. “I’d like to introduce you to some friends of mine.”

She hesitated, curiosity tugging at her. “Sure.”

He led her to a sitting room where a couple lounged on a plush couch. The woman, Bedelia, had fiery red hair and a smile that was both inviting and dangerous. The man, Franklin, was broad-shouldered, his eyes sharp and calculating.

“Nya, meet Bedelia and Franklin,” Mr. Carson said. “They’re good friends.”

Nya extended her hand, but Bedelia stood, closing the distance between them in a few graceful strides. Instead of a handshake, Bedelia wrapped her arms around her, pulling her into a hug. Nya stiffened, caught off guard.

Then, just as quickly, Bedelia’s lips were on hers.

The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, but when Nya didn’t pull away, it deepened, Bedelia’s tongue brushing against hers. Nya’s mind raced, her body caught between surprise and a sudden, unexpected heat. When Bedelia finally pulled back, Nya’s cheeks were flushed, her breath uneven.

Mr. Carson watched, his expression unreadable. “I’m looking for more than just a housekeeper, Nya,” he said, his voice low. “I want someone who can… entertain. Me and my friends.”

Nya’s heart pounded. She glanced at Bedelia, who was watching her with a sly smile, then at Franklin, who leaned back, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the weight of the opportunity—what a relationship with Mr. Carson could mean. Money, connections, a way out of the life she’d been stuck in.

“I’m intrigued,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm inside her.

Mr. Carson’s smile widened. “Excellent. Shall we?”

He led them to a bedroom, its walls adorned with dark, sensual art. The air was thick with anticipation, and Nya’s skin prickled with a mixture of nerves and excitement. Bedelia stepped forward, her fingers deftly unbuttoning Nya’s shirt.

“You’re beautiful,” Bedelia murmured, her breath warm against Nya’s neck as she slid the fabric off her shoulders.

Nya stepped out of her jeans, standing in just her bra and panties. Bedelia’s hands moved to her back, unhooking the bra and letting it fall to the floor. Nya’s breath hitched as Bedelia’s lips found her nipples, teasing them with light kisses and flicks of her tongue.

Franklin approached, his hands resting on her hips as he knelt before her. He tugged her panties down, his tongue immediately finding her pussy. Nya gasped, her fingers tangling in Bedelia’s hair as Franklin’s tongue worked her with a skill that made her legs tremble.

Mr. Carson watched from the corner, his hand sliding down to stroke his cock through his pants. Bedelia glanced over at him, a smirk playing on her lips. She left Nya’s side, moving to Franklin.

“My turn,” she purred, climbing onto his lap as he sat on the edge of the bed.

Nya’s eyes widened as Bedelia sank down onto Franklin’s cock, her body moving in slow, deliberate waves. The sight was intoxicating, and Nya felt a surge of arousal as she watched them.

Mr. Carson approached her then, his cock hard and ready. He guided her onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely. He started slow, but soon his thrusts became harder, deeper, each one sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

Nya’s eyes drifted to Bedelia and Franklin, their bodies moving in perfect sync. The sight of Bedelia bouncing on Franklin’s cock, her breasts swaying with each movement, was almost too much.

“Oh, god,” Nya moaned, her nails digging into Mr. Carson’s back as her orgasm began to build.

He groaned, his pace quickening. “That’s it, Nya. Let go.”

Her climax hit her like a wave, her body shuddering as pleasure crashed over her. Mr. Carson followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he came inside her.

For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the scent of sweat and sex.

Mr. Carson pulled out, a satisfied smile on his face. “You were incredible, Nya.”

Bedelia and Franklin exchanged glances, their expressions equally pleased.

“I’ll make sure you’re well compensated for your… services,” Mr. Carson added, his tone leaving no room for doubt.

Nya’s lips curved into a smile. “I can’t wait to see where this will lead,” she said, her voice soft but confident.

Mr. Carson leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Neither can I,” he whispered…

39 - A MYSTERIOUS WEALTHY WOMAN

FF / Stripper / Lap Dance / Kissing / Vibrator

The club was alive with pulsing bass and the faint smell of sweat and perfume. Kerstie stepped onto the stage, her long black hair cascading down her back like a waterfall of midnight silk. Her hips swayed to the rhythm of the music, her movements deliberate, hypnotic. She caught the gaze of a woman sitting at the edge of the stage, her eyes sharp and calculating, her lips curving into a smirk that made Kerstie’s skin prickle with curiosity.

The woman’s tailored black suit screamed wealth, and the way she leaned back in her chair, legs crossed with an air of nonchalance, only added to her allure. Kerstie noticed her hands—manicured nails, a diamond ring glinting under the dim lights. When the woman slipped a crisp hundred-dollar bill into the edge of Kerstie’s garter, her fingers lingered for a moment, brushing against Kerstie’s thigh. The touch was electric, unexpected.

Kerstie smiled, leaning down slightly, her voice low and sultry. “Enjoying the show?”

The woman’s smirk widened, but she didn’t answer. Instead, she finished her drink, stood, and walked away without a word. Kerstie watched her go, the woman’s confidence leaving an imprint in the air like a lingering scent. Who is she? Kerstie wondered. The tip was generous, but the mystery was even more intoxicating.

The next night, Kerstie found herself scanning the crowd, her eyes darting to the same corner where the woman had sat. And there she was, again, dressed impeccably, her presence commanding attention without effort. This time, Kerstie didn’t wait. As soon as her set ended, she made her way over, her hips swaying with every step.

“Back for more?” Kerstie asked, her voice playful but her gaze searching.

The woman looked up, her dark eyes locking onto Kerstie’s. “Perhaps,” she said, her voice smooth as velvet. “But only if you’re the one serving it.”

Kerstie felt a shiver run down her spine. She leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing the woman’s ear. “I can do that. My name’s Kerstie.”

“Carmine,” the woman replied, her breath warm against Kerstie’s skin. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” She slid another hundred into Kerstie’s garter, her fingers lingering longer this time. The touch was deliberate, and Kerstie felt a rush of heat course through her.

Kerstie led Carmine to the private area, her heart pounding in her chest. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. As Kerstie began her routine, she could feel Carmine’s eyes on her, stripping her down in ways that had nothing to do with the skimpy outfit she wore. She moved closer, her body inches from Carmine’s, her hips grinding in time with the music.

Carmine’s hands rested on her thighs, her touch firm but respectful—at first. Kerstie leaned in, her lips brushing Carmine’s ear, she could hear Carmine’s breath hitch.

“You’re good,” Carmine murmured, her voice low and husky.

“I aim to please,” Kerstie whispered back, her voice dripping with promise.

When the song ended, Carmine stood, her gaze never leaving Kerstie’s. “Your shift’s almost over, isn’t it?”

Kerstie nodded, her pulse quickening. “It is.”

“Come home with me.” It wasn’t a question, but it wasn’t a demand, either. There was something in Carmine’s tone that made Kerstie’s stomach flip.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Let me grab my things.”

The black SUV waiting outside was sleek and expensive, just like Carmine. The ride to her mansion was quiet, the tension between them palpable. Kerstie stole glances at Carmine, her profile sharp and elegant in the dim light of the car. She wondered what she’d gotten herself into, but the thrill of the unknown was too enticing to resist.

When they arrived, Kerstie’s breath caught in her throat. The mansion was a sprawling estate, its grandeur almost overwhelming. Carmine led her inside, the opulence of the place only adding to her mystique.

In the living room, Carmine turned to her, her gaze intense. “You’re even more beautiful up close,” she said, her voice soft but laced with desire.

Kerstie felt her cheeks flush, but she didn’t look away. “So are you.”

Carmine stepped closer, her fingers brushing against Kerstie’s cheek. The touch was tender, but there was a hunger behind it that made Kerstie’s knees weak. When their lips met, it was electric. Carmine’s kiss was insistent, her tongue teasing Kerstie’s as her hands roamed her body. Kerstie moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping Carmine’s shoulders for support.

Carmine pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. “My bedroom,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Kerstie followed her without a word, her heart pounding in her chest. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, but Kerstie barely noticed. Her focus was entirely on Carmine.

Carmine turned to Kerstie with a predatory smile. “Let me see you,” she said, her voice commanding but soft.

Kerstie hesitated for a moment before reaching for the zipper of her dress. She let it fall to the floor, standing in nothing but her lingerie.

Carmine’s gaze raked over her, her appreciation evident. “Gorgeous,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced the curve of Kerstie’s waist, sending shivers down her spine.

Carmine’s hands moved to the clasp of Kerstie’s bra, her touch deliberate but unhurried. When it fell away, Kerstie felt a wave of vulnerability, but Carmine’s gaze was reassuring, filled with admiration. “Perfect,” she whispered, her lips brushing against Kerstie’s collarbone.

Kerstie’s breath hitched as Carmine’s hands moved to her panties, sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, feeling exposed but exhilarated.

Carmine stepped back, her eyes drinking in the sight of her. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice soft but firm.

Kerstie obeyed, her heart racing as she sank into the plush bed.

Carmine opened a drawer, revealing an array of sex toys. “Pick one,” she said, her tone playful but with an edge of command.

Kerstie’s eyes scanned the selection before settling on a small vibrator. She held it up, her cheeks flushing. “This one.”

Carmine’s smile was wicked as she took it from her. “Good choice.” She knelt beside the bed, her eyes locking onto Kerstie’s. “Let’s see how you like this.” She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Kerstie’s clit.

Kerstie gasped, her back arching as the sensation shot through her.

Carmine watched her intently, her free hand roaming Kerstie’s body with deliberate slowness. “You’re so responsive,” she murmured, her voice filled with amusement and desire.

The vibrator moved in slow circles, the pressure just enough to drive Kerstie wild without pushing her over the edge. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Carmine leaned down, her lips brushing against Kerstie’s ear. “You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?”

Kerstie nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes.”

Carmine’s lips trailed down her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin as she increased the pressure of the vibrator. Kerstie’s body tensed, her climax building with every second. When it hit, it was all-consuming. She cried out, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Carmine didn’t stop, her tongue now teasing Kerstie’s clit as she brought her down from her high. Kerstie’s hands tangled in her hair, her moans filling the room. When Carmine finally pulled back, Kerstie was a panting mess, her body still tingling from the aftershocks.

They lounged in bed together. Carmine gave Kerstie a gentle kiss.

Carmine stood, her gaze filled with satisfaction. “I hope I’ll see you again?” she asked as she started to get dressed.

“I’d love that,” Kerstie agreed.

On the drive back to Kerstie’s apartment, she couldn’t believe how the night had ended. Carmine was a wealthy woman with many connections, and Kerstie was looking forward to their next encounter.

