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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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Becky’s heart raced as she stepped into the frat house, the bass from the music thumping in her chest. The air was thick with the smell of beer and sweat, and the room was packed with bodies grinding against each other, laughing, shouting, drinking.

She smoothed down her skirt, the one she’d spent hours picking out—short enough to be noticed, but not so short it screamed desperation. She wanted to fit in, needed to fit in. Tonight was her chance to prove she belonged.

Becky hadn’t been popular in high school, and she was determined to make college a different experience—one with friends, parties, and plenty of dates.

Mickey, the quarterback, spotted her immediately. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and his grin was as confident as the way he carried himself. He waved her over, his eyes raking over her body in a way that made her skin flush.

“Becky! You made it,” he said, his voice low and smooth. He handed her a red plastic cup, already filled to the brim. “Drink up. We’re just getting started.”

She took a sip, the vodka and cranberry burning her throat, but she forced herself to keep smiling. This was it. This was her moment. They talked for a while, Mickey leaning in close, his hand brushing against hers as he laughed at something she said. The attention was intoxicating, and for the first time in weeks, Becky felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

When Mickey grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the dance floor, she didn’t hesitate. The music was loud, the lights were flashing, and Becky let herself get lost in the rhythm, her body moving against Mickey’s. His hands slid down her hips, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat radiating off him.

This is happening, she thought, her breath catching as Mickey’s lips brushed against her ear.

“You’re hot, Becky. Been wondering when you’d show up to one of these.”

She didn’t know what to say, so she just smiled, her cheeks burning. Mickey didn’t seem to mind. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that made her knees weak. It was messy, hungry, and Becky couldn’t help but moan into his mouth.

When he pulled away, he smirked. “Come on.”

She followed him without question, her hand in his as he led her up the stairs. The hallway was dimly lit, and Becky could hear the sounds of laughter and moans coming from behind closed doors. Mickey pushed open a door to a bedroom, pulling her inside and locking it behind them.

The room was cluttered—clothes on the floor, posters on the walls, and a faint smell of weed in the air. Becky barely had time to take it all in before Mickey was kissing her again, his hands slipping under her top, pulling it over her head. Her bra followed, and she shivered as the cool air hit her skin.

Mickey didn’t waste time. He bent his head, his lips capturing one of her nipples, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. His other hand slid down her body, pushing her skirt up, his fingers brushing against her panties. Becky’s head fell back, her hands tangling in his hair.

This was it. This was everything she’d wanted.

But then the door opened, and Becky froze. Four more guys walked in—Colin, Quentin, Zack, and Harry—all teammates of Mickey’s. They were talking, laughing, but Becky’s heart started to pound as they turned their attention to her.

Mickey pulled away, grinning. “Don’t stop now, babe. You’re doing great.”

Becky’s eyes darted between them, her breath catching. “What’s going on?”

Mickey shrugged, his hands still on her hips. “I always share with my teammates. You’re cool with that, right?”

Her mind was racing, but something about the way they were all looking at her—lustful, hungry—made her body respond before her brain could catch up.

She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yeah... I’m cool with it.”

Mickey’s grin widened, and he stepped back, letting his friends move in. Colin was the first, his hand already on his zipper. Becky watched, her heart pounding, as he pulled out his cock, thick and already hard. Quentin and Zack followed suit, their hands moving over themselves as they watched her.

Mickey pushed her gently onto the bed, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. His tongue was on her in an instant, licking and teasing until she was gasping, her hands gripping the sheets. The other guys circled around, their cocks in their hands, stroking themselves as they watched.

“Suck me,” Mickey ordered, pulling away from her pussy and standing up, his cock inches from her face.

Becky hesitated for only a second before opening her mouth, taking him in. He was thick, and she had to focus to keep her teeth from scraping, but the way he groaned made her feel powerful.

Colin stepped up next, his cock brushing against her cheek. “My turn,” he said, his eyes dark with lust.

Becky felt a thrill run through her as she turned her head, taking him into her mouth. Her hands reached out instinctively, wrapping around Quentin and Zack as they moved closer.

There were so many of them, so many cocks, and Becky didn’t know where to focus. She sucked on Colin, her hand stroking Quentin, her other hand gripping Zack. And then Harry was there, pushing his cock into her free hand.

“Fuck, Becky,” Mickey groaned, his hips thrusting into her mouth. “You’re a natural.”

She didn’t have time to respond, her mouth too full, her hands too busy. The room was filled with the sound of groans and the sight of their cocks, and Becky felt a strange sense of pride. This was what it meant to be wanted, to be needed.

Mickey was the first to cum, his cock pulsing in her mouth as he groaned her name. Becky swallowed as much as she could, but there was too much, and it spilled out, dripping down her chin. Colin was next, his cum landing on her face, followed by Quentin, Zack, and Harry. They coated her, their cum mixing together, and Becky opened her mouth, letting it all drip in.

“You’re not done yet,” Mickey said, his hands on her hips, flipping her onto her back.

He was already hard again, and Becky barely had time to catch her breath before he was inside her, his cock stretching her pussy as he thrust into her.

Colin was next, his cock even thicker than Mickey’s, and Becky moaned as he filled her. Quentin took his time, his slow, deliberate thrusts making her squirm. Zack positioned her on her hands and knees, taking her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. She came hard, her body trembling as he filled her.

Harry was last, his cock sliding into her sloppy, cum-filled pussy. Becky could feel it leaking out of her as he thrust, and when he finally came, she was too exhausted to do anything but lie there, her body spent.

Mickey grinned down at her, his hand brushing her hair out of her face. “You were amazing, Becky. Next time, it’ll be the whole team.”

She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Mickey leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a kiss. Becky felt proud. For the first time, she belonged.
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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.”

4 - THE DARE APP

MMF / Public / Exhibitionism / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Kendra’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, the screen lighting up with a notification from the Dare app. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers hovering over the device. It had been a week since she’d downloaded it, and already, the app had become a guilty pleasure. Quick cash, she reminded herself, though the deeper thrill of the dares was starting to outweigh the money. She swiped open the notification, her heart quickening as she read the latest challenge.

“Strip down to your bra and panties and drive around your neighborhood. Upload video proof. Reward: $20.”

Simple enough, she thought, a small smile playing on her lips. She needed the money, and this was easy compared to some of the things she’d seen trending on the app. She grabbed her phone, slipped into her car, and began filming.

Her hands trembled slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy black bra. She wriggled out of her jeans next, leaving her in just her matching panties. The cool leather seat pressed against her bare skin as she started the engine, a shiver running down her spine.

She drove slowly through her neighborhood, the camera capturing every detail. Her cheeks flushed, but there was something exhilarating about the risk. When she parked back in her driveway, she uploaded the video without hesitation. Within minutes, her account balance updated. $20. She grinned, leaning back in her seat. This is going to be fun.

The next few days were a blur. The dares escalated faster than she’d expected. First, it was flashing a stranger in the park. Then, it was touching herself in the back of a movie theater. Each time, the rewards got a little bigger, and the adrenaline rush a little more intoxicating. Kendra found herself checking the app obsessively, waiting for the next dare.

And then, it came.

“Visit the address below. Two brothers will be waiting. Have sex with both of them. Upload video proof. Reward: $1,000.”

Kendra’s breath caught in her throat. $1,000. That was more than she’d made in the past week combined. Her heart pounded as she stared at the screen. This was different. Riskier. More personal. But the money… it was too much to pass up. She bit her lip, her fingers trembling as she typed out her response.

“Accepted.”

The address led her to a modest house on the edge of town. She parked her car and sat for a moment, her stomach twisting with nerves. What am I doing? she thought, but the thrill of the dare pushed her forward. She knocked on the door, her phone clutched tightly in her hand.

Two guys answered, both in their early twenties. They looked like brothers, with the same dark hair and broad shoulders. The taller one—Chris—grinned at her, while the other—Charlie—leaned casually against the doorframe.

“Can I help you?” Chris asked, his tone playful.

Kendra nodded, trying to hide her nerves. “You guys heard of the Dare app?”

“Yeah, we’ve completed a few dares,” Charlie said, his eyes raking over her. “Why?”

“I need some help,” Kendra explained. “Someone dared me to… to hook up with you guys.”

Chris smiled. “I think we can help you with that,” he said, his eyes full of lust.

She stepped inside, the door closing behind her. The living room was dimly lit, a couch facing a TV mounted on the wall. Kendra’s hands were shaking as she set up her phone on the coffee table, angling it to capture the room.

Chris unzipped his jeans, his cock already hard as he pulled it out. “Ready?”

Kendra nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. She dropped to her knees in front of him, his length just inches from her face. She glanced up at him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

The taste of him was salty, the weight of him on her tongue making her pulse race. She moved her head slowly, her lips sliding down his shaft as she sucked. Her phone captured every detail, the small moan that escaped her throat as he twitched in her mouth.

When she pulled away, Charlie was already stroking himself, his eyes locked on her. She crawled over to him, her tongue flicking out to taste him as she took him in her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him.

Kendra set the phone up on the couch, angling it to get a better view. Then she bent over the edge of the couch, her ass in the air as she looked back at Charlie. “Take me,” she whispered, her voice shaky but determined.

Charlie didn’t hesitate. He gripped her hips, his cock sliding into her with a single thrust. Kendra gasped, her nails digging into the couch cushions as he started to move.

Chris stepped in front of her, guiding his cock to her lips. She opened her mouth, sucking him in as Charlie pounded her from behind. The sensation was overwhelming, the fullness of Charlie inside her while Chris filled her mouth.

Her moans were muffled around Chris’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut as pleasure coursed through her. Charlie’s thrusts grew harder, his grip on her hips tightening. She could feel herself getting closer, her body trembling with each stroke.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Charlie growled, his pace quickening.

Kendra’s orgasm hit her suddenly, a wave of pleasure crashing over her. She screamed around Chris’s cock, her body tensing as she came.

Charlie didn’t last much longer. With a groan, he buried himself deep inside her, his release pulsing into her. Chris followed, pulling out of her mouth just in time to spill onto her chest.

They were all breathing heavily, the room filled with the sound of their gasps. Kendra grabbed her phone, her hands still shaking as she ended the recording.

“Thanks,” she said, her voice hoarse as she stood up.

“Anytime,” Chris said with a smirk.

She uploaded the video as soon as she got back to her car, her heart racing as she waited for the confirmation. When the notification popped up—$1,000 deposited—she couldn’t help but smile.

But as she drove home, her thoughts turned to the next dare. How far would she go? What would they dare her to do next?

5 - SWINGER’S NIGHT

MMFF / Group Sex / Romantic / Polyamory / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Andrea had always considered herself a loyal wife, devoted to Jim in every way. Their marriage was strong—filled with laughter, shared dreams, and a deep affection. But as the years passed, their sex life had grown predictable, almost routine. It wasn’t that they didn’t care for each other, but something was missing. Andrea couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she felt it in the quiet moments, in the unspoken gaps between them.

One evening, after a particularly uneventful dinner, Jim leaned back in his chair and looked at her with a curious expression. “Andrea,” he began, his voice tentative, “what would you think about… trying something new? Something a little outside the box?”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Outside the box?” she repeated, her mind racing. What could he mean?

Jim cleared his throat. “There’s this swingers’ night at a local club. I was thinking… maybe we could check it out. Together.”

Andrea’s eyes widened. Swingers’ night? The idea was both thrilling and terrifying. She had always considered herself open-minded, but this was a leap she hadn’t anticipated. Still, she could see the earnestness in Jim’s eyes, the hope that she would say yes. She wanted to please him, to reignite the spark they had lost. “Okay,” she said softly. “Let’s try it.”

The next night, Andrea stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of her dress. It was tighter than anything she usually wore, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made her feel both exposed and empowered. She smoothed her hair and applied a fresh coat of lipstick, her hands trembling slightly.

Jim’s reflection appeared behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders. “You look amazing,” he murmured, his voice warm and reassuring.

Andrea smiled, but her stomach was a knot of nerves. As they drove to the club, she couldn’t stop fidgeting with the strap of her purse. What if we hate it? What if everyone there is… strange? But when they arrived, the club was surprisingly normal. It was dimly lit, with soft music playing in the background. People chatted at the bar, laughing and flirting like it was any other night out.

Jim guided her through the crowd, his hand steady on the small of her back. They found a table and ordered drinks, though Andrea barely touched hers. She scanned the room, her heart pounding. What are we even supposed to do here?

It was then that they noticed the other couple. A striking woman with fiery red hair and a confident smile approached them, her partner—a tall, broad-shouldered man with piercing blue eyes—following close behind. “Hi,” the woman said, extending her hand. “I’m Callie, and this is Robert. Mind if we join you?”

Jim glanced at Andrea, who nodded hesitantly. “Of course. I’m Jim, and this is my wife, Andrea.”

Callie’s smile widened. “It’s so nice to meet you both. First time here?”

Andrea nodded, feeling a wave of self-consciousness. Callie’s friendly demeanor put her at ease, though. She was warm and engaging, asking them questions about their lives and sharing stories about her own experiences with swinging. Robert was quieter, but his calm presence was reassuring.

After some light conversation, Callie leaned in, her tone playful. “So, have you two set any ground rules yet? It’s important to communicate, you know, to make sure everyone’s comfortable.”

Jim and Andrea exchanged a glance. They hadn’t discussed it much, but Andrea knew what she was—and wasn’t—ready for.

“We’re open to exploring,” Jim said, “but we want to take it slow.”

Callie nodded understandingly. “That’s perfect. We’re the same way. If you’re interested, we’d love to spend some time with you. Maybe back at your place?”

Andrea’s breath caught. This is really happening. She looked at Jim, who gave her a reassuring smile. “Let’s do it,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

The drive home was a blur of excitement and anxiety. Andrea glanced at Jim, his hands gripping the steering wheel. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice soft.

She nodded. “I think so. It’s just… a lot to process. But I’m curious. And honestly, a little turned on.”

Jim chuckled. “Me too.”

When they pulled into the driveway, Callie and Robert were right behind them. Andrea led the way inside, her heart pounding. They gathered in the living room, the tension palpable. Andrea poured them each a glass of wine, and the conversation flowed easily, though she could feel the undercurrent of anticipation.

Finally, Callie set her glass down and stood. “Shall we?” she asked, her eyes sparkling.

Andrea’s stomach fluttered as she followed Callie to the bedroom, Jim and Robert close behind. The room was softly lit, the air thick with expectation. Callie turned to Robert, and they began to kiss, their movements slow and deliberate. Andrea watched, transfixed, as Callie’s hands roamed over Robert’s body, undressing him with practiced ease. When Callie sank to her knees in front of him, Andrea’s breath hitched.

Jim stepped closer, his hands on Andrea’s waist. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear.

He undressed her slowly, his touch electric against her skin. When he took her nipple into his mouth, she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Andrea dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for Jim’s cock. She stroked him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. His groan of approval sent a rush of heat through her.

But then she felt the weight of another presence beside her. Robert’s cock was inches from her face, and without hesitation, she turned her attention to him, swallowing his length with a hunger that surprised even her.

She switched between them, her hands and mouth moving with a newfound confidence. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the air thick with desire. When Jim and Robert both came on her face, Andrea felt a surge of power, of pleasure in her ability to please them both.

Callie’s hands were on her then, guiding her to the bed. Andrea lay back, her body trembling as Callie kissed her way down her body, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When Callie’s mouth found her pussy, Andrea gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming, and she came hard, her body arching off the bed.

Then Robert was above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She looked into his eyes as he slid into her, her moan mingling with his. Beside them, Jim was fucking Callie from behind, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Andrea’s pleasure built again, and when Robert came inside her, she felt a wave of euphoria that left her breathless.

The room fell quiet. The only sound was their heavy breathing. Andrea lay there, her mind reeling. She had done it. She had stepped outside her comfort zone, and it had been… incredible. Callie’s hand found hers, their fingers intertwining as they shared a knowing smile.

Jim leaned over her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “How are you feeling?” he asked, his voice soft.

Andrea looked at him, her heart swelling with love and excitement. “I feel… amazing,” she said, her voice trembling. “And I think… I think I want to do this again.”

Jim’s smile was filled with relief and desire. “Me too,” he said, his lips brushing hers.

6 - BECOMING A STAR

MMF / Celebrity / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Handjob / PIV Sex

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?”

7 - 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!”

8 - REVENGE AT THE RED DOOR

MMF / Cheating / Revenge / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You sure about this?” Dexter asked, holding Hailey’s phone as she knelt in front of Rodney, her lips parted, eyes locked on his hard cock.

“Absolutely,” Hailey purred, her voice dripping with confidence. “Start filming.”

Dexter grinned, adjusting the phone to capture the scene as Hailey leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to tease the tip of Rodney’s erection. She kept her eyes on the camera, a sly smile playing on her lips as she wrapped her mouth around him, savoring the gasp that escaped his throat.

—

It was only an hour ago that Hailey had been sitting in her apartment, scrolling through Ned’s messages on his phone—messages he’d stupidly left unlocked. The evidence was damning: flirtatious texts, suggestive selfies, and plans to meet some girl named Claire at a hotel later that night. Her stomach had churned, her heart pounding with a mix of anger and betrayal. She’d confronted him, her voice trembling with rage, but his response had been worse than she expected.

“It’s not a big deal, Hailey,” Ned had said, shrugging as if she were overreacting. “It’s just sex. You’re taking this way too seriously.”

Just sex. The words had echoed in her mind, fueling her fury. She’d stormed out, slamming the door behind her, and headed straight to her closet. If Ned thought sex was no big deal, she’d show him exactly how little it meant to her.

She’d chosen her outfit carefully: a tight red dress that hugged her curves, paired with black heels that made her legs look endless. Her makeup was bold—dark eyeliner, red lips—and her hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders. She looked dangerous, and she knew it.

—

The Red Door had been her destination, a place she’d heard whispers about but never dared to visit. It was a sex club, hidden in plain sight behind an unassuming red door in the heart of the city. She’d hesitated for a moment outside, her heart racing, but the thought of Ned’s smug face pushed her forward.

Inside, the air was thick with pheromones and pulsating bass. The dim lighting cast shadows over sleek leather furniture and bodies pressed together in various stages of undress. Hailey had felt a thrill of excitement mixed with nervousness as she made her way to the bar, ordering a drink to steady her nerves.

That’s when she’d noticed them—Rodney and Dexter. They were sitting at a nearby table, their eyes trained on her as she sipped her drink. She’d met their gaze, holding it for a moment too long, and watched as they exchanged a glance before approaching her.

“New here?” Rodney had asked, his voice smooth, his eyes roaming over her body appreciatively.

“First time,” Hailey admitted, her voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her veins.

“We could show you around,” Dexter offered, his lips curving into a flirtatious smile. “If you’re interested.”

She’d been, and they’d led her to a private room, the air thick with anticipation. That’s when the idea had struck her—a way to make Ned pay. She’d handed Dexter her phone, asking if he’d mind taking a short video. He’d agreed without hesitation, and now here she was, on her knees in front of Rodney, her lips wrapped around his cock as Dexter filmed every moment.

Hailey moaned softly, the sound vibrating against Rodney’s length as she took him deeper, her hand moving to stroke what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. She glanced up at the camera, her eyes smoldering, before pulling back to lick a slow, deliberate stripe up his shaft.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Rodney groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip.

Dexter adjusted the angle, zooming in to capture every detail as Hailey’s lips stretched around Rodney’s girth. She could feel the heat building inside her, the thrill of knowing Ned would see this sending a shiver down her spine.

When she finally pulled away, her lips slick with saliva, she took the phone from Dexter, her fingers trembling slightly as she sent the video to Ned. She didn’t wait for a response, tossing the phone onto the nearby couch as she turned her attention to Dexter.

“Your turn,” she murmured, her hand reaching for the waistband of his pants. She freed his cock, already hard and eager, and began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Fucking hell,” Dexter muttered, his breath hitching as she leaned in to kiss him, her tongue sliding against his in a heated exchange.

His hands moved to her dress, pulling it down to reveal her lace bra, which he quickly discarded, his mouth descending on her nipples with a hunger that made her gasp.

He led her to a bench, sitting down and pulling her onto his lap. Hailey straddled him, her hands gripping her phone as she positioned the camera to capture their faces. She sank down onto him, her breath catching as he filled her completely.

“Tell me how much better I am than Ned,” Dexter growled, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move, her body rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

“So much better,” Hailey moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as she rocked against him. “You’re everything he’s not. Stronger. Bigger.”

Dexter smirked, his hands moving to cup her breasts as he thrust up into her, the sound of their bodies meeting echoing in the room. Hailey’s hand tightened around her phone, the camera capturing every moan, every gasp as she rode him, her body trembling with the effort to hold on.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Dexter warned, his voice strained as he buried his face in her neck, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

“Do it,” Hailey urged, her own climax building as she tightened around him. “Cum inside me.”

He groaned, his body stiffening as he spilled into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly to keep her in place. Hailey cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves as she collapsed against him, her breathing ragged.

When she finally regained her composure, she handed the phone to Dexter, her body still humming with satisfaction. “One more,” she said, her voice husky as she got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as she looked over her shoulder at Rodney.

He didn’t need to be told twice, positioning himself behind her as Dexter aimed the camera. Rodney’s hands gripped her hips, and with one smooth thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Rodney groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he began to move, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Hailey moaned, her fingers clutching the edge of the bench as Rodney pounded into her, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. Dexter moved closer, capturing the moment Rodney’s cock disappeared inside her, the way her body shook with every thrust.

“Cum for me,” Rodney growled, his pace increasing as he felt her tighten around him.

Hailey cried out, her orgasm hitting her hard as Rodney thrust into her one last time, spilling inside her with a low groan. They both collapsed onto the bench, their breathing heavy, bodies slick with sweat.

