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1 - LUST AT THE CONCERT

MF / Romantic / Public / Exhibitionism / Fingering / PIV Sex

“Do you feel that?” Bella’s voice was barely audible over the roar of the crowd, her green eyes wide with a mix of surprise and curiosity.

She glanced over her shoulder, her long brown hair brushing against her friend Sarah’s arm. The air was electric, thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation as the band launched into their hit song.

Sarah, oblivious, shouted back, “What?” Her face was lit with excitement, her focus entirely on the stage.

Bella didn’t answer. She didn’t know how to. Because what she felt wasn’t the kind of thing you could just blurt out in the middle of a concert. Not when it was him.

Corbin.

His name had been the first thing she’d heard when she turned around, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the chaos like a secret whispered in the dark. “Hey. I’m Corbin.” He’d flashed her a grin, all sharp angles and mischief, his spiky black hair catching the stage lights in a way that made him look like he belonged up there, not down here in the crowd.

Bella had smiled back, a little breathless, her heart pounding in a rhythm that had nothing to do with the music. She’d opened her mouth to say something—anything—but before she could, the crowd surged, pressing them even closer together. And that’s when she felt it. The heat of his body against hers, the way his chest brushed her back, the unmistakable hardness of him pressing into her.

Her breath hitched, and for a moment, she froze. She should have pulled away. She knew she should have. But she didn’t. Instead, she stayed right where she was, her body instinctively leaning into his, her skin tingling where it touched his.

“You’re beautiful,” Corbin murmured, his lips brushing against her ear in a way that sent shivers down her spine.

His hands, which had been resting lightly on her hips, slid up her sides, his fingers grazing the curve of her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Bella’s cheeks flushed, her pulse quickening as her body responded to his touch, a warmth pooling low in her stomach.

She tried to say something, but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she let out a soft gasp as one of his hands drifted lower, slipping beneath the hem of her dress and brushing against the bare skin of her thigh. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her body arching slightly into his touch. She could feel the warmth of his palm against her skin, the way his fingers moved with a confidence that left no doubt about his intentions.

“Is this okay?” Corbin’s voice was low, his tone teasing but with an undercurrent of something darker, something that made Bella’s stomach twist with excitement.

She nodded, her breath coming in shallow pants as his fingers glided higher, brushing against the edge of her panties.

She could feel the heat of his breath on her neck, the way his body pressed against hers, the hardness of him making her ache with a need she hadn’t realized was there. Her hands gripped the edge of the barricade in front of her, her knuckles turning white as she tried to steady herself. But it was useless. Corbin’s touch was too much, too good, and she was losing herself in the sensation of it.

The crowd around them was a blur, their movements chaotic and frenzied as the band played on. No one noticed. No one cared. They were all too caught up in the music, the energy of the night, to pay any attention to the two of them. And that only made it more thrilling, more intoxicating.

Bella bit her lip to stifle a moan as Corbin’s fingers slipped beneath her panties, his touch sending jolts of pleasure through her. She could feel how wet she was, the heat of her arousal making her desperate for more. Her hips moved against his hand, her body instinctively seeking the release she craved.

“You’re so wet for me,” Corbin whispered, his voice rough with desire.

His fingers pressed against her clit, his touch firm and deliberate, drawing a soft gasp from her lips. Bella’s head fell back against his shoulder, her body trembling as the pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

And then, just as she was on the edge, Corbin’s hand stilled. Bella’s eyes flew open, a whimper escaping her lips as she turned to look at him. His eyes were dark with need, his lips curved into a wicked smile. Without a word, he unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. Bella’s breath caught, her heart pounding as he reached for her again, his hands sliding her panties to the side.

The first thrust sent a wave of pleasure through her so intense that she had to bite down on her lip to keep from crying out. Her body tightened around him, the heat of him filling her in a way that made her head spin. Corbin moved slowly at first, his hips rocking against hers in a rhythm that was as maddening as it was exhilarating.

But it wasn’t enough. Bella needed more. She gripped the barricade tighter, her body arching into his as she urged him to go faster, harder. Corbin didn’t need much encouragement. His hands tightened on her hips, his thrusts growing more urgent, the sound of their bodies coming together lost in the chaos of the crowd.

Bella could feel herself getting closer, the pleasure building inside her like a storm about to break. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as the tension coiled tighter and tighter. And then, with a final, desperate thrust, she came undone, her body convulsing around Corbin’s as pleasure exploded through her.

Corbin followed soon after, his breath hot against her neck as he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still joined, their breaths mingling in the charged air. And then, slowly, reluctantly, Corbin pulled away, zipping his pants and smoothing her dress down.

Bella’s legs were still shaky, her heart pounding as she turned to look at him.

Corbin’s eyes met hers, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. “Give me your number,” he said, his voice rough with the remnants of desire.

Bella nodded, her hands trembling as she fished her phone out of her purse. They exchanged numbers quickly, their voices barely audible over the roar of the crowd.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. Corbin’s friends called out to him, and he was swept away into the sea of bodies, leaving Bella standing there, her heart racing and her body still humming with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

Sarah turned to her, oblivious. “Bella! Did you see that? They’re amazing!”

Bella forced a smile, her mind still reeling. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

She glanced in the direction Corbin had disappeared, her heart skipping a beat. She didn’t know what had just happened, but she did know one thing: she wanted it to happen again. And soon.

2 - BETRAYAL IN THE ELEVATOR

MF / Cheating / Forced Proximity / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

Lexi stared at her reflection in the hotel mirror, smoothing down her skirt and adjusting the neckline of her top. Las Vegas was as dazzling as she’d imagined, but it was hard to enjoy the glitz and glamour when her mind was consumed by him—Ken, Felicia’s boyfriend. He was everything Lexi shouldn’t want: charming, handsome, and off-limits. But the way he looked at her sometimes, with that spark in his eyes, made her wonder if she was imagining things.

She shook her head, forcing herself to focus. Felicia is my sister. I can’t—won’t—let myself go there.

Felicia burst into the room, her energy infectious as always. “Alright, birthday girl is heading to the casino! You two gonna join me soon, right?” she asked, flashing a bright smile.

Ken, lounging on the bed, gave her a lazy grin. “We’ll catch up. Just finishing breakfast.”

Felicia blew them both a kiss before disappearing out the door, leaving Lexi alone with Ken. The air felt heavier somehow, charged with something unspoken.

They finished their breakfast in silence, the clinking of utensils against plates the only sound. Lexi couldn’t help but notice the way Ken’s eyes lingered on her as she sipped her coffee. Is he flirting? She wasn’t sure. Maybe she was reading too much into it.

But then he leaned closer, his voice low and teasing. “You look good today, Lexi. Vegas suits you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. Why is he saying that? She forced a laugh, brushing it off. “Thanks, Ken. Let’s meet Felicia before she gambles away all her birthday money.”

They headed for the elevator, Lexi’s nerves on edge. She could feel Ken’s presence beside her, his arm brushing against hers as they walked. The elevator doors slid open, and they stepped inside.

Lexi pressed the button for the casino level, and the doors closed with a soft ding. For a moment, everything was normal. Then, without warning, the elevator jolted to a stop. The lights flickered and went out, plunging them into darkness.

Lexi gasped, her heart racing. “What the hell?” she whispered, fumbling for her phone. She turned on the flashlight, the beam illuminating the small space.

Ken was already at the control panel, pressing buttons and trying the emergency call. Nothing worked. “Help button’s dead,” he muttered, frustration edging his voice.

Lexi’s chest tightened. This can’t be happening. She pressed the button again, her hand trembling. Still nothing.

Ken sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Looks like we’re stuck.” He turned to her, his expression softening. “Hey, it’s going to be okay. Help’s probably on the way.” He stepped closer, his arm wrapping around her shoulders.

Lexi froze, her body hyper-aware of his touch. His muscles were firm against her, and the warmth of his body was both comforting and intoxicating. She leaned into him despite herself, her fear mingling with something else—something she didn’t want to name.

A few minutes later, the emergency lights flickered on, casting a dim glow over the elevator. A voice crackled over the intercom. “Attention, passengers. We’re aware of the issue and are working to resolve it. Please remain calm. Help will arrive in a few hours.”

Lexi’s eyes widened. “A few hours? We can’t be stuck here that long!” Ken squeezed her shoulder, his tone reassuring. “We’ll be fine. Think of it as… bonding time.”

Lexi couldn’t help but laugh, though it was tinged with nervousness. “Bonding time? You and me, stuck in an elevator? Sounds thrilling.”

Ken smirked, his eyes glinting in the dim light. “Could be worse, right?” He sat down on the elevator floor, patting the spot beside him.

Reluctantly, Lexi joined him, her skirt brushing against his jeans. They sat in silence for a while, the tension between them thickening.

Eventually, Ken broke the silence. “So, how’s life been? You’ve been pretty quiet lately.”

Lexi shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just… things, you know.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “Things with Felicia?”

The question caught her off guard. “No, no, nothing like that. She’s great. You two seem… happy.”

Ken hesitated, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, about that…” He sighed, running a hand over his face. “I’ve been thinking. I think I’m going to break up with her.”

Lexi’s breath hitched. “What? Why? You guys seem perfect together.”

Ken shook his head, his voice low and serious. “We’re not. It’s… complicated. But the truth is, my heart’s not in it anymore.”

Lexi’s mind raced. Why is he telling me this?

Before she could respond, Ken turned to her, his eyes locking with hers. “And maybe… maybe I’ve been paying attention to the wrong sister.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. Did he just say that?

Before she could process it, Ken leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. Lexi’s eyes widened in shock, but she didn’t pull away. Her guilt screamed at her to stop, but her body betrayed her, leaning into the kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but then Ken deepened it, his hand cupping her face. Lexi’s resolve crumbled, her hands finding their way to his chest. She kissed him back, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. This is wrong. So wrong. But it feels so… right.

When they finally pulled apart, Lexi’s breath was ragged, her cheeks flushed. “Ken, we can’t…” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his expression intense. “I’ve wanted this for a long time, Lexi. I know it’s complicated, but… I can’t keep pretending.”

His words ignited something in her—desire, longing, and a dangerous recklessness. She glanced at the elevator doors, knowing they were still trapped. No one would ever know.

With trembling hands, Lexi reached for the zipper of Ken’s pants. His eyes widened, but he didn’t stop her. She tugged them down, her fingers wrapping around his already hard cock. Ken groaned, his head falling back as she began to stroke him. Lexi’s heart raced, her guilt momentarily overshadowed by the thrill of what she was doing. She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. Ken’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips bucking slightly as she pleasured him.

When she finally pulled away, Ken’s breathing was heavy, his eyes dark with desire. He stood, pulling her to her feet. Lexi turned around, gripping the handrail as she bent over. Ken’s hands slid under her skirt, pulling down her panties. She shuddered as his fingers explored her, teasing her until she was wet and aching for him. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. Lexi bit her lip, her heart pounding as he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

Ken’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts slow at first but quickly growing harder, faster. Lexi moaned, her nails digging into the handrail as he pounded into her. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed in the small space, mingling with their ragged breaths. Lexi’s climax built quickly, crashing over her with an intensity that left her trembling. Ken groaned, his thrusts faltering as he came inside her, his grip on her hips tightening.

When it was over, they stood in stunned silence, the reality of what they’d done sinking in. Lexi’s guilt came crashing back, overwhelming her. “Oh my god, Ken… what did we just do?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Ken turned her around, his hands cupping her face. “I meant what I said, Lexi. I’m going to break up with Felicia. This… this is real for me.”

Lexi’s eyes searched his, torn between her feelings for him and her loyalty to her sister. “But… Felicia…”

Ken shook his head, his expression resolute. “I’ll handle it. I promise.”

The elevator suddenly jolted, the lights flickering back on. Lexi’s eyes widened as the doors opened, revealing the casino floor. Ken quickly straightened his clothes, and Lexi did the same, her hands trembling as she smoothed down her skirt.

They stepped out of the elevator, the vibrant energy of the casino a stark contrast to the intensity of what had just happened. Felicia was nowhere in sight, but the guilt gnawed at Lexi’s stomach. What have I done?

Ken leaned in, his voice low and reassuring. “It’s going to be okay, Lexi. Trust me.”

She nodded, though her mind was racing. As they walked further into the casino, Lexi couldn’t shake the feeling that her life had just been irrevocably changed.

3 - A HAUNTED HOUSE HOOK UP

MF / Cheating / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Gretta’s breath hitched as the dimly lit hallway of the haunted house seemed to close in around her. The air was thick with the scent of fake fog and damp wood, and the distant screams of other visitors echoed through the narrow corridors. She clutched her sweater tighter around her, her heart pounding in her chest.

Where the hell was Scott? They had entered together, but he had been complaining since they stepped through the creaky front door—“This is so overpriced.” “The decorations look like they’re from a dollar store.” “Why are we even doing this?”—and now, somehow, they had gotten separated.

She turned a corner, the floorboards groaning beneath her feet, and nearly jumped out of her skin as a low growl reverberated through the air. A figure emerged from the shadows, his face painted to resemble a decaying zombie, his clothes tattered and stained with fake blood. His piercing green eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, Gretta forgot to breathe.

“Lost, are we?” he asked, his voice low and teasing, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” Gretta stammered, her cheeks flushing.

She couldn’t help but notice the way his broad shoulders filled out the ragged costume, the way his jawline was still sharp beneath the ghoulish makeup.

“I’m Fred,” he said, stepping closer. “I work here. Let me help you find your way.”

Fred’s hand brushed lightly against her arm as he guided her down the hallway, and Gretta felt a shiver run down her spine. She tried to ignore the way her pulse quickened, the way her stomach fluttered as he glanced down at her with that sly grin.

“Is it just me,” Fred said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “or is this place getting a little too hot for you?”

Gretta laughed nervously, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sweater. “Maybe a little.”

Fred stopped in front of a door marked “Employees Only” and leaned against it, his arms crossed. “You know, most people come here to get scared, but I think you’re the kind of woman who likes a little… excitement.”

The way he said it—the way his eyes lingered on her lips—sent a jolt of heat straight to Gretta’s core. She hesitated, her mind racing. This was wrong. She was married. But Scott hadn’t looked at her like that in years, hadn’t made her feel wanted in what felt like an eternity. And Fred… Fred was standing so close, his presence intoxicating, his gaze daring her to take a risk.

Before she could second-guess herself, Fred reached out and cupped her face in his hand, his thumb brushing lightly over her cheek. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Gretta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips barely grazing hers. The world seemed to stop as she felt the warmth of his breath, the faintest hint of peppermint on his tongue. She knew she should pull away, but the ache between her legs was too strong, the need to feel desired too overwhelming.

She kissed him back.