40 - SATISFYING TWO CELEBRITIES

MMFF / First Person / Group Sex / Celebrity / Blow Job / Facial / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

“Brandi, focus! You’re making Chuck wait,” Laura hissed, her voice low but urgent as she nudged me with her elbow.

I blinked, pulling myself back into the moment. My lips were wrapped around Chuck Jones’ cock, his thick shaft pulsing against my tongue. The taste of him was salty and warm, and I could feel the tension building in his body as he gripped the back of my head. His breathing was heavy, and the way he looked down at me—those piercing blue eyes filled with raw desire—sent a shiver through me. He was famous, for god’s sake. A-list famous. And here I was, kneeling between his legs like it was just another night on the job.

But it wasn’t. Not even close.

—

Let me rewind a bit. It had been a rough few weeks. Business was bad, and we’d been working the streets to make ends meet. That night, I was standing outside with Laura and Cheyenne, trying to drum up some clients. Kayla had been gone for hours, and we were starting to get worried. And then, Kayla pulled up in her car, waving a wad of cash like it was nothing.

“Girls, get in,” she said, her voice practically dripping with excitement. “I’ve got a lead on something big.”

We didn’t need to be told twice. We piled into her car, and before I knew it, we were walking into one of the fanciest downtown hotels I’d ever seen. The lobby was all marble floors and chandeliers, and the elevator ride up to the penthouse suite felt like it took forever.

When the doors finally opened, there they were: Chuck Jones and Nick Riley. I recognized them immediately. They were huge stars, in town filming some blockbuster movie. And now, they were looking at us like we were the main event.

“You ladies ready to have some fun?” Chuck asked, his voice smooth and confident. He unzipped his pants without waiting for an answer, and that’s when things really kicked off.

Laura and I dropped to our knees in front of him, while Kayla and Cheyenne focused their attention on Nick. My hands found Chuck’s hips as I took him deeper into my mouth, feeling the heat of him against my lips. Laura was right beside me, her tongue flicking along the underside of his shaft. We worked together, taking turns sucking and licking, watching as his muscles tensed and his breathing grew heavier.

Across the room, Nick let out a low groan as Kayla and Cheyenne stroked him. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Keep going.”

Kayla leaned forward, pressing her ample breasts together around his cock, and he thrust into the softness of her flesh with a growl. The sound sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Chuck’s hand tightened in my hair, tugging gently as he groaned. “Fuck, you two are good,” he muttered, his voice strained.

I could tell he was close. So could Laura. She glanced at me, a mischievous glint in her eye, and then took him deep, her throat working around him in a way that made him curse under his breath.

When he came, it was with a long, guttural moan. His release hit my face first, warm and thick, and then spilled over Laura’s lips as she continued to suck him through it. I wiped my cheek with the back of my hand, laughing softly as Laura grinned up at him, clearly proud of herself.

“Good girl,” Chuck said, still catching his breath. He reached down to help us to our feet, his touch lingering on my arm for just a moment too long.

Meanwhile, Nick was practically vibrating with need. He grabbed Kayla by the shoulders, turning her so that her back was to him. “Bend over,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Kayla did as she was told, her hands braced on the edge of the bed as he positioned himself behind her.

Cheyenne climbed onto the bed, her fingers already sliding between Kayla’s thighs. “Let’s see how wet you are,” she teased, her voice sultry as she dipped her head down to taste her.

Kayla gasped, her hips jerking forward as Cheyenne’s tongue went to work. Cheyenne ate Kayla’s pussy, getting her wet and ready for Nick. Finally, Cheyenne pulled back, calling Nick over to take her place.

By the time Nick positioned himself behind Kayla, her pussy was dripping with desire. With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside Cheyenne, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. “Fuck, that’s tight,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he set a brutal pace.

Cheyenne moaned, her body rocking with each of his thrusts, her cries only spurring him on.

The room was alive with sounds—moans, gasps, the slap of skin against skin. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and I could feel my own body responding to it all.

Chuck reached for me again, pulling me close. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I climbed onto the bed, straddling him as he lay back. His cock was still hard, still slick from earlier, and I guided him inside me with a slow, deliberate motion. The feeling of him filling me was incredible, and I couldn’t hold back the loud moan that escaped my lips.

Laura joined us, positioning herself above Chuck’s face. He didn’t hesitate, his tongue finding her folds as she lowered herself onto him. She let out a strangled cry, her hands clutching the headboard for support as he ate her out with expert precision.

I rode Chuck hard, my hips moving in time with his thrusts. Each movement sent waves of pleasure crashing through me, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. Laura’s cries grew louder, more frantic, and I knew she was close too.

When she came, it was with a scream, her body trembling as Chuck brought her over the edge. That was all it took to push me over as well. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my pussy clenching around Chuck’s cock as I cried out his name. He followed soon after, groaning as he filled me with his release.

For a moment, everything was quiet except for the sound of our ragged breathing. Then Nick let out a shout, his hips jerking as he came inside Cheyenne. Kayla looked on, pleasuring herself as she watched.

When it was all over, we collapsed onto the bed, our bodies tangled together. I could feel the weight of exhaustion settling over me, but there was also a sense of satisfaction. This was the kind of night that could change everything. As I lay there, catching my breath, I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

We got dressed and got ready to leave. This encounter had been exactly what we needed. It seemed like things were finally turning around.

As we walked out of the hotel, I looked at Kayla and smiled. “Thank you for finding those guys. They were amazing!” I exclaimed, my heart racing with excitement.

“Don’t worry about it,” Kayla replied, nonchalantly.

As Laura, Kayla, Cheyenne, and I got back into Kayla’s car, I felt lucky to have my girls. We were a real team, and together we would make it out of this difficult situation.

41 - THE CEO AND THE SECRETARY

FF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Cheating / Oral / Dildo

Chante sat at her desk, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she typed up a report for her boss, Elaina. As a secretary, she took pride in her work, ensuring every detail was perfect. But today, her mind wandered, her thoughts drifting to the woman she secretly admired.

Elaina, the powerful CEO of the company, was a force to be reckoned with. In her early forties, she exuded confidence and elegance. Her blonde hair, styled in a sleek bob, framed her icy blue eyes, and her sharp features commanded attention. Today, she wore a typical power outfit—a tailored black blazer that accentuated her narrow waist and a short, tight skirt that showcased her long, toned legs.

Chante, a young woman in her mid-twenties, couldn't help but feel a flutter in her stomach every time Elaina walked by. She was a vision of sophistication and beauty, and Chante found herself drawn to her boss's commanding presence. With her long, dark hair cascading down her back, brown eyes that sparkled with intelligence, and a mocha complexion that gave her an exotic allure, Chante embodied a natural grace. She was shy and reserved, but her quiet demeanor only added to her mysterious charm.

Unbeknownst to Elaina, Chante had harbored a secret crush on her for months. She admired the older woman's success, her intelligence, and her unapologetic dominance in a male-dominated industry. Chante had always been attracted to strong, independent women, and Elaina embodied everything she desired in a partner.

As she finished the report, Chante's heart skipped a beat when Elaina's voice suddenly echoed through the office. "Chante, could you please come to my office? I need to discuss something with you."

Chante's palms began to sweat as she rose from her chair. She took a moment to compose herself, straightening her pencil skirt and smoothing her silk blouse. With a deep breath, she made her way to Elaina's office, her heart pounding in her chest.

Elaina sat behind her massive mahogany desk, her eyes fixed on some documents. As Chante entered, she looked up, her gaze intense and penetrating. "Thank you for coming, Chante. Please, take a seat."

Chante's knees felt weak as she sat in the chair across from Elaina. The office was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city skyline. The walls were adorned with certificates and awards, a testament to Elaina's success.

"I've been very impressed with your work, Chante," Elaina began, her voice soft yet authoritative. "You've been an invaluable asset to this company, and I wanted to personally thank you for your dedication."

Chante blushed, feeling a warmth spread across her cheeks. "Thank you, Ms. Elaina. I'm glad I can contribute to the team's success."

Elaina leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. "Please, call me Elaina. We're not in a board meeting now." She paused, her gaze intensifying. "I wanted to talk to you about something more personal."

Chante's breath caught in her throat. She had a feeling this conversation would change everything.

"Chante, I've noticed the way you look at me," Elaina said, her voice low and husky. "And I must admit, I find myself drawn to you as well."

Chante's heart raced as she processed Elaina's words. She couldn't believe what she was hearing.

"I know this may be unexpected," Elaina continued, "but I've been feeling a certain tension between us. And I'd like to explore it further, if you're willing."

Chante's mind raced with a thousand thoughts. She had fantasized about this moment, but never dared to believe it could become a reality. "I... I'm flattered, Elaina. But I—I don't know what to say."

Elaina smiled, a seductive curve of her lips. "You don't have to say anything right now. Just know that I find you incredibly attractive, and I'd like to get to know you better. Much better."

Chante's eyes widened as she realized Elaina's intentions. The older woman was coming onto her, and the thought of it sent a thrill through her body.

"But there's something you should know," Elaina said, her expression turning serious. "I'm married. And this... attraction we share must be kept a secret. My wife and I have an understanding, but discretion is crucial."

Chante's heart sank for a moment, but she quickly reminded herself that Elaina was offering her a chance to explore her desires. "I understand, Elaina. I can keep a secret. And I want this, too."

Elaina's eyes lit up with a mixture of relief and desire. She stood up from her desk and walked around to Chante's side. Leaning down, she whispered in her ear, "Good. Because I want you, Chante. And I intend to have you."

Chante shivered at the feel of Elaina's warm breath on her neck. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment. Elaina's hands gently gripped her waist, pulling her closer. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, and Chante melted into the embrace, her shyness momentarily forgotten.

Elaina's kiss was fierce and demanding, yet tender at the same time. She explored Chante's mouth with her tongue, tasting her sweetness. Chante responded eagerly, her hands reaching up to thread through Elaina's soft hair.

Breaking the kiss, Elaina stepped back, her breathing heavy. "Take off your clothes, Chante. I want to see all of you."

Chante's fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing her lacy black bra. She slipped out of her skirt, standing before Elaina in nothing but her lingerie.

Elaina's eyes roamed over Chante's body, taking in every curve and dip. "You're breathtaking," she whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Chante felt a surge of confidence as she watched Elaina's reaction. She stepped closer, reaching for the older woman's blazer. "And you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," she said, her voice steady and sure.

Elaina allowed Chante to undress her, revealing a matching black lace bra and panties beneath her power suit. Her body was toned and sculpted, a testament to her disciplined lifestyle.