Dexter handed Hailey her phone, a satisfied smirk on his face as she opened the message thread with Ned. She attached the video, her fingers hovering over the send button for a moment before she pressed it, adding a laughing emoji for good measure.

“What now?” Dexter asked, his arm slung around her shoulders as she leaned against him.

“Now,” Hailey said, her smile wicked, “we wait.”

9 - SHARING HER HUSBAND

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then Violet’s message came through.

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

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

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

—

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

She did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 - 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.

11 - 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.

12 - GOING TOO DEEP?

MMMMF / First Person / Gangbang / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

It was a quiet evening in my apartment, the kind where the hum of the television fills the silence but doesn’t really distract. I was sprawled on the couch, my long dark hair fanned out behind me, one arm draped lazily over the edge as I scrolled through my phone with the other. My hazel eyes flicked between the screen and the TV, not really paying attention to either. That’s when my phone buzzed—a sharp, intrusive sound that made me jump slightly.

It was Mitchell. My stomach did a little flip. He wasn’t just my former professor anymore; he was something else entirely now, a man who’d introduced me to a side of life I never thought I’d explore. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice soft but steady. “Hello?”

“Brandi,” his voice came through, smooth and low, like it always did. “I’ve got some new friends I’d like you to meet. Think you can come over tonight?”

My heart raced. I knew what this meant. It wasn’t just about meeting people; it was about work. Stripping had been one thing, but since I’d started seeing Mitchell, I’d been doing things I’d never imagined. I could feel the heat creeping up my neck, a mix of nerves and anticipation.

When I thought about how much money I could make, I couldn’t turn down his offer. “Um, yeah. Yeah, I can be there,” I agreed.

“Good girl,” he purred, and I swear I could hear the smirk in his voice. “See you soon.”

The call ended, and I sat there for a moment, staring at the blank screen of my phone. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts—excitement, fear, curiosity. Mitchell had already gotten me to have sex with his wife and invite my best friend, Laura, for a threesome. What else could he have in store? And yet, there was a part of me that couldn’t deny how turned on I was by it all—the danger, the taboo, the sheer intensity. It was intoxicating.

I took a deep breath and stood, smoothing my hands down my thighs as if that could calm the nervous energy buzzing through me. I dressed carefully—something simple but sexy, a tight black dress that hugged my curves just right. I didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard, but I also wanted to make an impression.

By the time I arrived at Professor Mitchell’s house, my pulse was racing, and my palms were slightly damp. I knew he’d be raising the stakes this time, pushing my boundaries.

He opened the door with that same confident smile, his eyes raking over me appreciatively. “You look stunning, Brandi. Come in.”

I stepped inside, the familiar scent of his cologne wrapping around me like a warm embrace. The house was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. As we walked into the living room, I saw them—three men, each distinct in their own way. There was Sam, tall and broad-shouldered with dark hair and a dark complexion. He had a cocky grin that made my stomach flutter. Kenny, leaner with sharp features and piercing eyes that seemed to see right through me. And Tom, older, more rugged, with a presence that demanded attention.

“Gentlemen, this is Brandi,” Professor Mitchell said, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back. “Brandi, meet Sam, Kenny, and Tom.”

I forced a smile, my voice coming out softer than I intended. “Hi.”

They greeted me with nods and sly smiles, their eyes lingering in ways that set my skin on fire. I could feel the tension in the room, thick and heady, like a storm waiting to break. Professor Mitchell led me upstairs, his touch firm but gentle, and I followed without protest. The bedroom was spacious, the bed neatly made, but it felt charged with energy, like the walls themselves knew what was about to happen.

“Why don’t you get comfortable?” he suggested, his tone casual but with an edge that made my heart skip a beat.

I nodded, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the hem of my dress. I pulled it over my head, letting it fall to the floor, and then unhooked my bra, tossing it aside. My panties followed, leaving me completely bare. The air felt cool against my skin, but it did nothing to quell the heat building inside me. I climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows, my body exposed and vulnerable.

Sam was the first to approach, his obsidian eyes dark with desire as he stripped off his clothes. His cock was already hard, thick and uncut, and he stroked it slowly as he knelt between my legs. I bit my lip, my breath hitching as he spread my thighs wider, his fingers brushing against my slick folds.

“You ready for me, Brandi?” he asked, his voice rough.

I nodded, unable to speak, and then he was pushing inside me, filling me in one swift motion. I gasped, my back arching as he began to thrust, his pace quick and desperate. It didn’t take him long—he groaned, his hips stuttering as he came, hot and thick inside me.

Kenny was next, taking his time as he climbed onto the bed. He kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth as his fingers teased my nipples, pinching and rolling until they were hard and sensitive. When he finally entered me, it was slow, deliberate, every thrust designed to draw out my pleasure. I moaned, my hands gripping the sheets as he fucked me, his eyes locked on mine.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Professor Mitchell sitting in a chair, his pants undone as he stroked himself, watching us intently. The sight only heightened my arousal, and I couldn’t help but whimper as Kenny’s movements grew more urgent. He came with a groan, his hips jerking as he emptied himself inside me.

Tom was last, his huge cock making my breath catch in my throat. But he was patient, easing into me inch by inch until he was fully sheathed. He fucked me with a power that left me gasping, my nails digging into his shoulders as I clung to him.

And then it was Professor Mitchell’s turn, his cock sliding into me with ease despite the mess the others had left behind. He fucked me hard, his rhythm relentless. I felt the pleasure growing, and I climaxed beneath him, screaming his name. I couldn’t believe I’d let all those guys fuck me, but I was so turned on.

When it was over, I lay there, my body spent and trembling, their cum leaking out of me in sticky trails. Professor Mitchell handed me a towel and then an envelope filled with cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it, my mind reeling.

“Sam likes you,” he said casually, lighting a cigarette. “And he knows some very important people. This could be the start of something big for you, Brandi.”

I nodded, but my stomach churned with unease. Was I getting in too deep? Or was this just the beginning of something amazing?

13 - 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.

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bebe’s breath hitched, her mind already racing with the possibilities. “I think I’d like that.”
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

phone buzzed on the edge of the bathroom counter, the vibration sending ripples through the water in my glass. I picked it up, my fingers still damp from the shower. I felt that familiar tingle of opportunity. Laura was perched on the couch, flipping through some glossy magazine, her legs tucked under her. She looked up when I answered.

“Hey, it’s Brandi,” I said, my voice smooth, practiced.

“Hi honey,” he replied, his voice low and easy. “I’m Tom. I was calling to inquire about your services?”

He sounded friendly and outgoing. I was intrigued. “What can I do for you?” I asked, sounding seductive.

“Listen, I’ve got a situation. I’m the manager of a baseball team—the Tom Cats. I’m hosting a party tonight. Twelve guys, and they’re… let’s just say they’re in the mood for some entertainment. I need four girls. Think you and Laura can handle it?”

I raised an eyebrow, glancing at Laura. She was already leaning forward, her magazine forgotten. “Four girls, huh? Yeah, we can handle it. But it’s gonna cost you.”

Tom chuckled, a sound that was half-amused, half-arrogant. “Money’s no issue. Just make sure they’re worth it.”

I smirked. “Oh, they’ll be worth it.”

As soon as I hung up, Laura was on her feet. “What’s the deal?”

“Baseball team,” I said, tossing the phone onto the counter. “Twelve guys. They want four girls. I’m thinking you, me, Kayla, and Cheyenne.”

Laura’s eyes lit up. “That’s easy money. But… twelve guys? That’s three each. You think we can handle that?”

I shrugged, my lips curving into a sly smile. “We’re tough girls, aren’t we? Besides, we need the cash. Donte’s trial is coming up, and if we’re gonna get him out, we need to pull in some serious dough.”

Laura nodded, her expression serious for a moment before it melted into a grin. “Alright, let’s do it. I’ll call Kayla and Cheyenne.”

—

The house was massive, the kind of place that screamed money.

Tom greeted us with a grin, his eyes lingering on me a little longer than necessary. “Ladies,” he said, spreading his arms wide. “Welcome to the party. I hope you’re ready to… entertain.”

He was a burly man in his forties, wearing a large Rolex watch—the kind of guy who thought he was a big shot because he managed a team of overgrown boys who could swing a bat.

I smirked. “Oh, we’re ready.”

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, the fabric clinging to my curves, and exchanged a smirk with Laura. She was in red, her own dress barely covering anything, and I could already see the way the guys were looking at her as we walked in.

The room was alive with energy—music pumping, drinks flowing, and the guys laughing and shouting over each other. Twelve of them. All athletic, all handsome, all looking at us like we were the main course.

We started with a dance, the four of us moving in sync, our bodies swaying to the beat. The guys were cheering, hollering, throwing dollar bills like we were in some seedy strip club. But this wasn’t a club—this was their boss’s house, and they were ready to let loose.

I zeroed in on one guy in particular—Mike. He was the pitcher, tall and muscular, with a cocky grin that told me he knew exactly how good he looked. I sauntered over to him, my hips swaying with every step, and dropped onto his lap. His hands settled on my waist, and I could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of my dress.

“Hey, Mike,” I purred, leaning in close. “You having fun?”

He chuckled, his breath warm against my neck. “I am now.”

I started grinding against him, my ass rubbing against his crotch, feeling him harden beneath me. His hands tightened on my hips, and I could see the hunger in his eyes. Yeah, I thought, this is going to be fun.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Laura with Brett, the shortstop. She had her tits pressed right in his face, and he was eating it up. Kayla and Cheyenne were twerking, their asses shaking as the guys threw more bills at them. The energy in the room was electric, and I could feel it building, like a storm about to break.

Then Tom clinked a glass, and the room fell silent. “Alright, boys,” he said, a sly grin spreading across his face. “You’ve had your fun with the dancing. Now, who’s ready for the main event?”

The guys erupted into cheers, and I felt a shiver of anticipation run down my spine. This was it—the moment where we turned entertainment into serious cash.

Tom gestured to the bedrooms, and the guys started moving, dividing themselves into groups. Mike, Brett, Randy, and Zayne followed me into one of the rooms, their eyes dark with desire.

I kicked off my heels and climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs wide. Mike was the first to move, stripping off his shirt and climbing on top of me. His cock was already hard, and I could feel the heat of it pressing against my pussy.

“You ready for me, Brandi?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

I smirked. “Make it worth my while.”

Mike didn’t need any more encouragement. He pushed into me, hard and fast, and I gasped, my nails digging into his back. He fucked me with a primal intensity, his hips slamming against mine, and I could feel every inch of him stretching me, filling me. When he came, it was with a low groan, his cock pulsing inside me.

Randy was next, pushing Mike away and climbing on top of me. He didn’t waste time, fucking me from behind, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me. I looked over at Zayne, who was stroking his cock, his eyes locked on me.

“Come here,” I said, beckoning him closer.

He didn’t hesitate, sliding his cock into my mouth as Randy continued to fuck me. I sucked Zayne hard, my tongue swirling around his shaft, while Randy’s thrusts grew more erratic. When he came, it was with a grunt, his cock throbbing inside me.

Randy stepped aside, and Zayne took his turn. He slid into me slowly, his big dick stretching me in ways that made me moan. He fucked me with a steady rhythm, his hands gripping my thighs as he made me come. When he finally came, it was with a shudder, his cum joining the rest inside me.

Brett was last. He’d been standing there stroking his cock as he watched the other guys fuck me. Their cum was running out of my pussy, but Brett didn’t care. He positioned himself behind me, filling my pussy with his throbbing meat. I grasped the sheets as his cock pumped deeper and harder. Finally, I reached ecstasy as Brett shot another load in my pussy.

I lay there, panting, my body trembling with pleasure. The guys were all spent, their cocks soft now, and I could feel their cum leaking out of me. I couldn’t believe I’d just let them run a train on me

As I got up, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my makeup smeared, and my body was covered in sweat and cum. But I didn’t care. I’d just made a shit ton of money, and we were one step closer to getting Donte out. Laura, Kayla, and Cheyenne looked about the same when I stepped out of the room—hair tousled, makeup ruined, but all of us grinning like we’d just won the lottery.

We got dressed, the guys still scattered around the house, some of them passed out, others still drinking.

Tom handed us a wad of cash, his grin wide. “You ladies were worth every penny.”

I smirked, stuffing the money into my purse. “Glad to hear it.”

As we walked out, I couldn’t help but think of Donte. This is for you, I thought. Just hang on a little longer.
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

The phone buzzed in my pocket, startling me. I was relaxing in my penthouse apartment after a busy week of turning tricks. I squinted at the screen, the name flashing like a beacon under the pendant lights of my living room. It was Quentin. My heart skipped a beat. It had been months since we last worked together, and I’d been hoping he’d call again. I swiped to answer, my voice ringing with excitement.

“Brandi,” Quentin’s deep, smooth voice came through the line, “sorry for the late notice, but I need you. Got a last-minute shoot. You in?”

I sat up, brushing my dark hair out of my face. “Of course, Quentin. What’s the gig?”

He chuckled, low and knowing. “You ever heard of Jack? The guy with the… monster.”

Oh, I’d definitely heard about him. Jack was legendary in the industry—not just for his size, but for how he used it. “Yeah, I know all about Jack. Bigger than you, isn’t he?”

Quentin laughed again, unbothered by the comparison. “That’s right. Anyway, Danielle flaked on us. No call, no show. I need someone who can handle Jack and me without breaking a sweat. Think you’re up for it?”

Up for it? I almost laughed out loud. Quentin knew damn well I was more than capable. “Send me the address. I’ll be there in an hour.”

By the time I arrived at the set, my long, dark hair was perfectly straightened, my hazel eyes lined with smoky makeup, and my tan skin glowing under the studio lights. The crew was already setting up, cameras angled and ready. Quentin greeted me with that trademark smirk of his, his tall frame towering over me as he leaned in to kiss my cheek.

“You look stunning, Brandi. Thanks for saving my ass today.”

I smiled, glancing around. “Where’s Jack?”

“Getting prepped. He’s… eager.” Quentin’s gaze lingered on me, appreciative. “So, quick rundown. This is a ‘size queen’ flick. You’re the star—obsessed with big dicks. Me and Jack are your co-stars. We’re gonna go hard, so if you need breaks, let us know. But I know you can take it.”

I nodded, feeling a familiar thrill run through me. Quentin always brought out the best in me, both on and off camera.

As I finished touching up my makeup in the vanity mirror, Quentin hovered nearby, his expression turning serious. “Before we start… have you seen Danielle? I know you two used to… work together.”

I paused, lipstick hovering mid-air. The last thing I wanted was to bring up my past drama with Danielle. Still my curiosity was piqued. “No, haven’t seen her. Why?”

“She was supposed to be here. But she’s gone radio silent. Her phone goes straight to voicemail. I called Sam too—no answer.”

A chill ran down my spine. Sam was our former pimp and Danielle’s new boss. Laura and I had asked Milton for help after Sam and Danielle’s threats had reached a new level. Now, it seemed like Sam and Danielle were missing.

Although our rival's disappearance seemed like a good thing, I was worried that Milton may have done something terrible to Sam and Danielle. We wanted him to intimidate them into leaving us alone, not make them vanish into thin air. Milton was a wealthy and eccentric man with a penchant for freaky sex games, but something told me he was dangerous.

“You think something happened to her?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

Quentin shrugged, but his eyes betrayed his concern. “Let’s hope not. Either way, it’s not our problem today. Just stay sharp, okay?”

I nodded, but my mind was spinning. Danielle had never missed a shoot before. She was too ambitious, too greedy. If she wasn’t answering her phone… well, I didn’t want to think about what that might mean.

“Places, everyone!” the director shouted, snapping me back to reality.

Quentin gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before heading to his mark. I took a deep breath, shaking off the unease. Right now, I had a job to do.

The cameras rolled, and the scene began. Jack walked in first, his massive frame filling the doorway. He was dressed casually, jeans slung low on his hips, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to hint at the muscles beneath. His eyes locked onto mine, and my breath hitched. Even from across the room, I could feel the raw power radiating off him.

Quentin followed, equally imposing but in a different way. Where Jack was all brute strength, Quentin was sleek and confident, his presence commanding attention. They approached me, their cocks already bulging against their pants. My mouth watered.

I dropped to my knees, looking up at them with wide, eager eyes. “I’ve been waiting for this,” I purred, reaching for Quentin’s belt.

He groaned as I freed his cock, thick and heavy in my hand. Jack stepped closer, his own zipper already undone, his length springing free. It was… insane. Bigger than I remembered, thicker than any man had a right to be.

I wrapped my lips around Quentin first, taking him deep, my tongue swirling around the head. He hissed, his fingers tangling in my hair as I bobbed slowly, savoring the weight of him on my tongue. Meanwhile, my hand found Jack, stroking him firmly, feeling him pulse beneath my touch.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Quentin growled, his hips thrusting gently into my mouth. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

Switching focus, I pulled off Quentin and turned to Jack, my lips parting to engulf him. He was bigger, hotter, harder. I struggled to take him fully, my jaw stretching uncomfortably, but I pushed through the ache, determined to impress. Jack grabbed my hair, guiding my head as he started to fuck my face. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but I didn’t stop. The sound of his groans spurred me on, my throat working desperately to accommodate him.

When Quentin nudged me, I glanced up to see him holding his cock inches from my lips. “Take us both,” he ordered, and I obeyed eagerly, opening wide to fit both of them inside.

It was tight, almost impossible, but I managed to get their heads past my lips, my tongue writhing between them. The sensation was overwhelming, the sheer size of them pushing me to my limits.

Finally, they pulled back, and I gasped for air, saliva dripping down my chin. Quentin helped me to my feet, leading me to the couch where he sat down, his dick standing straight up. I climbed on top of Quentin, his cock pressing against my soaked entrance. With one swift thrust, he filled me completely, drawing a moan from deep within my chest.

The cameraman moved in close, capturing every detail as Quentin began to move, his pace steady and deliberate. I raked my nails down his back, urging him deeper. Then I felt Jack behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he pressed against my other hole. I tensed for a moment, unprepared for the stretch, but then I relaxed, letting him push inside.

They moved in unison, Quentin pounding into my pussy while Jack claimed my ass. The pleasure was intense, bordering on unbearable. My body shuddered with each thrust, my moans growing louder as they drove me closer to the edge.

“Oh God, yes,” I whimpered, my walls tightening around Quentin as I felt my orgasm building.

He grunted, his rhythm faltering as he spilled inside me, warmth flooding my core. Moments later, Jack followed, his release filling my ass as I came apart between them.

When the director called cut, I collapsed onto the couch, breathless and spent. Quentin kissed my forehead before pulling out, leaving me feeling deliciously empty. Jack handed me a towel, his grin lazy and satisfied.

As I cleaned up and got dressed, my thoughts drifted back to Danielle. Wherever she was, I hoped she was gone for good. And Sam… well, maybe he’d finally gotten what was coming to him. But as Quentin handed me a fat envelope stuffed with cash, I couldn’t help but wonder if something awful had happened to them.
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The bass thrummed through the walls of the strip club, vibrating in Trudi’s chest as she adjusted the straps of her sequined lingerie. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, and the faint tang of alcohol.

She smoothed her hands over her hips, catching her reflection in the mirror. This wasn’t exactly the life she’d imagined, but it paid the bills. She gave herself a quick smile, trying to summon some confidence, and stepped out onto the dimly lit stage.

The club was packed tonight, the crowd a blur of faces and flashing lights. Trudi moved to the rhythm, her body swaying with practiced ease. She scanned the room, her gaze catching on a man sitting near the front. He was handsome—unmistakably so—with sharp features and a dark, piercing stare. He was dressed in a tailored suit that screamed money, and he was watching her intently, a half-smirk playing on his lips.

When her set ended, she stepped down from the stage, her pulse quickening as the man beckoned her over.

She approached cautiously, her heels clicking against the floor. “Lap dance?” she offered, her voice smooth but edged with caution.

“Absolutely,” he said, his voice low and velvety. He introduced himself as Maverick, and she couldn’t help but notice how his name suited him—sharp, unpredictable, and a little dangerous.

She slid onto his lap, her movements slow and deliberate, her body close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. Maverick’s hands rested lightly on her hips, his touch electric.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re stunning,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

When the dance ended, Maverick handed her a crisp hundred-dollar bill, his fingers brushing hers in a way that felt deliberate. “Come over after your shift,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. He scribbled an address on a napkin and slid it into her hand, his eyes locking with hers. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

Trudi hesitated for only a moment before nodding, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her. What did she have to lose? She folded the napkin and tucked it into her purse, her mind already racing with possibilities.

—

The address led her to a sprawling modern mansion, its sleek lines and floor-to-ceiling windows glowing softly in the night. Trudi parked her car and stepped out, her heels crunching on the gravel driveway. She felt a pang of nerves as she approached the door, but it was quickly overshadowed by curiosity.

Maverick answered almost immediately, his smile as smooth as his voice. “You came,” he said, stepping aside to let her in.

The interior was even more impressive than the exterior, all polished surfaces and minimalist decor. Trudi’s eyes swept the room, taking in the art on the walls and the floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city. She was so distracted that she didn’t notice the other man until he stepped into view.

“This is Virgil,” Maverick said, gesturing to the man.

Virgil was tall and broad-shouldered, with a quiet intensity that made Trudi’s stomach twist in a way she couldn’t quite explain. He nodded at her, his gaze lingering for a moment before shifting back to Maverick.

Trudi’s pulse quickened. Was this some kind of setup? She glanced between the two men, unsure of what to say.

Maverick seemed to sense her hesitation and pulled out a wad of cash, counting out a thousand dollars in crisp bills. “I hope you don’t mind if Virgil joins us,” he said, his tone casual but his eyes steady on hers. “We’ll make it worth your while.”