Fred’s lips were insistent, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. Gretta’s fingers tangled in his hair, her body pressing against his as the taste of him filled her senses.

When they finally broke apart, Fred’s eyes were dark with desire. “Let’s get out of here,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He opened the door behind him and pulled her into a small storage room, the shelves lined with costumes and props. The door clicked shut, plunging them into near darkness, the only light coming from a crack under the door.

Fred’s hands were everywhere—his fingers slipping under her sweater, his palms grazing her breasts through the fabric of her bra. Gretta gasped as he nipped at her neck, his teeth leaving a trail of heat down her skin. She could feel the hard length of him pressing against her thigh, and the ache between her legs grew unbearable.

“Tell me you want this,” Fred murmured against her ear, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

Gretta didn’t hesitate this time. “I want this.”

Fred’s hands moved to her skirt, lifting it up and sliding his fingers under the waistband of her panties. Gretta moaned as he found her soaked center, his fingers sliding through her folds with expert precision. He teased her clit, circling it slowly until she was panting, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Fred growled, his breath hot against her neck.

He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and Gretta’s eyes widened at the sight of him. He was big—thick and hard, the head glistening with precum. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his shaft.

Fred groaned as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she sank down, taking as much of him as she could. Her head bobbed slowly at first, her hand stroking what she couldn’t reach, but soon she was moving faster, her lips tightening around him as she sucked him deep.

“Fuck, Gretta,” Fred hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

Gretta moaned around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure up his spine. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hips bucking slightly as he got closer to the edge. But before he could cum, Fred pulled her to her feet, his lips crashing against hers in a searing kiss.

He lifted her skirt again, his fingers finding her clit as he pressed her back against the wall. Gretta whimpered as he rubbed her in tight circles, her hips grinding against his hand.

“I need to feel you,” Fred growled, his voice thick with need.

Gretta nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as he positioned himself at her entrance. With one firm thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers with a rhythm that left her seeing stars.

“You’re so tight,” Fred groaned, his lips trailing hot kisses down her neck.

Gretta’s back arched as he hit a spot deep inside her, her moans mingling with the creak of the wall behind her. The sounds of the haunted house—the screams, the rattling chains—were drowned out by the sound of their bodies coming together, the slap of skin against skin.

Fred’s pace quickened, his thrusts growing more urgent as he felt her walls clenching around him. “Come for me, Gretta,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Her climax hit her like a tidal wave, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Fred groaned as he felt her tighten around him, his own release following moments later. He spilled inside her, his hips jerking as he filled her with every last drop.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing heavy, their bodies still connected. Finally, Fred pulled out, zipping up his pants as Gretta smoothed down her skirt.

“We should get back,” Fred said, his voice calm now, though his eyes still smoldered with desire.

Gretta nodded, her legs still shaky as they stepped out of the storage room and back into the haunted house. The sounds of screaming visitors greeted them once again, the eerie atmosphere a stark contrast to the heat that still lingered between them.

They had only taken a few steps when Gretta heard Scott’s voice. “Gretta! There you are!”

She turned to see her husband hurrying toward her, his face flushed. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking everywhere for you!”

“I got lost,” Gretta said, forcing a smile. “But Fred here helped me find my way back.”

Scott glanced at Fred, nodding stiffly. “Thanks, I guess.”

Fred gave Gretta one last glance, his lips quirking into a small smile. “Anytime,” he said, his eyes locking with hers for just a moment before he turned and disappeared into the shadows.

As Scott led her toward the exit, Gretta couldn’t help but glance back, her heart still racing. She knew she’d never forget what had just happened—the way Fred had made her feel, the secret she now carried.

And as they stepped out into the cool fall air, Gretta couldn’t help but wonder if this was the rekindling she had been searching for—just not with her husband.

4 - A BOLD MOVE AT THE BEACH
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“Can I play?” Miracle’s voice was soft, almost a whisper, but it carried across the small, secluded beach like a breeze.

Her heart was pounding, her chest rising and falling with a rhythm that matched the waves crashing behind her. The couple froze, their bodies intertwined on the blanket, their eyes widening as they turned to look at her.

Randy, the man, was the first to recover. His lips curled into a slow, intrigued smile. “Well, this is a surprise,” he said, his voice deep and smooth.

Eliza, the woman, tilted her head, her expression shifting from shock to curiosity. She didn’t say a word, but her gaze lingered on Miracle, appraising her from head to toe.

Miracle took a tentative step forward, her bare feet sinking into the warm sand. She could feel the weight of their stares, but she didn’t falter. Her boldness surprised even herself. It wasn’t like her to approach strangers like this, especially not in this kind of situation. But she couldn’t help it. She was drawn to them.

—

Moments earlier, she had been sitting on her towel, soaking up the sun and enjoying the solitude of the beach. It was a quiet weekday, and the shore was mostly empty except for a few scattered couples and families. That’s when she spotted them—Randy and Eliza—tucked away in a secluded spot just a short distance from where she was relaxing.

They were hard to miss. Both of them were gorgeous. Randy had a tall, muscular frame, his skin bronzed from hours in the sun. His shoulders were broad, his chest sculpted, and his abs looked like they belonged on a statue. Eliza was just as stunning, with long, toned legs, a narrow waist, and breasts that seemed to defy gravity. They were the kind of couple that turned heads without even trying.

At first, Miracle had tried to look away, feeling a pang of guilt for staring. But she couldn’t help herself. The way they kissed was mesmerizing—slow and passionate, like they were the only two people in the world.

She watched as Randy’s hands roamed over Eliza’s body, his fingers tracing the curve of her back before slipping beneath the waistband of her bikini bottom. Eliza didn’t hesitate. She tugged at his swim trunks, freeing his already-hard cock, and then, without a word, she took him into her mouth.

Miracle’s breath hitched. She felt a heat building between her legs, her arousal impossible to ignore. She glanced around, making sure no one was watching her, and then she slid her hand beneath her bikini bottom. Her fingers found her wetness, and she let out a soft sigh as she began to stroke herself.

She couldn’t take her eyes off the couple. Randy groaned as Eliza bobbed her head, her lips moving up and down his length with practiced ease. Then, she pulled away, straddling him and positioning herself above him. Eliza took him inside her, and Miracle’s fingers moved faster, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she watched the woman ride him, her body undulating with a rhythm that was both hypnotic and primal.

That’s when the idea struck her. It was crazy, reckless even, but she couldn’t shake it. What if she joined them? What if she walked over there and asked if she could be part of their little moment? The thought made her pulse quicken, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement.

—

And now here she was, standing in front of them, her cheeks flushed but her gaze steady.

Randy’s smile widened, and he gestured for her to come closer. “Why not?” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “The more, the merrier.”

Miracle stepped forward, her legs trembling slightly as she approached the blanket.

Eliza reached out, her fingers brushing against Miracle’s arm, sending a shiver down her spine. “I’m Eliza,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “And this is Randy.”

“Miracle,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Eliza’s eyes studied her for a moment, and then she leaned in, her lips meeting Miracle’s in a kiss that was soft and exploratory at first but quickly deepened into something more. Miracle moaned into Eliza’s mouth, her hands finding their way to the woman’s hips as their tongues danced together.

Randy watched, his hand moving lazily over his cock as he took in the sight of the two women. “Now this,” he said, his voice low and gruff, “is a view I could get used to.”

Eliza pulled away from Miracle, her hands sliding down to the waistband of Miracle’s bikini bottom. “Let’s get you out of these,” she murmured, her voice tinged with mischief.

Miracle’s breath caught as Eliza tugged the fabric down her legs, leaving her completely exposed to the warm afternoon air.

She lay back on the blanket, her heart racing as Eliza positioned herself between her legs. The first touch of Eliza’s tongue against her folds made her gasp, her back arching off the blanket. Eliza’s lips and tongue moved with a precision that left Miracle trembling, her hands gripping the blanket as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Randy joined in, his lips brushing against Miracle’s neck as his hands cupped her breasts. He teased her nipples with his tongue, his breath hot against her skin, and Miracle moaned, her body responding to their combined touch in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

Eliza pulled away, her lips glistening, and Randy took her place, settling between Miracle’s legs. He entered her with a slow, deliberate thrust, and Miracle cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move.

Eliza watched, her fingers slipping between her own legs as she stroked herself, her eyes locked on the sight of Randy and Miracle together. Miracle’s moans grew louder, the intensity building until she couldn’t hold back any longer. She came with a shuddering gasp, her body trembling as Randy continued to thrust into her, his own release following soon after.

Eliza let out a soft cry of her own, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm as she watched them.

Miracle lay there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her mind still catching up with what had just happened.

Then Randy pulled out, lying down beside her, and Eliza casually reached for her phone.

“Let’s exchange numbers.”

With a smile, Miracle entered Eliza’s number into her contacts. “I’ll call you, sometime,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire.

5 - A LONG COMMUTE

MF / Public / Exhibitionism / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

The hum of the bus engine was a dull soundtrack to Lottie’s morning routine. She sat toward the back, her legs crossed neatly, a book open in her lap. The pages remained untouched, her eyes instead drifting to the passing cityscape outside. The commute was long, the kind that made her wish she’d brought headphones or something to drown out the monotony. But today, the monotony was about to take a sharp turn.

The bus lurched to a stop, and a man stepped on. Lottie’s gaze flicked up, drawn by the subtle shift in energy. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark, messy hair that looked like he’d run his fingers through it one too many times. His face was all angles, sharp jawline, and a faint shadow of stubble that made him look like he’d rolled out of bed and into this moment. He scanned the bus, his eyes meeting hers for a brief, electric second before he made his way toward her.

“Mind if I sit?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over gravel.

Lottie blinked, caught off guard. The bus was half-empty—why her? But she nodded anyway, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Sure.”

He slid into the seat beside her, his arm brushing hers as he settled in. The warmth of his body was immediate, and Lottie felt a shiver run down her spine.

He glanced at her book, then back at her. “What are you reading?”

“Oh, uh…” She glanced down at the untouched pages. “Just a novel. Something to pass the time.”

He chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that made her stomach do a flip. “Long commute?”

“You have no idea.”

“I’m Greg, by the way,” he said, extending a hand.

She took it, his grip firm and warm. “Lottie.”

“Lottie,” he repeated, as if testing the name on his tongue. “Pretty.”

She felt her cheeks heat but kept her composure. “Thanks.”

They fell into light conversation, the kind that felt effortless. Greg had a way of making her laugh, his humor dry and just a little mischievous. He told her about his job, something involving finance that she didn’t quite follow, but she hung on every word anyway. There was something about him—something magnetic. She couldn’t quite place it, but it was there, tugging at her.

The bus rumbled on, the world outside a blur. At some point, Greg’s knee brushed hers, and he didn’t move it away. Neither did she. The tension between them was palpable, a quiet hum that grew louder with every passing minute. Then, without warning, Greg’s hand found her thigh, just above her knee.

Lottie froze, her breath catching in her throat. She glanced at him, but he was looking straight ahead, his expression neutral, as if nothing had happened. His fingers began to move, slow and deliberate, tracing small circles on her skin. Her heart pounded, her mind racing. Should she stop him? Should she let this happen? The bus was full of people, but no one seemed to notice. It was like they were in their own little bubble, shielded from the world.

Greg’s hand slid higher, pushing up the hem of her skirt. Lottie bit her lip, her pulse quickening. His fingers brushed the edge of her panties, and she had to stifle a gasp. She glanced around nervously, but no one was paying attention. Everyone was lost in their own little worlds—phones, books, headphones. Greg’s fingertips dipped beneath the lace, and Lottie’s breath hitched. He found her wet, already aching, and he didn’t hesitate.

His fingers began to move, slow and deliberate, exploring every inch of her. Lottie’s head fell back against the seat, her eyes fluttering shut. She bit down on her lip, trying to stay quiet, but it was hard. So hard. His touch was electric, sending sparks shooting through her body. She could feel herself unraveling, the tension coiling tighter and tighter with every stroke.

Greg leaned in slightly, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Lottie whimpered softly, her hips shifting instinctively toward his hand. She needed more. She needed him. Her hand found his thigh, squeezing gently, and he let out a low groan. He reached down with his free hand, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock.

He draped his jacket over his lap, creating a makeshift shield, and took her hand, guiding it to his length. Her fingers wrapped around him, and she began to stroke, her movements slow and deliberate.

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps, his grip on her thigh tightening. “You’re killing me, Lottie,” he whispered, his voice strained.

“Good,” she shot back, a smirk playing on her lips.

But he wasn’t satisfied. He wanted more. Needed more. He leaned in again, his lips brushing against her ear. “Ride me,” he murmured, his voice thick with need.

Lottie’s eyes widened, her heart racing. She glanced around, her cheeks flushing. The bus was still full, but no one was paying attention. No one was watching. She hesitated for a moment, then made her decision. She moved the jacket aside, straddling his lap. Greg’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her down onto his cock.

She gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Oh my god,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Greg’s hands moved to her ass, holding her steady as she began to move. Lottie rocked her hips, slow at first, then faster, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She could feel every inch of him, his cock stretching her, filling her in the most delicious way. The sensation was overwhelming, and she had to bite down on her lip to keep from crying out.

Greg’s hands roamed her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. His lips found hers, and they kissed hungrily, their tongues tangling in a desperate dance. Every movement, every touch, sent waves of pleasure crashing through her. She could feel herself on the edge, teetering on the brink of ecstasy.

“Greg,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” he whispered back, his voice strained.

Lottie quickened her pace, her hips grinding against his. She could feel him throbbing inside her, and she knew he was close, too. The tension inside her snapped, and she came with a shuddering gasp, her body convulsing around him. Greg followed suit, his hips bucking as he spilled himself inside her, his grip on her hips almost painful.

They stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily, their foreheads pressed together. Then, reluctantly, Lottie climbed off his lap, adjusting her skirt and smoothing her hair. Greg zipped up his pants, his jacket still draped over his lap. They exchanged numbers, their hands brushing as they passed their phones back and forth.

The bus came to a stop, and Lottie glanced out the window. This was her stop. She stood, her legs still shaky, and smiled down at Greg. “I’ll see you around,” she said, her voice soft.

“Count on it,” he replied, a smirk tugging at his lips.

Lottie stepped off the bus, the cool morning air a stark contrast to the heat that had just consumed her. She couldn’t help but smile to herself as she walked toward her office. The day was off to an interesting start, and she couldn’t wait to see what the rest of it would bring.

6 - WILD NIGHTS AND CITY LIGHTS

MF / Romantic / Public / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Miriam stepped into the dimly lit bar, the hum of conversation and clinking glasses wrapping around her like a second skin. She didn’t come here often, but tonight, she craved something different. Excitement. Danger. A break from the monotony of her routine.