Chante's eyes trailed down Elaina's body, pausing at the sight of her wetness soaking through her panties. She couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

"You like what you see?" Elaina asked, a playful smirk on her face.

Chante nodded, her eyes locked on Elaina's core. "I want to taste you," she said, her voice husky with need.

Elaina's breath hitched as she stepped back and sat down in her office chair. She spread her legs wide, giving Chante an inviting view. "Then come and get what you want, my dear."

Chante dropped to her knees, her hands gently pushing Elaina's thighs apart. She inhaled the musky scent of her boss's arousal, and it sent a jolt of excitement through her.

With slow, deliberate movements, Chante kissed the inside of Elaina's thighs, teasing her. She heard the older woman's breath quicken, and it fueled her desire. Finally, she reached her destination, and her tongue flicked out, tasting Elaina's essence.

Elaina let out a soft cry, her hands gripping the arms of the chair. "Oh, Chante... yes, just like that."

Chante explored every inch of Elaina's pussy, her tongue dancing over her clit, dipping into her wetness. She sucked and licked, driving Elaina wild with pleasure.

"Fuck, you're good at this," Elaina moaned, her hips thrusting against Chante's mouth. "Don't stop, please."

Chante smiled against Elaina's wetness, her fingers now joining her tongue in pleasuring the older woman. She found Elaina's sweet spot, her fingers curling just right, and Elaina's body began to tremble.

"I'm close... oh, fuck, I'm so close," Elaina panted, her eyes squeezed shut.

Chante increased her pace, determined to bring her boss to the edge. She sucked on Elaina's clit, her fingers working in perfect harmony.

With a loud cry, Elaina's body convulsed, her orgasm ripping through her. Chante held on, her mouth and fingers relentless in their pursuit of pleasure.

As Elaina's tremors subsided, she pulled Chante up, kissing her passionately. "That was incredible," she whispered, her lips brushing against Chante's.

Chante smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction and power. "I aim to please, Elaina."

Elaina stood up, her eyes glinting with a mischievous light. "Now it's my turn to please you. Come, let's move to the couch."

Chante followed Elaina to the leather couch in the corner of the office. The older woman opened a drawer in her desk, retrieving a large strap-on dildo. Chante's eyes widened at the sight of the thick, veined toy.

"I think you'll enjoy this," Elaina said, her voice filled with anticipation.

Chante's heart raced as Elaina secured the harness around her hips, the dildo protruding proudly. She felt a rush of excitement as Elaina guided her to the couch, positioning her on her hands and knees.

"You're so beautiful like this," Elaina whispered, running her hands over Chante's bare skin.

Chante arched her back, offering herself to Elaina. She felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance, and she couldn't help but moan in anticipation.

Elaina teased her, rubbing the head of the dildo along Chante's wet slit. "You're so wet for me, aren't you?"

"Yes, Elaina, please," Chante begged, her voice hoarse with need.

With one smooth thrust, Elaina buried the dildo deep inside Chante. The younger woman cried out, her body adjusting to the fullness.

Elaina began to move, her hips rocking back and forth, setting a slow, sensual rhythm. She reached around, her fingers finding Chante's clit, and began to rub in perfect sync with her thrusts.

"Oh, god, Elaina," Chante moaned, her head thrown back in pleasure. "Yes, just like that."

Elaina picked up the pace, her thrusts becoming harder, deeper. Chante's body trembled as waves of pleasure washed over her. She could feel her orgasm building, an intense pressure coiling within her.

"That's it, Chante. Come for me," Elaina urged, her voice raspy.

Chante's body tightened, every muscle clenching as she climaxed. She cried out, her release explosive and satisfying. Elaina continued to thrust, milking every last drop of pleasure from her.

As their passion subsided, Elaina gently removed the strap-on and helped Chante to her feet. They embraced, their bodies still flushed with desire.

"That was... incredible," Chante whispered, her voice breathless.

Elaina smiled, her eyes sparkling. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, my dear. And this is just the beginning."

Chante's heart raced at the thought of what else Elaina had in store for her. She knew their affair would be a secret, but she couldn't wait to explore the depths of her passion with the older woman.

As they straightened their clothes, Elaina pulled Chante close, kissing her softly. "Remember, this is our secret. But I promise, there's so much more to come."

Chante nodded, her eyes shining with a mixture of excitement and anticipation. "I won't tell a soul, Elaina. I can't wait to see what happens next."

With one final kiss, they parted, returning to their respective desks, both knowing that their lives had just taken a deliciously forbidden turn. Chante couldn't help but smile, her mind already racing with thoughts of their next encounter. She was eager to see how far this secret affair would take them, and she was determined to savor every moment.

42 - PLEASING THE BOSS

MF / Boss Employee / Public / Exhibitionism / BDSM / Handjob / Blowjob / Spanking / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Monica adjusted her pencil skirt in the elevator, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She’d chosen it specifically for today—high-waisted, accentuating her curves, but professional enough that no one would suspect her secret. The black lace bra and matching thong she wore underneath were not professional, though. Those were for Preston.

Her heart quickened as the elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished marble, and made her way to the conference room. It was Monday morning, and that meant the weekly strategy meeting. Boring, Monica thought, but she couldn’t help the small thrill that ran through her. Preston would be there.

She entered the room, her eyes immediately finding him at the head of the table. Preston Hastings, CEO of Hastings Enterprises, was the kind of man who commanded attention without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that only added to his air of authority. His sharp blue eyes flicked up as she walked in, and the corner of his mouth twitched in a barely-there smile. Monica felt her cheeks flush as she took her seat at the far end of the table, her notepad and pen ready.

The meeting dragged on as usual. Finance droned about quarterly projections, marketing pitched some new campaign, and Monica dutifully took notes. But her attention was elsewhere. Every so often, she’d glance up, and Preston’s gaze would meet hers, holding it just a moment too long. Her pulse quickened each time. She crossed her legs under the table, trying to distract herself from the ache building between her thighs.

Then it happened. Preston shifted in his chair, his hand disappearing beneath the table. Monica’s breath caught as she saw the slightest movement of his arm. He was unzipping his pants. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She kept her eyes on her notepad, her hand trembling slightly as she pretended to write. A moment later, she felt his foot nudge hers under the table. She glanced up, and he gave her a look—come here.

Monica’s mouth went dry. She hesitated for a split second before sliding her chair closer, her knee brushing against his. His hand found hers in the shadows beneath the table, guiding it toward him. Her fingers brushed against the hard length of his cock, and she swallowed hard.

She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb sliding over the head, already slick with pre-cum. Preston’s expression didn’t change as he leaned back in his chair, his face the picture of calm authority as he continued to listen to whoever was speaking.

Monica’s heart raced as she began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, deliberate motions. She could feel him swelling in her grip, growing harder with each stroke. God, he’s so big, she thought, trying to keep her breathing steady. She glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Everyone was focused on the meeting, completely oblivious to what was happening just inches away.

Preston’s hand tightened around hers, guiding her to quicken her pace. Monica bit her lip to stifle a gasp as she felt his cock pulse in her hand. He was close. She could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, in the way his breathing hitched ever so slightly. His other hand was still on the table, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were deep in thought.

Monica’s hand moved faster, her palm slick with his pre-cum. And then, with a barely perceptible shudder, he came. His cum spilled into her hand, warm and thick, and she quickly wiped it with a tissue discreetly before slipping it into her pocket.

The meeting wrapped up shortly after, and everyone began filing out of the room. Monica stood up, her legs feeling like jelly, and glanced at Preston. He gave her a subtle nod toward his office, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. She followed him without a word, her heart pounding in her chest.

The moment the door to his office clicked shut, Preston turned to her, his eyes blazing. “Lock it,” he commanded, his voice low and gruff.

Monica fumbled with the lock, her hands trembling.

When she turned back around, he was already unbuttoning his suit jacket, tossing it onto the couch. “Get naked,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica swallowed hard, her hands moving to the hem of her blouse. She pulled it over her head, revealing the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts.

Preston’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her bra and thong. His eyes lingered on her body, his approval evident as he stepped closer, his fingers trailing along the curve of her hip.

“I like the lingerie,” he praised. “Now, take it off.”

Monica unhooked her bra and stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor.

“Get on your knees,” Preston said, his voice rough with desire.

Monica obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor in front of him.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock, still slick from earlier. “Suck it,” he commanded, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head as she began to bob her head up and down. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her pace.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting slightly as he pushed himself deeper into her throat.

Monica gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She loved the way he took control, the way he made her feel like she was his. When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and she scrambled to obey, clearing a space as he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes.

She bent over the desk, her ass presented to him, and he stepped closer, his hand coming down on her cheek with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a rush of heat to her core.

He spanked her again, harder this time, and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, his hands spreading her cheeks as he leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Monica’s breath hitched as he began to eat her out from behind, his tongue lapping at her folds before thrusting inside her. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but Preston didn’t seem to care about keeping quiet. He growled against her, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

When she was writhing and begging for more, he finally stood, his cock pressing against her entrance. “You’re mine,” he growled, thrusting into her with one smooth motion.

Monica cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her, hard and fast. Her body clenched around him, her orgasm building with each thrust. When she finally came, her vision blurred, and she could barely hear Preston’s growls over the roar of her own heartbeat.

But he wasn’t done. He pulled out, grabbing a bottle of lube from a drawer and slicking himself up. Monica’s eyes widened as he pressed against her ass, but she didn’t protest. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Preston pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, but then he began to pound her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her ass. Monica’s moans were loud and unrestrained now, her body trembling as she came again, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

Preston followed shortly after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath ragged, before pulling out and stepping back. Monica collapsed onto the desk, her body spent, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face.

“Get dressed,” Preston said, his voice calm now, as if nothing had happened.

Monica obeyed, her legs still shaky as she pulled her clothes back on.

Preston was already buttoning his shirt, his expression back to its usual composed state. “Now,” he said, glancing at her, “back to work.”

43 - THE MASQUERADE BALL

MF / Group Sex / Polyamory / Public / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Spanking / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The email popped into Joy’s inbox like a secret waiting to be uncovered. She stared at the subject line: Masquerade Ball Invitation. Her heart skipped a beat. It had been months since she and Curtis had joined that swinger’s group online, and they’d forgotten all about it. But here it was, staring back at her like a dare.

She clicked open the email, her eyes scanning the details: Masks required. Adult fun promised. Her cheeks flushed as she read the words again, her mind racing. What would Curtis think? She hesitated for a moment before calling out to him.

“Curtis, come here a second!”