Trudi’s breath hitched. A thousand dollars? She couldn’t refuse that kind of money, not when rent was due and her bank account was nearly empty. She took the cash, stuffing it into her purse with trembling hands. “Okay,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Maverick’s smile widened, and he led her down a hallway to a bedroom that was as luxurious as the rest of the house. The air felt charged, the tension between the three of them palpable. Maverick stepped close, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and Trudi found herself melting into him, her doubts fading with every second.

Virgil moved in behind her, his hands on her hips as he pressed a kiss to the nape of her neck. Trudi gasped, the sensation sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. Maverick’s hands slid up her sides, tugging at the straps of her dress until it pooled at her feet. She was left standing in nothing but her lingerie, her skin tingling under their combined attention.

Virgil’s hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the lace of her bra. Trudi moaned softly, her head falling back against his shoulder as Maverick kissed his way down her neck. Virgil unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor before he leaned in to suck one of her nipples into his mouth. The sensation was electric, and Trudi’s hands fumbled for Maverick’s belt, desperate to feel him.

She got his pants undone, her hand wrapping around his cock as she stroked him slowly. Maverick groaned, his hips pushing into her touch. Virgil’s hands slid down her body, hooking into the waistband of her panties and tugging them down. Trudi stepped out of them, her breath coming in short gasps as Virgil’s fingers slid between her thighs, teasing her.

She reached for Virgil’s belt, her fingers trembling as she undid it and pulled his cock free. He was already hard, his length thick and heavy in her hand. She stroked him in time with Maverick, her hips rocking against Virgil’s fingers as he worked her to the edge.

Maverick stepped back, guiding her to the bed. She climbed onto it, her heart pounding as Virgil followed her, positioning himself behind her. She could feel the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she gasped as he pushed into her in one smooth motion. Virgil’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts deep and steady as Maverick knelt in front of her, his cock brushing against her lips.

Trudi opened her mouth, taking him in as Virgil continued to fuck her. The sensations were overwhelming—Virgil’s cock filling her, Maverick’s in her mouth, their hands on her body. She moaned around Maverick’s cock, her hips grinding back against Virgil as the pleasure built inside her.

“That’s it,” Maverick murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair as he fucked her mouth. “You’re doing so good.”

Virgil’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his cock hitting just the right spot inside her. Trudi’s eyes fluttered closed, her body tightening as the pleasure reached its peak. She came with a cry, her body shaking as Virgil continued to fuck her through it.

He groaned, his hips jerking as he came inside her, his cock pulsing with every thrust. Maverick’s grip on her hair tightened, and she felt him tense as he came in her mouth, his cum flooding her throat. Trudi swallowed, her body still trembling with the aftershocks as they both pulled away.

They lay there for a moment, the room filled with the sound of their breathing. Maverick brushed a strand of hair from her face, his smile lazy and satisfied. “You were incredible,” he said, his voice low and warm. “Come back tomorrow. I’ll double the money.”

Trudi’s heart raced. Double? She felt a thrill of excitement, her mind already calculating the possibilities. “Okay,” she said, her voice breathless. “I’ll be here.”

Maverick’s grin widened. “Good. I can’t wait to see—”
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Camille was sprawled on the couch, the soft hum of the TV filling the quiet living room. She checked the clock for what felt like the hundredth time. Jackson was late. Again. She sighed, swirling the wine in her glass, trying to push down the irritation bubbling in her chest. He’s probably stuck at work, she told herself, though the rationalization did little to quell the restlessness stirring in her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Camille gave Sasha a gentle kiss. “Of course, babe.”
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The plane touched down in Las Vegas, and I felt the familiar rush of excitement that always came with returning to the city. My tan skin glistened under the fluorescent lights of the terminal as I adjusted my long dark hair over my shoulders. My hazel eyes scanned the bustling crowd, searching for Laura.

She better be here, I thought, clutching the handle of my Louis Vuitton suitcase. I couldn’t wait to tell her about my wild threesome with Vince and Jada. I knew she’d share my excitement.

It didn’t take long before I spotted her—blonde, bubbly, and wearing a smile that could light up the Strip. "Brandi!" she squealed, rushing toward me with open arms.

We hugged tightly, and for a moment, I forgot about the stressful business we were involved in.

"Girl, you won’t believe what happened while you were gone," Laura said, practically bouncing on her heels as we walked toward the car.

I raised an eyebrow. "You didn’t lose more money gambling, did you?" I asked, half-joking but fully prepared to throttle her if she had.

Laura waved me off with a laugh. "No, no! And I made up for my mistake. Big time." She turned to me, her blue eyes sparkling with pride. "We’re booked for a porn shoot."

I stopped mid-step, nearly dropping my suitcase. "What?"

"I know, I know, it sounds crazy," she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me along. "But hear me out. It’s legit. They’re paying us a lot. Like, a lot a lot. And I already signed the releases."

"Laura!" I hissed, my voice low but sharp. "You can’t just sign me up for something like that without asking me!"

She pouted, her lips forming that look she always gave me when she wanted me to cave. "Come on, Brandi. You’re the queen of adaptability. Remember that client last month who wanted you to dress up like a French maid while he read poetry? You nailed it. This is just... another job. Plus, think of the money."

I sighed, knowing she was right. Laura had this uncanny ability to talk me into things, even when every fiber of my being screamed no. But deep down, I trusted her. She’d been my best friend since college, and we’d built our escort service from the ground up together. If anyone had my back, it was her.

—

The set was surprisingly professional. Bright lights illuminated the room, cameras on tripods stood ready, and a small crew buzzed around, prepping equipment. Laura led me to a table where two guys were sitting. One was pale and lean, with spiky black hair and a punk rock vibe. The other was a muscular cowboy type, complete with a Stetson hat and boots.

"This is Billy," Laura said, gesturing to the goth guy. He smirked and tipped his head in greeting. "And this is Tex." The cowboy tipped his hat, his grin wide and confident.

"Nice to meet y’all," Tex drawled, his southern accent thick and smooth.

I forced a smile, though my stomach was doing flips. Behind them, I noticed the title of the video displayed on a monitor: Anal Whores Wrecked by Huge Cocks. My heart skipped a beat. What the fuck? I shot Laura a look, but she just shrugged innocently.

"Don’t worry," she whispered, squeezing my hand. "We’ve got this. These guys are pros. And honestly, between you and me, they’re kinda hot."

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help glancing at their crotches. Even through their jeans, it was clear they were packing serious heat. Great.

The director called us over, explaining the scene. Billy would be taking me anal, while Tex worked on Laura. Then we’d switch. Oh, and there’d be facials. Of course. I nodded along, trying to seem unfazed, but my brain was screaming. This is insane. This is insane. This is—

"We’re rolling in five!" the director announced, snapping me out of my spiraling thoughts.

Laura grabbed my arm, her excitement infectious. "Let’s do this, girl. Just pretend it’s one of our normal gigs, but with cameras. You’ll be fine."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. The lights dimmed slightly, and the crew fell silent. Tex was already on the couch, his jeans off, revealing a cock that made my eyes widen. Holy shit. Laura climbed onto his lap, moaning as he slid into her. The sound of her pleasure filled the room, and suddenly, I wasn’t nervous anymore. This was just another performance. Another job.

Billy stepped in front of me, his expression dark and intense. He unzipped his pants, freeing a thick, vein-covered monster that seemed to pulse in the low light. I dropped to my knees, letting my instincts take over. My lips wrapped around the tip, tasting the salty warmth as I eased him into my mouth. His fingers tangled in my hair, tightening as he began to thrust, fucking my face with a rhythm that left me gasping for air.

Tears welled in my eyes as he pushed deeper, my throat stretching to accommodate him. The sound of my gagging mixed with Laura’s moans, creating a symphony of sex that echoed in the room. Billy pulled back, leaving me panting, strands of saliva connecting my lips to his cock.

He spun me around, bending me over the couch next to Laura. I glanced at her, her cheeks flushed as Tex hammered into her, his hands gripping her hips. Billy slicked up his fingers with lube, pressing one, then two digits into my ass. I winced at the stretch, but the sting quickly melted into a dull, pleasurable ache.

"This gonna hurt," Billy murmured, his voice low and gravelly. I barely had time to brace myself before his cock pressed against my entrance, the head pushing past the tight ring of muscle.

A sharp gasp escaped my lips as he buried himself inside me, his grip on my hips bruising. The camera zoomed in, capturing every twitch, every ripple of pain and ecstasy on my face.

Tex pulled out of Laura with a wet pop, his cock glistening with her juices. He stepped behind me, shoving his length into my mouth, filling it completely. I struggled to breathe, tears streaming down my cheeks as both men used me, their cocks pistoning in and out relentlessly. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch of my ass, the fullness in my mouth, the way my body trembled with each powerful thrust.

Billy’s pace quickened, his balls slapping against my skin as he drove deeper. Tex groaned above me, his hips stuttering as he painted my face with thick ropes of cum. The warm streaks landed on my cheeks, my lips, dripping down my chin. I closed my eyes, swallowing the taste of him as Billy finally let go, flooding my ass with his release.

For a moment, everything went still. Panting, trembling, I looked over at Laura. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared, but she was grinning ear to ear. "See?" she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Told you we could handle it."

I couldn’t help but laugh, even as my legs threatened to give out. "You’re insane," I muttered, shaking my head. But deep down, I knew she was right. We had handled it. And if I was being honest, part of me had loved every second of it.

Back at the hotel suite, Laura flopped onto the bed, counting out the fat stacks of cash we’d earned. I sat beside her, still buzzing from the adrenaline. "You really pulled this off," I said, nudging her playfully.

She grinned, tossing a wad of bills into the air. "Anything for the team, babe. Besides, I told you—trust me."

I leaned over, wrapping her in a hug. "I do," I said softly. "Always have."

21 - YOU’RE INVITED
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The notification popped up on Annalyn’s phone just as she was about to close her social media app. “You’re invited…” it read, with no sender, no context, just a time, a location, and a single emoji of a winking face.

Her thumb hovered over the screen, curiosity prickling at the edges of her mind. She wasn’t the type to blindly accept invitations from strangers, but something about the mystery of it all tugged at her. What’s the harm in checking it out? she thought, tapping the accept button before she could overthink it.

The party was set for Friday night, and by the time the day rolled around, Annalyn had almost forgotten about it—until the reminder chimed on her phone. She stood in front of her closet, debating whether to go. She hadn’t made plans for the evening, and the thought of staying in with Netflix felt underwhelming. Maybe it’s just some weird art thing, she reasoned, pulling on a tight black dress and a pair of heels. She grabbed her coat and headed out the door.

The address led her to an old, abandoned-looking building downtown. Strings of soft, glowing lights lined the entrance, and faint music thumped from inside. Annalyn hesitated, her hand hovering over the door handle. This is either going to be amazing or insanely sketchy, she thought, pushing the door open.

Inside, the atmosphere was nothing like she expected. The space was dimly lit, with candles flickering on every surface, casting warm, golden light. A group of people—some with drinks in hand, others entwined on couches—laughing and chatting low, their voices blending with the music. Annalyn’s eyes scanned the room, taking in the mix of men and women, all impossibly attractive, dressed in a way that was both casual and alluring.

She hadn’t taken more than a few steps inside when a man approached her. He was tall, muscular, with a confident swagger that made her pulse quicken. “Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and deep. “I’m Connor. You must be Annalyn.”

She blinked, surprised. “How do you know my name?”

He smirked, handing her a drink. “Let’s just say I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.”

Annalyn took the drink, her curiosity only growing. She sipped it cautiously, the taste sweet and sharp on her tongue.

Connor leaned in slightly, his gaze lingering on her lips. “So, what brings you here tonight?”

Before she could answer, a woman appeared at her side. She was striking, with short, dark hair and a mischievous smile. “She came for the party, obviously,” the woman said, her voice teasing. “I’m Shannon. And you’re exactly the kind of guest we love here.”

Annalyn felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “What kind of party is this, exactly?” she asked, her voice quieter than she intended.

Shannon exchanged a glance with Connor, her smile widening. “It’s a...unique kind of gathering,” she said, her tone dripping with implication. “A celebration of freedom, pleasure, connection. And, well…there’s usually an orgy by the end of the night.”

Annalyn’s breath hitched. An orgy? Her mind raced, but before she could process the information, the music shifted, the beat becoming slower, more sensual.

Connor took her hand, his touch sending a jolt through her. “Dance with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting.

She hesitated for only a moment before letting him lead her into the center of the room. Shannon followed, her hips swaying to the rhythm. Annalyn found herself caught between them, their bodies moving in sync with hers. Connor’s hand rested on her waist, his grip firm but gentle, while Shannon’s fingers brushed against her arm, sending shivers down her spine.

As they danced, Annalyn became hyper-aware of every touch, every glance. The air around her felt charged, electric. She caught glimpses of other couples in the room—some kissing, others pressed together in ways that left little to the imagination. Her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of nerves and excitement. What am I doing? she thought, but the question was quickly drowned out by the heat building inside her.

The music stopped abruptly, and the lights dimmed even further. Annalyn froze, her breath catching in her throat.

Shannon leaned in close, her lips brushing against Annalyn’s ear. “Don’t be scared,” she whispered. “Just let yourself feel.”

Shannon took her hand, leading her to a nearby couch. Annalyn’s mind was a whirlwind, but her body seemed to move on its own, sinking onto the soft cushions.

Shannon straddled her lap, their faces inches apart. “You’re beautiful,” Shannon murmured before pressing her lips to Annalyn’s.

The kiss was slow, deliberate, sending a wave of warmth through Annalyn’s body. She kissed back, her hands hesitating before resting on Shannon’s hips. Connor joined them, his hands sliding up Annalyn’s thighs, his touch igniting a fire within her. She felt his fingers slip under the hem of her dress, his palm pressing against her skin. Annalyn gasped into the kiss, her body trembling with anticipation.

Shannon broke the kiss, her lips trailing down Annalyn’s neck. “Relax,” she murmured, her hands working to undo the straps of Annalyn’s dress. “We’re going to take care of you.”

The dress fell away, leaving Annalyn exposed. Connor’s mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak while Shannon’s fingers slipped between her thighs. Annalyn moaned, her head falling back against the couch. The sensations were overwhelming, each touch sending shocks of pleasure through her body.

Shannon’s fingers teased her entrance, sliding inside with ease. Annalyn’s hips bucked instinctively, her breath coming in short, quick gasps. “That’s it,” Shannon whispered, her lips brushing against Annalyn’s ear. “Let go.”

Annalyn obeyed, her body surrendering to the pleasure building inside her. Shannon’s tongue replaced her fingers, licking and sucking as Annalyn writhed beneath her. Connor’s hands roamed her body, his touch firm and possessive. Annalyn’s climax hit her like a wave, her entire body trembling as she cried out. When the waves subsided, Annalyn felt a sense of euphoria she had never experienced before.

Shannon kissed her softly, her lips lingering on Annalyn’s. “Ready for more?” she asked, her voice a sultry whisper.

Annalyn nodded, her heart racing. Shannon guided her to her hands and knees on the couch. Across the room, Annalyn caught a glimpse of a woman being taken from behind, her cries echoing in the space. The sight sent a jolt of heat through Annalyn’s core.

Connor’s hands gripped her hips, and she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her. He entered her slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. Annalyn gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. He began to move, his thrusts steady and deep.

Just as she was adjusting to the sensation, another man appeared in front of her. “I’m Tom,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He guided his cock to her lips, and Annalyn opened her mouth without hesitation. She sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head as he groaned above her.

Connor’s thrusts grew harder, faster, each one driving her closer to the edge. Annalyn moaned around Tom’s cock, her body trembling with pleasure. Shannon sat beside her, her fingers working between her own legs as she watched, her breaths coming in soft pants.

Annalyn’s orgasm hit her suddenly, crashing over her with an intensity that left her breathless. Connor thrust into her one last time before spilling inside her, his grip on her hips tightening. Tom pulled out of her mouth, his release coating her face in hot streaks.

Annalyn collapsed onto the couch, her body spent, her mind a haze of pleasure.

Shannon leaned over her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You were incredible,” she said, her voice warm and affectionate.

Annalyn’s heart raced as she looked around the room, the events of the night still sinking in.

Shannon smiled down at her, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “We meet every week,” she said. “I hope you’ll come back.”

Annalyn’s lips curved into a smile, her body still humming with the aftermath of her experience. “I’ll be here,” she promised, her voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside her.
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The phone trembled in Tammie’s hand as she dialed the number she’d found scribbled on the back of a business card. The card had been tucked into her purse by a stranger at the bar last night, a man who’d winked and whispered, “Call if you’re ever in need of… opportunities.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Impressive,” Wayne said, his voice approving.

Wayne gestured to the bed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tammie’s heart swelled with relief and excitement. She’d done it. She’d proven herself. And as she lay there, her body still tingling, she couldn’t wait to see what—and who—would come next.

23 - BACHELOR PARTY ORGY
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

“Fuck, Brandi,” Kyle groaned, his voice strained as he gripped my hips tighter, his cock buried deep inside me. “You feel so goddamn good.”

I arched my back, letting out a low moan as his thrusts grew harder, faster. My fingernails dug into the leather couch beneath me, and I glanced over my shoulder just in time to see Laura on her knees in front of Shawn, his dick sliding in and out of her mouth. Her lips were wrapped tight around him, and she looked up at me, her dark eyes glinting with mischief. This was what we did best.

—

But let’s rewind. It had all started that morning when the phone rang. Laura and I had been lounging in my penthouse apartment, sipping mimosas and scrolling through potential clients on our phones. A few months ago, we’d broken away from Sam—our slimy, controlling pimp—and since then, we’d built our own escort service—something luxurious, exclusive, and entirely under our control. The phone buzzed again, and I picked it up without hesitation.

“Brandi Moore speaking,” I said, my voice smooth and confident, the kind of tone that made men weak.

“Hi, Brandi,” came the reply—deep, masculine, and dripping with money. “My name’s Kyle. I’m looking for… entertainment for an exclusive bachelor party tonight. How many girls do you have available?”

I smirked, catching Laura’s eye across the room. She raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Four,” I replied. “Me, Laura, Cheyenne, and Kayla. All stunning, all experienced. What did you have in mind?”

Kyle chuckled, low and dirty. “Oh, I think you know exactly what I have in mind. Let’s just say… the groom-to-be deserves a night he’ll never forget.”

And now here we were.

The moment we stepped into Kyle’s high-rise apartment, I knew this wasn’t going to be your average job. The place was massive—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, sleek modern furniture, and a fully stocked bar that practically screamed wealth. Kyle greeted us at the door, flanked by three other guys: Mike, Richard, and Shawn, the groom himself. They were already half-drunk, their laughter loud and uninhibited, their eyes raking over us like we were the main course.

“Welcome, ladies,” Kyle said, his grin darkening as he took me in. His gaze lingered on my tan skin, my long dark hair cascading down my back, and the curve of my hips hugged by a tight black dress. “Let’s get this party started.”

Laura, Cheyenne, Kayla, and I exchanged knowing looks. We’d done this before—countless times, in fact—but there was something about this group that felt… different. Maybe it was the way Kyle watched me, his eyes hungry and calculating, or the way Shawn kept glancing nervously at Laura, like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to run or rip her clothes off.

We didn’t waste any time. Within minutes, the music was pumping, the drinks were flowing, and we were peeling off our clothes one by one, revealing lace lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. The guys cheered, their eyes wide as we strutted toward them, each of us claiming a man.

Kayla went straight for Mike, dropping to her knees in front of him and twerking against his lap with a fierceness that made him groan. Cheyenne moved to Richard, grinding against him in slow, deliberate circles, her hands roaming over his chest. And Laura? She sauntered over to Shawn, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she sank to her knees and unzipped his pants without a word.

As for me, I climbed onto Kyle’s lap, straddling him and pressing my bare tits into his face. He groaned, his hands gripping my ass as I rocked against him, feeling the hard length of him through his pants.

“That’s it, baby,” he muttered, his breath hot against my skin. “Fucking tease me.”

But teasing wasn’t enough—not for Kyle, and not for me. Soon, things escalated. Of course, Laura, my daring best friend, was the first to step it up a notch. She unzipped the groom-to-be’s pants, taking his cock in her mouth. Laura’s head bobbed furiously in front of Shawn, her tongue working him with expert precision while his hands tangled in her hair.

Cheyenne had stripped Richard completely, her lips wrapping around his cock as he threw his head back and moaned. Kayla was riding Mike now, her movements fast and desperate, her breasts bouncing with every thrust.

And then there was me. Kyle flipped me over, bending me facedown over the arm of the couch. His hands squeezed my ass, spreading me open as he knelt behind me. I gasped as his tongue found my pussy, licking and sucking with a hunger that made my legs tremble.

“Fuck, Kyle,” I moaned, my fingers clutching the edge of the couch. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. When he finally slid his cock inside me, it was all I could do not to scream. He fucked me hard, his hips slamming into mine, his hands gripping my waist so tightly I knew I’d have bruises tomorrow.

But I didn’t care. This was what I lived for—the raw, unfiltered pleasure of being used, of giving myself completely to the moment. I felt the pleasure building. With another thrust of his cock, Kyle pushed me over the edge. My eyes rolled back as he continued to pound me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Shawn pulling out of Laura’s mouth, his hand stroking himself as he stumbled toward me. “Open wide, Brandi,” he slurred, his voice thick with lust.

I obeyed without hesitation, tilting my head back just as he exploded all over my face. The warmth of his cum splattered across my cheeks, my lips, my chin. I licked some of it off, savoring the taste, the sheer depravity of it.

When it was over—when Kyle had finished inside me, when the others had collapsed in sweaty, satisfied heaps—we dressed quickly, collected our cash, and left. The ride home was quiet, the hum of my luxury SUV cutting through the night as Laura counted the money. Over fifty grand in one night. Not bad for a day’s work.