She slid onto a stool at the bar, the leather cool against her thighs as she crossed her legs. Her dress, a deep red that clung to her curves, drew more than a few glances, but she ignored them. She wasn’t here for just anyone.

A man approached, his crisp white shirt rolled up at the sleeves, revealing forearms that hinted at strength. His smile was easy, confident, and his eyes lingered on her just a beat too long. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice smooth, like whiskey over ice.

“Depends,” Miriam said, a smirk playing on her lips. “Are you just here for the drinks?”

“Calvin,” he introduced himself, extending a hand. “In town for work. Thought I’d explore the city's nightlife. Maybe find someone who knows the best spots.”

Miriam took his hand, her grip firm. “Miriam. And you’re in luck. I know all the best spots.”

They talked for hours, the conversation flowing as easily as the drinks Calvin kept ordering. He was charming, witty, and there was something about the way he looked at her—like she was the only person in the room—that set her pulse racing. When he suggested she show him around, she didn’t hesitate.

The waterfront was quiet at this hour, the city lights reflecting off the water like stars. Miriam led Calvin to a secluded beach, the sand cool beneath their feet. The moonlight shone over the gentle waves, and for a moment, they just stood there, watching.

“Beautiful,” Calvin murmured, his gaze on the horizon. Then he turned to her, his eyes darkening. “But not as beautiful as you.”

Miriam felt a thrill run through her. She stepped closer, her hand resting on his chest. “Smooth talker.”

“Just honest,” he said, his voice low.

Their lips met in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened. Calvin’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and Miriam melted into him. The sand crunched beneath their feet, the kiss turning hungry, desperate. Calvin’s fingers crept under her dress, brushing against her inner thigh, and Miriam gasped into his mouth.

“You’re so wet,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

She didn’t answer, her need too overwhelming for words. Calvin’s fingers found her clit, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Miriam’s head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as he worked her body with an expertise that left her trembling. When his fingers slid inside her, she cried out, her hips bucking against his hand.

“Calvin,” she gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His fingers moved faster, deeper, until Miriam’s world shattered. She came with a cry, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. When she finally opened her eyes, Calvin was watching her, a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky.

She reached for his belt, her fingers trembling as she unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Miriam wasted no time. She dropped down to her knees, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she swallowed his length.

Calvin groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him. “Fuck, Miriam,” he muttered, his hips thrusting gently. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him with a hunger that surprised even herself. When he came, his release spilling into her mouth, she swallowed every drop, her lips lingering on him until he shuddered.

“That was amazing,” Calvin said, his voice ragged. “But I want more. Come back to my hotel.”

Miriam hesitated, but only for a moment. She wanted this—wanted him. They left the beach hand in hand, the city lights guiding their way.

Calvin’s hotel room was as luxurious as she’d expected, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city below. Miriam stood by the window, her dress slipping off her shoulders as Calvin’s lips trailed down her neck.

“You’re stunning,” he murmured, his hands sliding the dress down her body until she stood naked before him.

Calvin reached to close the curtains, giving them some privacy.

But Miriam shook her head. “Leave them open.”

Calvin hesitated, then nodded. “Alright.”

He stripped off his clothes, revealing a body that made Miriam’s mouth water. His muscles were lean and defined, his cock already hard again. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length as they kissed, the taste of him still on her lips.

“On the couch,” he whispered, his voice rough with need.

Miriam obeyed, getting on her hands and knees with her ass facing the window. Calvin knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he entered her in one smooth thrust. Miriam cried out, her nails digging into the couch as he began to fuck her, each stroke deeper, harder.

The city below was alive with movement—cars passing, people walking—but Miriam didn’t care. She loved the thrill of being watched, of knowing anyone could see them. Calvin’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers pinching her nipples as he fucked her, and Miriam moaned louder, her body quivering with pleasure.

“I’m close,” Calvin growled, his pace quickening.

“Me too,” Miriam gasped, her climax building with every thrust. When it hit, she screamed, her body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Calvin came moments later, spilling inside her with a groan. They collapsed on the couch, their bodies entwined as they caught their breath.

Calvin brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft. “I’m in town for another week. Let’s do this again.”

Miriam smiled, her heart racing. “I’d like that.”

7 - PLEASING THE BOSS

MF / Boss Employee / Public / Exhibitionism / BDSM / Handjob / Blowjob / Spanking / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Monica adjusted her pencil skirt in the elevator, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She’d chosen it specifically for today—high-waisted, accentuating her curves, but professional enough that no one would suspect her secret. The black lace bra and matching thong she wore underneath were not professional, though. Those were for Preston.

Her heart quickened as the elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished marble, and made her way to the conference room. It was Monday morning, and that meant the weekly strategy meeting. Boring, Monica thought, but she couldn’t help the small thrill that ran through her. Preston would be there.

She entered the room, her eyes immediately finding him at the head of the table. Preston Hastings, CEO of Hastings Enterprises, was the kind of man who commanded attention without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that only added to his air of authority. His sharp blue eyes flicked up as she walked in, and the corner of his mouth twitched in a barely-there smile. Monica felt her cheeks flush as she took her seat at the far end of the table, her notepad and pen ready.

The meeting dragged on as usual. Finance droned about quarterly projections, marketing pitched some new campaign, and Monica dutifully took notes. But her attention was elsewhere. Every so often, she’d glance up, and Preston’s gaze would meet hers, holding it just a moment too long. Her pulse quickened each time. She crossed her legs under the table, trying to distract herself from the ache building between her thighs.

Then it happened. Preston shifted in his chair, his hand disappearing beneath the table. Monica’s breath caught as she saw the slightest movement of his arm. He was unzipping his pants. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She kept her eyes on her notepad, her hand trembling slightly as she pretended to write. A moment later, she felt his foot nudge hers under the table. She glanced up, and he gave her a look—come here.

Monica’s mouth went dry. She hesitated for a split second before sliding her chair closer, her knee brushing against his. His hand found hers in the shadows beneath the table, guiding it toward him. Her fingers brushed against the hard length of his cock, and she swallowed hard.

She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb sliding over the head, already slick with pre-cum. Preston’s expression didn’t change as he leaned back in his chair, his face the picture of calm authority as he continued to listen to whoever was speaking.

Monica’s heart raced as she began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, deliberate motions. She could feel him swelling in her grip, growing harder with each stroke. God, he’s so big, she thought, trying to keep her breathing steady. She glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Everyone was focused on the meeting, completely oblivious to what was happening just inches away.

Preston’s hand tightened around hers, guiding her to quicken her pace. Monica bit her lip to stifle a gasp as she felt his cock pulse in her hand. He was close. She could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, in the way his breathing hitched ever so slightly. His other hand was still on the table, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were deep in thought.

Monica’s hand moved faster, her palm slick with his pre-cum. And then, with a barely perceptible shudder, he came. His cum spilled into her hand, warm and thick, and she quickly wiped it with a tissue discreetly before slipping it into her pocket.

The meeting wrapped up shortly after, and everyone began filing out of the room. Monica stood up, her legs feeling like jelly, and glanced at Preston. He gave her a subtle nod toward his office, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. She followed him without a word, her heart pounding in her chest.

The moment the door to his office clicked shut, Preston turned to her, his eyes blazing. “Lock it,” he commanded, his voice low and gruff.

Monica fumbled with the lock, her hands trembling.

When she turned back around, he was already unbuttoning his suit jacket, tossing it onto the couch. “Get naked,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica swallowed hard, her hands moving to the hem of her blouse. She pulled it over her head, revealing the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts.

Preston’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her bra and thong. His eyes lingered on her body, his approval evident as he stepped closer, his fingers trailing along the curve of her hip.

“I like the lingerie,” he praised. “Now, take it off.”

Monica unhooked her bra and stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor.

“Get on your knees,” Preston said, his voice rough with desire.

Monica obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor in front of him.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock, still slick from earlier. “Suck it,” he commanded, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head as she began to bob her head up and down. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her pace.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting slightly as he pushed himself deeper into her throat.

Monica gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She loved the way he took control, the way he made her feel like she was his. When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and she scrambled to obey, clearing a space as he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes.

She bent over the desk, her ass presented to him, and he stepped closer, his hand coming down on her cheek with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a rush of heat to her core.

He spanked her again, harder this time, and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, his hands spreading her cheeks as he leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Monica’s breath hitched as he began to eat her out from behind, his tongue lapping at her folds before thrusting inside her. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but Preston didn’t seem to care about keeping quiet. He growled against her, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

When she was writhing and begging for more, he finally stood, his cock pressing against her entrance. “You’re mine,” he growled, thrusting into her with one smooth motion.

Monica cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her, hard and fast. Her body clenched around him, her orgasm building with each thrust. When she finally came, her vision blurred, and she could barely hear Preston’s growls over the roar of her own heartbeat.

But he wasn’t done. He pulled out, grabbing a bottle of lube from a drawer and slicking himself up. Monica’s eyes widened as he pressed against her ass, but she didn’t protest. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Preston pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, but then he began to pound her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her ass. Monica’s moans were loud and unrestrained now, her body trembling as she came again, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

Preston followed shortly after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath ragged, before pulling out and stepping back. Monica collapsed onto the desk, her body spent, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face.

“Get dressed,” Preston said, his voice calm now, as if nothing had happened.

Monica obeyed, her legs still shaky as she pulled her clothes back on.

Preston was already buttoning his shirt, his expression back to its usual composed state. “Now,” he said, glancing at her, “back to work.”

8 - TURNED ON IN THE THEATER

MF / Public / Exhibitionism / Voyeurism / Porn / Fingering / Vibrator / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

Dori had been anticipating Garrett’s surprise all day. The way he’d smirked that morning, leaning in close to whisper, “Wear something sexy tonight. And no panties,” had sent a shiver down her spine. His tone left no room for negotiation—not that she’d ever wanted to argue with him. Garrett’s dominant nature was something she craved, something that made her feel both vulnerable and safe.

She’d spent hours agonizing over what to wear, eventually settling on a tight black skirt that hugged her curves and a silky red top that dipped just low enough to tease. When she’d slipped on her heels and glanced in the mirror, she’d felt a thrill of excitement. Whatever he has planned, she thought, it’s going to be good.

Garrett arrived at her apartment right on time, his piercing blue eyes sweeping over her with approval. “Perfect,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

He didn’t explain where they were going, just took her hand and led her to his car. The drive was silent except for the occasional faint hum of the radio, but the tension between them was palpable. Dori could feel the heat of his gaze on her every time he glanced her way, and it made her squirm in her seat.

When they pulled up to the theater, Dori’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. It wasn’t like any theater she’d ever seen before. The marquee was dark and unassuming, and the building itself looked almost abandoned from the outside. But as they walked inside, the atmosphere shifted. The lobby was dimly lit, with a deep red carpet and walls adorned with provocative artwork. A man at the ticket counter gave Garrett a knowing nod, and they were ushered into the screening room.

The theater itself was small and intimate, with plush velvet seats arranged in rows. There were only a handful of other patrons scattered throughout the room, their faces half-hidden in the shadows.

Dori felt a tingle of nervous excitement as Garrett led her to a secluded spot near the back. “Sit,” he ordered, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed instantly, sinking into the chair and crossing her legs demurely.

The lights dimmed, and the screen flickered to life. Dori’s breath caught in her throat as the opening scene began. It was a pornographic film, but not the kind she’d seen before. This was raw, unfiltered passion—a couple on screen tangled in each other, their moans echoing through the theater. Dori felt her cheeks flush, but she couldn’t look away. There was something mesmerizing about the way they moved, their bodies desperate for each other.

Garrett’s hand slid onto her thigh, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her bare skin. “Enjoying the show?” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

She nodded shakily, her heart racing as his touch grew bolder. His fingers crept higher, slipping beneath her skirt to find her already damp. Dori bit her lip to stifle a gasp as he began to stroke her, his movements slow and deliberate. Oh God, she thought, her hips arching instinctively toward his hand.

“You’re so wet,” Garrett whispered, his voice thick with desire.

He pulled his hand away just long enough to reach into his pocket, producing a small vibrator. Dori’s eyes widened as he turned it on, the faint buzzing sound sending a jolt of anticipation through her. He pressed it against her clit, the vibrations making her legs tremble. She clutched the armrests, her knuckles turning white as she fought to keep quiet.

On screen, the couple was fucking now, their bodies moving in perfect sync. The woman moaned loudly, her head thrown back in ecstasy, and Dori felt a pang of envy. She wanted that—wanted to lose herself in the moment the way they were.

Garrett seemed to sense her thoughts, because he leaned in and said, “Let go. I want to hear you.”

Dori whimpered as he slid a finger inside her, the vibrator still pressed firmly against her clit. It was too much and not enough all at once, and she couldn’t hold back the soft moan that escaped her lips.

Garrett smirked, clearly pleased with himself, and then he was unbuckling his belt, freeing his hard cock from his pants. Dori’s breath hitched as he took her hand and guided it to him.

“Stroke me,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed without hesitation, her fingers wrapping around his length and moving in slow, deliberate strokes. Garrett groaned, his hips jerking slightly as she tightened her grip. On screen, the couple was getting even nastier, the man slamming into the woman with wild abandon. Dori could feel her own arousal building, her core throbbing with every touch of the vibrator.

Then she noticed something that made her pulse quicken. A man a few rows ahead had turned in his seat, his eyes fixed on them. He was stroking himself openly, his gaze locked on Dori’s hand as she worked Garrett’s cock. She should have felt embarrassed, but instead, a thrill of excitement shot through her. Let him watch, she thought defiantly. She leaned down, taking Garrett into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his tip before she sank down on him.

Garrett let out a low groan, his fingers threading through her hair as she began to suck him in earnest. She was messy, her lips and chin slick with saliva, but he didn’t seem to care.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting gently against her mouth.

The taste of him, the weight of him on her tongue—it was intoxicating. She could hear the faint sounds of the stranger’s hand moving faster, and it only spurred her on.

When Garrett finally pulled her up, his eyes were dark with hunger. “Ride me,” he ordered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Dori didn’t need to be told twice. She hiked up her skirt, straddling him in the chair, and positioned herself over his cock. The first press of him against her entrance made her gasp, and then she was sinking down, taking him inch by inch until he was fully buried inside her.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Dori had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. She began to move, her hips rocking against his, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. Garrett’s hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she drove them both toward the edge.

On screen, the couple was reaching their climax, their moans filling the theater. Dori couldn’t take her eyes off them, their passion mirroring her own. She could feel her orgasm building, her muscles tightening around Garrett as she rode him harder, faster. His grip on her hips tightened, and then he was coming, his cock pulsing inside her as he let out a low, guttural groan. The sensation pushed her over the edge, her body shuddering as she came with him.

When it was over, they sat there for a moment, breathless and spent.