He appeared in the doorway, his brow furrowing as he saw her expression. “What’s up?”

She turned her laptop toward him, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. “This... just came in. It’s an invitation to a masquerade ball. From that group we joined... you know, the one for swingers.”

Curtis leaned in, his eyes scanning the screen. A slow smile spread across his face. “Adult fun promised?” he read aloud, his tone teasing. He looked at her, his eyes gleaming with curiosity. “What do you think?”

Joy bit her lip, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts. “I don’t know. It’s... unexpected. But... intriguing,” she admitted.

Curtis nodded, his excitement growing. “Let’s do it. What’s the worst that could happen? We go, have a drink, and leave if it’s not our thing.”

Joy hesitated for a moment longer before finally nodding. “Okay. Let’s go.”

A few days later, the masks arrived. Joy’s was adorable—a black cat with delicate whiskers and tiny ears perched atop it. She paired it with a set of sexy black lingerie she’d bought specifically for the occasion, her heart racing as she imagined the night ahead. Curtis’s mask was bold—an owl with intricate feather details that gave him an air of mystery.

The night of the ball, they dressed carefully. Joy slipped into a strapless black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, while Curtis looked dashing in a tailored suit. They drove to the mansion, the anticipation between them palpable.

As they approached the grand entrance, Joy’s nerves flared. “What if it’s... weird?” she whispered.

Curtis squeezed her hand. “Then we leave. But let’s at least check it out.”

Inside, the mansion was opulent, with chandeliers casting a warm glow over the room. Three other couples were already there, all wearing masks of their own. The atmosphere was comfortable, with soft music playing in the background and an open bar beckoning.

Curtis turned to Joy. “Want a drink?”

She nodded, grateful for something to steady her nerves. “Yes, please.”

As Curtis headed to the bar, Joy stood awkwardly for a moment before a man approached her. He was wearing a green mask that covered his eyes, leaving just enough of his face exposed to reveal a handsome smile.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Joy felt a flutter in her chest. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended.

They chatted for a few moments, Joy finding herself enjoying his company more than she expected. He was charming, his wit making her laugh as they exchanged light banter.

When Curtis returned with her drink, the man in the green mask excused himself with a polite nod.

Joy took the glass, her eyes meeting Curtis’s. “Having fun?” he asked, a playful smile on his lips.

“More than I thought I would,” she admitted.

The music shifted, and Curtis set his drink down. “Dance with me?”

She nodded, letting him lead her to the center of the room. They moved together, their bodies close, the chemistry between them electric.

After a few songs, the couples began to switch partners. Joy found herself in the arms of the man in the green mask. He was taller than Curtis, his movements confident as they danced. His hand rested on the small of her back, sending a tingling sensation through her.

Joy glanced over to see Curtis dancing with a woman in a sequined mask. They looked comfortable together, and Joy felt a flicker of something—not jealousy, but excitement.

As the music slowed and the lights dimmed, the man in the green mask leaned in closer. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Joy’s heart raced. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He took her hand, leading her to a secluded area with plush couches. They sat down, their eyes locked. Without a word, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, but it quickly deepened, their passion igniting.

Joy’s body responded instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as he pulled her closer. His hands roamed her body, exploring every curve. She felt alive, her inhibitions melting away.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he whispered, his voice dripping with desire.

Joy’s breath hitched as he gently turned her around, bending her over the couch. His hand came down on her ass with a sharp spank, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She moaned, her body trembling with anticipation.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, before sliding her panties down. His hands explored her bare skin, his touch electric. He knelt behind her, his breath hot against her most sensitive area.

As his tongue teased her, Joy’s moans filled the air. She glanced over to see Curtis with the woman in the sequined mask, their bodies entwined. The sight only heightened her arousal, her desire burning brighter.

The man in the green mask devoured her, his tongue driving her to the edge. Joy’s body shook as she came, her cries of pleasure echoing in the room.

Before she could catch her breath, he was positioning her on her hands and knees. He got behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt him enter her, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Joy’s head fell forward, her moans unrestrained.

As she looked up, Curtis was suddenly there, his cock in hand. He pushed it toward her mouth, and she eagerly took him in, her lips wrapped around him as she sucked.

The man in the green mask pounded into her, his rhythm relentless. Curtis groaned above her, his hands tangling in her hair. The sensations overwhelmed her, her body trembling as she came again.

Curtis pulled out, his cum coating her tongue as he finished. The man in the green mask thrust one final time, pulsing inside her as he reached his climax.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies connected, the room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure. Then, slowly, they pulled apart.

Joy and Curtis exchanged a glance, their eyes filled with unspoken understanding.

The man in the green mask smiled at her, his hand brushing against her cheek. “You were amazing,” he said, his voice still husky with desire.

Joy smiled back, her heart still racing. “So were you.”

As they all began to dress, Curtis leaned in close to Joy. “So... we’re coming to the next one, right?”

She laughed, her body still tingling from the experience. “Definitely.”

They said their goodbyes, promising to stay in touch, and headed back to their car. The night had been unforgettable, and Joy knew one thing for sure: their love life was about to get a lot spicier.

As they drove away from the mansion, Joy’s mind was already racing with possibilities. What would the next party bring? Who would they meet? And what new adventures would they embark on?

She glanced over at Curtis, a knowing smile on her lips. “So... what did you think of the woman in the sequined mask?”

Curtis chuckled, his hand reaching for hers. “She was... interesting. But no one compares to you.”

Joy’s heart swelled, her excitement for the future ignited. They were in this together, ready to explore whatever came next.

The night had been a swinging surprise, and they were just getting started.

44 - A WEALTHY PATIENT’S DESIRES

FF / Medical / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The hospital was quiet at this hour, the fluorescent lights humming softly in the sterile hallways. Janae moved with practiced efficiency, her sneakers barely making a sound on the linoleum floor. She’d been a nurse for five years now, and the late-night shifts had become second nature to her. But tonight felt... different. There was a tension in the air, a subtle shift she couldn’t quite place.

She rounded the corner, her clipboard tucked under her arm, and stopped in front of Room 304. The name on the door read Marissa Morgan. Janae paused for a moment, her hand hovering over the handle. Marissa had been admitted earlier that day for recovery after some kind of plastic surgery. Janae hadn’t seen her yet—she’d been busy with other patients—but the rumors had already made their rounds. Wealthy. Powerful. Demanding.

Taking a deep breath, Janae pushed the door open. The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from the small lamp on the nightstand. Marissa lay in bed, propped up against a mountain of pillows. Even in the low light, Janae could tell the woman was stunning. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her sharp features were softened by the glow of the lamp. Janae’s breath caught in her throat.

“Ah, there you are,” Marissa said, her voice smooth and confident. She smiled, and Janae felt her stomach flip. “I was beginning to think no one was coming.”

“I’m sorry for the wait, Ms. Morgan,” Janae replied, trying to keep her voice steady. “How can I help you?”

Marissa’s eyes lingered on Janae, her gaze almost predatory. “Oh, I think you know exactly how you can help me,” she said, her tone dripping with innuendo.

Janae felt a flush creep up her neck. She’d dealt with flirtatious patients before, but this... this was something else entirely.

“I’m here to assist with your care,” Janae said, forcing herself to sound professional. “Is there something specific you need?”

Marissa chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down Janae’s spine. “You’re adorable when you’re nervous,” she said. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Janae’s arm. “Relax, darling. I think you’ll enjoy my company.”

Janae’s mind raced. She should leave. She should call for another nurse. But she couldn’t seem to move. Marissa’s touch was electric, and the way she was looking at her... it was intoxicating.

“Ms. Morgan, I—“

“Marissa,” she interrupted. “Call me Marissa.” She smirked, her fingers trailing up Janae’s arm. “You know, I’ve been watching you tonight. You’re very... attentive. I like that.”

Janae swallowed hard. “Th-thank you,” she stammered. “I try to do my best.”

Marissa’s smirk widened. “Oh, I’m sure you do,” she purred. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Tell me, Janae... have you ever thought about breaking the rules?”

Janae’s heart was pounding in her chest. “I... I’m not sure what you mean,” she said, though deep down, she knew exactly what Marissa was implying.

Marissa laughed softly, her breath warm against Janae’s ear. “I think you do,” she murmured. She reached into the drawer of the nightstand and pulled out a stack of bills. “Here’s a thousand dollars,” she said, placing the money on the bed. “All you have to do... is say yes.”

Janae stared at the money, her mind spinning. A thousand dollars. That was more than she made in a week. And all she had to do was... she glanced up at Marissa, who was watching her with a predatory gleam in her eyes.

“I... I shouldn’t,” Janae whispered, though her body was screaming at her to take the money.

Marissa reached out, her fingers brushing against Janae’s cheek. “Why not?” she asked softly. “You’re young. Beautiful. Don’t you deserve a little... excitement?”

Janae hesitated for a moment longer, then reached out and took the money. She felt a thrill run through her as her fingers closed around the bills. This was wrong. So wrong. But she couldn’t help herself.

Marissa’s smile widened. “Good girl,” she purred. She gestured toward the door. “Lock it.”

Janae’s hands trembled as she turned and locked the door. When she turned back, Marissa was watching her with an intensity that made her knees weak.

“Now,” Marissa said, her voice low and commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

Janae’s breath hitched. She hesitated for a moment, then slowly began to unbutton her scrubs. She could feel Marissa’s eyes on her, watching her every move. When she was finally naked, she stood there, feeling exposed and vulnerable, but also... exhilarated.

Marissa’s eyes roamed over her body, and she nodded in approval. “Beautiful,” she murmured. She patted the bed beside her. “Join me.”

Janae climbed into the bed, her heart racing. Marissa reached out, her fingers tracing patterns on Janae’s skin. Her touch was gentle, but there was a hunger in her eyes that made Janae’s stomach twist with anticipation.

Marissa leaned in, her lips brushing against Janae’s neck. “You’re so perfect,” she whispered. Her hands moved lower, cupping Janae’s breasts.

Janae gasped as Marissa’s thumbs brushed against her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Marissa’s mouth moved lower, her lips closing around one of Janae’s nipples. She sucked gently, her tongue flicking against the sensitive skin. Janae moaned, her hands tangling in Marissa’s hair. It felt so good. Too good.

Marissa’s fingers trailed down Janae’s stomach, slipping between her legs. Janae’s breath caught as Marissa’s fingers found her already wet and ready.

Marissa smirked against Janae’s skin. “You’re so sensitive,” she murmured. She began to stroke Janae’s pussy, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles.

Janae’s hips bucked, and she let out a moan. “Marissa,” she gasped. She could feel the pressure building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter.