“Looks like we’re in business,” Laura said, flashing me a grin.

I smiled back, but my mind was already elsewhere. I was planning our rise to the top of the game, and this was just the beginning.

24 - CLIMBING THE CORPORATE LADDER
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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.”

25 - AN INTERN’S GANGBANG
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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…
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Melody stepped out of the shower, her skin still damp and warm from the steam. She wrapped herself in the plush robe Sean’s mother had laid out for her, the soft fabric clinging to her curves. The faint scent of lavender filled the air, a soothing contrast to the nervous flutter in her chest.

Meeting Sean’s family had been overwhelming—his parents were gracious but intimidatingly polished, and his brother, Joe, had a way of looking at her that made her feel… seen. She wasn’t sure if it was just her imagination, but there’d been something in his gaze at dinner—a flicker of interest that didn’t sit quite right.

She towel-dried her hair, letting it fall in loose waves over her shoulders, and opened the bathroom door. Sean was there, waiting for her, leaning against the wall with that boyish grin that always made her heart skip a beat. He pushed off the wall, closing the distance between them in two strides.

“You look incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with desire.

His hands settled on her waist, pulling her close. His breath was warm against her neck as he pressed a kiss just below her ear, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Sean,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What if your family hears?”

“Let them,” he said, his lips trailing down to her collarbone.

His fingers tugged at the knot of her robe, loosening it until the fabric slipped off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood there, exposed, the cool air brushing against her bare skin.

His hands roamed her body, memorizing every curve, every dip. His touch was electric, igniting a fire deep inside her. She gasped as his mouth found her nipple, his tongue circling the sensitive peak until she was arching into him, desperate for more.

And then she felt it—a shift in the air. She opened her eyes, glancing over Sean’s shoulder. There, in the doorway, stood Joe. He was leaning casually against the frame, one hand tucked into the pocket of his jeans, the other holding a bottle of water. His eyes were locked on her, dark and unreadable.

“Sean,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Your brother…”

Sean didn’t pull away. Instead, he chuckled softly, his breath warm against her skin. “Don’t worry about Joe,” he said, his voice steady. “We share everything. Everything.”

Melody’s heart skipped a beat. She looked at Joe, her mind racing. He was still watching her, his gaze unwavering. There was something in his expression—something that made her stomach twist in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

“You okay with this?” Sean asked, his voice gentle but laced with something else—something that sent a thrill through her.

She didn’t have time to answer before Joe stepped into the room, closing the door softly behind him. He set the water bottle down on the dresser and walked toward them, his movements slow and deliberate.

“She’s beautiful, Sean,” Joe said, his voice low and gravelly. His eyes never left hers.

Melody felt a flush of heat spread through her body. She should have felt embarrassed, exposed, but instead, she felt… excited. There was something intoxicating about the way they were both looking at her—like she was the only thing that mattered in the world.

Joe reached out, his fingers brushing against her other nipple. She gasped, her body instinctively arching into his touch. His hands were rougher than Sean’s, but no less skilled. He leaned in, his lips capturing her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her hands tangling in Joe’s hair.

Sean chuckled, his hands moving down her body, skimming over her stomach and settling between her thighs. His fingers teased her, parting her folds and stroking her clit with practiced ease.

“You’re so wet,” Sean murmured, his voice thick with desire. “You like this, don’t you?”

Melody couldn’t speak. Her mind was a haze of pleasure, her body caught between the two brothers. Joe’s mouth moved to her other breast, his teeth grazing her nipple, while Sean’s fingers worked her clit, building the tension inside her.

“I want to taste you,” Sean said, his voice a low growl.

He dropped to his knees, his hands spreading her thighs. His tongue flicked against her clit, sending a jolt of electricity through her.

Melody cried out, her hands gripping Joe’s shoulders for support. Joe’s mouth was back on hers, his kiss deep and demanding. She could feel his hardness pressing against her thigh, and the thought of him joining in sent a rush of heat through her body.

Sean’s tongue was relentless, lapping at her folds, teasing her entrance before plunging inside.

Melody moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth. “Sean, please,” she begged, her voice trembling.

He pulled away, his lips glistening with her arousal. “Joe,” Sean said, his voice commanding. “Your turn.”

Joe didn’t hesitate. He stepped back, his hands quickly undoing his belt and pushing his jeans down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Melody couldn’t tear her eyes away. She’d never seen him like this—completely exposed, completely unguarded.

Sean stood, his own cock straining against his boxers. He pulled them down, freeing himself, and Melody’s mouth watered at the sight.

“What do you want, Melody?” Sean asked, his voice soft but insistent.

She looked at him, her eyes wide. “I want you both,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Sean smiled, his hand cupping her cheek. “Good girl.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down on the soft sheets. Joe followed, climbing onto the bed beside her. Sean positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his eyes locking on hers.

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. He pushed inside her, filling her completely. She moaned, her nails digging into his back.

Joe leaned over her, his mouth capturing hers in a deep kiss. His hands roamed her body, tweaking her nipples, teasing her skin.

Sean began to move, his thrusts steady and deep. Melody’s body responded, her hips rising to meet his, her cries of pleasure muffled by Joe’s kiss.

She was close—so close. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might explode.

“Sean, I’m going to—” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me, baby,” Sean growled, his thrusts becoming more frantic.

And she did. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she cried out, her nails digging into Sean’s back.

Sean groaned, his hips stuttering as he came deep inside her, filling her with his warmth.

He pulled out, his breath ragged, and looked at Joe. “Your turn.”

Joe didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself between Melody’s thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“You sure this is okay?” he asked, his voice rough.

Melody nodded, her body still trembling from her orgasm. “Yes.”

He pushed inside her, his cock stretching her in a way that made her gasp. He began to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate.

Melody’s hands gripped the sheets, her moans filling the room. Joe’s mouth found hers, his kiss fierce and demanding.

“You feel amazing,” he grunted, his hips slapping against hers.

Melody could feel the tension building again, her body responding to Joe’s touch. She was so close—so close.

“Joe, please,” she begged, her voice trembling.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more frantic. “Cum for me, Melody.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, another wave of pleasure crashing over her as she cried out, her nails digging into Joe’s back. Joe groaned, his hips stuttering as he came deep inside her, spilling his seed. He collapsed beside her, his breath ragged, his body still trembling.

Melody lay between them, her body spent, her mind buzzing with a mix of pleasure and disbelief. She had just been with her husband’s brother. And yet… she didn’t regret it.

Sean leaned over her, his lips brushing against hers. “You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice soft.

Joe chuckled, his arm draping over her waist. “Welcome to the family, Melody.”
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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.
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Kiara's heels clicked against the pavement as she strolled through the park, her mind lost in thoughts of the day ahead. The sun was beginning to set, casting a warm glow over the landscape and turning the leaves into a mosaic of gold and crimson. She had always loved this time of day, when the world seemed to pause for just a moment before nightfall.

"Kiara?" a voice called out, breaking her reverie.

She turned to see a woman approaching, her long, straight black hair shimmering in the fading light. Kiara blinked, trying to place the familiar face. Then it hit her—Natalie, her old colleague from that office job she left years ago.

"Natalie? Is that really you?" Kiara asked,Surprised to look at her.

Natalie smiled warmly, "Yes, it's me! I didn't expect to run into you here."

They exchanged pleasantries, catching up on old times and updates on their lives. Natalie mentioned that she was hosting a small gathering at her place that evening and extended an invitation to Kiara.

"You should come! It'll be a lot of fun," Natalie said, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

Intrigued and flattered by the invitation, Kiara agreed. After exchanging contact information, they parted ways with promises to meet later that night.

The clock struck eight when Kiara arrived at Natalie's apartment. The door swung open to reveal Natalie standing there, looking even more stunning than Kiara remembered. She wore a sleek, red dress that accentuated her curves perfectly.

"Welcome, Kiara! Come on in," Natalie greeted her, stepping aside to let her enter.

The apartment was bustling with activity. People were scattered around, chatting and laughing, drinks in hand. It felt like any other party, yet something about it made Kiara’s senses tingle with anticipation.

"Let me show you around," Natalie said, taking Kiara's hand and leading her through the crowd.

They moved past clusters of guests until they reached a private room at the back of the apartment. Once inside, Natalie closed the door softly behind them.

"So, what's the special occasion?" Kiara asked, curiosity piquing.

Natalie took a step closer, her gaze intense and filled with unspoken words. "This isn't just any party, Kiara. This is... different."

Before Kiara could ask further, Natalie continued, "It's a lesbian orgy."

Kiara's eyes widened in shock. "A what?"

Natalie chuckled softly, "A lesbian orgy. Don't worry, everyone's here consensually and having a great time. I thought you might enjoy it."

Kiara's mind raced. Could this really be happening? She felt a mix of disbelief and excitement bubbling within her. Taking a deep breath, she decided to embrace the unexpected turn of events.

"Alright, I'm in," she said, her voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions.

Natalie's smile deepened, and she leaned in to press a kiss to Kiara's lips. The kiss was electric, sending shivers down Kiara's spine. As they pulled away, Natalie whispered, "Ready to join the fun?"

Kiara nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. Natalie led her out of the private room and back into the main area of the apartment. To Kiara's surprise, every guest was now naked, their bodies glistening under the dim lighting.

The sight was both shocking and intoxicating. Kiara felt her cheeks flush, but Natalie's reassuring presence beside her calmed her nerves.

"Relax, Kiara. Let yourself go," Natalie murmured in her ear before pressing another passionate kiss to her lips.

The kiss sent sparks flying through Kiara's body. Moments later, Natalie began to undress her, sliding the straps of her black dress off her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving Kiara standing in nothing but her lace underwear.

Natalie's hands roamed over Kiara's bare skin, igniting a fire within her. Kiara gasped as Natalie's fingers traced the curve of her waist and dipped lower, brushing against the edge of her panties.

"Let's find somewhere more comfortable," Natalie suggested, guiding Kiara towards a large leather couch nearby.

Once seated, Kiara lay back on the cushioned surface, her heart racing with anticipation. Natalie positioned herself between Kiara's legs, her gaze locked onto Kiara's yearning eyes.

"Mmm, you look so beautiful," Natalie purred, leaning down to capture Kiara's nipples with her mouth.

Kiara arched her back, moaning softly as Natalie lavished attention on her breasts. Meanwhile, Natalie's hand snaked down to cup Kiara's sex, her fingers gliding along the damp fabric of Kiara's panties.

"Natalie..." Kiara breathed, her need growing more urgent by the second.

Natalie responded by tugging Kiara's panties aside and dipping her fingers inside, teasing her sensitive folds. Her touch was light and teasing, causing Kiara to buck her hips in desperate search of more friction.

"Oh, God... yes," Kiara moaned, her body trembling with pleasure.

Natalie expertly played her like an instrument, alternating between gentle caresses and firm, demanding strokes. As Kiara's breathing grew ragged, Natalie reached for a dildo resting on the nearby table.

"Time to take things up a notch," Natalie said, her voice husky with arousal.

Kiara watched, mesmerized, as Natalie positioned the dildo at her entrance. Slowly, deliberately, she pushed it inside, filling Kiara completely. Kiara cried out, her body clenching around the foreign object.

"Natalie, please... harder," Kiara begged, her nails digging into the leather cushions beneath her.

Natalie complied, thrusting the dildo deeper and faster. Simultaneously, she continued to rub Kiara's clit with her thumb, pressing and circling with relentless precision. The dual stimulation was too much for Kiara to handle, sending her spiraling towards orgasm.

"I'm... I'm gonna cum..." Kiara panted, her vision blurring with pleasure.

Natalie only intensified her efforts, driving Kiara over the edge. With a final, shuddering cry, Kiara came hard, her body convulsing around the dildo. Her climax roared through her like a tidal wave, leaving her utterly spent and breathless.

As Kiara drifted back to earth, she noticed movement near the couch. Glancing over, she saw Jonnie—a stunning, curvaceous woman with a caramel complexion and long blonde wig—crouching beside her. Jonnie's eyes sparkled with mischief as she caught Kiara's gaze.

"Mind if I join the fun?" Jonnie asked, her voice sultry and inviting.

Kiara swallowed hard, still recovering from her explosive orgasm. The idea of more pleasure, more sensations, sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

"Yes, please," Kiara managed to whisper, her voice barely above a breath.

Jonnie grinned and shifted into position behind Kiara, her lips zeroing in on Kiara's tender flesh. Kiara groaned as Jonnie's tongue danced across her clit, her skilled ministrations reigniting Kiara's desire.

Kiara's breaths came in quick, ragged gasps as Jonnie's skilled tongue worked her over from behind. The sensation was overwhelming, a relentless wave of pleasure that seemed to wash away all the hesitations and doubts she had felt just moments earlier. Natalie’s fingers inside her ass added another layer of intensity, each thrust pushing Kiara closer to the edge.

"Oh fuck," Kiara moaned, her voice barely a whisper above the soft hum of the room. She could feel Jonnie's breath hot against her skin, the occasional lick of sweat that trickled down her back. It was intoxicating, every touch, every movement.

Natalie leaned in close, her lips brushing Kiara's ear. "You like that, don’t you?" she purred, her fingers still moving rhythmically inside Kiara's tight ass. "Let go. Just feel it."

Kiara nodded, too consumed by the sensations to form a coherent response. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation. Just then, a woman named Kiki positioned herself on the couch in front of Kiara. Her pussy glistened with moisture, inviting and enticing. Without a second thought, Kiara lowered her head and began to eat Kiki out.

The taste was electric, a mix of arousal and desire that sent a jolt through Kiara's system. She licked and sucked at Kiki's clit, feeling the other woman's hips buck in response. Kiki's moans filled the room, mingling with Kiara's own sounds of pleasure. It was a symphony of eroticism, each note heightening the tension in the air.

Natalie pulled away for a moment, allowing Kiara to focus entirely on Kiki. Then, with deliberate slowness, Natalie strapped on a dildo. The sight of it made Kiara's heart race faster. Natalie moved behind her again, aligning the strap-on with Kiara's asshole. With one smooth motion, she pushed in, filling Kiara completely.

"Fuck!" Kiara cried out, the dual sensations of Jonnie's tongue and Natalie's strap-on nearly pushing her over the edge. She could feel her juices dripping down her thighs, wetting the leather couch beneath her. The smell of sex permeated the air, heavy and thick with desire.

Kiki reached down, grabbing Kiara's ponytail and pulling her closer. "Eat me harder," she demanded, her voice husky with need.

Kiara obliged, sucking and nibbling at Kiki's clit with renewed fervor. The rush of satisfaction from making Kiki moan only fueled Kiara's own arousal.

Natalie picked up the pace, fucking Kiara's ass with deep, powerful thrusts. Each stroke brought her closer to orgasm, the pressure building steadily inside her. "I’m gonna cum," Kiara gasped, her voice strained with effort.

Jonnie answered by plunging two fingers into Kiara's soaking wet pussy, adding yet another sensation to the mix. The sudden intrusion made Kiara's whole body shudder, her muscles tightening around the dildo and Natalie's fingers. She could feel herself teetering on the brink, the world narrowing down to the raw, primal pleasure coursing through her veins.

Kiki's cries grew louder, more urgent. "Yes! Right there! Oh God, yes!" She shuddered violently, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

Kiara drank in the sight, the feel of Kiki's climax drawing her even closer to her own.

Natalie sensed it, leaning in once more. "Cum for us, Kiara," she whispered, punctuating each word with a thrust of the dildo. "Let it all out."

Kiara couldn't hold back any longer. With a scream of pure ecstasy, she came, her entire body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Her vision blurred, her senses overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the experience. She could feel her juices spilling out, coating Jonnie's hand and the couch beneath her.

As the aftershocks of her orgasm began to subside, Kiara collapsed back onto the couch, utterly spent. Natalie removed the strap-on, kneeling beside her. "That was amazing," she said, her voice filled with genuine admiration. "I knew you’d love it."

Kiara looked around the room, taking in the sight of the other women lost in their own pleasures. There was something liberating about being part of this, about letting go completely and giving in to the primal urges that drove them all. "It was... incredible," she admitted, her voice still shaky from the intensity of her climax.

Jonnie stood up, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. "Ready for more?" she asked with a playful grin.

Kiara grinned back, feeling a new surge of excitement bubble up within her. "Definitely," she replied, already looking forward to whatever came next.

30 - A WIFE SWAPPING SURPRISE

MMFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Lingerie / Polyamory / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / PIV Sex

“Put it on, Avril. Now.” Wes’s voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She stood in the dimly lit bedroom of the old farmhouse, her fingers trembling as she reached for the black lace lingerie he’d tossed her way.

The room smelled faintly of aged wood and something musky, something primal. Avril’s heart pounded in her chest as she glanced over at Wes, who was already unbuttoning his shirt with deliberate slowness, his eyes locked on her.

She obeyed, slipping the delicate fabric over her skin, the cool air brushing against her bare thighs.

Wes’s gaze burned into her, and she felt a surge of heat between her legs. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with approval.

Avril’s breath hitched. She loved this—loved when Wes took control, when he told her exactly what to do and how to do it. It made her feel safe, desired, owned.

But then, she heard the door creak open behind her. Avril turned, her eyes widening as another couple stepped into the room. The woman had a confident smirk on her face, her curves accentuated by a tight red dress. The man was tall and broad-shouldered, his eyes instantly locking onto Avril’s. She felt a strange mix of nerves and excitement, her pulse quickening.

Wes stepped forward, his arm slipping around Avril’s waist. “This is Sharon and Will,” he said, his voice calm but laced with something darker, something that made her stomach flutter. “They’re going to join us tonight.”

Avril’s mind raced. Join us? She hadn’t expected this. But as she glanced at Wes, she saw the hunger in his eyes, the unspoken promise of pleasure. And suddenly, she wasn’t nervous anymore. She was curious. Aroused.

Sharon moved first, her hips swaying as she approached Wes. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his in a deep, passionate kiss. Avril watched, her breath catching in her throat. She should have felt jealous, but instead, she felt a surge of heat pooling between her legs. Seeing Wes like this—so dominant, so in control—was thrilling.

Will stepped closer to Avril, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re stunning,” he said, his voice rough. He didn’t wait for a response before cupping her face and kissing her deeply.

Avril’s mind spun as his tongue slid against hers, his hands roaming her body. She moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

He broke the kiss only to guide her toward the bed, his hands firm but gentle. Avril let him lead, her heart racing as he laid her down on the soft mattress. Will’s eyes never left hers as he began to undress her, his fingers tracing the curves of her body with a reverence that made her shiver. When she was finally naked, he leaned down, his lips trailing hot kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and along the swell of her breasts.

Avril arched into his touch, her breath coming in shallow gasps. His mouth found her nipple, and he sucked gently, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak. She whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair. The sensations were overwhelming, and she could feel the wetness between her thighs growing with every passing second.

Will moved lower, his lips brushing over her stomach, her hips, and finally, between her legs. Avril’s eyes fluttered shut as his tongue slid through her folds, teasing her clit in slow, deliberate strokes. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed in a silent plea for more. He obliged, increasing the pressure and speed of his tongue until she was writhing beneath him, her back arching as pleasure coursed through her.

“Oh God, Will,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.”

But he did. Will pulled back, his eyes dark with mischief as he reached for something on the nightstand. Avril’s breath hitched when she saw the vibrator in his hand. It was sleek, black, and looked intimidating. Will turned it on, the low hum filling the room as he brought it to her pussy.

Avril’s eyes widened as he pressed the vibrator against her clit, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through her body. She cried out, her hips bucking against the toy as he moved it in slow, deliberate circles. The sensations were intense, almost too much, but she didn’t want him to stop.

“Please,” she begged, her voice a desperate whimper. “Let me cum.”

But Will shook his head, a smirk playing on his lips. “Not yet,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “You’re not ready.”

Avril whimpered, her body trembling with need. She wanted to argue, to beg him to let her cum, but then she heard a low groan from across the room. She turned her head, her eyes widening as she saw Sharon on her knees in front of Wes, her lips wrapped around his cock. Wes’s head was thrown back, his hand tangled in Sharon’s hair as she sucked him with a fervor that made Avril’s own body ache with envy.

Will followed her gaze, his smirk widening. “Looks like they’re having fun,” he said, his voice low. “Let’s join them.”

Before Avril could respond, he was on top of her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She gasped as he pushed inside her, stretching her in the most delicious way. He started to move, his thrusts slow and deep at first, but quickly growing harder, faster. Avril moaned, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

She looked over at Wes and Sharon again, her eyes locking with Wes’s as Sharon rode him with wild abandon. The sight of him fucking another woman should have made her jealous, but instead, it only made her hotter. She could feel her orgasm building, her body tightening around Will’s cock as he drove into her with reckless abandon.

“Oh God, Will,” she cried, her voice breaking as her climax hit her. She came hard, her body convulsing with pleasure as he filled her with his own release. Her vision blurred as waves of ecstasy washed over her, her body trembling as she rode out the intense sensations.

When she finally came down from her high, she turned to see Wes and Sharon still locked in their own passionate embrace, both of them cumming together in a final, shared moment of bliss. The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

Will pulled out of Avril, his breathing ragged as he collapsed beside her. She felt spent, her body still tingling with the aftermath of her orgasm. But as she glanced at Wes, who was now smirking at her with that familiar look of dominance in his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end.

Sharon leaned in, her lips brushing against Avril’s ear. “We’ll see you again soon,” she whispered, her voice dripping with promise.

Wes nodded, his smirk widening. “Oh, we’ll be back,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Won’t we, Avril?”

Avril’s heart skipped a beat. She could already feel the anticipation building, the promise of another encounter sending a fresh surge of heat between her legs. Yes, she thought, her lips curving into a smile. We’ll definitely be back.