Dori rested her forehead against Garrett’s, a soft laugh escaping her lips. “That was…” she trailed off, unable to find the words.

“Incredible,” he murmured. “Wanna do it again sometime?”

Dori smiled. “Absolutely.”

As they walked out of the theater, Dori felt an even deeper connection to Garrett. She was his, and she couldn’t wait for their next adventure.

9 - THE MASQUERADE BALL
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The email popped into Joy’s inbox like a secret waiting to be uncovered. She stared at the subject line: Masquerade Ball Invitation. Her heart skipped a beat. It had been months since she and Curtis had joined that swinger’s group online, and they’d forgotten all about it. But here it was, staring back at her like a dare.

She clicked open the email, her eyes scanning the details: Masks required. Adult fun promised. Her cheeks flushed as she read the words again, her mind racing. What would Curtis think? She hesitated for a moment before calling out to him.

“Curtis, come here a second!”

He appeared in the doorway, his brow furrowing as he saw her expression. “What’s up?”

She turned her laptop toward him, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. “This... just came in. It’s an invitation to a masquerade ball. From that group we joined... you know, the one for swingers.”

Curtis leaned in, his eyes scanning the screen. A slow smile spread across his face. “Adult fun promised?” he read aloud, his tone teasing. He looked at her, his eyes gleaming with curiosity. “What do you think?”

Joy bit her lip, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts. “I don’t know. It’s... unexpected. But... intriguing,” she admitted.

Curtis nodded, his excitement growing. “Let’s do it. What’s the worst that could happen? We go, have a drink, and leave if it’s not our thing.”

Joy hesitated for a moment longer before finally nodding. “Okay. Let’s go.”

A few days later, the masks arrived. Joy’s was adorable—a black cat with delicate whiskers and tiny ears perched atop it. She paired it with a set of sexy black lingerie she’d bought specifically for the occasion, her heart racing as she imagined the night ahead. Curtis’s mask was bold—an owl with intricate feather details that gave him an air of mystery.

The night of the ball, they dressed carefully. Joy slipped into a strapless black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, while Curtis looked dashing in a tailored suit. They drove to the mansion, the anticipation between them palpable.

As they approached the grand entrance, Joy’s nerves flared. “What if it’s... weird?” she whispered.

Curtis squeezed her hand. “Then we leave. But let’s at least check it out.”

Inside, the mansion was opulent, with chandeliers casting a warm glow over the room. Three other couples were already there, all wearing masks of their own. The atmosphere was comfortable, with soft music playing in the background and an open bar beckoning.

Curtis turned to Joy. “Want a drink?”

She nodded, grateful for something to steady her nerves. “Yes, please.”

As Curtis headed to the bar, Joy stood awkwardly for a moment before a man approached her. He was wearing a green mask that covered his eyes, leaving just enough of his face exposed to reveal a handsome smile.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Joy felt a flutter in her chest. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended.

They chatted for a few moments, Joy finding herself enjoying his company more than she expected. He was charming, his wit making her laugh as they exchanged light banter.

When Curtis returned with her drink, the man in the green mask excused himself with a polite nod.

Joy took the glass, her eyes meeting Curtis’s. “Having fun?” he asked, a playful smile on his lips.

“More than I thought I would,” she admitted.

The music shifted, and Curtis set his drink down. “Dance with me?”

She nodded, letting him lead her to the center of the room. They moved together, their bodies close, the chemistry between them electric.

After a few songs, the couples began to switch partners. Joy found herself in the arms of the man in the green mask. He was taller than Curtis, his movements confident as they danced. His hand rested on the small of her back, sending a tingling sensation through her.

Joy glanced over to see Curtis dancing with a woman in a sequined mask. They looked comfortable together, and Joy felt a flicker of something—not jealousy, but excitement.

As the music slowed and the lights dimmed, the man in the green mask leaned in closer. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Joy’s heart raced. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He took her hand, leading her to a secluded area with plush couches. They sat down, their eyes locked. Without a word, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, but it quickly deepened, their passion igniting.

Joy’s body responded instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as he pulled her closer. His hands roamed her body, exploring every curve. She felt alive, her inhibitions melting away.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he whispered, his voice dripping with desire.

Joy’s breath hitched as he gently turned her around, bending her over the couch. His hand came down on her ass with a sharp spank, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She moaned, her body trembling with anticipation.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, before sliding her panties down. His hands explored her bare skin, his touch electric. He knelt behind her, his breath hot against her most sensitive area.

As his tongue teased her, Joy’s moans filled the air. She glanced over to see Curtis with the woman in the sequined mask, their bodies entwined. The sight only heightened her arousal, her desire burning brighter.

The man in the green mask devoured her, his tongue driving her to the edge. Joy’s body shook as she came, her cries of pleasure echoing in the room.

Before she could catch her breath, he was positioning her on her hands and knees. He got behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt him enter her, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Joy’s head fell forward, her moans unrestrained.

As she looked up, Curtis was suddenly there, his cock in hand. He pushed it toward her mouth, and she eagerly took him in, her lips wrapped around him as she sucked.

The man in the green mask pounded into her, his rhythm relentless. Curtis groaned above her, his hands tangling in her hair. The sensations overwhelmed her, her body trembling as she came again.

Curtis pulled out, his cum coating her tongue as he finished. The man in the green mask thrust one final time, pulsing inside her as he reached his climax.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies connected, the room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure. Then, slowly, they pulled apart.

Joy and Curtis exchanged a glance, their eyes filled with unspoken understanding.

The man in the green mask smiled at her, his hand brushing against her cheek. “You were amazing,” he said, his voice still husky with desire.

Joy smiled back, her heart still racing. “So were you.”

As they all began to dress, Curtis leaned in close to Joy. “So... we’re coming to the next one, right?”

She laughed, her body still tingling from the experience. “Definitely.”

They said their goodbyes, promising to stay in touch, and headed back to their car. The night had been unforgettable, and Joy knew one thing for sure: their love life was about to get a lot spicier.

As they drove away from the mansion, Joy’s mind was already racing with possibilities. What would the next party bring? Who would they meet? And what new adventures would they embark on?

She glanced over at Curtis, a knowing smile on her lips. “So... what did you think of the woman in the sequined mask?”

Curtis chuckled, his hand reaching for hers. “She was... interesting. But no one compares to you.”

Joy’s heart swelled, her excitement for the future ignited. They were in this together, ready to explore whatever came next.

The night had been a swinging surprise, and they were just getting started.

10 - REIGNITING PASSION ON THE TRAIL
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The sun filtered through the canopy of trees, casting dappled light on the dirt trail beneath their feet. January adjusted the straps of her backpack, feeling the warmth of the late morning air against her skin. She glanced over at Hank, who was walking beside her, his hiking boots crunching on the loose gravel.

His khaki shorts and loose-fitting t-shirt gave him a rugged, carefree look that she hadn’t noticed in a while—or maybe she hadn’t been looking. Life had been busy lately, their routines predictable, their nights together... functional. But today was different. Today was about reconnecting.

“This was a great idea,” Hank said, his voice breaking the easy silence between them. He smiled at her, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “It’s been too long since we’ve done something like this.”

January returned his smile, her heart lifting at the sound of his approval. “I thought so too. It’s nice to get away from everything for a while. Just us.”

They’d been walking for about an hour, the trail winding through a dense forest that seemed to stretch endlessly in every direction. The air was thick with the scent of pine and earth, and the occasional chirp of birds or rustle of leaves in the breeze added to the sense of isolation. January loved it. Out here, there were no distractions, no schedules, no reminders of the mundane. It was just the two of them, alone in nature.

Up ahead, she spotted a wooden bench nestled beneath a large oak tree. “Let’s take a break,” she suggested, nodding toward the bench. Hank agreed, and they made their way over, shedding their backpacks and sitting down side by side.

For a moment, they just sat there, listening to the sounds of the forest. January leaned back, closing her eyes and letting the tranquility wash over her. But then she felt Hank shift beside her, his arm brushing against hers. She opened her eyes and turned to see him watching her, a playful glint in his gaze.

“What?” she asked, laughing softly.

Hank grinned. “You’re beautiful, you know that?”

Her cheeks warmed at the compliment. “You’re just saying that because I packed the snacks.”

He chuckled, leaning closer. “Maybe. Or maybe I’ve just been thinking about how lucky I am to have you.”

January’s breath caught in her throat. It wasn’t the words themselves—it was the way he said them, with a sincerity that made her heart ache. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “I’m the lucky one.”

Hank’s gaze softened, and he closed the distance between them, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that started soft, almost tentative, but quickly deepened. January felt a shiver run through her as his hand cupped the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. She kissed him back, her body leaning into his, their connection sparking something inside her that had been dormant for too long.

The world around them faded away as they kissed, the only sounds the rustling of leaves and the soft moan that escaped January’s lips. Hank’s other hand found her waist, pulling her closer until she was practically in his lap. She could feel the heat of his body through their clothes, the firmness of his chest against hers, and it made her pulse quicken.

“Hank,” she breathed when they finally pulled apart, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah?” His eyes searched hers, dark with desire.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she kissed him again, her hands sliding down his chest and over his stomach. She felt him tense beneath her touch, a low growl escaping his throat as her fingers dipped below the waistband of his shorts. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and she could feel the hardness of him against her palm.

Hank’s hands weren’t idle either. He fumbled with the buttons of her hiking pants, his fingers slipping inside to brush against the fabric of her panties. January gasped, her hips instinctively arching toward his touch. He didn’t waste any time, sliding a finger beneath the lace and finding her already wet and ready.

“God, January,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough. “You feel amazing.”

She moaned softly as he began to stroke her, his fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles. Her own hand tightened around his length, her thumb brushing over the slick tip of him. Hank groaned, his hips bucking into her grip.

“Not here,” January whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Someone might see.”

Hank pulled back slightly, his breathing ragged. “There’s no one around for miles,” he said, his gaze locking with hers. “Just us.”

January hesitated for only a moment before nodding. Hank wasted no time, unbuttoning his shorts and freeing himself from the confines of the fabric. January’s eyes dropped to his erection, her mouth watering at the sight of him. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around him and giving him a slow, teasing stroke. Hank’s breath hitched, his head falling back against the bench as she began to work him, her hand moving in a steady rhythm.

But she wanted more. Without a word, she slid off the bench and knelt in front of him, her hands resting on his thighs. Hank’s eyes widened as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the sensitive tip of him. She heard him mutter something under his breath, but she didn’t stop, her tongue darting out to taste him. He was salty and warm, and the sound of his ragged breathing only spurred her on.

January took him into her mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around him as she began to bob her head up and down. Hank’s hands found her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as she worked him, her tongue swirling around his length. The sounds he made—deep, guttural moans that sent a thrill through her—were almost as intoxicating as the act itself.

“January,” he groaned, his hips lifting off the bench involuntarily. “You’re killing me.”

She pulled back slightly, looking up at him through her lashes. “Good,” she said, her voice husky. “You deserve it.”

She didn’t give him a chance to respond, taking him back into her mouth with a renewed intensity. Hank’s grip on her hair tightened, his body trembling as she brought him closer and closer to the edge. But before he could finish, he stopped her, gently pulling her away.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice strained. “I want more.”

January didn’t need to be told twice. She stood up, quickly shedding her pants and panties, and straddled Hank’s lap. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her as she positioned herself above him. She hesitated for just a moment, her eyes meeting his, before sinking down onto him, taking him deep inside her.

The sensation was electric, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she felt him fill her completely. Hank’s hands tightened on her hips, his breathing shallow as she began to move, her body rising and falling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The forest around them seemed to fade into the background, the only sounds their shared breaths and the soft rustle of leaves above.

“You feel so good,” Hank whispered, his voice rough with desire. His hands moved up to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt.

January moaned, her movements becoming more urgent as she rode him, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as she neared the edge. Hank’s grip on her hips tightened, his own rhythm becoming more erratic as he fought to hold on.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

January nodded, her eyes locked on his. “Me too,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

They came together, Hank’s body shuddering beneath hers as he spilled inside her, his release triggering her own climax. January cried out, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged, her heart pounding in her ears.

For a long moment, they just sat there, their bodies pressed together, their breathing slowly returning to normal. January lifted her head, her eyes meeting Hank’s. There was something in his gaze—something raw and unfiltered—that made her heart skip a beat. She leaned in, kissing him deeply, her fingers tangling in his hair.

When they finally pulled apart, January felt a sense of peace she hadn’t felt in a long time. She’d missed this—missed him. And as they sat there, wrapped in each other’s arms, she knew that she’d found exactly what she’d been looking for.

11 - DRAGGED TO THE BAR
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Harriet wasn’t sure why she’d agreed to come to the bar. The bass-heavy music vibrated through her chest, the flashing lights made her head ache, and the sticky floor clung to her shoes with every step. She felt out of place, like a puzzle piece jammed into the wrong box.

But Polly had insisted. “You need to loosen up, Harry. It’s college, not a monastery!” Polly’s words echoed in her mind as she sipped her second drink, the taste of cheap vodka and cranberry juice burning her throat.

Polly, of course, had already vanished. One minute, she’d been dancing with a guy who looked like he’d stepped out of a rom-com montage—tousled hair, leather jacket, and all. The next, she’d whispered something in the guy’s ear, giggled, and disappeared into the crowd.

Harriet scanned the room, her stomach churning with a mix of annoyance and anxiety. She probably went off to hook up with him, Harriet thought bitterly. Typical Polly.

Harriet slumped against the bar, staring into her half-empty glass. She should’ve stayed home. Netflix and a pint of ice cream sounded infinitely better than this sensory overload. She was about to call it a night when a smooth, deep voice cut through the noise.

“Hey, you look like you could use another drink.”

Harriet turned, her heart skipping a beat. The man standing beside her was impossibly handsome. Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of his fitted shirt, and his dark eyes gleamed with a mix of confidence and mischief. He had the kind of jawline that belonged on a movie poster, and his smile—warm, inviting—made Harriet’s stomach flutter in a way she hadn’t felt in ages.

“I’m Jack,” he said, extending a hand.

“Harriet,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm but gentle, and his skin was warm against hers.

“Harriet,” he repeated, as if testing the name on his tongue. “Beautiful name for a beautiful girl.”

She blushed, her cheeks heating under his gaze. “I’m… not really a bar person,” she admitted, gesturing to the chaos around them.

Jack laughed, a rich, velvety sound that made her knees weak. “Neither am I, honestly. But sometimes, life surprises you.”

He flagged down the bartender and ordered her another drink—something fruity and sweet, completely unexpected but somehow perfect.

Harriet sipped it cautiously, the flavors dancing on her tongue. “Thank you,” she said softly.

“You’re welcome.” Jack leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re not like the other girls here, are you?”