Marissa’s fingers moved faster, and Janae’s moans grew louder. Finally, with a cry, Janae came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Marissa continued to stroke her, drawing out her orgasm until Janae was trembling and breathless.

When Janae finally came down from her high, she opened her eyes to find Marissa watching her with a satisfied smile. “You’re incredible,” Marissa said, her voice husky. She slid her hand beneath her hospital gown, touching herself. “Now it’s my turn.”

Janae watched as Marissa lifted the gown over her head, revealing her perfectly sculpted body. Janae’s mouth went dry. She’d never seen anyone so beautiful.

Marissa spread her legs, her fingers still moving between them. “Come here,” she commanded.

Janae hesitated for a moment, then slid between Marissa’s legs. She leaned in, her tongue flicking against Marissa’s clit. Marissa let out a moan, her hips bucking against Janae’s mouth. Janae licked and sucked, her hands holding Marissa’s hips steady as she worked her magic.

Marissa’s moans grew louder, her fingers tangling in Janae’s hair. “Oh, God,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Janae didn’t stop. She continued to lick and suck, her tongue moving faster and faster. Finally, with a cry, Marissa came, her body trembling with pleasure.

They lay there together, their bodies pressed close. Janae could feel Marissa’s heart racing, and she knew her own was just as fast. This was insane. She should never have done this. But as she looked into Marissa’s eyes, she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“I... I have to get back to work,” Janae said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marissa smiled, her fingers brushing against Janae’s cheek. “I hope we can do this again,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

Janae nodded, her mind still reeling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she slipped out of the bed and got dressed, she knew one thing for sure—she’d never forget her encounter with Marissa Morgan.

45 - THE DIAMOND CLUB

FF / FFF / Celebrity / Public / Oral / Strap-on

Ava's heart pounded as she stepped into the opulent Diamond Club, her black high heels clicking sharply against the polished marble floor. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and the low hum of anticipation. Her long dark hair cascaded down her back, swaying gently as she moved through the throng of beautiful, confident women. This was it—the night she had been waiting for since moving to Los Angeles to pursue her modeling dreams.

Ava spotted Miami almost immediately, her bold presence commanding attention from across the room. Miami's blonde lace front wig shimmered under the club's ambient lighting, and her revealing red tube top clung to her curvy figure, accentuating her big breasts. Ava couldn't help but feel a surge of nerves mixed with excitement as she made her way over to the booth where Miami sat alone.

"Hey there," Miami greeted, her dark eyes gleaming with interest as Ava approached. "You must be Ava."

"That's me," Ava replied, trying to keep her voice steady as she slid into the booth opposite Miami. "Thanks for inviting me here."

Miami leaned in, her gaze intense. "You look even better in person. It's rare to find someone as stunning as you in LA."

Ava felt her cheeks heat up at the compliment, ducking her head slightly as she smiled. "Thank you. You don't look too bad yourself."

Miami chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent a shiver down Ava's spine. "Can I get you a drink?"

"I'd love one," Ava agreed, her eyes meeting Miami's. There was something magnetic about this woman, something that drew her in despite her natural shyness.

Miami snapped her fingers, summoning a waitress who appeared moments later with a tray of drinks. She handed one to Ava before taking a sip of her own, never breaking eye contact. "So, what brings you to the Diamond Club?"

"Just exploring my options," Ava said, taking a tentative sip of her cocktail. "I've heard a lot about this place, thought I'd check it out."

"Well, you're definitely in the right spot," Miami assured her, her hand casually resting on Ava's knee. "This is where all the most beautiful, powerful women gather."

Ava felt a thrill run through her at the contact, her breath hitching slightly. She couldn't deny the chemistry between them, the way Miami's touch made her skin tingle. "It's quite the scene," she murmured, shifting slightly in her seat.

Miami's smile widened, her thumb brushing lightly over Ava's kneecap. "It can be whatever you want it to be."

Before Ava could respond, Miami leaned in closer, their faces mere inches apart. "Why don't we see where this takes us?"

Ava's heart raced as Miami's lips brushed against hers, soft and warm. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation, feeling a wave of desire wash over her. When Miami pulled back slightly, Ava opened her eyes to find herself drowning in those dark, alluring pools.

"Do you like that?" Miami asked, her voice a husky whisper.

"Yes," Ava breathed, her body responding to the kiss with a fierce urgency.

Miami's hand slid up Ava's thigh, her fingers tracing the line of her dress. Ava inhaled sharply as Miami's touch grew bolder, her fingers slipping beneath the fabric.

"No panties, huh?" Miami mused, her fingers pressing against the sensitive flesh between Ava's thighs. "Bold move."

Ava bit her lip, her hips instinctively arching towards Miami's hand. "Didn't plan on meeting someone like you tonight."

Miami chuckled again, her fingers finding Ava's entrance, teasing her clit with expert precision. Ava moaned softly, her hands gripping the edge of the table as Miami's fingers worked their magic. The sensations were overwhelming, building quickly, and she knew she wouldn't last long.

"Oh, yes! Don’t stop," Ava gasped, her entire body quivering with need.

Miami obliged, her fingers curling inside Ava, stroking her in just the right way. Ava's vision blurred as she felt the pleasure intensify, her body tensing in anticipation.  Finally, Miami pushed Ava over the edge with a deep thrust of her fingers. Ava cried out, her pussy pulsing around Miami’s fingers. Ava slumped back in the booth, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her mind reeling from the intensity of the experience.

"How was that?" Miami asked, her tone teasing.

"Amazing," Ava admitted, her voice hoarse.

Miami stood up from the table, offering Ava her hand. “I have something else to show you,” she whispered, seductively.

Ava hesitantly took Miami’s hand. Ava was a bit frightened of what would come next, but Miami had her so aroused. She desperately needed more.

Miami guided Ava through a discreet door at the back of the club, leading her into a dimly lit corridor. The walls were lined with rich velvet, and the air was thick with the scent of intoxicating perfumes and the faint murmurs of distant conversations. They walked in silence, each step punctuated by the soft click of their heels on the polished floor.

The private room they entered was a sanctuary of luxurious decadence. A large, plush bed dominated the center, surrounded by deep crimson drapes that seemed to swallow the light. Dim lanterns cast a warm glow over the scene, highlighting the elaborate patterns on the silk sheets and the intricate designs of the antique furniture. The room smelled faintly of lavender and musk, a heady combination that made Ava's heart race.

"Take off your dress," Miami instructed, her voice low and commanding as she began to strip out of her own revealing outfit. Ava hesitated for only a moment before complying, shimmying out of her tight black dress and leaving it on the plush carpet. Ava stood before Miami in nothing but her black heels, her skin tingling with anticipation.

Miami's eyes roamed over Ava's slender form, taking in every curve and contour. "You're even more beautiful than I imagined," she murmured, stepping closer until she could feel the warmth of Ava's body against her own. She reached up to cup Ava's small breasts, thumbing her nipples gently, watching as they hardened almost immediately under her touch.

Ava gasped, her breath hitching in her throat as Miami's fingers continued their leisurely exploration down her body. When those skilled fingers brushed against the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, Ava shuddered, her legs already trembling with need.

"Lie down," Miami whispered, guiding Ava to the bed. She settled herself between Ava's spread legs, her dark eyes never leaving Ava's as she leaned in close, brushing her lips against Ava's glistening pussy. Ava's hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pleasure.

Miami smirked, pleased by Ava's eager response. She tasted Ava’s wetness, bringing on intense waves of pleasure. Ava moaned, her fingers tangling in Miami's blonde wig, pulling her closer. Miami obliged, delving deeper with her tongue, teasing Ava's clit with deft flicks and swirls.

Ava's cry of pleasure echoed through the room as Miami brought her to the edge, then pulled back just enough to keep her hovering there. Miami licked harder and faster, sending Ava spiraling over the edge. Ava's body convulsed with satisfaction, her juices flowing onto the bed.

As Ava's shudders subsided, Miami moved back, leaving a trail of kisses up Ava's trembling body until she reached her lips. She kissed her deeply, sharing the flavor of Ava's delicious juices, before pulling away with a mischievous grin.

"Now for the main event," Miami said, reaching for her bag on the nightstand. She pulled out a strap-on dildo, and slowly began coating it with lube. Ava's eyes widened as Miami secured it around her waist, adjusting it until it rested snugly against her mound.

"Ready?" Miami asked, positioning herself between Ava's legs once more. Ava nodded breathlessly, still recovering from the intensity of her previous climax. Miami pressed the tip of the dildo against Ava's entrance, applying gentle pressure until Ava relaxed enough to let her inside.

Miami thrust slowly at first, allowing Ava time to adjust. The sensation was different from earlier, more filled, more intense. Ava bit her lip, trying to hold back her moans as Miami picked up speed, her thrusts becoming more assertive, more demanding.

Ava's hands clawed at the sheets, her body arching off the bed as Miami buried the dildo deep inside her. As the thick dildo stretched her, Ava felt herself getting closer to an inevitable release.

Suddenly, the door to the private room creaked open. Both women froze, their gazes darting towards the intruder. Standing in the doorway was a stunning woman, a familiar face that Ava recognized immediately. It was a celebrity, someone Ava had admired from afar.

The woman stepped into the room, her presence adding an electrifying tension. She glided gracefully towards the bed, her eyes locked onto Ava's flushed face. Without a word, she knelt beside Ava, her fingers finding Ava's clit with practiced ease.

Ava's breath hitched as the new arrival began to massage her swollen clit, her touch both gentle and insistent. Miami resumed her thrusting, synchronizing her movements with the woman's fingers. The dual stimulation was too much for Ava to handle; she cried out, her body shaking as she came, hard.

Her climax was explosive, her juices gushing out around the dildo, splattering onto the sheets beneath her. The celebrity's fingers retreated, leaving Ava panting, spent. Miami pulled out, the dildo glistening with Ava's juices.

Ava gazed around the room, realizing the celebrity had left, just as quickly and quietly as she’d arrived.

“That was one of my friends,” Miami explained. “I thought she might like to meet you. She’s a very influential woman.”

Ava smiled. It seemed like the move to Los Angeles was working out well.

46 - DRUG DEALER SUGAR MAMA

FF / First Time / Gangster / Oral / Strap-On / Anal

Tierra approached Drop's trap house with caution. She knew what she was getting herself into, but she was desperate. Her addiction had taken over her life, and she needed to satisfy the unrelenting craving. Tierra was a beautiful young Black woman with a curvy figure and big breasts.

Tierra had always been attractive, but her addiction had taken a toll on her appearance. Her clothes were dirty, and her hair was unkempt. Tierra knew she looked like a mess, but drugs were her priority.