31 - A SORORITY HAZING

FFFFF / Lesbian / College / BDSM / Group Sex / Sixty-nine / Dildo

The night air was thick with anticipation as Janney walked up the stone steps to the Delta Kappa Lesbo sorority house. Her heart raced, her hands trembling slightly as she clutched the hem of her dress.

Janney wanted this so badly—to be part of something, to belong. The flickering glow of lanterns lined the path, casting long shadows across the lawn. She could hear faint laughter and the clink of glasses from inside, a muffled hum of excitement that made her stomach twist.

This is it, she thought, taking a deep breath. I can do this.

She pushed open the heavy wooden door, stepping into a world that felt both foreign and alluring. The room was alive with energy, the walls adorned with colorful banners and photos of past sisters. A group of girls in various states of revelry turned to look at her, their eyes assessing, curious. At the center of it all stood Gigi, the chapter president.

Gigi was everything Janney wasn’t—commanding, confident, intoxicating. Her dark skin shimmered under the soft lights, her obsidian eyes locking onto Janney’s as if she could see right through her. Her long black hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall, framing a face that exuded authority. Janney swallowed hard, feeling small under that gaze.

“Welcome, pledge,” Gigi said, her voice smooth but laced with an edge. “You ready to prove yourself?”

Janney nodded quickly, her voice catching in her throat. “Yes, I am.”

Gigi smirked, motioning to a table lined with open cans of beer. “Then let’s start with the basics. Chug one.”

Janney hesitated for a moment before grabbing a can, her fingers brushing against the cold aluminum. She glanced around at the other new pledges—three nervous faces mirroring her own uncertainty. One of them, a girl named Daisy, gave her a reassuring smile. Janney nodded back, steeling herself, and tilted the can to her lips.

The bitter liquid burned as it slid down her throat, but she kept going, forcing herself to finish. The room erupted in cheers as she slammed the empty can onto the table. Her head swam almost immediately, the alcohol hitting her harder than she expected. Her cheeks flushed, and she giggled nervously, feeling lighter, looser.

“Good job,” Gigi said, her tone approving. “But we’re just getting started.”

The next hour blurred by in a haze of laughter, dares, and more drinks. Janney found herself laughing harder than she had in weeks, her shyness melting away under the warmth of camaraderie. But then the atmosphere shifted. Gigi clapped her hands, silencing the room.

“Alright, ladies,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur. “Time for the real initiation. Follow me.”

The four pledges exchanged uneasy glances, but no one dared to protest. They followed Gigi upstairs, their footsteps echoing on the creaky wooden floorboards. Gigi led them to a bedroom at the end of the hall, pushing the door open with a dramatic flair. Inside, the dim lighting cast shadows that seemed to dance on the walls.

Janney’s breath hitched as she stepped inside. Two of the other pledges were already there, standing awkwardly by the bed. Gigi closed the door behind them, leaving them trapped in the intimate space. Janney felt Daisy step closer to her, their arms brushing.

“Strip,” Gigi commanded, her voice sharp yet seductive.

Janney blinked, unsure if she’d heard correctly. But then one of the other girls began unbuttoning her shirt, her movements hesitant but determined. The second followed suit, shedding her clothes until they were both completely naked. Janney’s heart pounded in her chest as she watched them—her mind racing, her body frozen.

What is happening? she thought, her thoughts spinning.

“Come on,” Gigi urged, her gaze flicking to Janney and Daisy. “Don’t be shy. You want in? You have to show us you’re ready.”

Daisy reached for the hem of her tank top, pulling it over her head in one swift motion. Her breasts were small but perky, her nipples pebbling under the cool air. Janney sucked in a breath, her own hands shaking as she followed suit, peeling off her dress and underwear until she was bare.

Gigi smiled, leaning casually against the wall. “Now, let’s see what you’re made of.”

The two naked girls on the bed moved together, their bodies intertwining in a way that made Janney’s breath catch. One of them climbed onto the other, straddling her in a seated sixty-nine position. Their moans filled the room, low and guttural, as they devoured each other with abandon. Janney’s pulse throbbed in her ears, her body tingling with a mix of fear and arousal.

“Join in,” Gigi said, her voice dripping with invitation. “Show us you’re one of us.”

Janney looked at Daisy, whose wide eyes mirrored her own confusion. But then Daisy reached for her, her fingers brushing against Janney’s thigh. Janney’s breath hitched, her body betraying her as it leaned into the touch.

“Lie down,” Daisy whispered, her voice soft but firm.

Janney obeyed, stretching out on the bed beside the writhing couple. Daisy knelt between her legs, her hands resting lightly on Janney’s hips. Janney’s heart raced, her breath hitching as Daisy’s mouth descended, warm and wet.

“Oh god,” Janney gasped, her fingers threading through Daisy’s hair as the girl’s tongue delved into her. The sensation was overwhelming, raw and primal, her body igniting with pleasure.

Gigi stepped closer, handing Daisy a sleek black dildo. “Use this,” she instructed, her voice commanding.

Daisy nodded, positioning the toy at the entrance of Janney’s slick folds. Janney bit her lip, her nails digging into the sheets as Daisy slowly pushed it inside. The pressure, the fullness, sent shocks of electricity coursing through her veins.

“That’s it,” Gigi murmured, her hand sliding down to cup Daisy’s breast. “Fuck her good.”

Daisy picked up the pace, thrusting the dildo in rhythm with Janney’s rising moans. Janney’s head lolled back, her breaths coming in short gasps as she watched the other couple still locked in their embrace. The sight, combined with the relentless sensation of Daisy’s ministrations, was too much.

“I’m... I’m going to—” Janney stammered, her body tightening around the dildo.

“Let it go,” Gigi encouraged, her fingers now circling Daisy’s clit, adding another layer of stimulation.

Janney cried out, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave, flooding her senses with pure, unadulterated bliss. She collapsed against the mattress, her chest heaving as the waves of pleasure subsided.

Gigi stepped back, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. “Not bad for a first try.”

Janney opened her eyes, meeting Gigi’s gaze. Her mind was still reeling, but one thought cut through the fog: I did it.

“So... I passed?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Gigi leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from Janney’s face. “We’ll see,” she said, her tone teasing. “But you’re definitely on the right track.”

32 - SHARED WITH A STRANGER

MMF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Voyeurism / PIV Sex

Debra was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor with a damp cloth. Her back arched, her ass high in the air, the tiny thong she wore doing little to cover her. The cool air teased her skin, sending shivers down her spine. She could feel Shane’s eyes on her, watching, always watching. It was part of their routine, his dominance etched into every detail of her life.

“Stop,” Shane’s voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding.

Debra froze, her hands still gripping the cloth. She turned her head slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet his. He leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

“I have a surprise for you,” he said, his tone laced with something that made her stomach flutter.

She stood slowly, wiping her hands on a towel. “A surprise?”

He nodded, stepping closer. His fingers brushed her cheek, then trailed down her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Get in the car. Now.”

Debra obeyed without hesitation. She grabbed her purse and followed him out to the car, her heart pounding. Shane’s surprises were never just surprises—they were tests, challenges, moments that pushed her further into submission.

The drive was quiet, the tension in the car thick. Shane didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. She knew better. When they pulled into a dimly lit parking lot near the park, her breath hitched. This place—it had a reputation.

Shane turned off the engine and looked at her, his gaze intense. “You’re going to pick up a man. Any man. And I’m going to watch.”

Debra’s eyes widened. “Here? In public?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice firm. “You’ll do what I say. And you’ll enjoy it.”

Her throat tightened, but she nodded. She always did. Slipping out of the car, she adjusted her tiny tank top and mini skirt, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The park was quiet, the occasional passerby casting curious glances her way.

It didn’t take long for someone to approach. He was tall, with sharp features and a confident stride. His eyes raked over her, lingering on her curves.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low. “How much?”

Debra bit her lip, her heart racing. “It’s... it’s free. But my boyfriend wants to watch.”

The man—Victor—paused, his brow furrowing. “Watch?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Is that... okay?”

Victor glanced around, then back at her. His hesitation was brief, his gaze dropping to her body. “Yeah,” he said, his voice deeper now. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

Shane stepped out of the car, his presence commanding as he approached. He gave Victor a nod, then gestured toward a secluded area of the park. “Let’s not waste time.”

Debra followed, her legs shaking with every step. They found a spot behind a cluster of trees, the dim light casting shadows on the ground. Victor unzipped his pants, his cock already hard.

“Suck it,” Shane commanded, his voice cold and authoritative.

Debra dropped to her knees without hesitation. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Victor’s cock into her mouth. The taste of him was unfamiliar, but not unwelcome. She moved her head slowly, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

Victor groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly.

Shane watched, his hand stroking his own cock through his pants. “Deeper,” he ordered.

Debra obeyed, taking Victor’s cock as far as she could. Her throat relaxed, letting him slide in with ease. Victor’s moans grew louder, his fingers tightening in her hair.

When she pulled back, she glanced up at him, her lips wet and swollen. Victor’s eyes were dark with desire, his breathing heavy.

“On your hands and knees,” Shane said, his voice firm.

Debra moved quickly, her hands pressing into the ground. Victor pushed her skirt up around her waist, his fingers brushing against her soaked panties. He pulled them aside, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Fuck,” he muttered, thrusting into her in one swift motion.

Debra gasped, her back arching as he filled her. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with their moans and groans.

Shane stood nearby, his hand working his cock as he watched. His eyes were locked on Debra, his breathing uneven.

Victor’s thrusts grew harder, faster. “God, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained.

Debra’s nails dug into the ground, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter.

“Cum for me,” Shane said, his voice low and commanding.

Victor groaned, his movements erratic. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, his hips slamming into her.

Debra’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice muffled by the trees. Victor let out a low growl, his cock pulsing as he spilled his cum inside her.

Shane stepped forward, grabbing Debra by the hair. “Open up,” he ordered, shoving his cock into her mouth.

She took him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Shane’s moans filled the air, his hips thrusting as he fucked her throat.

“Such a good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust.

Debra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body still trembling as Shane came, his cum spilling into her mouth. He pulled out, his breathing heavy, and looked down at her.

“You did great,” he said, his voice soft now.

Debra felt a surge of pride, her cheeks flushing. She liked this. She liked being his, being shared. It was a strange, twisted kind of love, but it was theirs.

Shane helped her up, his hand gentle on her arm. “Let’s go home,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Debra nodded, her legs still shaky as they walked back to the car. She climbed into the passenger seat, her mind racing.

Shane started the engine, his eyes on the road. “You’re mine,” he said, his voice firm. “And I’m going to share you whenever I want.”

Debra leaned back in her seat, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Yes, Master,” she said softly, her heart pounding with anticipation of what was to come next.

33 - PORN STAR ASPIRATIONS

MMF / First Person / Porn / Nipple Play / Handjob / Blowjob / Facial / PIV Sex

Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 1: A boyfriend’s Betrayal by Brandi Moore:

Moving into my new place was supposed to be a fresh start. It finally felt like home, a safe space where I could rebuild myself. But the anger… it lingered. Brett and Kaleigh had taken so much from me—my trust, my love, my sense of security. I wasn’t about to let them take my power too.

My fan club earnings were growing every day. I’d quickly become one of the site’s top performers. After I’d teamed up with Alexis, I’d gained a lot of new fans. And I worked hard, running my fan club like a business. I did web cam performances, custom videos—anything to keep the customers happy.

But then, Brett and Kaleigh had to one-up me. Of course, they did. They started their own fan club, posting videos together. It was like a knife twisting in my gut every time I saw them on my feed, all over each other, mocking me with their happiness. Kaleigh started criticizing me in her videos, calling me “desperate” and “pathetic.” Her words stung, but I refused to let her see me break.

Then, the internet drama started. Fans took sides, spreading nasty rumors. I became fodder for gossip, and trolls began leaving nasty comments on my page. But somehow, all of this negative attention resulted in even more subscriptions—for both of us.

I hit back harder. I posted a video exposing the truth—how Kaleigh had slept with my man, how she’d betrayed our friendship. The internet exploded. Kaleigh’s inbox was flooded with hate, her comments section a cesspool of backlash. For the first time in months, I felt a flicker of satisfaction. Let her deal with the consequences of her actions.

—

Then, the call came. A porn production company. They’d seen my fan page, they said. They were impressed, intrigued, and interested. They wanted to work with me. Me. Danica Blair, the girl who’d been cheated on, the girl who’d turned her pain into power. They wanted me to star in a video. I didn’t hesitate. Why would I? This was my chance to show the world what I was made of.

The day of the shoot, I arrived on set feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. The director, Max, greeted me with a warm smile and a firm handshake. He introduced me to my co-stars, Rob and Allen. Both were attractive, confident, and clearly experienced. The air was thick with anticipation as we prepared to film.

Max gave me some direction, encouraging me to dance sensually as I stripped down to my lingerie. I took a deep breath, letting the music wash over me as I moved. I removed my bra first, letting it fall to the floor. My nipples hardened under the cool air, and I could feel Rob’s eyes on me. Next came the panties, and I stepped out of them with a slow, deliberate sway. The camera loved it. I loved it.

Rob was the first to approach me. His hands were warm as they cupped my breasts, his mouth closing around one nipple while his fingers teased the other. I gasped, my back arching as pleasure shot through me. Allen joined us, unzipping his pants and stepping closer. I reached for him, wrapping my hand around his cock and stroking it slowly. He groaned, his head tipping back as I worked him.

Rob stepped back, unzipping his own pants, and I dropped to my knees between them. I took Rob into my mouth first, savoring the taste of him as I sucked him hard. Then I turned to Allen, giving him the same treatment. I alternated between them, my lips sliding up and down their cocks until they were both on the edge. When they came, it was together, their cum splashing across my face in thick, sticky ropes. I smiled up at them, knowing the camera was capturing every moment.

They were ready to go again almost instantly. Max directed us to the couch, where Rob positioned himself behind me. His cock slid into my pussy with one smooth thrust, and I moaned, my body arching to meet his. Allen stood in front of me, his cock pressing against my lips. I opened my mouth, taking him in as Rob fucked me from behind. The rhythm was intoxicating—Allen’s cock thrusting into my mouth, Rob’s cock pounding into my pussy. I could feel my orgasm building, tightening like a coil in my stomach.

When I came, it was with a scream, my body trembling as pleasure washed over me. Rob followed soon after, his cum filling me as he groaned my name. Allen pulled out of my mouth, his cock twitching as he came on my face, adding to the mess already there. I opened my mouth, letting the camera catch the full extent of his load.

After the shoot, Max pulled me aside, his eyes shining with excitement. “Danica, that was incredible. You’re a natural. I’d love to work with you again.” I smiled, feeling a surge of pride. This wasn’t just about revenge anymore. This was about me, about my choices, my power.

As I got dressed and left the set, I couldn’t help but marvel at how far I’d come. What had started as a way to hurt Brett and Kaleigh had turned into something much bigger. I was making money, gaining fans, and—most importantly—I was enjoying myself. The road ahead was uncertain, but for the first time in a long time, I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Another message from the production company. I swiped it open, my heart racing as I read the words: “We’d love to book you for another shoot next week. Are you in?”

I hesitated for just a moment, my fingers hovering over the screen. Then, with a smirk, I typed my reply: “I’m in.”

34 - A NEW BEGINNING
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 1: A boyfriend’s Betrayal by Brandi Moore:

“You ready for this, baby?” Nick asked, his voice low and steady as he ran a hand up my thigh, the warmth of his touch sending a shiver through me. His eyes, dark and intent, locked onto mine. I could see the faint flicker of nervousness there, but it was overshadowed by something else—desire.

“More than ready,” I whispered back, my lips curving into a sly smile.

My heart was racing, but it wasn’t just the anticipation of the scene we were about to film. It was the thrill of knowing how far we’d come, how much we’d both risen from the ashes of betrayal.

Alexis giggled from across the room, her voice light and teasing. “You two are adorable,” she said, flipping her blonde hair over her shoulder.

She was already in position on the bed, her tiny dress hugging her curves in all the right places. Joey, her boyfriend, was leaning against the wall, watching her with a smirk that was equal parts love and lust.

Max, the director, was adjusting the cameras, his movements quick and efficient. “Alright, everyone,” he called out, clapping his hands to get our attention. “Let’s make some magic today. Danica, Alexis—you’re up first. And Nick, Joey, get ready to join in when I give the signal.”

I glanced at Nick one last time before stepping into the frame. Here we go.

—

It’s funny how life can flip on you in an instant. One moment, I was convinced Brett was the love of my life, the person I was meant to spend forever with. The next, I was watching a video of him fucking my best friend in my bed on our home security camera.

Brett and Kaleigh had tried to put me in jail, but their plan had failed. Brett had been fired for his job over the email that I sent to his boss. It seemed to put a strain on their relationship. Videos of them having sex stopped popping up in my fan page feed. It was clear that their relationship was on the rocks.

Brett and Kaleigh’s relationship imploded soon after. Turns out, he’d been cheating on her too. Shocking. What wasn’t shocking was how quickly Kaleigh tried to crawl back into my life, begging for forgiveness. But I wasn’t that person anymore. I wasn’t the girl who forgave and forgot.

And then there was Nick. He was different. He didn’t judge me for my past or my career. He accepted me for who I was, flaws and all. Our relationship was open, honest, and built on trust. Something I’d never had with Brett.

—

Back in the hotel suite, the cameras were rolling, and the tension in the room was electric. Alexis and I started slow, our lips brushing together in a kiss that was soft at first but quickly deepened. Her hands slid down my sides, her nails grazing my skin as she pulled me closer.

I could feel the heat of her body against mine, the way she pressed into me as our tongues tangled. The sound of our breathing echoed in the room, mingling with the soft hum of the cameras.

When we finally pulled away, we were both breathless. Alexis’s eyes were dark with desire, her lips slightly swollen. “Your turn,” she whispered, looking at Nick.

Nick didn’t need to be told twice. He was on me in an instant, his hands rough but somehow gentle as they cupped my breasts. His lips found my nipples, teasing them with his tongue until I was squirming under him.

“Nick,” I gasped, my fingers tangling in his hair. The way he was sucking on me, it was like he wanted to draw every last drop of pleasure from my body.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Joey between Alexis’s legs, his face buried in her pussy. Her back was arched, her hands gripping the sheets as she let out a low moan. The sound sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Not to be outdone, I slid down Nick’s body, my lips wrapping around his cock. He groaned, his hips thrusting up into me as I took him as deep as I could. I could taste him on my tongue, the saltiness of his pre-cum mixing with the heat of my mouth.

“Fuck, Danica,” he muttered, his voice strained.

I looked up at him through my lashes, meeting his gaze as I sucked him. His eyes were dark, his jaw clenched as he tried to hold himself back. But he didn’t last long. With a shout, he came in my mouth, his release hot and thick as I swallowed every drop.

Across the room, Joey was thrusting into Alexis, his movements rough and desperate. She let out a scream as she came, her body shaking with the force of it. Joey wasn’t far behind, his own release spilling into her with a grunt.

“Switch,” Max called out, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure.

Nick leaned down, brushing a kiss against my lips. “Enjoy yourself,” he murmured before moving over to Alexis.

Joey was on me in an instant, his mouth hot and insistent as he worked me over. I could feel the tension building in me, my body on the edge as he teased me with his tongue.

When he finally slid into me, it was all I could do not to scream. He was big, his cock stretching me in the best possible way. He set a brutal pace, his hips slapping against mine as he fucked me into the mattress.

I turned my head, catching a glimpse of Nick and Alexis. He was on top of her, his hips moving in a steady rhythm as he thrust into her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, her nails digging into his back as she moaned his name.

The sight of them, the sound of their pleasure, pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body shaking as Joey continued to pound into me. He followed soon after, his own release spilling into me as he let out a grunt.

Nick wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he came inside Alexis, his body shuddering as he collapsed on top of her.

The room was quiet for a moment, the only sound the heavy breathing of the four of us. Then Max called cut, and we all broke apart, laughing and grinning like idiots.

“That was amazing,” Alexis said, her cheeks flushed as she reached for a bottle of water.

“Agreed,” Joey said, leaning back against the pillows. “When can we do this again?”

Nick wrapped an arm around me, pulling me close. His lips brushed against my ear as he whispered, “You’re incredible, you know that?”

I smiled, leaning into him. For the first time in a long time, everything felt exactly right.
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FFF / FFFF / Lesbian / Orgy / Celebrity / Kissing / Oral / Strap-on / Rimming

Dricka's fingers trembled slightly as she stared at the screen of her phone, finally clicking on the notification. Dricka was a reserved young woman with a serious demeanor. Despite her shyness, Dricka was very attractive. She had a pretty face and brown skin that shimmered in the sunlight. Her dark eyes captivated everyone she met.

The message was from Keisha, a name that had been whispered with reverence among her circle of friends. “You're cordially invited to an exclusive event,” it read, followed by the address of a high-end hotel downtown. Dricka's heart skipped a beat. She had never been to anything like this before.

Keisha’s parties were legendary. Only the most beautiful Black lesbians were invited to attend the exclusive events. Whispers of the debauchery that occurred at these parties echoed through the queer community, but guests were sworn to secrecy about the night of alcohol, excess, and freaky sex. Tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear, Dricka hesitated for only a moment before accepting the invitation.

The evening arrived quickly, and Dricka found herself standing outside the grand entrance of the hotel. She wore a tight red mini dress that hugged her curves perfectly, her dark hair cascading in soft waves down her back. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through the doors and walked towards the elevator, her heels clicking rhythmically against the marble floor.

The penthouse suite was everything she had imagined and more. The expansive living area was adorned with luxurious furniture and soft lighting that created an intimate atmosphere. Champagne flutes were arranged on a crystal table, each one filled to the brim with sparkling liquid. Dricka helped herself to one, sipping slowly as she took in her surroundings.