Harriet’s pulse quickened. “What do you mean?”

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Most girls would be out on the dance floor, trying to get noticed. You’re just… here.”

“Is that a bad thing?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Not at all.” He reached out, gently tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “It’s refreshing.”

Harriet’s heart was pounding now, her mind racing. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention—especially not from someone like Jack. But there was something about him, something magnetic. She couldn’t look away.

“Join me?” he asked, nodding toward a booth in the corner.

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers tightening around her glass. But then she nodded, letting him take her hand and lead her through the crowd. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, and she couldn’t help but notice how his fingers laced perfectly with hers.

They slid into the booth, their thighs brushing as they sat down. Jack draped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. The warmth of his body was intoxicating, and Harriet found herself leaning into him, her nerves melting away.

“So, Harriet,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?”

She laughed, the sound lighter than she’d expected. “My friend dragged me here. She’s… well, she’s off doing her own thing now.”

Jack grinned. “Her loss.”

He ordered a round of shots, and they clinked their glasses together, the liquid burning its way down Harriet’s throat. The alcohol buzzed in her veins, loosening her inhibitions. When Jack leaned in, his lips brushing against hers, she didn’t pull away.

The kiss started soft, tentative. But when Harriet kissed him back, it deepened, their mouths moving together with a hunger that surprised her. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her hands tangling in his hair.

Jack’s hand slipped under her skirt, his fingers trailing up her thigh. Harriet gasped, her breath hitching as his touch grew bolder. He found the edge of her panties, teasing her through the thin fabric.

“Jack…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured against her lips. “Relax.”

He slid a finger inside her, and Harriet’s eyes fluttered shut. The sensation was electric, her body responding instinctively. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips arching into his hand.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Does that feel good?”

She nodded, her words caught in her throat. His thumb circled her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Jack pulled his hand away, and Harriet almost whimpered at the loss. But then he unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, and Harriet’s breath hitched as she wrapped her hand around it.

“That’s it,” Jack groaned, his hips pushing into her grip. “Just like that.”

She stroked him slowly at first, feeling the velvet skin beneath her fingers. But as his breathing grew heavier, she sped up, her thumb swiping over the head of his cock. Jack’s hand gripped her thigh, his body tensing.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his voice low and rough.

Harriet didn’t stop, her hand working him until he came with a moan, his release spilling over her fingers. She wiped her hand on a napkin, her heart racing as she looked around. No one seemed to notice.

Before she could catch her breath, Jack slid under the table, his hands pushing her skirt up. He tugged her panties down her legs, tossing them aside. Harriet’s face flushed as he positioned himself between her thighs, his breath hot against her skin.

“Jack, what if someone sees?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“They won’t,” he assured her, his lips brushing against her inner thigh. “Don’t worry.”

His tongue flicked against her clit, and Harriet’s back arched, her hands gripping the edge of the table. He lapped at her slowly at first, teasing her, before diving in with a hunger that left her breathless.

Harriet bit her lip to stifle a moan, her legs trembling as Jack’s tongue worked its magic. The pleasure built and built until she couldn’t hold back anymore, her body convulsing as she came with a silent scream.

Jack slid back into the booth, a smug grin on his face. “You’re amazing,” he said, his voice husky.

Harriet’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t help but smile. “That was… unexpected.”

He laughed, pulling her close. “Like I said, life surprises you.”

They exchanged numbers, Harriet’s hands still shaking as she typed in her contact info. Just as she tucked her phone back into her purse, Polly appeared, her hair a mess and her lipstick smudged.

“Harry! There you are!” Polly exclaimed, plopping down beside her. “Having fun?”

Harriet glanced at Jack, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Yeah,” she said softly. “I am.”

12 - USER352’s REQUEST
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Caryn stared at her phone, her heart pounding as the message from User352 lit up the screen. “I’ll pay you for pictures. Nothing crazy to start—just something simple. Let me know if you’re interested.”

She hesitated, her thumb hovering over the keyboard. The rent was due, her bank account was dangerously low, and the temp jobs she’d been scraping by on weren’t cutting it. She bit her lip, glancing around her tiny apartment as if someone might catch her considering this. “What’s the harm?” she whispered to herself. “It’s just pictures, right?”

She typed back, “What kind of pictures?”

The reply came fast, almost as if he’d been waiting for her to ask. “Feet. Start with that. If you’re comfortable, we can go from there. $20 per set.”

Feet? Caryn glanced down at her bare feet, her toes painted a chipped shade of red. It felt strange, almost silly, but it wasn’t like she was exposing anything… right? She took a deep breath, her fingers trembling as she typed, “Okay. I’ll do it.”

She propped her phone on the edge of her coffee table, angling it to capture her feet. She curled her toes, stretched them out, and even added a little prop—a high heel she’d worn once to a job interview. She snapped a few shots, her cheeks burning as she reviewed them. They were… fine. Nothing scandalous. Just feet. She sent them off, her stomach twisting as she waited for his response.

The notification came almost immediately. “Perfect. Here’s your payment.”

Her banking app pinged, and she stared in disbelief as $20 appeared in her account. She couldn’t help but laugh, a nervous, giddy sound. That had been… easy. Too easy.

“Let’s step it up,” User352 messaged. “A video this time. You, a dildo, and a little dirty talk. $100.”

Caryn’s breath hitched. Her eyes darted to the drawer where she kept her vibrator, a gift from an ex that she hadn’t touched in months. “This is crazy,” she muttered, but her fingers were already typing, “Okay. Give me a minute.”

She set up her phone on her tripod, the camera facing her bed. She stripped down, her hands shaking as she pulled off her clothes. Standing there naked, she felt exposed in a way she hadn’t before. But the thought of that $100 made her push past the nerves. She grabbed the dildo, positioning herself on the bed, and pressed record.

“Hey,” she began, her voice trembling. “You wanted to see me, didn’t you? Let me show you how much I need this…”

She started slow, teasing herself with the tip of the dildo, her moans soft and hesitant at first. But as she got into it, her confidence grew. She arched her back, her breaths coming faster as she pushed the dildo deeper, whispering things she hadn’t even realized she could say out loud. “Fuck, I wish this was you. I need you inside me, filling me up…”

When she finished, she sent the video without giving herself time to second-guess it. The payment came through instantly, and she collapsed onto the bed, her heart racing. $100. For… that. It felt surreal. And exciting. And… addicting.

The next message made her sit bolt upright. “Here’s the next step. I want you to go to the corner of 5th and Maple. Dress sexy. Find a guy. Film yourself with him. $1,000.”

Caryn’s stomach dropped. “What? No. That’s… too much.”

“It’s just sex,” User352 countered. “You’ll be safe. And think about the money. $1,000, Caryn. For one night. You’ll be set for months.”

She stared at the screen, her mind racing. $1,000. It was more than she’d made in weeks. Her rent, her bills, her groceries—all of it would be covered. She thought about her empty fridge, the eviction notice she’d been avoiding. Could she really do this?

“Okay,” she typed, the word feeling heavy as she sent it. “I’ll do it.”

She dressed in a barely-there skirt and a crop top that left little to the imagination. Her heels clicked against the pavement as she walked to the corner, her heart pounding with every step. The street was quiet, the air thick with the scent of rain. She stood there, feeling absurd, until a voice broke the silence.

“Hey, beautiful.”

She turned to see a man approaching her. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a cocky grin. “Name’s Keith,” he said, his eyes raking over her. “How much?”

Caryn swallowed hard. “It’s… free. But I need to film it. Is that okay?”

Keith’s grin widened. “Hell yeah, it’s okay.”

They walked down a dimly lit alley, the sound of their footsteps echoing off the walls. Caryn’s hands were shaking as she pulled out her phone, handing it to Keith. “Just… start filming, okay?”

Keith pressed record, the red light of the camera blinking as he focused on her. Caryn took a deep breath, her nerves giving way to something else as she dropped to her knees in front of him. She unzipped his pants, her fingers trembling as she pulled out his cock. It was big—bigger than she’d expected—and her mouth watered as she leaned forward, taking him in.

“Fuck,” Keith groaned, the camera capturing every second as she bobbed her head, her lips stretching around him.

Her gag reflex kicked in, but she pushed through, her moans muffled as she took him deeper. “That’s it, baby. You’re so fucking hot.”

When he came, it was with a guttural growl, his cum splattering across her face. Caryn gasped, her cheeks flushed as he kept filming, capturing every drop as it slid down her chin.

“Bend over,” Keith ordered, his voice rough with need.

Caryn obeyed, pulling up her skirt and leaning over a dumpster. She felt him press against her, his cock sliding into her with a groan. The camera kept rolling as he fucked her, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts hard and relentless. Caryn’s moans grew louder, her body responding to him despite the circumstances.

“You like that, don’t you?” Keith grunted, his pace quickening.

Yes, she did. She couldn’t deny it. Her orgasm hit her unexpectedly, her body trembling as he pounded into her. Keith came with a shout, his cum filling her as the camera captured every messy, intimate detail.

When it was over, Caryn sent the video to User352 without a second thought. The payment came through instantly, and she stared at the notification, her chest heaving. $1,000. Just like that.

She was hooked. The money, the thrill, the power—it was intoxicating. “What’s next?” she typed, her fingers trembling with anticipation.

13 - LOST IN PARADISE

MF / Romantic / Public / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The sun hung low in the sky, painting the tropical island in hues of gold and amber. The air was thick with the scent of blooming flowers and salty sea breeze. Jenny and Kirk wandered hand in hand along the winding jungle path, their laughter mingling with the symphony of chirping birds and rustling leaves. It was their first vacation together in years, and they were determined to make every moment count.

As they approached the ancient volcano, Kirk tightened his grip on Jenny’s hand. She glanced up at him, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Think we’ll get to see lava?” she teased, nudging him playfully with her elbow.

Kirk chuckled, his deep voice reverberating through the dense foliage. “Probably not, but the view’s supposed to be unforgettable.”

The path grew steeper, and the couple followed the tour group up the rugged terrain. When they finally reached the mouth of the volcano, Jenny gasped. The crater sprawled before them, vast and otherworldly. The sun’s rays danced on the jagged rocks, casting long shadows across the ground. The horizon stretched endlessly, a breathtaking canvas of ocean and sky.

Without a word, Kirk turned to Jenny, his eyes filled with admiration. He cupped her face in his hands and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was soft at first, a gentle caress that quickly deepened into something more. Jenny’s heart raced as she leaned into him, her fingers tangling in his hair.

They broke apart reluctantly, the guide’s voice calling the group back to the trail. Kirk took her hand again, and they began the descent. The jungle seemed even more alive now, the air humming with energy.

About halfway down, Kirk stopped suddenly, his eyes fixed on a tree ahead. “Jenny, look,” he whispered, pointing. Perched on a branch was a monkey, its fuzzy face peering curiously at them.

Jenny’s eyes widened with delight. “He’s adorable!” she breathed, stepping closer.

The monkey chattered, its tiny hands clutching a piece of fruit. For a moment, they were both lost in the moment, their worries forgotten.

When they turned to rejoin the group, their smiles faded. The path was empty, the sounds of chatter and footsteps gone.

Jenny’s stomach dropped. “Kirk…” she said, her voice trembling. “Where is everyone?”

His brow furrowed as he scanned the area. “I… I’m not sure. They must’ve gone ahead.”

Jenny’s panic surged. “You said we were fine! You told me to stop worrying!” Her voice cracked, and she clenched her fists. “Now we’re lost in the middle of nowhere!”

Kirk reached for her, his hands steady but his eyes filled with guilt. “Jenny, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen. I just… I thought it would be fun.”

“Fun?!” she snapped, her chest heaving. “This is anything but fun, Kirk!”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling sharply. “Okay, okay. Let’s just stay calm. We’ll call for help, and someone will find us.”

They shouted into the jungle, their voices echoing against the trees. But there was no response, only the distant calls of birds. The shadows grew longer as the sun dipped lower, casting an eerie glow over the landscape.

Jenny sank onto a large fallen log, her shoulders slumping. “What if no one comes?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Kirk sat beside her, his hand resting on her knee. “They’ll come. I promise. We just have to wait.”

She turned to him, her eyes brimming with tears. “I’m sorry for blaming you. I was just… scared.”

He smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “It’s okay. I get it.” His fingers traced her cheek, and she leaned into his touch. Slowly, he tilted her chin up and pressed his lips to hers.

The kiss was tender at first, a silent promise that they were in this together. But then something shifted, the fear and tension giving way to something hotter, more urgent. Jenny’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers gripping his shirt as their mouths moved together in a desperate rhythm.

Kirk’s hands wandered, sliding beneath her t-shirt. He pulled it over her head, revealing her bare skin glistening in the fading light. His lips trailed down her neck, leaving a path of fire as he reached her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, his tongue circling and teasing until she gasped.

“Kirk,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Her hands fumbled with his belt, unzipping his pants and freeing his hard cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch sending shivers through his body.

Then, without warning, Jenny dropped to her knees, her eyes locked on his. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. Kirk groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him with an intensity that left him breathless.

“Jenny,” he muttered, his voice rough. “God, you’re amazing.”

She smiled around him, her lips curving in a way that drove him wild. But he couldn’t let her have all the fun. He pulled her to her feet, his hands sliding down to her shorts. He peeled them off, along with her panties, leaving her completely exposed.

Jenny leaned over the log, her back arched invitingly. Kirk stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her in one swift motion, both of them gasping at the sensation. He began to move, his thrusts steady and deep, each one driving her closer to the edge.

“Yes,” Jenny moaned, her nails digging into the wood. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace quickened, his body slamming into hers with a force that left them both trembling. Jenny cried out as she came, her walls tightening around him. Kirk followed soon after, his release spilling inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies entwined and their breaths ragged. Then, faintly, they heard voices in the distance.

“Wait,” Jenny said, her head snapping up. “Do you hear that?”

Kirk froze, listening. “Yeah. It’s the group!” he exclaimed, a grin spreading across his face.

They scrambled to get dressed, their hearts racing with excitement as they shouted for help.

That’s when they heard it. “Jenny! Kirk!” People were looking for them, and the voices were getting closer.

“We’re here! We’re here!” Kirk shouted, his voice echoing through the trees.

Finally, the tour guide appeared, looking badly shaken. “Thank goodness you’re safe,” he said, his eyes full of concern.

He handed each of them a bottle of water, which they eagerly accepted.

As they walked back towards civilization, Kirk took Jenny’s hand. “I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” she replied, her fingers interlocking with his.

Surprisingly, getting lost in the jungle had made their relationship stronger than ever. Their vacation was turning out to be an unforgettable one, and Jenny was grateful for every minute she got to spend with Kirk.