Drop was a handsome stud with an intense stare and a butch swagger. She was a drug dealer, and she had a reputation for being ruthless. Tierra had heard stories about Drop, but Tierra didn't care. She needed her fix.

Tierra knocked on the door of the trap house, and Drop answered. She looked Tierra up and down, leering at her lecherously. "Well, well, well, look what we have here," Drop laughed, a smirk on her face. "Tierra, isn't it?"

Tierra nodded, her heart racing. "Yeah, it's me," she said, trying to sound confident. "I need a bag."

Drop raised an eyebrow. "Oh, you do, do you?" she said, her eyes narrowing. "And what do you have to offer in return?"

Tierra's heart sank. She didn't have any money. She was desperate, but she wasn't a prostitute. “I don't have any money,” she said, her voice shaking.

Drop smiled, but it wasn't a nice smile. "Then you'll have to offer something else," she said, his eyes raking over her body.

Tierra felt a shiver run down her spine. She knew what Drop wanted, and she was humiliated. But she was also turned on. She had never been with a woman before, but she was willing to try anything to get her fix. “Okay,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “What do you want me to do?”

Drop's smile widened. “I want you to strip naked,” she said, her voice low and husky. "I want to see every inch of your beautiful body."

Tierra's heart was pounding in her chest, but she did as she was told. She stripped naked, her body on display for Drop to see. She felt humiliated, but she was also turned on. She had never been this exposed before, and it was thrilling.

Drop's eyes roamed over Tierra’s body, taking in every curve and every inch of skin. As Drop licked her lips, Tierra felt a surge of desire. She wanted Drop to touch her, to take her.

Drop’s voice was sexy and hypnotic. “Get on your knees, bae,” she commanded.

Tierra obeyed, immediately dropping to her knees. She unzipped Drop’s baggy jeans, pulling down Drop’s pants and boxers. Tierra’s hands grasped Drop’s firm glutes, pulling Drop closer. Her tongue exploring Drop’s pussy. Drop tasted so sweet, and Tierra couldn't get enough. She licked and sucked, her tongue tracing Drop's clit. Tierra had never done this before, but Drop seemed to be enjoying it.

Drop put her leg up on the couch to get a better angle. She grabbed Tierra’s hair, aggressively fucking Tierra’s face. Drop moaned, her body trembling with pleasure. Tierra felt a surge of satisfaction as Drop came, her juices flowing into Tierra's mouth. Tierra swallowed every drop, savoring the taste.

Drop’s eyes were fixed on Tierra’s pussy. She reached out, her fingers tracing Tierra’s wet slit. Tierra gasped, her body trembling with desire. Drop's touch was electric, and she wanted more.

Drop slid a finger inside her, and Tierra moaned. As Drop added another finger, Tierra felt pleasure coursing through her body. Drop knew what she was doing, and she was driving Tierra wild.

But Drop wasn't done yet. She pulled out her strap-on, and Tierra's eyes widened. She had never seen anything like it before, and she was both scared and excited. “Drop, I don’t know. It’s too big,” she protested.

Ignoring Tierra’s protests, Drop bent Tierra over the couch. “You’re gonna love this,” she mischievously whispered in Tierra’s ear.

Tierra felt the tip of the strap-on against her pussy. She was wet and ready, and she moaned as Drop pushed inside her. It felt strange at first, but it quickly became familiar. Drop pounded her hard and fast, and Tierra felt herself getting closer and closer to an intense release.

Drop pulled out and pushed the strap-on against Tierra's tight rosebud. Tierra tensed, but Drop was patient. She eased inside Tierra’s ass, slowly slipping deeper and deeper.

Tierra felt a surge of anguished delight as Drop stretched her tight hole, fucking her faster. “Oh, yes! Please don’t stop,” she begged.

Drop fucked Tierra’s ass just as hard as she had fucked Tierra’s pussy. Tierra felt herself getting closer and closer to orgasm.

As the hard dildo slid deeper into her ass, Tierra cried out in satisfaction. “Yes, Drop! Make me cum,” she moaned, breathlessly.

Drop kept going, bringing Tierra to the pinnacle of pleasure. Her body contorted as Drop pounded her ass, her muscles clenching the thick rod.

Drop pulled out, taking off the strap-on dildo and tossing it on the couch. Tierra was satisfied, and she hoped to repeat the experience.

Drop gave Tierra her number and said to call any time. “We can do this again. Give me a call if you wanna make some more money,” instructed Drop, her eyes burning Tierra’s soul.

Tierra left the trap house, her body humming with pleasure. She had gotten her fix, but she had also discovered something new, something erotic.

47 - A DANGEROUS DEBT

FF / BDSM / Spanking / Oral / Dildo / Anal

Krystal Travis fumbled with the zipper of her jeans, her hands trembling as she exited Bella’s luxurious apartment. Although she was poor, Krystal was stylish and beautiful. She wore a pair of ripped blue jeans, and a tight T-shirt, showing off her sexy, slender figure. Her pretty brown eyes were enhanced with a coat of mascara, and her lip gloss sparkled.

The package Bella had given Krystal was tucked securely in her jacket pocket, but the weight of it felt like it was dragging her down.

Bella Brickton was a local drug dealer—a notorious queenpin who ruled the city’s underworld. She was a dangerous and beautiful woman, her sophisticated charm laced with a menacing edge. Krystal had been struggling to pay her bills. She’d applied for several jobs, but it seemed like no one was hiring. Finally, she’d turned to Bella for help.

As Krystal walked out onto the street, she glanced over her shoulder, half-expecting to see Bella’s piercing obsidian eyes watching her through the windows of the high rise apartment building. But the street was empty—the only sound was her own ragged breathing. It was late at night, and the area was deserted.

Krystal sprinted down the stairs, her heart pounding in her chest. The cold night air hit her face as she burst out onto the street, the city lights reflecting off the glistening lake. Krystal knew she had to get rid of the package before she got caught.

Krystal’s mind raced with thoughts of how much money she could make, how it would finally put an end to her financial woes. She felt like she’d made a deal with the devil, but there was no turning back.

But as Krystal walked towards the bus stop, ready to go home after a long day, a pair of shadows emerged from the alleyway.

“Hey, pretty girl,” one of them sneered, blocking her way. “Whatcha doing out so late?”

Krystal froze, her blood running cold. She glanced down at her jacket pocket, where the package bulged ominously. The two men stepped closer, their eyes glinting with malicious intent. Panic surged through her veins as she backed away, but they were too fast. One of them grabbed her wrist, yanking the package free from her pocket.

"Thanks for the delivery," the other man grinned. "Too bad you won't be getting paid."

Krystal's stomach churned as they disappeared into the darkness, leaving her standing alone on the sidewalk, her dreams of financial salvation shattered. Krystal took a seat at a nearby bus stop while she considered what to do next. Krystal knew Bella would be furious. But she realized she had nowhere to go. She could never outrun Bella’s wrath. The thought of facing the powerful woman's fury made her knees weak, but she had no other choice.

Climbing the steps to Bella's apartment felt like scaling a mountain. Each step was a reminder of her failure, her desperation. When Krystal finally reached the door, her hand trembled as she knocked. The sound echoed through the silent hallway, and she braced herself for what was to come.

The door swung open, revealing Bella Brickton in all her formidable glory. She stood tall, her ebony skin glowing under the soft lighting of her apartment. Her long black hair flowed over her shoulders, framing her sharp, elegant features. She wore a black mini skirt that clung to her curves, and a silk blouse that accentuated her sophistication. But it was her eyes, cold and calculating, that held Krystal captive.

“Back so soon?” Bella asked, her voice dripping with disdain. “What’s goin’ on, Krystal?”

Krystal found herself unable to speak. Her heart raced with terror. She looked towards the floor, unable to make eye contact with the imposing woman.

“Bitch, don’t tell me you fucked up,” Bella barked, poking her finger into Krystal’s chest.

Krystal's breath caught in her throat. “Someone robbed me,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “Outside, just a second ago.”

“Damn, baby, that’s unfortunate,” Bella purred, her voice cold and callous. “‘Cause now you owe me for that pack.”

“I'm so sorry, Bella. I don’t have the money right now,” Krystal pleaded, her fear evident.  “Please, I'll do anything to make it up to you.”

There was a flash of rage in Bella’s eyes, and then there was a flash of something else. Bella's lips curled into a wicked smile. "Anything, huh? We'll see about that." She stepped aside, motioning for Krystal to enter. "Come inside."

Krystal hesitated, but there was no turning back now. She crossed the threshold into the opulent living room, her eyes darting around the luxurious space. The view of the lake was breathtaking, but it did nothing to soothe her anxiety. Bella closed the door behind her, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the quiet room.

"Follow me," Bella commanded, leading Krystal down a hallway lined with expensive artwork. They stopped in front of a closed door, and Bella turned to face Krystal. "Strip."

Krystal's eyes widened in shock. "What?"

"Girl, you heard me," Bella said, her tone icy. “You owe me, and this is how you’re gonna pay me.”

Krystal hesitated, but she knew resistance was futile. Slowly, she began to undress, her fingers fumbling as she pulled her T-shirt over her head. It fell to the floor, followed by her jeans and underwear. She stood before Bella in nothing but her bra, shivering in the cool air.

Bella's gaze raked over her body, assessing every curve and contour. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice low and seductive. "Now, let's see how well you can follow orders."

She reached out, her fingers grazing the strap of Krystal's bra. With a swift motion, she pulled it down, freeing Krystal's breasts. Krystal gasped, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment and arousal. Bella's touch was electric, sending shivers down Krystal’s spine.

"Spread your legs," Bella ordered, her voice commanding.

Krystal obeyed, her thighs trembling as she opened herself to Bella's inspection. Bella's eyes darkened with satisfaction as she took in the sight of Krystal's exposed pussy. Without warning, she plunged two fingers inside, her grip firm and relentless.

Krystal cried out, her body arching towards Bella's hand. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that left her breathless. Bella worked her fingers expertly, her thumb brushing against Krystal's clit in rhythmic circles.

"You like that, don't you?" Bella whispered, her breath hot against Krystal's ear. "You like being controlled."

Krystal's head spun, her mind a haze of desire and submission. "Yes," she moaned, her voice breaking. "Yes, Bella."

Bella's smile widened, her fingers plunging deeper. "Good. Now, let's take this to the bedroom."

She withdrew her fingers, making Krystal whimper in protest. Bella grabbed Krystal by the wrist, pulling her towards the bedroom. The plush carpet beneath Krystal's feet felt almost unreal, a stark contrast to the harshness of Bella's demands.