“Dricka, baby!” A voice rang out from across the room. It was Keisha, the hostess, a stunningly beautiful woman with ebony skin and an air of confidence that commanded attention. Her tall, statuesque frame moved gracefully as she approached, a warm smile on her full lips.

Keisha was wearing a long blonde wig, the color contrasting with her dark skin and brown eyes. She wore a sheer black robe, underneath an elegant bra and panty set was visible.

“Keisha,” Dricka replied, her voice tinged with awe. “Thanks for inviting me.”

Keisha chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Oh, don't thank me yet. This is just the beginning." She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. "You ready for the night of your life?"

Before Dricka could respond, the door opened again, and more women began to trickle in. Dricka looked around the room, counting eight women, including herself. Each one was more breathtaking than the last, their outfits varying from sexy lingerie to daring leather ensembles. The tension in the room was palpable, a blend of excitement and anticipation that set Dricka's pulse racing.

As the clock ticked closer to the designated start time, Keisha clapped her hands together, drawing everyone's attention. “Ladies, let's move into the bedroom. There's plenty of space for all of us to... explore.”

Dricka followed the crowd, her mind buzzing with nervous energy. The bedroom was even more decadent than the living area, with a massive four-poster bed at the center, surrounded by plush pillows and soft throws. Candles flickered around the room, casting a warm, intimate glow.

Keisha took charge immediately, her presence magnetic. “Alright, ladies, let's have some fun. Pair up or group up, whatever you prefer. The only rule tonight is to enjoy yourselves.”

Dricka felt a hand brush against her arm, and she turned to see a voluptuous woman with burgundy hair smiling at her. “Hi, I'm Claire,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting.

“Um, I’m Dricka. Nice to meet you,” Drica responded, feeling her cheeks flush.

Claire’s leather dress had strategically cut holes, exposing her dark skin and hugging her curvy figure. A fringe of false lashes enhanced her hazel eyes as she looked at Dricka.

Claire's smile widened. “Wanna taste the rainbow?” she asked, seductively.

Dricka swallowed hard, but before she could reply, Claire had already led her to the bed. She positioned Dricka on her knees, her hands resting gently on Dricka's shoulders.

“Relax,” Claire murmured, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on Dricka's back. “Let me show you how to really enjoy yourself.”

Claire's touch was electric, sending shivers down Dricka's spine. Dricka watched in fascination as Claire undid the zipper of her dress, revealing more of her ample cleavage. Dricka's mouth went dry, her breath hitching as Claire leaned in closer, her lips hovering just above Dricka's own.

Dricka's body responded instinctively, her hips shifting forward without thought. Claire's tongue traced a line across Dricka's lower lip, gently coaxing it open. As their tongues met, a rush of heat flooded Dricka's body, her hands finding their way to Claire's hips.

Claire groaned softly, her grip tightening on Dricka's shoulders. "Damn, you're perfect," she breathed, pulling away just enough to look into Dricka's eyes. "Now, let's keep going."

Before Dricka could fully process what was happening, Claire had shifted positions, guiding Dricka to lie back on the bed. Claire crawled over her, her hands exploring the curves of Dricka's body with expert precision. Dricka's brown skin tingled as Claire touched her, heightening her senses to a fever pitch.

“Your turn,” Claire whispered, her lips brushing against Dricka's neck. “Show me what you want.”

Dricka's hands trembled as she reached for Claire's dress, her fingers fumbling with the zipper. Once undone, she slid the leather down Claire’s body, revealing the lush figure beneath. Dricka's breath caught in her throat, her eyes drinking in the sight of Claire's full breasts, the nipples already peaked with arousal.

Claire's eyes darkened with desire as she watched Dricka's reaction. "Touch me," she urged, her voice thick with need. "Taste me."

Dricka's fingers moved without hesitation, cupping Claire's breasts and squeezing gently. She leaned in closer, her lips closing around one taut nipple. Claire gasped, her back arching involuntarily as Dricka's teeth grazed the sensitive flesh. The sound of Claire's pleasure fueled Dricka's own arousal, her body humming with anticipation.

Dricka looked around the room, seeing the other women fucking, eating each other’s asses and pussies, doing things she’d never even dreamed of. Dricka couldn’t believe what she’d gotten herself into, but she was enjoying every second of it.

Claire's hands glided down Dricka's sides, her thumbs dipping beneath the waistband of Dricka's panties. "So eager," she murmured, slipping her fingers inside. "Let's see how wet you are for me."

Dricka's legs parted without conscious thought, allowing Claire more access. The first touch of Claire's fingers against her slick core sent a jolt of electricity through Dricka's body. She moaned into Claire's breast, her hips thrusting up in search of more friction.

Claire's chuckle was low and sultry. "So juicy," she praised, her fingers curling inside Dricka.

Suddenly, a tall, handsome stud appeared next to Claire and Dricka, exuding a butch swagger of confidence and power. She was dressed in tight boxer briefs and a sports bra, her muscular frame exuding raw sexuality. Her dark skin and dreadlocks only added to her rugged, masculine appearance. Her obsidian eyes locked onto Dricka, a smirk playing on her lips.

"Mind if I join the party?" she asked, her voice smooth and commanding.

Claire looked up, flashing her a wicked grin. "By all means, Kai. But be gentle with her. She's new to this."

Kai's gaze remained fixed on Dricka as Kai began to undress, slipping out of her boxers and tossing them aside. "Oh, I think she can handle it," Kai responded, her voice dripping with confidence.

Dricka's heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. Before Dricka could react, Kai was already between her legs. Kai’s hands glided over Dricka’s hips and down to her thighs. Dricka was startled as she felt something hard pressed against her tight entrance. Dricka looked up to see Kai wearing a huge strap-on dildo, thicker than anything she’d seen before.

"Ready for this?" Kai whispered, her eyes fixed on Dricka’s.

Dricka nodded wordlessly, her body tense with anticipation. Claire's fingers continued their slow, torturous exploration, keeping her on edge.

The room was full of the sounds of women having sex—moans and groans, flesh slapping, and whispers of desire. On the other side of the king size bed, two women ate each other out in the sixty-nine position, shaking the bed with their passion. Dricka had never seen anything like it.

Kai redirected Dricka’s attention. "Spread your legs wider," she instructed, her voice firm.

Dricka complied, her muscles quivering with nervous energy. Dricka leaned back while Kai's hands guided her into position. Her legs pressed against Kai’s muscular shoulders as Kai slid the large dildo into her eager pussy.

With a powerful thrust, Kai plunged inside Dricka, filling her completely. Dricka cried out, her body clenching around the toy as Kai began to move, her rhythm relentless and fierce. Claire's fingers continued to tease Dricka’s clit, the stimulation bringing on waves of pleasure.

“That's it,” Claire encouraged, her voice a soothing balm to Dricka's frantic thoughts. “Take it all, baby.”

Kai pushed deeper into Dricka, stretching her walls. Dricka groaned with pleasure, her back arching off the bed as she gazed into Kai’s obsidian eyes. Kai’s hands roamed over Dricka's breasts, kneading and teasing the sensitive skin as she fucked Dricka hard.

“Oh! Oh! Don’t stop!” Dricka screamed, unable to hold back any longer.

The pleasure of the enormous dildo mixed with Claire’s fingers overwhelmed Dricka’s senses. Dricka let out a loud yelp as she experienced an earth-shattering climax, her vision blurring as her eyes rolled back in her head.

Kai kept going, prolonging the pleasure as Claire’s fingers danced across Dricka’s clit. Finally, Dricka was left gasping for breath. Kai withdrew the hard dildo, quickly joining another group of women who were enjoying a sex game.

Dricka was speechless as she looked at Claire. Suddenly, Dricka felt herself being grabbed from behind. She turned her head and saw two beautiful women, each one caressing one of Dricka’s breasts. As Dricka noticed the long blonde wig, she realized it was Keisha, the host of the party.

Keisha introduced her friend. “This is Tamaya,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Dricka watched Claire begin kissing Tamaya. Unsure of what to do, Dricka looked at Keisha. Seeing the lust in Keisha’s eyes, Dricka followed suit, pulling Keisha into a passionate kiss. Dricka was normally so reserved. She was surprised at the freaky side this gathering had brought out of her.

Keisha’s lips were so delicious, Dricka needed to taste more. Dricka’s fingers trailed down Keisha’s caramel skin. Slowly, Dricka kissed Keisha’s neck, moving towards her breasts. She took Keisha’s nipple in her mouth, her tongue gently teasing.

Dricka moved between Keisha’s legs, bending over with her ass in the air. Dricka slowly tasted Keisha’s juices. Keisha sighed, her legs quivering as Dricka’s tongue ran up and down her slit. Dricka couldn’t get enough of Keisha, she licked and sucked, her tongue moving faster and faster against Keisha’s throbbing clit.

Dricka felt someone’s hands on her ass cheeks. She looked behind her and saw Claire. A soft moan escaped Dricka’s lips as she felt Claire’s tongue against her tight rosebud. Claire licked Dricka’s ass, her tongue darting in and out of the tight hole.

The pleasure was intense as Dricka licked Keisha’s pussy while getting her own ass eaten by Claire. Dricka felt Tamaya’s hands on her breasts, pinching her sensitive nipples, driving her wild with lust. Tamaya’s hand slid between Dricka’s legs, and she slipped two fingers into Dricka’s pussy, pumping in and out with a rhythm that matched Claire’s tongue.

Dricka felt Keisha’s breath quicken. She licked harder and faster, until Keisha’s hot juices gushed onto her tongue, turning her on even more. Claire and Tamaya’s dual stimulation was bringing on wave after wave of pleasure, bringing Dricka to the pinnacle of ecstasy.

“Oh my God! I’m gonna cum!” Dricka cried out, her voice straining with desire.

The intensity of the climax shook Dricka’s body as she gasped for breath, her hips moving on their own accord. Tamaya’s hand pulled away, while Claire’s tongue continued to probe Dricka’s ass, until Dricka fell against Keisha’s thigh, totally satisfied and exhausted. The four women caressed each other in the enormous bed, spent from passion, as they came to their senses.

Finally, the party was over. The women got dressed and said their goodbyes. It had been Dricka’s first lesbian orgy, and it definitely had been an evening she would never forget.

As Dricka headed towards the door, Keisha stopped her. “Everyone really enjoyed your company tonight,” Keisha assured Dricka, her voice sexy and mysterious. “Will you be joining us at our next event?”

Dricka’s face lit up with a huge smile. “Of course! I would love to,” she agreed, already looking forward to the next party.

36 - MY PROFESSOR’S WIFE
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on my bed, textbooks strewn around me, highlighting a particularly dense chapter on attorney-client privilege when my phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Professor Mitchell’s name. My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice deliberately casual.

“Hello?”

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

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

“I’ll be there.”

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

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

“Thank you,” I purred, stepping inside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded slowly. “I’m in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

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

38 - THE PORN PRODUCER
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

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

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

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

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

Rob.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lead the way,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And when we walked out of Rob’s mansion, leaving behind the video of our steamy encounter, I wondered if we’d made the right choice after all.
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The sun was setting, casting a warm, golden hue over the campsite. Tatiana's fingers tightened around the straps of her backpack as she took in the serene beauty of the forest. The tall pines whispered secrets to one another, and the air was thick with the scent of pine needles and earth.

Tatiana was on a camping trip with her wife, Hayden, and their friend, Ellie. She had hoped that the adventure of sleeping under the stars would put the spark back into their marriage, but the trip seemed to magnify the distance between them. Tatiana felt a pang of guilt for the flutter of excitement that danced in her chest every time Ellie was nearby.

Hayden walked beside Tatiana, her muscular frame cutting a striking figure against the backdrop of trees. Her short spiky hair caught the last rays of sunlight, making it gleam like a halo. Tatiana couldn't help but notice how the years had worn away at the passion they once shared. It wasn't that they didn’t love each other; it was just... different now. Duller. Safer.

“Hey, Tati,” Hayden said, interrupting Tatiana’s thoughts. “You okay?”

Tatiana forced a smile. “Yeah, just taking it all in.”

Hayden nodded, her eyes scanning the path ahead. "Ellie should be setting up the tent by now. Let's pick up the pace."

As they approached the campsite, the soft murmur of voices greeted them. Ellie's laughter rang out, rich and full, like a melody that Tatiana hadn't heard in far too long. She stepped into the clearing, her gaze immediately drawn to Ellie. The woman had always been magnetic, with her olive complexion and dark, expressive eyes that seemed to hold the mysteries of the universe. Today, she wore tight jeans that hugged her curves and a simple t-shirt that accentuated her slender yet strong physique.

Ellie looked up from where she was tying the last knot on the tent, her eyes lighting up when she saw them. “There you two are! I was getting worried.”

Hayden chuckled, dropping her pack to the ground. “We're here now. Ready to hike?”

Ellie's gaze flicked to Tatiana, lingering for a moment longer than necessary. “Absolutely. Let's go.”

The three women set off into the woods, the trail winding through the dense greenery. Tatiana found herself walking beside Ellie, the closeness making her hyper aware of every brush of skin, every subtle shift of Ellie's body. They talked about random things—work, movies, life—but there was an undercurrent of something else, something unspoken.

As they ventured deeper into the forest, Hayden led the way, her focus entirely on the path ahead. Ellie took advantage of the distance between them, leaning closer to Tatiana. "You look beautiful today," she murmured, her voice low enough that only Tatiana could hear.

Tatiana's heart skipped a beat, her cheeks flushing despite the cool air. "Thank you, Ellie."

Ellie's hand brushed against hers, a fleeting touch that sent shivers down Tatiana's spine. "I've missed you, Tati."

Before Tatiana could respond, Hayden called back, "Found a good spot for lunch!"

They gathered around a small clearing, unpacking snacks and water bottles. The conversation flowed naturally, but Tatiana couldn't shake the feeling that Ellie's eyes were always on her, filled with a hunger that made her pulse race.

After what felt like hours, they finally returned to the campsite, the sky painted with hues of orange and pink. Hayden announced she was going to collect firewood, leaving Tatiana and Ellie alone.

As soon as Hayden disappeared into the trees, Ellie turned to Tatiana, her expression serious. “Tati, I need to tell you something,” she murmured.

Tatiana's breath caught in her throat. “What is it?”

Ellie stepped closer, her eyes searching Tatiana's face. “I've always cared about you, more than just a friend. I know you're married, but I can't keep pretending anymore.”

Tatiana's mind raced, a whirlwind of emotions clashing inside her. Guilt warred with desire, making her stomach churn. “Ellie, I…”

Before she could finish, Ellie closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to Tatiana's in a kiss that was both tender and urgent. Tatiana's eyes fluttered shut, her body responding instinctively to the touch, the taste of Ellie's lips. It was a kiss she hadn't known she craved, a spark of electricity that jolted through her veins.

When they finally pulled away, Tatiana's heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Ellie, we can't do this. Hayden…”

Ellie's eyes burned with intensity. “I don't want to hurt Hayden, but I can't let this go. You feel it too, don't you?”

Tatiana hesitated, the memory of Hayden's distant gaze flashing through her mind. “I... I don't know what to do.”

Ellie took her hand, leading her towards the tent. “Just go with it, Tati. I know you’re not satisfied with Hayden. You want this.”

Inside the tent, the air was close and intimate. Ellie pushed Tatiana gently onto the sleeping bag, her movements graceful and assured. Tatiana watched, mesmerized, as Ellie slowly undid the buttons of her shirt, revealing the smooth expanse of her stomach.

Ellie leaned down, her breath warm against Tatiana's skin. "Let me show you how much I've missed you."

Tatiana's hands trembled as she reached for Ellie's shirt, pulling it over her head. The sight of Ellie's bare skin, the curve of her breasts, made Tatiana's mouth go dry. She wanted this, needed this rush of sensation, even if it was wrong.

Ellie's fingers hooked into the waistband of Tatiana's jeans, sliding them down her legs. Tatiana kicked them off, her panties following suit. She lay back, exposing herself completely to Ellie, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her.

Ellie positioned herself between Tatiana's thighs, her tongue darting out to taste the slick heat of Tatiana's pussy. Tatiana gasped, arching her back as Ellie's mouth worked its magic, teasing and torturing her with every flick of her tongue.

Just as Tatiana was on the brink of climax, the tent flap opened. Tatiana froze, her breath hitching as she looked up to see Hayden standing there, a bundle of firewood in her arms.

For a moment, there was silence. Then, instead of anger or betrayal, Hayden's expression softened, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

"You could have told me, if you wanted to be more sexually adventurous," Hayden said, her voice steady. "I would have understood."

Tatiana's eyes widened in shock. "Hayden, I..."

“It’s okay, Tatiana,” Hayden replied. “I’m not mad. If this was something you wanted to do, you didn’t have to sneak around.”

Ellie pulled back slightly, looking up at Hayden with a mixture of surprise and relief. “Are you sure you aren’t mad, Hayden?”

“I promise,” Hayden assured Ellie and Tatiana. “Would it be okay if I joined you?”

Ellie nodded, welcoming Hayden into the tent. Tatiana’s mind was spinning with surprise, but she was glad that Hayden hadn’t reacted negatively.

Hayden set the firewood aside, slipping out of her own clothes with a fluid motion. “Let's make this a night to remember, together.”

Tatiana's heart swelled with a confusing blend of love and lust. She watched as Hayden climbed into the tent, her strong body settling next to Ellie. Hayden leaned in, capturing Tatiana’s lips in a searing kiss that left no room for doubt.

Tatiana moaned into the kiss, her hands reaching for Hayden's shoulders, pulling her closer. Ellie took this as her cue, positioning herself above Tatiana, straddling her face. Tatiana's tongue darted out, tasting Ellie's wetness as Hayden moved down to Tatiana's pussy, her fingers replacing Ellie's mouth with practiced precision.

Ellie began to grind against Tatiana's mouth, her cries filling the small space of the tent. Tatiana alternated between licking Ellie and moaning into her pussy as Hayden's fingers worked their magic below. The sensations were overwhelming, building higher and higher until—

"Fuck, yes!" Ellie screamed, her body tensing as she came, her juices coating Tatiana's lips and chin.

Tatiana's own climax hit her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing with pleasure as Hayden's skilled fingers brought her to the edge and then over.

As the waves of ecstasy subsided, Tatiana lay there, panting, her mind reeling with the realization that her marriage, her relationship, had just taken a dramatic turn. She looked up at Hayden, who was watching her with loving eyes.

“Maybe we could try an open relationship?” Tatiana asked, her voice trembling.

Hayden smiled softly, leaning in to kiss her forehead. "If that's what you want, yes. Let's explore this together."

Tatiana's heart ached with a strange mix of relief and excitement. She knew this was uncharted territory, but for the first time in a long while, she felt truly alive. The camping trip had been exactly what they needed to get their marriage back on track.
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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.

41 - A THREESOME AT THE TRAP HOUSE
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The call came as Laura and I were splitting a plate of truffle fries at our favorite little bistro downtown. My phone buzzed on the table. I hesitated to answer, not wanting to interrupt my time with Laura. But she insisted I answer, understanding that money came first.

When I saw Slick’s name flashing across my phone screen, my heart skipped a beat. Slick was a customer, but we’d developed a bond that went deeper than sex work. Sure, he was a drug kingpin with more enemies than friends, but he treated me better than most of the so-called gentlemen in my line of work.

“Brandi,” his voice was low, urgent, but still smooth as whiskey. “I need to see you.”

I felt that familiar pull in my chest, the one that always came when he said my name like that. “What’s up, Slick? You sound… heavy.”

“I am,” he admitted. A beat of silence, then: “Meet me at 1478 Elmwood. It’s a trap house. Don’t worry, though. Nobody here’s gonna mess with you. Just come.”

A trap house? My stomach did a little flip. I’d never been near a place like that, let alone inside one. But this was Slick. He tipped well, remembered my birthday, and actually listened when I talked. That counted for something.

Laura raised an eyebrow as I hung up. “Let me guess. Business?”

I nodded, already sliding out of the booth. “Slick needs me.”

She smirked, rolling her eyes. “Of course he does. Be careful, Brandi. Seriously. You know the stuff he’s involved in.”

I waved her off, trying to ignore the tiny knot of nervousness tightening in my belly. “I’ll be fine. Text you later, okay?”

The drive to 1478 Elmwood felt longer than it should have. The neighborhood got rougher with every block I passed—broken streetlights, boarded-up windows, graffiti tagging crumbling walls. The house itself looked like it hadn’t seen a coat of paint since the ’90s. There were a couple of guys lounging on the porch, smoking something that definitely wasn’t cigarettes. They eyed me as I walked up, but didn’t say a word. Small blessings.

The living room was dim and smelled faintly of weed and stale beer. A few dope fiends were sprawled on a ratty couch, their eyes glazed over like they weren’t even there. I tried not to look too hard as I made my way upstairs.

Slick was waiting in a bedroom at the end of the hall. He looked different—still handsome, still sharp in his baseball cap and blue jeans, but there was something off about him. His usual swagger was muted, replaced by a quiet intensity that I couldn’t quite read. Sitting next to him on the edge of the bed was a woman I’d never seen before. She was striking, with caramel skin and dark curls framing her face. Her expression mirrored Slick’s—somber, almost resigned.

“Brandi,” Slick said, standing up when I walked in. “This is Carrie. She’s part of my crew.”

Carrie gave me a small nod, her eyes lingering on me in a way that made my skin tingle. There was something electric about her, like she carried her own kind of danger.

“Hey,” I said, suddenly aware of how out of place I must’ve looked in my little black dress and heels. This wasn’t exactly the kind of scene I usually walked into.

Slick motioned for me to sit down. “Listen, Brandi… things are bad. Real bad. The Feds are closing in, and I don’t know how much time I’ve got left on the outside.”