14 - SUBMISSION IN THE PARK

MF / BDSM / Public / Exhibitionism / Masturbation / Dildo / Vibrator / Teasing / Fingering / PIV Sex

Jayla’s heart raced as she stood in front of the mirror, her fingers trembling slightly as she adjusted the hem of her tiny skirt. Alex’s voice still echoed in her mind, his command sharp and clear: “Put on something sexy. Something that shows you’re mine.” She’d obeyed, of course—she always did.

The tube top clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination, and the skirt was so short it barely grazed the tops of her thighs. Her thigh-high boots hugged her legs, the leather smooth and cool against her skin. She shivered, not from the cold but from the anticipation of what was to come.

Alex was waiting for her downstairs, a small duffle bag slung over his shoulder. His dark eyes scanned her from head to toe, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “Perfect,” he said, his voice low and approving.

Jayla felt a flush of pride mixed with nerves. She loved pleasing him, loved the way he looked at her like she was his possession. His to command. His to enjoy.

They drove in silence, the tension between them thick and electric. Jayla’s mind raced with possibilities. She didn’t know where they were going, but she trusted Alex implicitly. He always knew how to push her boundaries, how to make her feel both exposed and cherished. When he pulled into the parking lot of a secluded park, her breath hitched. It was late, the sun barely a sliver on the horizon, and the park was empty. But still, the idea of being out in the open like this sent a thrill of both fear and excitement through her.

Alex grabbed the duffle bag and led her to a bench under a cluster of trees. The air was cool, the faint chirping of crickets the only sound around them. He sat down, spreading his legs slightly, and patted the space beside him. Jayla obeyed, her movements careful and deliberate. She could feel his gaze on her, dark and hungry, as she crossed her legs demurely.

“Take this,” he said, pulling a dildo from the bag and handing it to her.

Jayla’s eyes widened, her cheeks flushing.

“Fuck yourself for me,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

She hesitated, her fingers tightening around the toy. This was new—more exposed, more daring than anything they’d done before. But the look in Alex’s eyes told her he wouldn’t accept anything less than complete obedience.

With trembling hands, Jayla lifted her skirt, exposing herself fully to him. The cool night air kissed her skin, sending a shiver down her spine. She could feel Alex’s eyes on her, watching every movement, every flicker of emotion that crossed her face.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against her entrance, biting her lip as she slowly slid it inside herself. “Oh,” she moaned softly, the sensation both foreign and familiar. Her body responded to the fullness, her hips rocking instinctively.

“That’s it,” Alex murmured, his voice a low growl. “Show me how good you can be for me.”

Jayla obeyed, her movements growing more confident as she worked the toy in and out of herself. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her legs trembling with the effort to keep herself steady. She could feel the heat building inside her, the tension coiling tighter and tighter. Alex watched her intently, his hand resting on her thigh, his thumb stroking lazy circles against her skin.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice thick with approval. “But I think it’s time for something else.”

He took the dildo from her, setting it aside, and pulled out a small vibrator. Jayla’s breath caught as he turned it on, the low hum sending a jolt of anticipation through her. He pressed it against her clit, the sensation almost overwhelming. Her back arched, a sharp cry escaping her lips as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I’m so close.”

“Not yet,” Alex said firmly, his tone leaving no room for argument. He kept the vibrator pressed against her, teasing her mercilessly as she writhed under his touch. Jayla’s fists clenched the edge of the bench, her knuckles white as she tried to keep herself from falling apart. She wanted to cum, needed to cum, but Alex’s command held her back.

Finally, he turned off the vibrator and stood, pulling her to her feet. “Come with me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Jayla followed him into the bushes, her legs still shaky from the intensity of his touch. He pressed her against a tree, his body pressing into hers from behind. His fingers slid between her legs, finding her wet and ready.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured as he finger-fucked her slowly, deliberately. Jayla’s head fell back against his shoulder, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

“Please,” she begged again, her voice barely a whisper.

Alex didn’t make her wait this time. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and pressed the tip against her entrance. Jayla’s breath hitched as he pushed inside her, stretching her in the most delicious way. He gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body.

“That’s it,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “Take it, Jayla. Take everything I give you.”

Her body responded to his words, her hips rocking back against him as he fucked her harder, faster. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the air, mingling with Jayla’s soft moans and the rustle of leaves in the breeze. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body convulsed as she came, her legs shaking so badly she would have fallen if Alex hadn’t been holding her.

He groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he followed her over the edge. Jayla could feel him pulsing inside her, filling her with his release. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

Finally, Alex pulled out, zipping up his pants and smoothing down her skirt. Jayla turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes shining with a mix of pride and desire. She’d pleased him, and that was all that mattered.

As they walked back to the car, Jayla couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. She was his, and she loved it. “What’s next?” she asked softly, her voice tinged with excitement.

Alex glanced at her, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “You’ll see,” he said, his eyes burning with intensity.

15 - A FAMILY VACATION

MF / Romantic / Public / Taboo / Fingering / Kissing / PIV Sex

The plane hummed steadily, the soft murmur of the engines blending with the occasional rustle of pages as Mary’s father flipped through his magazine. Mary sat by the window, her gaze fixed on the endless stretch of clouds below, though her mind was far from the view.

The family trip to the Grand Canyon had been her mother’s idea—a way to “reconnect” and “make memories.” Mary wasn’t so sure about that. She loved her family, but spending a week trapped in a cabin with them? That was another story.

Josh shifted beside her, his knee brushing against hers as he stretched in the cramped seat. “Bored yet?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

Mary glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “Not yet. But we’ve still got two hours to go.”

Josh smirked, leaning closer. “Guess I’ll have to keep you entertained, then.”

Mary rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. Josh had always been like this—flirty, playful, the kind of guy who could make anyone blush with just a look. But this time felt different. Maybe it was the way his gaze lingered on her, or the way his voice dropped just a little too low.

She cleared her throat, shifting in her seat. “You do realize we’re cousins, right?”

Josh leaned back, his smirk widening. “Did you forget I’m adopted?”

Mary opened her mouth to argue, but before she could say anything, Josh’s hand landed on her thigh. Her breath hitched, her heart pounding as his fingers slid higher, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her skirt. She glanced around the plane, her cheeks burning. Her parents were engrossed in their own conversation, her aunt and uncle dozing off in their seats. No one was paying attention to them.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, his fingers inching higher. “No one’s watching.”

Mary’s mind raced, torn between pushing him away and letting him continue. His touch was electric, sending shivers up her spine. She bit her lip, her thighs pressing together as his fingers traced the edge of her panties.

“We shouldn’t…” she breathed, though her body betrayed her, leaning into his touch.

Josh leaned closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

Mary hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. But she didn’t tell him to stop.

—

The cabin was cozy, if a bit rustic, nestled in the woods just a short drive from the Grand Canyon. Mary unpacked her things in silence, her mind still reeling from the plane ride. She could still feel Josh’s touch, the way his fingers had teased her, the way he’d looked at her like she was the only person in the world. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. It was just a game, she told herself. Josh was always like this—teasing, flirting, pushing boundaries. It didn’t mean anything.

But as they gathered around the fire pit that evening, Mary couldn’t help but notice the way Josh’s gaze kept drifting to her. Every time their eyes met, her stomach fluttered, a heat pooling low in her belly. She looked away quickly, focusing on the marshmallow she was roasting over the fire.

“Mary,” Josh said, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Want to take a walk?”

Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at her parents, who were deep in conversation with her aunt and uncle, then back at Josh. “Now?”

He shrugged, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “It’s a clear night. Perfect for stargazing.”

Mary hesitated, but the thought of being alone with him was too tempting to resist. She nodded, standing up and brushing off her shorts. “Sure.”

They walked in silence, the only sound the crunch of gravel beneath their feet and the distant chirping of crickets. The air was cool, the stars shining brightly overhead. Mary wrapped her arms around herself, stealing glances at Josh as they walked. His hands were tucked into his pockets, his expression unreadable.

“So,” she said after a while, her voice soft. “What’s this really about?”

Josh stopped walking, turning to face her. “What do you mean?”

Mary looked up at him, her heart pounding. “This. The flirting, the… the touching. What are you doing, Josh?”

He stepped closer, his gaze intense. “I thought that was obvious.”

Mary swallowed hard, her breath catching as he reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Josh… we’re family.”

He shook his head, his voice low. “Not really. And you know it.”

Her mind raced, her body responding to his proximity. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but she couldn’t. Instead, she found herself leaning into him, her hands resting on his chest. “This is crazy…” she whispered.

Josh smiled, his fingers tilting her chin up. “Crazy can be good.”

Before she could respond, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his as he kissed her. It felt so right, so natural, despite everything. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up to tangle in his hair.

Josh’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. “Mary…” he murmured against her lips.

She shivered, her body on fire. “Josh…”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding against hers. Mary moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Suddenly, Josh pulled away, breathing heavily. “We should stop…” he said, though his eyes said otherwise.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… we should.”

But neither of them moved.

—

The next day, the family set out for their hike through the Grand Canyon. The scenery was breathtaking, the vast expanse of red rock stretching out before them. Mary tried to focus on the beauty around her, but her mind kept drifting back to Josh. Every time he glanced at her, she felt a thrill run through her body.

When they stopped for lunch, Mary found herself wandering away from the group, drawn to the edge of the canyon. Josh followed her, his presence at her side both comforting and exhilarating.

“It’s incredible, isn’t it?” he said, his voice soft.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… it’s amazing.”

Josh reached out, his fingers brushing against hers. “Mary…”

She turned to face him, her breath catching as he stepped closer. “Josh…”

He didn’t say anything. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her, his lips gentle yet demanding. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping his shirt as she kissed him back. It felt like the world had stopped, like nothing else mattered except the two of them.

Josh’s hands slid down to her hips, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. Mary moaned softly, her body trembling with need. When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart racing.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire. “I want you, Mary.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Here? Now?”

He nodded, his hands sliding down to grip her ass. “Yes.”

Mary hesitated, glancing back towards the rest of the family. They were far enough away that they wouldn’t be seen, but the risk of being caught sent a thrill through her.

“What if someone sees us?” she whispered.

Josh smirked, his fingers tracing the hem of her shorts. “We’ll be quick.”

Mary’s breath hitched as he leaned in and kissed her again, his hands sliding beneath her shorts. She moaned softly, her body responding to his touch.

“Josh…” she breathed, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He pulled away slightly, his eyes meeting hers. “Are you sure?”

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yes.”

Josh kissed her again, his hands sliding her shorts down her legs. Mary gasped as he pushed her against the boulder, his fingers slipping beneath her panties. She moaned softly, her hips rocking against his hand.

“Josh… please…” she whispered, her fingers gripping his shoulders.

He stepped back, pulling off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. Mary’s breath hitched as she took in the sight of him—hard and ready for her.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, his voice trembling with need.

Mary nodded, her hands reaching for him. “Yes. I want you.”

Josh stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips as he slid into her. Mary gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders. He started to move, slowly at first, then faster, his breath hot against her neck. Mary moaned softly, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Josh…” she whispered, her nails scraping down his back.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Mary could feel herself getting closer, her body tensing as the pleasure built. “I’m close…” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders.

Josh kissed her hard, his hips slamming into hers. “Come for me, Mary.”

She gasped, her body surrendering to the waves of pleasure that crashed over her. Josh groaned, his body shaking as he came inside her. They clung to each other, their breathing ragged.

Suddenly, they heard voices in the distance. “Mary? Josh? Where are you?”

Mary’s eyes widened, her heart racing. “We need to get dressed,” she whispered, scrambling to pull up her shorts.

Josh nodded, quickly pulling on his jeans. They shared a look, the reality of what they’d just done sinking in.

“This stays between us,” Josh said, his voice low.

Mary nodded, her heart still pounding. “Promise.”

"Their footsteps are getting closer," Josh whispered, his voice urgent.

Mary’s hands trembled as she adjusted her clothes, her mind racing. “What if they know?” she whispered, her heart thundering in her chest.

Josh shook his head, his own breathing still uneven. “They don’t. Just act normal.”

“Mary? Josh?” her mother’s voice called out, closer now.

“We’re over here,” Josh called back, his voice steady despite the tension in his body. He gave Mary one last glance, his eyes full of unspoken promises.

Mary took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside her. Normal, she thought. Just act normal.

“But what about next time?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Josh’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Next time… we’ll be more careful.”

Her stomach flipped at the implication, a mix of guilt and anticipation swirling inside her. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, her father’s voice cut through the air.

“There you two are,” he said, rounding the boulder with a wave of his hand. “We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

Mary forced a smile, her cheeks still flushed. “Sorry, Dad. We just wanted to…”

“Explore,” Josh interrupted smoothly, stepping slightly in front of her. “The view from here is incredible.”

Her father glanced out at the canyon, nodding in agreement. “It is. But we’re heading back to the trail now. Don’t wander off again, alright?”

Mary nodded, her voice catching in her throat. “We won’t.”

As her father turned to lead the way back, Josh’s hand brushed against hers for the briefest moment. Mary’s heart skipped a beat, and she couldn’t help but glance at him. His eyes were dark, his gaze intense, and she could still feel the heat of him lingering on her skin.

What have we done? she thought, but even as the question crossed her mind, she knew the answer.

She’d do it again. And again. And again.

As they followed the group back to the trail, Mary’s mind raced with possibilities. The trip had just started, and already, everything had changed. She glanced at Josh again, catching the faint smirk on his lips.

This was only the beginning, she realized. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

16 - ROMANCE IN THE RESTAURANT BATHROOM

MF / Romantic / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Marcus’s hand crept beneath the table, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of Kia’s thigh. She gasped softly, her lips parting as she turned to him, her eyes dark with desire. They had been sitting in the booth for what felt like hours, the dim lighting of the restaurant casting a warm glow over their faces. The air between them was thick with anticipation, their conversation fading into a haze of hushed whispers and stolen glances.

“Marcus,” Kia murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hand slid higher, beneath the hem of her skirt, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties. Kia’s breath hitched, her body tensing as she pressed her lips to his in a searing kiss. The taste of wine lingered on her tongue, intoxicating and sweet.

The restaurant around them seemed to disappear, the clink of glasses and the murmur of other diners fading into the background. All Marcus could focus on was the heat of Kia’s body, the way her lips moved against his with a hunger that matched his own.

“We can’t do this here,” Kia whispered, pulling away just enough to speak. But the way her eyes burned into his told a different story.

Marcus grinned, his hand still resting on her thigh. “Then let’s find somewhere more private.”

He stood, taking her hand in his and leading her through the maze of tables. The bathroom was just around the corner, its door heavy and solid. Marcus pushed it open, pulling Kia inside and locking the door behind them.