The bedroom was even more extravagant than the rest of the apartment, the large bed dominating the room. Bella pushed Krystal onto the mattress, her body landing with a soft thud. Krystal lay there, panting, her eyes wide with anticipation.

Bella moved with the grace of a panther, her movements fluid and deliberate. She pulled a length of silk cord from beside the bed, her eyes never leaving Krystal's. "Hands and knees," she instructed, her voice calm but authoritative.

Krystal complied, her limbs shaking as she positioned herself on all fours. Bella knelt behind her, her fingers tracing the curve of Krystal's ass. "Perfect," she murmured, looping the cord around Krystal's wrists and securing them to the headboard.

Krystal's heart raced as she realized she was completely at Bella's mercy. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her body taut with anticipation. Bella's hands roamed over her flesh, exploring every inch with possessive intent.

"You belong to me now," Bella whispered, her voice a low growl. "And I'm going to enjoy every second of it."

With that, she raised her hand and brought it down hard on Krystal's ass, the sound echoing through the room. Krystal screamed, the pain searing through her skin. But even as tears sprang to her eyes, she felt a surge of arousal course through her veins.

Bella delivered blow after blow, each one more intense than the last. Krystal's cries filled the room, mingling with the wet slap of flesh against flesh. By the time Bella paused, Krystal's ass was a deep crimson, throbbing with every heartbeat.

"Now," Bella said, her voice hoarse with excitement. “I’ma take that pussy.”

She reached into the bedside drawer, pulling out a long, thick dildo. Krystal's eyes widened in fear as she took in its size. Bella's grin was predatory as she coated the toy with lube, her hands moving with practiced efficiency.

"Ready?" Bella asked, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Krystal couldn't speak, her mind blurring with confusion. She nodded mutely, her body trembling with a mixture of dread and desire. The silk cords wrapped around her wrists and ankles kept her locked in a vulnerable position.

Bella's obsidian eyes glinted with satisfaction as she watched Krystal with amusement. She pressed the enormous dildo against Krystal’s tight pussy. Krystal gasped as she felt the toy sliding inside her, stretching her. As Bella slowly penetrated her, Krystal felt herself getting wetter. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment as she realized how much she was enjoying this encounter.

Bella thrusted harder and faster, the thick dildo plunging deep inside of Krystal. “Look how wet you are,” she purred, fucking Krystal with a frantic rhythm.

The low hum of the city outside provided a constant backdrop to the sounds of their encounter—the soft moans escaping Krystal's lips and the slick noises of the dildo moving in and out of her pussy.

As the huge rod pounded her pussy, Krystal could barely contain herself. Waves of pleasure crashed through her body with each thrust of the dildo. Bella started hitting just the right spot, bringing Krystal to an intense climax. Krystal’s muscles contracted around the huge toy, her eyes rolling back in her head.

Finally, Bella slid the dildo out of Krystal's drenched pussy, its surface glistening with Krystal's juices. Krystal's breath hitched, her body still tingling from her recent climax. She could feel the cool air from the open window brush against her sensitive skin, making her nipples harden in response. Bella's touch was deliberate, almost scientific, as she positioned the dildo at the entrance of Krystal's asshole.

"You ready for this?" Bella murmured, her voice a seductive purr that sent shivers down Krystal's spine.

Krystal bit her lip, her heart pounding in her chest. "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling. She knew there was no turning back now.

Bella slowly pushed the tip of the dildo into Krystal's ass, watching her reaction closely. Krystal clenched her teeth, feeling a mix of pain and pleasure as the toy breached her tight hole. Bella paused, allowing Krystal time to adjust, her fingers gently massaging Krystal's clit in soothing circles.

“Relax, baby,” Bella instructed, her tone encouraging. “Take it all.”

Krystal took a deep breath, trying to comply. The sensation was overwhelming, but Bella's touch on her clit was a welcome distraction. Slowly, she relaxed her muscles, allowing more of the dildo to slide into her ass. Bella continued to ease it in inch by inch, careful not to push too quickly.

Once the entire length of the dildo was buried inside Krystal's ass, Bella began to move it in slow, deliberate strokes. Bella’s free hand was pressed against Krystal’s clit, adding another sensation. Krystal's moans grew louder, her body arching involuntarily with each movement.

"Fuck, Bella," Krystal gasped, her voice breaking with emotion. "It feels so good."

Bella smirked, pleased with her own skill. "I knew you'd enjoy it," she replied, increasing the pace slightly. The bed creaked under their combined weight, the sound adding to the intensity of the moment.

Krystal could feel another climax building, closer this time, threatening to overtake her completely. Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps, her nails digging into the sheets beneath her.

"Cum for me, Krystal," Bella commanded, her voice firm yet alluring.

At those words, wave upon wave of pleasure crashed over Krystal, her entire body convulsing with the force of her passion. Her cries echoed through the room, mingling with Bella's triumphant laughter.

“Oh yeah, you like that?” Bella asked, her fingers working feverishly on Krystal's clit.

Krystal's vision blurred, her senses overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the pleasure. Her body trembled uncontrollably, and she collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily.

Bella removed the dildo from Krystal's ass, setting it aside with a satisfied smile. She reached down and untied the restraints, freeing Krystal from her bonds. As she did so, she leaned in close, her breath warm against Krystal's ear.

“We’re straight,” Bella declared, her tone unreadable. “But don’t let this shit happen again.”

Krystal turned her head, meeting Bella's gaze. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glassy with residual pleasure. "Thank you," she mumbled, her voice barely above a whisper.

Bella raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Thank me? For what?”

Krystal hesitated for a moment, then smiled shyly. “For letting me pay my debt... this way.”

Bella's grin widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Oh, Krystal,” she purred. “There’s so much more to come. I hope you’re ready.”

48 - TURNED OUT ON THE TOUR BUS

FF / Celebrity / Fingering / Dildo

The lights of the city twinkled like a thousand tiny stars as the final chords of Kandy Reign's concert reverberated through the packed arena. The energy was electric, the fans screaming their adoration for the bisexual rapper who had taken the music world by storm. Kandy, known for her vulgar and raunchy lyrics and even bolder personality, stood on stage, soaking in the adulation before making her way backstage.

As she exited the stage, a small crowd of fans gathered, hoping for a glimpse or an autograph. Among them was Caroline, a vision of beauty with long dark hair cascading down her tan skin, big brown eyes sparkling with excitement. Her curvy body was accentuated by a tiny, tight dress that clung to her voluptuous figure, leaving little to the imagination. Kandy's gaze lingered on her, impressed by Caroline's boldness and confidence.

"Kandy, can I get a picture?" Caroline's voice was soft but assertive, cutting through the cacophony of other fans' requests.

Kandy smiled, walking over to Caroline. "Of course," she said, wrapping an arm around Caroline’s waist. The camera flashed, capturing the moment. "You were incredible out there," Caroline said, her eyes meeting Kandy's with a mix of admiration and something more.

Kandy chuckled, sensing the flirtation. "Thanks. You wanna come back to the tour bus? We can hang out, party, maybe have some drinks?"

Caroline's heart raced. "I'd love that," she replied, trying to mask her excitement.

Minutes later, they were on the tour bus, the noise of the crowd fading into the background. The interior was plush, filled with memorabilia from Kandy's career. They settled onto a couch, drinks in hand, and began to chat. The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by laughter and shared glances.

"You really enjoyed the show," Kandy said, taking a sip of her drink. "I could tell you were having fun out there. You’re a great dancer."

Caroline blushed, her cheeks tinged with pink. "Your performance was amazing. I've been a fan for years."

Kandy leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur. "Show me how big of a fan you are."

Caroline's breath hitched as Kandy's lips brushed against hers. The kiss was electrifying, igniting a fire between them. Kandy's hand slid up Caroline's thigh, finding no panties beneath her skirt. She groaned into the kiss, fingers teasing at Caroline's sensitive folds.

"God, you're so wet," Kandy whispered, breaking the kiss to trail hot kisses down Caroline's neck.

Caroline's head fell back, her body trembling with anticipation. "Please, Kandy," she begged, her voice shaky.

Kandy's fingers plunged inside, eliciting a gasp from Caroline. She moved rhythmically, her thumb circling Caroline's clit with expert precision. Caroline's hips bucked against her hand, the pleasure overwhelming.

"That's it, baby," Kandy murmured, her free hand cupping Caroline's breast, squeezing gently. "Let me hear you cum."

Caroline's orgasm built rapidly, her body quivering as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. She cried out, her nails digging into Kandy's shoulders. When it subsided, she panted, looking at Kandy with dazed eyes.

"Ready for round two?" Kandy asked, a devilish grin spreading across her face.

Caroline nodded mutely, still recovering from the intensity of her release. Kandy took her hand, leading her to the small bedroom at the back of the tour bus. The room was dimly lit, the ambiance perfect for what was about to happen.

Kandy grabbed a large dildo from the nightstand, its size daunting but also thrilling. "Ever tried one of these?" she asked, holding it up for Caroline to see.

Caroline swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "No," she admitted.

Kandy chuckled softly. "Don't worry, I'll take care of you."

She positioned herself behind Caroline, pressing her body close. "Spread your legs," she instructed, her voice dripping with authority. Caroline complied, her thighs trembling.

Kandy lined up the dildo, rubbing it against Caroline's entrance. "Tell me if you want me to stop," she said, her tone serious.

Caroline shook her head, her eyes fluttering closed. "Just do it," she whispered.

With a deep breath, Kandy pushed the dildo inside, watching Caroline's reaction closely. Caroline gasped, the sensation both foreign and exhilarating. Kandy held her steady, giving her a moment to adjust before beginning to move.

"Fuck, you’re so tight," Kandy muttered. She thrust the dildo deeper, the sound of flesh meeting plastic filling the small room. Caroline's moans grew louder, her body arching against the intrusion.

Kandy's hands roamed Caroline's body, squeezing her ass, tracing patterns on her skin. "You're mine tonight," she said, her voice a low growl. "Every inch of you."

Caroline whimpered, the combination of Kandy's words and the relentless dildo driving her closer to the edge. "Kandy, please," she begged, her voice cracking.

Kandy's pace increased. "Come for me, Caroline," she demanded, her grip tightening.

With a shout, Caroline came again, her body convulsing around the dildo. Kandy continued to pump into Caroline, ensuring every last drop of pleasure.

They collapsed onto the bed, spent and satisfied. Caroline lay there, a dreamy smile on her face, still unable to believe what had just happened.

"Get dressed," Kandy said, her voice softer now. “Time for us to pack up and leave.”