My heart sank. “Slick, no…”

He held up a hand, cutting me off. “I’m not here to cry about it. I’m here to make the most of what I’ve got. And that means spending time with people who matter to me.” His eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I forgot where we were. “I want something to remember while I’m locked up. Something that’ll keep me warm at night.”

I knew what he meant. I could feel the weight of it in the air between us. It wasn’t just sex—it was connection, intimacy, something real in a world full of everything fake. I glanced at Carrie, who was watching me with those piercing eyes, and suddenly I understood why she was here.

“Okay,” I said softly, reaching for the hem of my dress. “Let’s make it unforgettable.”

Clothes hit the floor in a blur. Carrie moved first, stepping closer to me with a slow, deliberate grace. Her hands found my waist, pulling me against her. Our lips met, soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. Her tongue slid against mine, and I moaned softly into her mouth.

Somewhere behind me, I heard Slick unzipping his jeans, but I was too focused on Carrie to pay attention. Her fingers trailed down my body, tracing the curve of my hip before slipping between my legs. I gasped as she rubbed me through my panties, her touch teasing and deliberate.

“You really are beautiful,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “No wonder he talks about you so much.”

I didn’t get a chance to respond. She hooked her fingers under the lace of my panties and pulled them down, leaving me completely bare. Her hand returned to my pussy, this time with no barriers, and I whimpered as she slipped two fingers inside me.

“Fuck,” I breathed, leaning into her touch.

She curled her fingers just right, hitting that spot that made my knees weak. My hips rocked against her hand, chasing the pleasure she was giving me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Slick stroking himself, his eyes glued to us. Watching him watch me was its own kind of thrill. Carrie must’ve noticed too, because she leaned in to whisper, “Let’s give him a show.”

She stepped back, her fingers leaving me wet and wanting. Then she reached for a dildo lying on the bed—black, thick, intimidating. My pulse quickened as she knelt in front of me, positioning herself between my legs.

“You trust me?” she asked, looking up at me with those intense eyes.

I nodded, unable to form words.

The first push was slow, deliberate. She stretched me open inch by inch, letting me adjust to the size before sinking it all the way in. I cried out, my hands gripping her shoulders for balance. She started to move, thrusting the dildo in and out of me with a steady rhythm that had me trembling.

“God, yes,” I moaned, my head falling back. The toy filled me perfectly, grinding against all the right places. Carrie kept her pace steady, her free hand caressing my thigh as she worked me closer and closer to the edge.

When I came, it hit me like a wave—my whole body shuddered, my pussy clenching around the dildo as pleasure exploded through me. Carrie slowed her movements, easing me through it until I was gasping for air.

Before I could catch my breath, Slick was behind me, his hands on my hips. “Turn around,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

I did as he asked, facing him now. His cock was hard, throbbing, and without thinking, I dropped to my knees in front of him. He groaned as I took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him as I sucked and licked.

But Slick didn’t let me stay there long. “Up,” he commanded, pulling me to my feet.

He spun me around, bending me over the edge of the bed. I braced myself against the mattress, my heart pounding as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

“Yes,” I whispered, squeezing my eyes shut.

He pushed into me slowly at first, letting me adjust to his size before he started to move. My pussy was still sensitive from the dildo, and every thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, guiding me back against him as he fucked me harder and faster.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering slightly. “You feel so good.”

Carrie appeared beneath me, her face level with my dripping pussy. Without hesitation, she began eating me out, her tongue swirling around my clit as Slick continued to pound into me. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—Carrie’s mouth, Slick’s cock, the pressure building inside me until I thought I might explode.

I came again, screaming their names as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Slick followed soon after, his hips slamming into me as he emptied himself deep inside. For a moment, everything was still except for the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then Carrie was on her feet, kissing me deeply as we shared Slick’s cum. It was messy, raw, and perfect all at once. When we finally pulled apart, I felt dizzy, spent, and strangely fulfilled.

We dressed in silence, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavy in the air. Slick handed me a wad of cash—more than usual—and I stuffed it into my purse without counting it.

“Take care of yourself, Brandi,” he said, his voice softer now. “And don’t let this life drag you down. You’re too good for that.”

I hugged Carrie goodbye, her arms tight around me. “Be safe,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As I walked out of the trap house, the cool night air hit me like a slap in the face. My car was parked just a few feet away, but the distance felt insurmountable. I climbed in, my hands shaking as I turned the key in the ignition.

The drive home was a blur. My mind kept replaying everything—the way Slick had looked at me, the feel of Carrie’s hands on my body, the bittersweet ache of knowing this might be the last time I ever saw either of them.

“I’ll write to you,” Slick had promised as I left.

I hoped he would keep his promise. I knew I would miss him a lot. But for tonight, at least, I had given him something to remember. And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

43 - BANGING TWO BROTHERS
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger by Brandi Moore:

“Five thousand bucks? For both of us?” Laura’s voice was sharp, skeptical, but her blue eyes gleamed with the kind of greed only fast cash could ignite.

I stood beside her, arms crossed, trying to keep my face neutral, but I could feel the heat rising in my chest. Five grand was five grand, and it wasn’t like we hadn’t done this before—two guys at once. Still, these weren’t just two guys. They were brothers—wealthy ones, and apparently the kind that like to get their rocks off at the same time.

Manny, the one who had called us, was leaning against his marble countertop, a smirk playing on his lips. He looked like money—crisp white shirt, tailored slacks, and a watch that probably cost more than my car. His brother, Tyler, stood a few feet away, quieter but no less confident. He had the same dark hair, the same sharp jawline, but his energy was… edgier. Like he was holding back something dangerous.

“That’s right,” Manny said, his voice smooth, almost too smooth. “Five thousand. Cash. And if you’re as good as they say…” He let the sentence hang, his gaze sliding over me, then Laura, slow and deliberate. “You might even get a bonus.”

Laura glanced at me, a smile spreading across her face. I knew what she was thinking. This encounter was worth our time. I gave her the smallest nod, and she turned back to Manny, her lips curling into a smile.

“Alright, big spender,” she said, stepping closer to him. “Let’s see the cash.”

Manny chuckled, low and deep, and pulled out a thick envelope from his pocket. Counting it out on the counter, he made sure we saw every bill. Five stacks. Crisp and clean. I felt my heart skip a beat. This was real. This was happening.

—

The drive over had been uneventful, the kind of quiet that comes when two people know each other too well to need words. Laura and I had been friends since high school, back when we were just two girls dreaming of getting out of our small town. We ended up in the city instead, chasing something bigger, something brighter. But dreams have a way of turning sour, and life has a way of bending you until you break. Or bend back.

Breaking away from our former pimp, Sam, had been messy—literally and figuratively. He didn’t take kindly to losing control of his escorts, and there were nights we spent looking over our shoulders, wondering if he’d come crashing through the door. But we made it work. We built something for ourselves, something that felt like ours. Our escort service was classy and served only the most distinguished clientele… for the most part.

Tonight was supposed to be another job, another paycheck. But walking into Manny’s house—a sprawling estate on the outskirts of the city—felt like stepping into another world. Everything was polished, from the gleaming hardwood floors to the abstract art hanging on the walls. It screamed wealth, power, control. And here we were, two women intent on succeeding in a game where the stakes were high.

—

Now, in the bedroom, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Laura and I exchanged a look, the kind that spoke volumes without a word. Two brothers? her eyes seemed to say. What kind of family is this?

But the money was already in the bag, and there was no backing out now. So, we did what we did best. We took control. Slowly, deliberately, we began to undress. My fingers traced the zipper of my dress, pulling it down inch by inch, letting the fabric slip off my shoulders and pool at my feet. Laura followed suit, her movements fluid, practiced. She stepped out of her heels, letting them clatter softly against the floor, and unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spill free.

The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, quick and shallow. Manny and Tyler watched us, their eyes dark, hungry. I could feel their gazes on me, hot and heavy, like they were already touching me. When I finally stepped out of my underwear, I saw Manny’s throat bob as he swallowed hard.

“Damn,” he muttered, his voice rough. “You two are something else.”

Laura laughed, soft and sultry, and moved toward Tyler. I stayed where I was, letting Manny come to me. When he did, his hands were rough, impatient. He grabbed my face, pulling me into a kiss so fierce it knocked the breath out of me. His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming me, marking me. I kissed him back, matching his intensity, letting my hands roam over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.

He broke the kiss long enough to pull his shirt over his head, tossing it aside, and then his mouth was on my neck, sucking, biting, leaving marks I’d have to cover later. His hands found my breasts, squeezing them roughly, his thumbs flicking over my nipples until they hardened under his touch. I arched into him, my body responding despite the little voice in the back of my head warning me this was too much, too fast.

Behind me, I heard Laura giggle, then moan. I glanced over to see Tyler pushing her onto the bed, her legs spread wide, his head between her thighs. His tongue worked her pussy with a skill that made my stomach tighten. Her hands fisted in his hair, her hips bucking against his face. She caught my eye and grinned, winking at me as if to say, This is gonna be fun.

And then Manny was spinning me around, his hands on my hips, guiding me toward the bed. He pressed me down onto all fours, his cock pressing against my entrance. I gasped as he slid into me, filling me completely. He groaned, low and guttural, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

Tyler positioned Laura next to me, her back to him, and I heard her gasp as he entered her. The bed creaked under our combined weight, the rhythm of their thrusts making the whole thing shake. Manny leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear.

“You like that, baby?” he growled, his hips snapping against mine. “You like being fucked by a real man?”

I couldn’t answer, not with the way he was hitting that spot inside me, sending sparks shooting up my spine. All I could do was moan, loud and desperate, my nails digging into the sheets. Next to me, Laura was whimpering, her cries growing louder as Tyler pounded into her.

And then, out of nowhere, Manny reached over and slapped Tyler’s hand. They high-fived, laughing as they fucked us hard. I felt a flare of anger, but it was drowned out by the pleasure building inside me. Holy shit, they were arrogant. But God, they were good.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Manny grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “I’m gonna—”

He didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, he came with a roar, spilling himself inside me. I felt his cock pulse, felt the warmth spreading through me, and I clenched around him, milking every last drop. Next to me, Tyler groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself into Laura.

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Laura sat up, giving me a mischievous grin.

Laura crawled over to me, positioning herself between my legs. Manny’s cum dripped between my thighs. Laura started licking and sucking Manny’s cum out of my pussy. Damn, she was a freak. It felt so good. I wanted to make her feel good too.

I nudged Laura, positioning her on top of me, in the sixty-nine position. Her pussy was full of Tyler’s cum, but I didn’t care. We ate each other with abandon, our sighs of delight filling the room. Manny and Tyler just watched, unable to take their eyes off of us.

Laura slipped a few fingers inside me, pushing me over the edge. I felt her body tense as she climaxed. We fell to the bed exhausted. Laura pulled me into a passionate kiss, sharing their cum.

After Laura and I got dressed, Manny handed us an extra thousand dollars. “Consider it a tip,” he assured us.

Laura and I got in my sleek black SUV, heading towards my penthouse apartment. I gripped my designer purse full of cash tightly.

“You had fun, didn’t you?” asked Laura.

“Yeah, I did,” I replied. I’d enjoyed it more than I cared to admit.

We laughed and joked on the way home, but I had a feeling that things were about to get serious. The past few months had been smooth sailing, but trouble had a way of popping up when we least expected it.
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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.

45 - AN EROTIC COUPLE’S MASSAGE

MFF / First Person / Massage / Threesome / Fingering / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

The phone buzzed against the marble countertop, and I glanced at the screen. The phone number didn’t ring a bell, but the call was coming through our private line—the one Laura and I reserved for clients who knew how to keep things discreet. I swiped to answer, my voice smooth and professional.

“This is Brandi.”

“Hi, Brandi,” the man on the other end said. His tone was calm, almost too calm, like he’d done this before. “I’m Bob. I heard about your service through a friend. My wife and I are looking for something… special. A couple’s massage. You available tonight?”

I hesitated for just a second. There was always that tiny flicker of caution in the back of my mind. Still, the money was good, and with Sam and Danielle out of the picture, I wasn’t about to turn down easy cash.

“Of course,” I said, already grabbing my bag. “Text me the address. I’ll be there in an hour.”

The house was exactly what I expected—a sprawling modern mansion tucked away in the hills, all glass and angles and money. I parked my car in the circular driveway, smoothing down the hem of my dress as I walked to the door.

Bob answered almost immediately, his smile warm and inviting. He was handsome, no question about it—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that made him look distinguished rather than old. Behind him stood Becca, petite and curvy, her blonde hair spilling over her silk robe. She gave me a shy smile, and I felt the tension in the air shift ever so slightly.

“Come in,” Bob said, stepping aside. “We’ve got everything set up.”

I followed them inside, my heels clicking softly against the polished floors. The living room was pristine, but it was the two massage tables set up in the middle of the room that caught my attention. Soft music played in the background, and the scent of lavender oil wafted through the air. This wasn’t their first time doing something like this, that much was clear.

“You can start with me,” Bob said, slipping off his robe and lying face-down on the table. His body was lean and muscular, the kind of physique that came from hours in the gym.

I poured a generous amount of oil into my hands, warming it between my palms before letting it spill onto his back. He groaned softly as I began kneading the tension out of his shoulders, the sound low and appreciative.

“Feel good?” I asked, my fingers working deeper into his muscles.

“Amazing,” he muttered into the pillow. “You have magic hands.”

I smirked, leaning into the rhythm of the massage. Becca watched from the corner of the room, her eyes heavy-lidded as she sipped from a glass of wine. There was something electric about the way she looked at me, like she was trying to figure me out. When I finally finished with Bob, he rolled onto his back, clearly enjoying the view as I turned my attention to his wife.

Becca stood slowly, her robe slipping off her shoulders as she approached the table. Her skin was creamy and flawless, her curves soft and inviting. I guided her onto the table, my hands trembling slightly as I spread the oil across her back. She sighed, her body melting under my touch.

It started innocently enough—my hands gliding over her shoulders, her spine, the dip of her lower back. But when my fingers brushed against the curve of her ass, she let out a breathy moan that sent a shiver down my spine. I paused, glancing at Bob, who was watching intently from his table. He nodded, silently giving me permission to continue.

I let my hands wander further, my fingertips tracing the outline of her thighs before moving inward. She gasped as I found her wetness, her hips pressing instinctively against my hand. I curled my fingers inside her, feeling her clench around me as she moaned again, louder this time. Bob’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire as he watched his wife come undone under my touch.

When Becca finally stilled, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths, I withdrew my hand and wiped the oil off on a towel. Bob was already standing, his arousal evident beneath the thin fabric of his robe.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against my arm as he leaned in to whisper, “Now it’s my turn.”

I sank to my knees without hesitation, my hands sliding up his thighs as I pushed the robe aside. His cock was thick and hard, and I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the way he groaned above me. Becca rolled onto her side, her eyes glued to us as she bit her lip, her own need clearly simmering just beneath the surface.

By the time we moved to the bedroom, the air between us was charged with anticipation. Becca lay back on the bed, her legs parted invitingly, while Bob positioned himself behind me. I tasted her first, my tongue lapping at her folds until she cried out, her hands tangling in my hair.

Then Bob was inside me, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I came hard, my body shaking as I pressed my face into Becca’s thigh, her own climax following moments later.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, the silence broken only by our ragged breathing. Becca traced idle patterns on my arm, her head resting on Bob’s chest.

“That was incredible,” she murmured, her voice still laced with desire.

Bob chuckled, his fingers playing with a strand of her hair. “We should do this again sometime.”

I smiled, my mind already racing with possibilities. But as I got dressed and headed for the door, a nagging thought crept in. Sam and Danielle were locked up for now, but they wouldn’t stay that way forever. And when they got out, we might be in trouble.

“Call me anytime,” I said, handing Bob my card. His fingers brushed mine, and for a moment, I wondered if he could feel the faint tremor in my hand.

As I drove away, the city lights blurring past my windows, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight had been more than just another job. Something had shifted, something dangerous and intoxicating. And as much as I wanted to believe I was in control, I knew better.

But for now, I would take the win. After all, it wasn’t every day you got paid to play with fire.

46 - WORSHIPPING BIG COCK

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

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, and I reached for it without looking, my mind still fogged with sleep. Quentin. His name flashed across the screen, and I sat up instantly, the sheets pooling around my waist. I hadn’t expected to hear from him again so soon.

“Hey, Quentin,” I answered, my voice still rough from sleep but laced with curiosity.

“Brandi,” his voice was smooth, confident, almost smug. “I’ve got a proposition for you. Something… special. You in?”

I ran a hand through my long dark hair, already intrigued. Quentin was a name that carried weight in the industry, and not just because of his reputation as a porn producer. He was the guy with the ego as big as his… well, you know. I’d worked with him once before, and it had been intense, but profitable. Very profitable.

“What’s the gig?” I asked, my tone casual but my heart already picking up speed.

“BDSM. I need you and two other girls. You’ll be submitting to me, worshipping me, and really selling it. Think you can handle it, Brandi?”

I smirked, even though he couldn’t see me. “You know I can. Who else are you thinking?”

“Your friend Laura, for starters. And maybe that tall one—Cheyenne? She’s got the look. Bring them both. You’ll all be well taken care of.”

I didn’t need to think twice. Quentin’s shoots paid well, and the exposure… well, that was priceless. “Alright, I’ll make the calls. When and where?”

“Tomorrow. 10 a.m. My studio. Don’t be late.” The line went dead before I could respond. Classic Quentin.

I called Laura first. She picked up on the second ring, her voice bright and bubbly. “Brandi! What’s up?”

“Got a job for us. Quentin’s shooting a BDSM video tomorrow. He wants you, me, and Cheyenne.”

There was a pause, then a laugh. “Sounds great! I’ll be there.”

Next was Cheyenne. She was an experienced escort, and she had a natural confidence that translated well on camera. “BDSM, huh?” she said after I explained. “Sounds intense. I’m in.”

—

The next morning, the three of us arrived at Quentin’s studio, a sleek, modern space that screamed both luxury and professionalism. We were ushered into a dressing room stocked with lingerie. The outfits were skimpy—tiny bras and panties in black lace, designed to leave little to the imagination.

“Well,” Laura said, holding up a bra that looked more like a suggestion than actual coverage. “This should be fun.”

We changed quickly, the air buzzing with a mix of nerves and excitement. When we stepped onto the set, Quentin was already there, dressed in black leather pants and a smirk that made my stomach tighten. The cameraman was setting up angles, and the room was lit to highlight every curve, every movement.

Quentin’s eyes swept over us, lingering a fraction too long on each of us. “Ladies,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “You know the drill. This is a BDSM shoot. You’re here to submit to me, to worship me. And most importantly, to worship this.”

He undid his pants, and there it was—Quentin’s infamous cock. It was huge, thick and long, and it almost seemed to command attention all on its own. I felt a flush creep up my neck, but I kept my expression neutral. This was business, after all.

“Strip,” Quentin ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

We exchanged glances, then began to peel off the lingerie, letting it fall to the floor. The camera caught every move, every shift of our bodies as we bared ourselves. Quentin stepped closer, his cock swaying slightly with each step.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice cutting through the silence. “On your knees. Now.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sinking to my knees on the cold floor. Quentin’s cock was right in front of me, and I could smell the faint musk of him, a primal scent that made my mouth water. I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the weight of him, the heat. Then I leaned in, taking him into my mouth.

He was massive, stretching my lips wide as I tried to take as much of him as I could. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop, working my mouth up and down his length. Behind me, I heard Laura move. She gripped Quentin’s ass, her tongue flicking out to tease his hole. Cheyenne joined us, her hands cupping Quentin’s balls, her mouth sucking and licking with practiced precision.

The camera zoomed in on us, capturing every detail—the way my lips stretched around Quentin’s cock, the look of pure bliss on his face as Laura’s tongue worked its magic, the way Cheyenne’s mouth moved over his balls. It was a symphony of pleasure, and I was right in the middle of it.

Quentin’s hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he thrust into my mouth. I gagged again, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I was lost in the sensation, in the sounds and smells and feel of him.

“That’s it,” Quentin growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it, Brandi. Take all of it.”

I felt him tense, his cock swelling in my mouth, and then he was coming, his release shooting down my throat and covering my face. The camera caught it all, the moment immortalized in high definition.

Quentin pulled back, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl,” he said, his hand patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Now, over the bench. All of you.”

We moved quickly, bending over the leather bench with our asses in the air. Quentin started with Laura, his hand landing on her ass with a loud slap. She yelped, but there was a grin on her face. Next was Cheyenne, her caramel skin flushing red under Quentin’s palm. Then it was my turn.

The first slap took my breath away, the sharp sting of pain quickly turning into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Quentin’s hand came down again and again, each slap leaving a red mark on my ass. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he finally stopped.

“Well done,” Quentin said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now, let’s finish this.”

He stepped behind Laura, his cock sliding into her with a practiced ease. She moaned, her head falling forward as he started to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Cheyenne and I were handed dildos, and we didn’t need to be told what to do. I pressed the toy against my entrance, gasping as it slid inside, filling me perfectly. Cheyenne did the same, her moans joining Laura’s as we fucked ourselves in time with Quentin’s thrusts.

The room was filled with the sounds of flesh against flesh, of moans and gasps and the occasional slap of skin. Quentin’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he drove into Laura, his cock hitting her in just the right spot. She came with a cry, her body shuddering under his.

Quentin pulled out, his cock glistening with her slickness. He grabbed a bottle of lube, slicking himself up before turning to me. “Your turn, Brandi.”

I bent over the bench, my heart pounding as I felt him position himself against my asshole. He pushed in slowly, the stretch almost unbearable but so, so good. I bit down on my lip, my nails digging into the leather as he started to move, his cock pistoning in and out of me with a rhythm that left me breathless.