The room was small but clean, the air faintly scented with lavender. Marcus turned to Kia, his hands immediately finding her waist as he pulled her close. Their lips met again, this time with a desperation that left them both breathless.

Kia’s hands were already fumbling with the buckle of his belt, her fingers trembling as she worked to free him. Marcus groaned as her hand wrapped around him, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she took him into her mouth. The warmth of her lips was almost too much to bear, and Marcus had to steady himself against the wall as she began to move. Her tongue swirled around him, her pace slow and deliberate at first, but quickly building in intensity.

Kia took him deeper, her throat relaxing as she engulfed him completely. Marcus groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he fought to maintain control. The sight of her on her knees, her lips wrapped around him, was almost enough to undo him.

“Kia,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “You’re incredible.”

She pulled back just enough to look up at him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I’m not done yet.”

Standing, Marcus opened the changing table tucked into the wall. Kia didn’t hesitate, jumping up onto it and wrapping her legs around his waist. He kissed her hard, his hands slipping beneath her skirt to pull her panties aside. The sound of his zipper was loud in the small room, and within seconds he was pressing against her, the tip of his cock teasing her entrance.

Kia moaned, her head falling back as he pushed into her, filling her completely. Marcus’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as he began to move. The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust deep and deliberate, but it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken.

The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room, mingling with their labored breaths and the occasional moan that escaped Kia’s lips. Marcus could feel the tension building in his body, the heat in his stomach coiling tighter with every thrust.

Kia’s nails dug into his shoulders, her legs tightening around him as she neared the edge. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice barely audible over the sound of their ragged breathing.

Marcus didn’t need to be told twice. He drove into her harder, faster, his body slamming against hers with a force that made the changing table shake. Kia cried out, her body shuddering as she came, her muscles clenching around him in waves of pleasure.

Marcus followed soon after, his release crashing over him as he buried himself deep inside her. He pulsed within her, his body trembling as he let out a low groan, his heart pounding in his chest.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still entwined, their foreheads pressed together as they caught their breath. Finally, Marcus pulled back, his hands gentle as he helped Kia down from the table.

She smoothed her skirt, her cheeks flushed as she adjusted her clothes. Marcus did the same, tucking himself back into his pants and straightening his shirt. They exchanged a knowing glance, the kind of look that spoke volumes without a single word needing to be said.

Out in the restaurant, their waiter was just setting their plates down as they returned to their booth. The man gave them a knowing smile, his eyes flicking to the bathroom door before he turned away discreetly.

Kia laughed softly, leaning into Marcus as she took her seat. “We’re going to have to leave a nice tip.”

Marcus wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close as he pressed a kiss to her temple. “Worth every penny.”

17 - SCORING DURING THE GAME
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Kyra’s phone buzzed on the counter, the screen lighting up with a new message. She picked it up, her heart skipping a beat as she saw the notification. Edward. The name alone made her stomach flutter. She swiped open the app, her dark hair falling over her shoulder as she leaned in to read his message.

"Hey Kyra, I’ve got two tickets to tonight’s game. Interested in joining me?"

She hesitated for only a moment before typing back, her fingers moving quickly. "I’d love to. What time should I meet you?"

The confirmation came through almost instantly. "I’ll pick you up at 6."

Kyra glanced at the clock. Three hours. She dashed to her closet, pulling out a tight black dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She wanted to look irresistible. By the time the doorbell rang, she was ready, her hair cascading down her back and her lips painted a deep, seductive red.

Edward stood at her doorstep, his muscular frame filling the doorway. His eyes raked over her appreciatively. “You look stunning,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

“Thank you,” she replied, feeling a warmth spread through her chest. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

They drove to the ballpark, the air between them charged with an unspoken tension. When they arrived, Kyra’s eyes widened as Edward led her toward the box seats.

“Box seats?” she asked, unable to hide her excitement.

He smirked. “Only the best for you.”

The suite was luxurious, with a large window offering a panoramic view of the field and a lavish buffet spread out on a nearby table.

A few other fans were inside, enjoying the air conditioning, but Edward gestured toward the outdoor balcony. “Care to join me out there?”

Kyra nodded, following him outside. The sounds of the game surrounded them—the crack of the bat, the roar of the crowd, the announcer’s voice booming over the speakers. The sun was setting, casting a golden glow over the stadium. Edward took her hand in his, his touch sending a shiver up her spine.

They sat close together, their thighs brushing. Kyra could feel the heat radiating from his body, or maybe it was just the summer air. The game was intense, and when the home team hit a home run, the crowd erupted in cheers. Edward turned to her, his eyes locking onto hers.

In that moment, everything else faded away. His lips pressed against hers, the kiss starting soft but quickly deepening. Kyra melted into him, her hands resting on his chest. His hand slid up her thigh, slipping under her skirt. She gasped into the kiss as his fingers brushed against her panties.

“Edward,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Just relax.”

His fingers slid beneath the lace, finding her wetness. She moaned softly, her head falling back as he explored her. The sounds of the game around them only heightened the thrill of what they were doing.

Edward shifted, pulling his jacket onto his lap to cover what was happening. “Take it,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Kyra hesitated for only a moment before reaching under the jacket. She could feel him, hard and ready, through his pants. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper, and when she finally freed him, she wrapped her hand around his length. His breathing hitched as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his eyes dark with need.

She met his gaze, her own filled with a mix of lust and nervousness. “What if someone sees us?”

“They won’t,” he assured her, his voice steady despite the tension in his body.

Kyra glanced over her shoulder, checking to make sure the other fans were still inside. The coast was clear. She stood up, her dress riding up as she straddled his lap. His hands gripped her waist, guiding her as she lowered herself onto him.

The sensation was overwhelming. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as he filled her completely. He held her still for a moment, letting her adjust, before pulling her into a deep kiss. Then, he began to move, his hands gripping her hips as she rocked against him.

The sounds of the game continued around them, but Kyra was barely aware of it. All she could focus on was the way Edward felt inside her, the way his hands gripped her, the way his breath mingled with hers. She moved faster, her body desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Edward whispered, his voice strained. “Just like that.”

Kyra’s nails dug into his shoulders as her orgasm built, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. She cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Edward followed shortly after, his grip on her hips tightening as he came inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing ragged, before Kyra finally climbed off his lap. She smoothed her dress down, her heart still racing.

“That was…” she began, but words failed her.

“Incredible,” Edward finished for her, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

Just then, the crowd erupted in cheers again as another home run was hit. Kyra laughed, the sound light and carefree. “I guess it’s a good night for the home team.”

Edward chuckled, pulling her into his side. “And for us.”

Kyra leaned against him, feeling a sense of contentment she hadn’t expected. The game continued around them, but she was happy to stay right where she was, Edward’s arm around her and the memory of what they’d just done still fresh in her mind.

“So,” Edward said, his voice casual, “would you be interested in doing this again sometime?”

Kyra looked up at him, a smile tugging at her lips. “I think I might be.”

18 - CAM GIRL MEETS CUSTOMER

F Solo / MF / Public / Exhibitionism / Sex Work / Masturbation / Dildo / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Alana stared at the empty bank account on her laptop screen. The numbers stared back, taunting her, as if they were laughing at her situation. Desperation crept into her chest, tightening her throat. She needed money—fast.

Her mind raced through options, but nothing seemed viable. Then, almost as if the idea had been waiting for the perfect moment to strike, it hit her. She could work as a cam girl. The thought felt risky, daring, and a little electrifying. She glanced around her apartment, her cheeks flushing at the thought of strangers watching her on a screen. But what other choice did she have?

Within hours, she had set up an account on a popular cam site. She chose a username—LanaDreams—and uploaded a photo that didn’t show her face but hinted at her curves. Her room was quickly transformed into a makeshift studio, with her webcam set up on her desk and a string of fairy lights casting a soft glow. She slipped into a tiny, black bikini that hugged her body like a second skin, then grabbed a bottle of coconut oil. This is it, she thought. No turning back now.

She started the stream, her heart pounding as the first viewers trickled in. The chat box lit up with greetings and compliments. “Hi, Lana.” “Looking gorgeous.” “Dance for us?”

She forced herself to smile, the camera capturing every nervous twitch. She hit play on a sensual, thrumming beat, and the music filled the room. Her body began to move almost on its own, swaying and twisting as her hands slid over her oiled skin. The chat exploded with more messages, and the tips started rolling in.

Then, a username caught her eye: MadMike555. His messages were direct, his tips generous. “Show us more, Lana,” he typed, followed by a $50 tip.

Her breath hitched. This was more than she’d made all day at her job. She bit her lip, deciding to give him what he wanted. “What do you want, Mike?” she purred into the mic, her voice dripping with a confidence she didn’t quite feel.

“Use the dildo, Lana,” he replied, tipping another $50.

Her stomach fluttered, but she nodded. “For you, Mike.” She grabbed the toy from her nightstand, holding it up for the camera.

The chat went wild as she positioned herself on the bed, her legs parting slowly. She teased the tip of the dildo against her entrance, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Then, with a soft moan, she pushed it inside.

Her hips rocked, her hand gripping the toy tightly as she fucked herself for the camera. “Oh, Mike,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Feels so good.”

The chat exploded again, but it was MadMike555 who tipped $100. “You’re incredible, Lana,” he wrote.

Her heart raced, both from the orgasm building inside her and the rush of the moment. She cried out his name as she came, her body shuddering in front of the camera. The show ended soon after, and she slumped back on the bed, her mind spinning. That $100 tip alone would be enough to pay for groceries. This could work, she thought. This could really work.

—

The next day, MadMike555 messaged her privately. “I want to see you in person,” he wrote. “Meet me at the park tonight. There’s an extra $500 in it for you.”

Her stomach dropped. Meeting a stranger from the internet? At a park known for anonymous hookups? It was crazy. Dangerous, even. But $500… That could cover rent and groceries for the month.

She hesitated, her fingers hovering over the keyboard. “How do I know you’re not some creep?” she typed back.

“You don’t,” he replied. “But I’m not. I’m just a guy who likes what he sees. And I’ll pay you upfront.”

The offer was tempting. Too tempting. Against her better judgment, she agreed.

—

The park was quiet, the shadows long as the sun dipped below the horizon. Alana clutched her purse tightly, scanning the area for MadMike555. She spotted him near a secluded bench—a tall, handsome man with chiseled features and a confident stride. He didn’t look like the type of guy who’d be meeting cam girls in a park. Her nerves flared again, but she forced herself to approach him.

“Alana?” he asked, his voice deep and smooth.

She nodded, her throat dry. “Mike?”

He smiled, pulling out a wad of cash from his pocket and handing it to her. “Five hundred, as promised.”

She took the money, her fingers trembling slightly. “Thanks.”

“Relax,” he said, stepping closer. “You’re safe with me.”

His hand brushed against her cheek, and before she could think, his lips were on hers. The kiss was hungry, aggressive, and it sent a jolt of heat through her body. She kissed him back, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Take off your dress,” he commanded.

She hesitated, glancing around. The park was empty, but the thought of someone seeing her made her heart race. “What if someone—”

“No one’s here,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “Just us.”

Swallowing hard, she slipped the dress over her head, standing before him in nothing but her lingerie. His eyes raked over her body, and he nodded approvingly. “Sit on the bench.”

She obeyed, her legs parting slightly as she settled on the cool wood. “Touch yourself,” he said, his voice low. “Let me watch.”

Her fingers trembled as they slid between her legs, her breath catching in her throat as she began to stroke herself. His eyes never left her, his hand moving to his own cock. She watched as he stroked himself, her own arousal building with each passing second.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. “Now, put that mouth to work.”

Her heart raced as he guided her head down, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in slowly. He was thick, and she gagged slightly as he pushed deeper. But she didn’t stop, her tongue swirling around him as she took him deeper and deeper.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Take all of it.”

She did, her throat relaxing as she swallowed his entire length. He fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts, his grip tightening in her hair. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers through his body.

Then, he pulled away, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around and bent her over the bench. “You ready for me, Lana?” he growled, his cock pressing against her entrance.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. “Yes, Mike.”

He thrust into her, filling her completely. She cried out, her nails digging into the bench as he began to pound into her, his hips slapping against hers. The bench creaked with each thrust, and she could feel her orgasm building with every stroke.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Cum for me, Lana.”

She did, her body convulsing as she came around him. He groaned, his thrusts becoming frantic as he filled her with his own release. They collapsed onto the bench, their breaths heavy, bodies slick with sweat.

He kissed her again, his lips soft against hers, before pulling away. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with admiration.

She smiled, her body still trembling. “Thank you.”

As she walked away from the park, she couldn’t help taking a look in her purse. She smiled as she saw the $500 tucked inside. Working as a cam girl has been quite the adventure, she thought, a small smile playing on her lips. And it’s only just begun.

19 - CAMPING THREESOME

FF / FFF / Lesbian / Threesome / Cheating / Public / Polyamorous / Oral / Fingering

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.

20 - ADDICTED TO THE DEALER
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Cadence’s hands trembled as she gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles whitening against the cracked leather. The itch—no, the need—was gnawing at her again, crawling under her skin like a thousand tiny spiders. She reached for her phone, the screen lighting up with Vic’s name. Her thumb hovered for a moment, hesitation flickering in her chest, but the craving won out. She pressed call.

“Hey, Cadence,” Vic’s voice purred through the speaker, smooth and calm, like he always was. Like he had the world in the palm of his hand. “You sound desperate.”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. “I need it, Vic. I’m running low.”

“Aren’t you always?” he chuckled, low and teasing. “Meet me at the mall parking lot. You know the one. Don’t keep me waiting.”

The line went dead before she could respond. Cadence tossed her phone onto the passenger seat and started the car, her heart pounding in her chest. The drive felt like an eternity, each red light stretching time into an unbearable crawl. But finally, she pulled into the nearly deserted lot, the fluorescent lights casting an eerie glow over the asphalt. Her eyes darted around, searching for Vic’s car. She called him again.

“Behind the mall,” he said without greeting. “You’ll find me.”

Cadence’s stomach twisted as she stepped out of her car, the cool night air brushing against her bare arms. She walked quickly, her heels clicking against the pavement, the sound echoing in the quiet. When she rounded the corner, she saw it—Vic’s sleek black car parked in the shadows, secluded and out of sight. She hesitated for a moment, her breath catching, but then she forced herself to move forward.

The door was unlocked. She slipped inside, the smell of leather and cologne hitting her immediately. Vic sat in the driver’s seat, his arm draped casually over the wheel. He turned to look at her, his eyes dark and amused.

“You came,” he said, his voice low.

“Of course I came,” she muttered, avoiding his gaze. “I need it, Vic.”

He reached into his pocket, pulling out a small plastic bag filled with powder. He held it up, the contents glinting faintly in the dim light. “I’ll give it to you. For free.”