Caroline blinked, her mind fuzzy. "Right," she murmured, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. As she pulled on her dress, she couldn't help but steal one last glance at Kandy.

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

Kandy smiled, a hint of pride in her eyes. "Anytime, babe."

As Caroline exited the tour bus, she was glowing with pride. Out of all the women at the concert, Kandy Reign had chosen her. She knew she’d never forget the night she had sex with her favorite rapper.

49 - MIAMI MAYHEM

MMMMFFFF / First Person / Orgy / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / PIV Sex

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

The Miami heat clung to my skin like a second layer, the salty breeze from the ocean just barely cooling me down as I lounged on the beach with Laura, Kayla, and Cheyenne. The sun was dipping low, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink, and we were sipping cocktails from crystal glasses that glinted in the fading light. This was the life. No stress, no rivals breathing down our necks—just pure luxury.

“To being back on top,” Laura said, raising her glass. Her blonde hair caught the sunlight, making it look almost golden. She winked at me, that mischievous smirk she always wore when she knew we were about to have some serious fun.

I clinked my glass against hers. “And to Miami,” I added, taking a slow sip of my mojito. The mint danced on my tongue, sharp and refreshing. Across from us, Kayla and Cheyenne were already giggling, their cheeks flushed from the alcohol. We’d been through hell this past year, but now? Now, it felt like the universe was finally tipping the scales back in our favor.

The night was young, and after a quick wardrobe change—short, tight dresses that hugged every curve—we hit one of Miami’s hottest clubs. The bass thumped so hard it felt like it was vibrating through me as we stepped inside. Neon lights flickered overhead, casting everything in a kaleidoscope of colors. The energy was electric, and I could feel it pulsing in my veins.

We hadn’t even made it to the bar before four men caught our attention. They were seated in a private booth, surrounded by bottles of champagne and an air of confidence that screamed money. One of them—a tall, dark-skinned man with a chiseled jawline—locked eyes with me immediately. His smile was slow, deliberate, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“You ladies wanna join us?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep, like honey dripping over gravel. Cash. That was his name, I learned later. Cash, Jeremiah, Travis, and Danny. Rappers, producers, and exactly the kind of trouble I loved getting into.

We didn’t need much convincing.

I slid into the booth next to Cash, leaving just enough space between us for him to lean closer, his cologne wrapping around me like a warm blanket. He smelled expensive—bergamot and something darker, richer. Underneath it all, there was a hint of something primal that made my stomach flutter.

“So, Brandi,” he started, pouring me a glass of champagne. “What brings you to Miami?”

I took the glass, letting my fingers brush against his just long enough to make his gaze drop to my lips. “Celebrating,” I said simply, leaning in so my words ghosted over his ear. “A little business success, a lot of freedom.”

He chuckled, low and deep, and the sound sent a thrill through me. “I like a woman who knows how to celebrate.”

The alcohol flowed freely after that, loosening tongues and inhibitions. By the time Jeremiah suggested moving the party to their hotel suite, we were all laughing, flirting, and more than ready for what came next.

The suite was every bit as luxurious as I expected—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Miami skyline, plush furniture, and enough space for all of us to spread out. But we weren’t interested in spreading out.

Cash’s hands were on me the moment the door closed, pulling me into a kiss that was anything but gentle. His lips were firm, demanding, and I couldn’t help but moan into his mouth as his tongue slid against mine. His hands roamed my body, cupping my ass and pulling me closer until there was no space left between us.

I barely registered the sounds of the others around us—Laura’s soft gasp as Jeremiah pulled her close, Cheyenne’s laughter mingling with Danny’s low murmur, Kayla’s breathless “oh” as Travis’s hands found her waist. My world narrowed to Cash, to the way his lips trailed down my neck, nipping lightly at my skin before he spun me around and pressed me against the back of the couch.

His hands slipped under my dress, pushing the fabric up until it pooled around my waist. I braced myself against the armrest, my heart pounding as his fingers teased the edge of my thong. With one swift motion, he yanked it down, leaving me exposed. I gasped, arching my back as his hands gripped my hips.

“Damn, girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re fucking perfect.”

Then his mouth was on me, his tongue diving between my thighs with a hunger that made my legs tremble. I clutched the couch for support, biting my lip to stifle a moan as he lapped at me, his tongue circling my clit before plunging deeper. My knees threatened to buckle, and I could feel the wetness pooling between my thighs, dampening his face as he devoured me.

Across the room, I caught glimpses of the others. Laura was on her knees in front of Jeremiah, her head bobbing as she took him deep in her throat. Jeremiah’s hand was tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, while his other hand groped her breast.

Over by the window, Cheyenne had her legs wrapped around Danny’s waist as he thrust into her, her back pressed against the cool glass. And Kayla was sprawled across the desk, her legs spread wide as Travis knelt between them, his tongue working her with the precision of someone who truly knew what he was doing.

But I couldn’t focus on them for long. Cash straightened behind me, his hands sliding up my back as he leaned in, his chest pressing against me. I could feel his erection straining against his pants, hot and heavy even through the fabric.

“Turn around,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

I did as he asked, my breath catching as I saw the size of him. His cock was thick, perfectly proportioned, and already slick with pre-cum. He grabbed a condom from the table, rolling it on with practiced ease before lifting my leg and positioning himself at my entrance.

The first thrust stole my breath. He filled me completely, stretching me in the best possible way. My nails dug into his shoulders as he set a relentless pace, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. My body trembled with the effort of keeping up, but I didn’t want to let go—not yet.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he fucked me harder, faster. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the room, mixing with the moans and gasps of the others.

I came hard, my vision blurring as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Cash followed shortly after, his movements stuttering as he buried himself deep inside me, his hips jerking as he spilled into the condom.

Breathless, he pulled out, collapsing onto the couch beside me. I glanced around the room, taking in the scene. Laura was still riding Jeremiah, her hair sticking to her sweaty forehead as she pounded herself on him.

Cheyenne and Danny were now on the floor, her legs wrapped around him as they kissed passionately between thrusts. Kayla was bent over the desk, her ass in the air as Travis fucked her from behind, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

“You good?” Cash asked, his hand brushing a strand of hair from my face.

I nodded, a lazy smile spreading across my lips. “Better than good.”

Once our passionate encounter was over, we got dressed and left the hotel. It had been an exciting night in Miami, one that we would never forget. After the stress I’d been dealing with, the trip had been exactly what I’d needed to relax.

Finally, our escort service was back on top. Thanks to Donte, the money was rolling in. Sam and Danielle were behind bars, no longer a threat to us. Nothing was standing in our way, and we were eager to succeed.

50 - A VISIT TO PARIS

MF / MFF / First Person / Cheating / Kissing / Blow Job / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex / Polyamory

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

“Brandi, just… just relax,” Vince murmured, his lips hovering inches from mine. His breath was warm, sending a shiver down my spine as his hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

“God, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips jerking slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I pulled back, looking up at him with a smirk. “You’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Nealey,” I teased, before diving back in, swallowing him whole.

His moans filled the room, spurring me on, until he suddenly pulled away, his chest heaving.

“Not yet,” he growled, lifting me to my feet. His hands were everywhere, tearing at my clothes, desperate to feel skin against skin.

I laughed breathlessly as he yanked my dress over my head, tossing it aside before unhooking my bra. His mouth found my breasts almost immediately, his tongue circling my nipple before sucking hard enough to make me gasp.

“Vince,” I moaned, arching into him as his hands slid down my body, cupping my ass before slipping between my legs.

His fingers brushed against my clit, already swollen and wet, and I nearly collapsed against him.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. I nodded, stumbling backward onto the bed, my legs falling open as he knelt between them.

His mouth trailed kisses down my stomach, stopping just shy of where I wanted him most. I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets, until he finally gave in, his tongue parting my folds and lapping at my sensitive flesh.

I cried out, my hips bucking against his face as he ate me like a man starved. Every flick of his tongue, every suck of his lips, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I was close, so close, when the door clicked open.

We froze. My eyes flew to the doorway, where Jada Johnson stood, stunning in a sleek black dress, her arms crossed over her chest. Her expression was unreadable, but the tension in the room skyrocketed.

I knew it was a bad idea to visit Vince in Paris. What was I thinking?

“Uh…” Vince stammered, pulling away from me with a guilty look. “Jada, I can explain—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t bother,” she said coolly, her gaze settling on me. “I know about Brandi. And honestly, Vince, I’m tired of pretending I don’t.”

I sat up, clutching a blanket to cover myself, my mind racing. What the hell was happening? But before I could say anything, Jada stepped forward, her heels clicking against the floor.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she said, her voice softening as she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “I’m not mad. In fact… I want in.”

My breath caught. “Wait… what?”

Jada smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips, as she began to unzip her dress. “You heard me.”

Vince looked confused. “Jada, are you sure?” he stammered.

“I’m tired of letting you have all the fun,” she replied.

With that, she pulled me into a passionate kiss. I have to admit I was starstruck. Now, I was having sex with not only one celebrity, but two. Jada took Vince’s place between my legs, licking my clit. I let out a moan as her tongue circled around my sensitive spot.

Vince looked on, stroking his cock as he watched his wife pleasure me. He moved closer and started sucking my nipples. His fingers slid between my legs, working together with Jada’s tongue. I couldn’t hold back, I screamed Jada’s name as I climaxed. Jada kept going, licking me until I was completely satisfied.

I barely had time to catch my breath, when Jada handed me a large dildo. It was her turn to be satisfied. Jada positioned herself on the bed, and I slid the big toy into her pussy. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as I fucked her.

I felt Vince position himself beside me, his hard cock pressing against my pussy. He slid inside, stretching my walls with each thrust. Jada’s eyes rolled back, her juices dripping onto the bed. Vince fucked me harder, increasing his speed. With one final thrust, I came, my pussy contracting around his dick. Vince sighed, releasing a big load in my pussy.

The three of us lounged on the bed, satisfied and breathless. I couldn’t think of anything to say. The silence was awkward.

Finally, Jada spoke. “I want an open relationship, Vince,” she stated. “I don’t care if you have a relationship with Brandi. I just don’t like the secrets.”

“Okay, that sounds great,” Vince agreed. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

I smiled. Vince’s wife was okay with us seeing each other. This was perfect. I no longer had to worry about Jada’s wrath if she discovered my affair with Vince.

I spent the rest of my trip to Paris hanging out with Vince and Jada. Jada and I had a lot in common. It turned out that she’d been a sex worker, before becoming a famous actress. Jada gave me some good career advice—be careful who you trust.
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