The camera was right there, capturing every thrust, every expression on my face as Quentin fucked my ass hard and deep. I could feel the pleasure building, coiling tight in my belly, but I didn’t want it to end. Not yet. Quentin’s pace quickened, his hands gripping my hips as he drove into me one last time, his release filling me with a warmth that made me moan.

He pulled out, stepping back as the camera zoomed in on his cock, still slick with lube and cum. “Cut,” he called, his voice steady despite the exertion.

We were given a moment to catch our breath, then ushered off to shower. The water was hot, soothing against my skin as I washed away the sweat and cum. Quentin paid us well, as promised, and as I counted the bills, I couldn’t help but smile.

“You did good,” Quentin said, his hand resting on my shoulder. “The fans are going to love this. And they want more of you, Brandi. Think you can handle it?”

I looked up at him, my hazel eyes meeting his with a confidence I didn’t have to fake. “Just watch me.”

Quentin grinned, his hand squeezing my shoulder before he walked away. I turned to Laura and Cheyenne, the three of us exchanging knowing smiles. This was just the beginning. And Quentin… well, he was the key to something big.

47 - BALLET THREESOME

FFF / Lesbian / Celebrity / Threesome / Oral / Masturbation

Venus stood at the edge of the dance studio, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. The mirrors that lined the walls reflected her exhausted form, a testament to the hours she had poured into her craft. The world renowned ballerina’s dark skin glistened with sweat, and her onyx eyes, usually so focused, looked almost haunted. She wiped a bead of perspiration from her forehead and glanced at the clock. Another hour until she could call it a day.

Dedication to ballet had always been her priority, often at the cost of anything resembling a personal life. Her black hair, pulled back into its usual tight bun, felt like a crown of obligation rather than a symbol of elegance. She turned away from the mirrors and resumed her practice, each movement meticulous, each step a prayer to her passion.

Unbeknownst to Venus, the studio's bathroom had become a sanctuary for Candace and Angelique, two new additions to the company. Candace, with her tan skin, long dark hair, and big brown eyes, had an air of confidence that Venus found both intimidating and intriguing. Angelique, with her blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, exuded a different kind of allure—one that was playful yet intense. They were inseparable, their bond visible in every glance, every touch.

As Venus finished her final routine, a sudden impulse led her towards the bathroom, hoping for a moment of solitude before resuming her endless cycle of rehearsals. The door creaked open, and what she found inside stopped her cold.

Candace straddled Angelique’s lap, their bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. Both women were clothed, but the intensity of their kiss left no doubt about what they were up to. Venus’s heart pounded in her chest, her breath catching as she stammered, "I-I'm so sorry, I didn't know anyone was in here."

Candace broke the kiss, her gaze meeting Venus's with an unwavering confidence. "No need to apologize," she said, her voice smooth and inviting. "Join us."

Venus blinked, taken aback by the invitation. She hesitated, her mind racing. This was not how she had envisioned her evening ending. Yet, there was something in Candace’s eyes, something that dared her to step out of her comfort zone. Angelique remained silent, her blue eyes studying Venus with a mixture of curiosity and challenge.

"I... I don't know," Venus whispered, her fingers nervously fiddling with her leotard.

"Come on, Venus," Candace coaxed, her smile softening. "You work so hard; you deserve a little fun."

Venus swallowed hard, the loneliness she had suppressed for so long bubbling to the surface. Maybe this was exactly what she needed, something to break the monotony, to ignite a spark she hadn’t felt in years. Taking a deep breath, she nodded slowly. "Alright."

Without another word, Venus began to peel off her leotard, revealing her flawless, dark skin. Her shyness melted away under the approving glances of Candace and Angelique. Once naked, she stood before them, feeling a strange mix of vulnerability and liberation.

Angelique sat up, pushing her own clothing aside with practiced ease. "Come here," she beckoned, patting the space between her legs.

Venus approached cautiously, kneeling between Angelique's spread thighs. The heat of arousal filled the small room, making Venus's head spin. Venus leaned forward, her lips brushing against Angelique's wet pussy, tasting her for the first time. Angelique moaned softly, her hands finding Venus's head, encouraging her deeper.

Candace watched the scene unfold, her fingers already teasing her own nipples through her shirt. She unbuttoned her pants, slipping a hand inside to find her clit. The sight of Venus devouring Angelique sent shivers down her spine.

Venus focused on her task, exploring Angelique's pussy with increasing boldness. Her tongue darted in and out, mapping out the contours of Angelique's arousal. Each moan that escaped Angelique's lips fueled Venus's desire to please, to give herself wholly to this unexpected encounter.

Angelique’s hips bucked beneath Venus's ministrations, her breathing growing ragged. "Yes, just like that," she gasped, her voice thick with desire. "Make me cum."

Venus redoubled her efforts, her fingers joining her mouth in a rhythm that drove Angelique closer to the edge. Candace, still watching, let out a low groan, her own orgasm building with each passing second. She shifted positions slightly, positioning herself to watch more intently.

"Venus," Angelique breathed, her fingers tightening in Venus's hair. "I'm gonna cum."

With one final, powerful thrust of her tongue, Venus brought Angelique over the precipice. Angelique's body shuddered, her juices flowing freely into Venus's waiting mouth. Venus drank deeply, savoring the taste of Angelique's release.

Exhausted, Angelique slumped back against the wall, her chest heaving. Venus stood up, wiping her lips, her own arousal now undeniable. She looked at Candace, her expression a mix of triumph and uncertainty.

"Your turn," Candace murmured, her eyes gleaming with anticipation.

Venus laid back on the cool tile floor. She spread her legs wide, giving Candace a great view of her slick labia. Candace moved in, her fingers trailing over Venus’s thighs. Venus gasped as Candace’s tongue touched her clit. Her eyes rolled back as Candace expertly teased her tight hole.

Angelique straddled Venus’s face, ready for another round of pleasure. Venus grasped Angeliques hips, pulling her closer as Angelique grinded against her face. She eagerly lapped at Angelique’s pussy.

Candace picked up the pace, licking faster. She slid a finger into Venus’s pussy, pushing Venus closer to the edge. Venus could feel Angelique’s body tense as she climaxed, her juices filling Venus’s mouth. Candace’s fingers plunged deeper, and Venus lost control, waves of ecstasy washing over her.

Finally, the three women pulled apart. They were all exhausted and breathless. Venus’s quiet rehearsal certainly hadn’t gone as planned, but she had finally broken out of her shell.

“How was that?” Candace asked, her voice gentle.

Venus was speechless. “That… was amazing,” Venus finally stammered. “Thank you for inviting me.”

“Any time,” Angelique replied, her eyes fixed on Venus. “I hope we can do it again. Candace and I really enjoyed your company.”

Venus smiled. “I’d love that,” she agreed.

48 - BDSM WITH NICK AND ALEXIS

MFF / First Person / BDSM / Group Sex / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 2: A Friend’s Jealousy by Brandi Moore:

The luxurious hotel suite felt like a world of its own, the air thick with anticipation and the faint hum of the camera equipment warming up. I stood there, my long black hair cascading over my shoulders, the white lace lingerie hugging my tan skin in all the right places.

My best friend, Alexis, was already beside me, her own matching set making her look like a porcelain doll, her blonde hair a stark contrast to my dark strands. She caught my eye and winked, her confidence infectious. “Ready for this, D?” she teased, her voice low and sultry.

Alexis was also an adult content creator. After filming some girl girl scenes together, we’d quickly become friends. She’d used her industry connections to help me get started, and I was eternally grateful. Now, she was my confidant—my bestie.

Sure, it had been difficult to trust other women after Kaleigh’s betrayal, but Alexis was different. She’d gone out of her way to help me, and I trusted her.

I nodded, feeling the familiar flutter in my stomach that always came before a shoot. This wasn’t just any scene, though. This was my first BDSM shoot, and Nick, my boyfriend and partner in this wild journey, was going to be the one in control. I trusted him implicitly, but the thought of giving over that much power still sent a shiver down my spine. It’s just acting, I reminded myself, though I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince—me or the butterflies in my stomach.

Max, the director, walked in. He looked me up and down and nodded with approval. “Lookin’ good, Danica,” he winked as he set up another camera.

Nick entered the room, his presence commanding as always. He was shirtless, his muscular frame on full display, and I couldn’t help but bite my lip as I took him in.

Max yelled, “Action!” and the cameras started to roll.

Nick had that look in his eyes, the one that told me he was already slipping into character. “On the bed, both of you,” he ordered, his voice firm but not unkind.

Alexis and I exchanged a quick glance before obeying, climbing onto the plush mattress and kneeling side by side.

“Bend over,” Nick instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for a split second, my heart pounding as I complied, my hands gripping the edge of the bed for support. Alexis mirrored my position, her back arched perfectly. I could feel the tension in the room mounting, the silence broken only by the soft clicks of Max adjusting his camera.

The first spank landed with a sharp crack, the sting radiating through my backside. I gasped, the pain mixing with a strange thrill that made my breath hitch. Nick didn’t hold back, his hand coming down again and again, each strike sending a jolt of electricity through me.

It hurts, I thought, but I can take it. Beside me, Alexis let out a yelp as Nick turned his attention to her, her blonde hair swaying with the motion. I could hear her breathing quicken, her arousal palpable even through the discomfort.

“Get naked,” Nick commanded, his voice low and dripping with authority.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the straps of my lingerie, sliding them down my shoulders and letting the fabric pool at my feet. Alexis was already ahead of me, her body on full display, her skin flushed from the spanking. We were exposed now, vulnerable, and yet there was a strange sense of empowerment in it.

“Alexis, eat her,” Nick said, his words sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

I glanced at her, our eyes locking for a moment before she moved between my legs. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as her tongue flicked against me, slow and deliberate. I bit back a moan, my head falling back as pleasure coursed through me. Nick was watching, his hand moving over his cock as Max zoomed in, capturing every detail.

“So fucking good,” I whispered, my voice barely audible as Alexis’s tongue worked its magic.

Her pace quickened, her lips closing around me as she sucked, the sensation almost too much to bear. I could feel myself unraveling, my body trembling with the need for release, but Nick had other plans.

He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me toward him. “Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my mouth wrapping around his cock. He wasted no time, thrusting into me with a force that made me gag. It was rough, intense, and I loved every second of it. My eyes watered as he fucked my face, his grip on my hair tight enough to keep me in place but not enough to hurt. This is what it means to submit, I thought, the realization sending a shiver of arousal through me.

When he pulled away, I was left gasping for air, my lips swollen and my body tingling. Nick turned his attention to Alexis, positioning her on her hands and knees. He entered her in one smooth motion, her gasp of pleasure echoing through the room.

I watched, transfixed, as he fucked her with the same intensity he’d just shown me, his muscles flexing with every thrust. The sight was almost too much, my own need building with each moan that escaped her lips. He didn’t last long, his release coming with a groan as he buried himself deep inside her.

When he pulled out, his cock was slick with her and his cum, and he turned to me with a smirk. “Suck it clean,” he ordered.

I didn’t hesitate, taking him into my mouth with a hunger that surprised even me. The taste of them both was intoxicating, and I worked him until he was hard again, his hand gripping the back of my head as he came once more, this time all over my face.

Alexis laughed softly, her eyes meeting mine as I wiped the cum from my cheeks. “You’re a natural,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. I couldn’t help but smile, the rush of the scene still coursing through me.

Max’s voice broke the moment. “Cut! That was fucking amazing,” he said, his excitement evident.

I looked over at Nick, who was already checking out the footage with Max, his focus unwavering.

Alexis leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “You okay?” she whispered, her concern genuine.

I nodded, my heart still racing. “Better than okay,” I replied, my voice quiet but steady.

This was my life now, this world of pleasure and control, and I was starting to love every second of it.

49 - INTRODUCING LAURA

MFF / First Person / Best Friends / Threesome / Blow Job / Cum Play / Cum Sharing / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

I hung up the phone, my heart racing. Laura was going to be so surprised when I told her about Professor Mitchell’s request. She’d always been the wild one, the adventurous friend who never shied away from a challenge. And whatever I was into, Laura was into. I knew my girl would be down.

Sure enough, when I pulled up to her apartment on Friday night, she was waiting outside, leaning against the railing in a tight tank top that clung to her curves and a denim skirt so short it barely covered her ass. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her bright red lipstick made her look like she was ready for anything.

“You look… hot,” I said, rolling down the window and grinning at her.

Laura smirked, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “Well, you said this guy likes a show, right? Thought I’d give him something to remember.”

She slid into the passenger seat, and I couldn’t help but glance at her legs as she crossed them, the skirt riding even higher. My stomach fluttered with nerves—or excitement. I wasn’t sure which. Maybe both.

When we arrived at Professor Mitchell’s house, he opened the door wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely clung to his broad shoulders. His eyes lit up when he saw Laura standing beside me, and he grinned like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice low and smooth, “and this must be Laura.” He stepped aside to let us in, his gaze lingering on Laura’s figure as she walked past him.

We followed him to the bedroom, the same luxurious space where I’d been with him—and his wife—just days before. The memory sent a shiver down my spine. Mitchell sat on the edge of the bed, his robe falling open to reveal his muscular chest and the thick, erect cock that jutted out between his legs. He wrapped his hand around it, stroking slowly, his eyes locked on me and Laura.

“Get naked,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I glanced at Laura, who was already pulling off her tank top, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her breasts. I followed suit, slipping out of my dress and letting it pool at my feet. Laura’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her skirt, and she winked at me as she slid it down her hips, leaving her in nothing but a matching thong. Seeing her like that, so confident and sexy, made my breath catch in my throat.

Soon, we were both naked, kneeling in front of Mitchell on the soft carpet. His cock stood at attention, inches from our faces, and the scent of his arousal filled the air. Laura reached out first, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. Mitchell groaned, his head falling back as she leaned in and flicked her tongue over the tip.

My turn came next, and I opened my mouth, taking him in as far as I could. The taste of his precum mixed with Laura’s spit was intoxicating, sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. We took turns, alternating between sucking him and teasing him with our tongues until Mitchell’s breathing became ragged, his hands gripping the edge of the bed.

“Fuck,” he growled, his hips jerking forward as he came. A thick stream of cum shot into Laura’s mouth, and she swallowed most of it before leaning over and kissing me, sharing what was left. The salty, musky flavor made me moan, and I found myself craving more.

Mitchell wasted no time pushing Laura onto the bed, moving behind her, and spreading her legs wide. I watched, transfixed, as he thrust into her, his cock disappearing inside her again and again. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and Laura’s moans grew louder with each stroke. The professor slapped Laura on the ass as he fucked her hard.

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself in front of Laura. She pulled me closer and began licking my pussy. Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible against my sensitive flesh, and I ground against her, lost in the sensation. Mitchell’s rhythm faltered as he watched us, his eyes dark with lust.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Laura gasped, her voice muffled by my pussy. “You’re so fucking hot.”

Her words sent me over the edge, and I came hard, my juices dripping onto her lips as she continued to lick and suck. Moments later, Mitchell groaned, his hips slamming into Laura one last time as he emptied himself inside her.

He collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily, while Laura and I lay side by side, our skin glistening with sweat. Mitchell reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out two stacks of cash, handing one to each of us.

“One thousand,” he said, his voice still husky with desire. “Don’t spend it all in one place.”

Laura and I exchanged glances, grinning as we tucked the money into our bags. As we left the condo, the cool night air hit our flushed skin, and Laura turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“So,” she said, linking her arm through mine, “when’s the next session?”

50 - A SURPRISING THREESOME

MMF / First Person / Threesome / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, snapping me out of my half-asleep state. I squinted as I looked at the screen of my phone. Another client. I sighed, running a hand through my long dark hair before answering.

“This is Brandi,” I said, my voice dripping with that practiced sultriness that always seemed to loosen wallets.

“Hey, Brandi. It’s Clarence,” came the smooth, confident voice on the other end. “I was wondering if you were available tonight. I’m willing to make it worth your while.”

I’d heard that line before, but something about the way he said it made me sit up straighter. The promise of cash wasn’t unusual, but there was an edge to his tone that piqued my curiosity. “Depends on how much ‘worth my while’ we’re talking,” I replied, already slipping into my professional persona.

“Let’s just say… ten grand,” he said casually, as though he were discussing the weather.

My breath hitched. Ten thousand dollars? That wasn’t just a good night—that was a great night. My mind raced. What did he want for that kind of money? But then again, I wasn’t in the habit of turning down that kind of cash. “Alright, Clarence. Where are we meeting?”

He gave me the address to a luxury high-rise downtown. Of course. Men like him didn’t live in run-down apartments. I hung up, quickly throwing on one of my favorite outfits: a form-fitting burgundy dress that hugged every curve, paired with heels that clicked confidently against the floor. A quick glance in the mirror confirmed what I already knew—tan skin glowing, hazel eyes sparkling, lips painted a deep red. Brandi Moore, ready to work.

The Uber dropped me off in front of the building, and I stepped inside, feeling the weight of the doorman’s gaze. He nodded politely, and I flashed him a smile before heading to the elevator. Clarence’s condo was on the top floor, naturally. When the doors slid open, I found myself in a spacious living room that oozed wealth. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcased the city skyline, and the furniture looked like it belonged in a designer catalog.

“Brandi, right?” A tall, broad-shouldered man approached me. Clarence.

He was handsome in that polished, corporate way—clean-shaven, tailored suit, sharp jawline. His eyes raked over me appreciatively, and I felt a flicker of satisfaction. Always nice to be appreciated.

“That’s me,” I said with a smile, stepping closer. “You mentioned ten grand?”

Before he could answer, another man walked into the room. Wait, what? This guy—Jack, as he introduced himself—was just as attractive as Clarence, but in a more rugged way. Dark stubble lined his jaw, and his muscular frame filled out his casual outfit perfectly. He gave me a sly grin, and my stomach did a little flip. Okay, two hot guys. Not bad.

Clarence glanced at Jack, then back at me. “Brandi, this is Jack. We’re… friends.”

I raised an eyebrow. Friends? Something about the way they exchanged looks told me there was more to it than that. Now, I wasn’t one to judge—hell, I’d seen everything in this line of work—but having another guy involved wasn’t part of the deal.

“You didn’t mention anything about an extra person,” I said, crossing my arms. “That’s gonna cost extra.”

Clarence reached into his pocket and pulled out a thick wad of cash. He tossed it onto the table beside us, and my eyes widened. Ten grand, just like he promised. Then, he pulled out another five thousand, adding it to the pile of cash. “Is this enough?” he asked.

For a second, I hesitated. Two men? I’d never done that before. But then again, I’d never been offered this much money either.

“Alright,” I said, scooping up the cash and stuffing it into my purse. “Let’s get started.”

We moved to the bedroom, which was just as lavish as the rest of the place. Plush carpet underfoot, silk sheets on the bed, and soft lighting that cast everything in a warm glow. I took a deep breath, pushing down any nerves. Just another job, Brandi. You’ve got this.

Clarence started undressing first, his movements unhurried and deliberate. Jack followed suit, and soon both men were standing naked in front of me. Holy hell. They were both gorgeous—toned bodies, defined muscles, and… well, let’s just say they weren’t lacking in any department.

But what happened next caught me completely off guard.

Clarence walked over to Jack, his eyes locked on his friend’s. Then, without warning, he dropped to his knees and took Jack’s cock into his mouth. What the— I blinked, unsure if I was seeing things. But no, Clarence was definitely sucking Jack’s dick, his hands gripping Jack’s hips as he worked his tongue expertly.

I stood there, frozen for a moment, my mind racing. I’d never seen two men together like this before, and the sight was… surprisingly hot. My body reacted before my brain could catch up, a warmth pooling between my legs.

“Well, aren’t you going to join us?” Jack asked, his voice rough with desire.

Why not? I thought, stepping forward. I knelt beside Clarence, letting my hand brush against his shoulder as I leaned in to take Jack’s cock into my mouth alongside him. The taste of him was intoxicating, a mix of salt and musk that sent a shiver down my spine.

We worked together, our lips and tongues moving in sync as Jack groaned above us. His hands tangled in my hair, tugging gently, and I moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath. Clarence pulled back for a moment, letting me take over, and I lost myself in the rhythm, savoring every inch of him.

Eventually, we moved to the bed. Clarence lay back, his cock standing rigid, and I crawled over to him, taking him into my mouth as Jack positioned himself behind me. I felt him press against my entrance, and I arched my back, urging him on.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Jack growled, thrusting into me hard enough to make me cry out.

The sensation was overwhelming—Jack pounding into me from behind while I sucked Clarence off, each motion sending waves of pleasure crashing through me.

Clarence’s grip on my hair tightened as he came, his release filling my mouth. I swallowed it down, the taste mingling with the lingering remnants of Jack on my tongue.

Jack’s cock hit at exactly the right angle, pushing me over the edge. My tight pussy contracted around his cock as I orgasmed. Jack didn’t last much longer, his groans growing louder as he spilled inside me, his hips jerking with the force of his climax.

For a moment, the room was silent except for our heavy breathing. Then Clarence chuckled, running a hand through my hair. “Damn, Brandi. You’re incredible.”

“Yeah,” Jack agreed, pulling out of me and collapsing onto the bed beside us. “We’ll definitely be calling you again.”

I smiled, my body still humming with satisfaction. “I’ll hold you to that.”

As I gathered my things, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of exhilaration. Who would’ve thought I’d enjoy that so much? I thought to myself.

I called Sam, my pimp, as I stepped back into the elevator. “Hey, Sam. Just wanted to let you know I’ve got the money.”

“Good job, Brandi,” he said, his voice gruff but approving. “See you back at the house.”

I hung up, leaning against the elevator wall as it descended. My mind wandered back to the evening—the sight of Clarence and Jack, the taste of them, the way their bodies had moved against mine.

“Next time,” I murmured to myself, a smirk playing on my lips.
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