Cadence’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me. But there’s a condition.” He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “I wanna fuck you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. She stared at him, her mind racing. This is wrong, she thought. This is so wrong. She had the money in her pocket. She should refuse his offer, pay for the drugs, and keep her pride.

But Vic was undeniably attractive—tall, with sharp features and an air of confidence that made him irresistible. And free dope? How could she say no to that? Her body was screaming for a fix, her skin crawling with withdrawal.

“You’re kidding,” she said weakly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” His lips curled into a smirk.

Cadence glanced around, panic rising in her chest. “Here? Now?”

“Why not?” He shrugged, his smirk widening. “No one’s around. It’s just you and me.”

She hesitated, her hands gripping the edge of the seat. This is a bad idea. A terrible idea. But then she thought of the powder, of the sweet relief it would bring. Her resistance crumbled.

“Fine,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Vic’s smirk turned into a full grin. “Good girl.” He climbed into the backseat, gesturing for her to follow.

Cadence’s hands were shaking as she moved, her heart pounding in her ears. She slid into the back, the space suddenly feeling too small, too intimate.

“You’re nervous,” Vic observed, his voice low and teasing. “Don’t be. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Cadence didn’t respond. She couldn’t. Her mind was a whirlwind of fear and desire, her body torn between the need to escape and the need to give in. Vic reached for her, his hand cupping her cheek. She flinched at the touch, but then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. It was soft at first, almost tentative, but then it deepened, his tongue sliding into her mouth. Cadence’s breath hitched as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

Vic’s hands moved to the straps of her dress, pulling them down slowly, deliberately. The fabric pooled around her waist, exposing her bare chest. He murmured something she couldn’t quite hear before his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. Cadence gasped, her back arching involuntarily.

“Vic,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

“Shh,” he murmured against her skin. “Just let it happen.”

His hand slid up her skirt, his fingers brushing against her inner thigh. Cadence’s breath came in short, shallow bursts as his fingers found her panties, slipping underneath. He traced her slit, his touch light but deliberate. She moaned softly, her hips bucking against his hand.

“You’re already so wet,” Vic said, his voice thick with desire. “You want this, don’t you?”

Cadence didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and shame, her body betraying her better judgment. Vic’s fingers moved faster, curling inside her in a way that made her cry out. She clutched at him, her nails digging into his skin.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Let it out.”

She came with a shuddering gasp, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure washed over her. Vic didn’t stop, his fingers continuing to move until she was wrung out and panting. Then he pulled his hand away, reaching for his zipper. Cadence watched as he freed himself, her eyes widening at the sight of his hardness.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Cadence hesitated for only a moment before she wrapped her hand around him, her fingers trembling slightly. She began to stroke him, her movements tentative at first but growing bolder as he groaned in response. His hand tangled in her hair, guiding her head down toward him.

“Suck it,” he ordered, his voice rough.

She hesitated again, her heart hammering in her chest. But then she obeyed, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock. Vic groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair as she began to move, taking him deeper into her mouth. She gagged slightly, but he didn’t stop, his hips thrusting up to meet her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Cadence’s eyes watered as she took him deeper, her throat tightening around him. Vic’s grip on her hair was firm, almost painful, but she didn’t pull away. She could feel him growing harder, thicker, and then he was coming, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed quickly, trying not to choke.

But he wasn’t done. “Get on top,” he said, his voice still rough with need.

Cadence hesitated, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all. But she moved anyway, straddling him as he leaned back against the seat. He guided himself inside her, and she gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Ride me,” he ordered, his hands gripping her hips.

Cadence obeyed, her body moving instinctively. Her hips rocked against his, the rhythm building quickly. She could feel the pleasure coiling inside her again, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she moved. Vic’s hands tightened on her hips, his thrusts meeting hers in a steady rhythm.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Just like that.”

Cadence’s body tensed as the pleasure crested, her back arching as she came. Vic’s grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts growing faster, more urgent. Then he was coming too, his release spilling inside her. They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, before Vic gently pushed her away.

He reached into his pocket, pulling out the bag of drugs. Cadence’s eyes lit up as she took it, her hands trembling as she stuffed it into her purse. She climbed out of the car, her legs wobbly as she walked away.

Vic’s voice stopped her before she got too far. “See you next time, Cadence.”

21 - A SECRET SOCIETY INITIATION

MMMFFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Exhibitionism / 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.

22 - ROCK STAR REVENGE

MF / Cheating / Revenge / Public / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

The bass thrummed through Kelly’s chest like a second heartbeat, the crowd pressed tight around her, a sea of bodies swaying and screaming to Red’s band. She stood near the front, her eyes locked on the stage, on him. Red tore across the platform, his guitar slung low, his black shirt clinging to his sweat-drenched chest. His voice, raw and commanding, echoed through the venue, and every word felt like it was meant for her.

He’s looking at me.

Their eyes met. Red’s dark, intense gaze held hers for a beat longer than casual. A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he turned back to the crowd, but the moment lingered in Kelly’s mind. She wasn’t just here for the music. This was revenge, and Red was her weapon.

The concert roared on, Red’s energy infectious, his performance magnetic. When it ended, the crowd erupted into cheers, but Kelly was already moving, weaving through the throng toward the backstage area. She spotted a burly security guard blocking the entrance and flashed her most charming smile.

“Hey, I’m his sister-in-law,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Red’s expecting me.”

The guard hesitated, but Kelly’s confidence was unshakable. He let her through.

The backstage area was quieter, the noise from the crowd muffled by thick walls. Kelly walked with purpose, her heels clicking against the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. She found Red’s dressing room and knocked lightly.

“Come in,” his voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, and there he was, lounging on a leather couch, his guitar resting against the wall.

He looked up, his eyes widening in surprise before a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Kelly,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I thought that was you out there. You looked... incredible.”

“Thanks,” she replied, leaning against the doorframe, her body language casual but her eyes sharp. “You were amazing tonight.”

“Glad you think so.” He sat up, gesturing for her to join him. “What brings you here? Riley didn’t mention you were coming.”

Kelly’s smile faltered for just a second before she recovered. “Riley and I aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now.”

Red raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Trouble in paradise?”

She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “You could say that. Turns out, he’s been cheating on me.”

Red’s expression darkened. “That asshole.”

Kelly sat down beside him, close enough that their legs brushed. “Yeah. And I’m not exactly the type to take that lying down.”

Red’s eyes searched hers, a flicker of understanding passing between them. “So, what’s the plan, Kelly?”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want to make him regret it. I want him to see exactly what he’s lost.”

Red’s lips curved into a wicked grin. “And you came to me because...?”

“Because you’re his brother. Because I know he’ll hate it. And because,” she paused, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, “I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

Red’s gaze darkened, his hand covering hers. “You’re not wrong.”

Kelly pulled her phone from her bag, setting it up on a nearby table so the camera was angled perfectly. “I want to make a video. Something he’ll never forget.”

Red’s eyes followed her every move, his breathing already heavier. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” She turned back to him, her fingers brushing against his jaw. “Are you in?”

His answer was immediate. “Fuck yes.”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a slow, teasing kiss. Red’s hands were on her waist in an instant, pulling her closer, his mouth hungry against hers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against his, her hands tangling in his hair.

When she pulled back, both of them were breathless. Kelly’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached for the zipper of his pants. “Let’s give him something to watch, shall we?”

Red groaned, his head tipping back as Kelly’s hand slid into his boxers, her fingers wrapping around his hardening length. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but teasing, before dropping to her knees in front of him.

Her eyes locked with his as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she slid him deeper. Red’s hands gripped her shoulders, his hips bucking involuntarily as she sucked him with practiced skill.

The camera captured every moment, Kelly’s lips wrapped around him, her hand working the base, the way Red’s eyes fluttered shut as he lost himself in the sensation.

When she finally pulled back, Red was panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he muttered, pulling her to her feet.

Kelly laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Red’s hands found the zipper of her dress, pulling it down slowly, the fabric sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing in the dim light.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her hips.

Kelly’s fingers undid the clasp of her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped closer, her breasts brushing against his chest as she kissed him again, her hands working to remove the rest of his clothes.

They moved to the couch, Red’s hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire across her skin. His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, finding her wet and ready for him.

“Look at the camera,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Kelly turned her head, her eyes locking with the lens as Red’s fingers slid inside her, his thumb circling her clit. “This is for you, Riley,” she taunted, her voice breathless but dripping with venom. “Watch what you’ve lost.”

Red’s fingers worked her mercilessly, drawing moans and whimpers from her lips until she was trembling on the edge. When he pulled his hand away, she almost growled in frustration, but he didn’t keep her waiting long.

Kelly got on her hands and knees, her back arched, her ass in the air. Red positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” Kelly gasped, her head dropping forward as he filled her completely.

Red started slow, his movements deliberate, but it didn’t take long for both of them to lose control. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, their moans mingling as the pleasure built.

Kelly looked back at the camera, her eyes dark with desire. “How does it feel, Riley? Knowing he’s fucking me harder than you ever could?”

Red growled, his hips slapping against hers as he drove into her with relentless force. Kelly’s breathing turned ragged, her hands clutching at the couch as she tipped over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Red followed her over, his release spilling deep inside her as he buried his face in her neck, his arms wrapped tightly around her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing slowly returning to normal, before Kelly pulled away, her legs shaky as she stood. She grabbed her phone, stopping the recording and quickly reviewing the footage.

“Holy shit,” she muttered, her eyes wide as she watched the video. “This is... perfect.”

Red watched her, a lazy smirk on his face. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Kelly shook her head, her smile wicked. “Not a chance.” She typed out a quick message to Riley, attaching the video before hitting send.

“Now we wait,” she said, her voice full of anticipation.

Red laughed, pulling her back into his arms. “You’re one hell of a woman, Kelly.”

She grinned up at him, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw. “You’re not so bad yourself, Red.

23 - LUST AND DANGER AT THE LAKE

MF / Police / Romantic / Cheating / Public / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The wind howled through the trees as Irene and Steven trudged down the narrow, winding trail. The forest was dense, the kind of place where shadows seemed to move on their own, and the air carried a chill that seeped into her bones.

Irene tightened her grip on her flashlight, the beam cutting through the darkness as she scanned the ground for any sign of evidence.

“Think we’ll find anything out here?” Steven asked, his voice low but carrying a hint of curiosity. He was a few steps ahead of her, his tall frame moving with an ease that Irene envied. “This place gives me the creeps.”

Irene forced a laugh, though the unease in her chest was anything but funny. “You’re the survivalist,” she reminded him, her tone teasing but with an edge of nervousness. “If anyone can handle this, it’s you.”

Steven glanced back at her, his eyes meeting hers for a moment before he smiled. “Guess I’ll have to keep you safe, huh?”

The words sent a flutter through her stomach, and she quickly looked away, focusing instead on the ground beneath her feet. This is wrong, she thought, the guilt creeping in like a shadow. She was married. He was her partner. But as they walked, she couldn’t ignore the way his presence made her feel—alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

The trail led them to a clearing by the lake, the water glistening under the pale moonlight. It was beautiful, in an eerie sort of way, and for a moment, Irene forgot about the case altogether. But then Steven’s voice broke the silence.

“Over here,” he called, crouching down near a large rock.

Irene hurried over, her flashlight illuminating the surface of the stone. Strange symbols had been painted on it, crude and jagged, like something out of a nightmare.

“What the hell is this?” Irene muttered, her heart racing as she knelt beside him.

She pulled out her radio, her fingers trembling slightly as she pressed the button. “This is Officer Irene. We’ve found something at the lake. Requesting backup.”

The crackle of the radio filled the air before a voice responded. “Copy that. Stay put. Backup’s on its way.”

Irene set the radio down, her eyes still fixed on the symbols. “This has to be connected to the case,” she said, more to herself than to Steven. “Why else would someone come all the way out here?”

Steven stood, brushing off his pants. “Whatever it is, we’re not alone out here,” he said, his voice grim. “We should stay alert.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine, and she glanced around the clearing, half-expecting to see someone—or something—watching them from the shadows. But there was nothing, just the sound of the wind through the trees and the occasional cry of an owl.

As the minutes dragged on, the chill in the air grew more pronounced. Irene wrapped her arms around herself, trying to ward off the cold. “I’m freezing,” she admitted, her breath visible in the air.

Steven didn’t say anything, but a moment later, he was moving, gathering dry branches and leaves from the edge of the clearing. Within minutes, he had a small fire going, the flames casting a warm glow over the clearing.

“You’re full of surprises,” Irene said, a smile tugging at her lips as she sat on a fallen log near the fire.

Steven joined her, close enough that their shoulders brushed. The warmth of the fire was soothing, but it was nothing compared to the heat that sparked between them.

Steven’s arm slid around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “Better?” he asked, his voice low and filled with something that made her heart skip a beat.

“Much,” she murmured, her eyes meeting his. The tension between them was palpable, a silent pull that neither of them could—or wanted to—resist.

And then, without another word, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Irene froze for a moment, her mind screaming that this was wrong, that she needed to stop. But her body had other ideas, and soon she was kissing him back, her hands clutching at his shirt as the fire crackled beside them.

Steven’s fingers fumbled with the zipper of his pants, and Irene’s breath hitched as he took himself in hand, his cock already hard and eager. Her hand replaced his, her fingers wrapping around his length as they continued to kiss, their movements growing more frantic.

She broke the kiss, dropping to her knees before him, her mouth finding his dick with a hunger that surprised even her. Steven groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue working in ways that had him cursing under his breath.

“Fuck, Irene,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t respond, too focused on the feel of him in her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue. But then he was pulling her to her feet, leading her behind the cover of the trees.

“We shouldn’t—” she started, but he cut her off with another kiss, his hands already working at the buttons of her uniform.

“No one’s around,” he whispered against her lips, his breath hot on her skin. “Just us.”

And then her uniform was off, leaving her exposed to the cool night air. Steven’s mouth found her nipples, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peaks until she was gasping, her hands clutching at his shoulders for support.

He pressed her back against a tree, his cock sliding easily into her wetness as she wrapped her legs around his hips. The first thrust had her moaning, her head falling back against the rough bark of the tree.

“Steven,” she whispered, his name a plea as he began to move, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as she clung to him, her nails digging into his skin. Steven followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breaths heavy as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. Steven pulled away, zipping his pants as Irene quickly dressed, her hands shaking.

“This stays between us,” Steven said, his voice firm but gentle. “I mean it.”

Irene nodded, though the guilt was already clawing at her. “I know,” she whispered.

Just then, the sound of voices reached their ears, the distant rumble of engines signaling the arrival of backup. Steven glanced at her, his eyes filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand. “Let’s go meet them.”

Irene hesitated for a moment before taking his hand, the weight of what they’d done settling heavy on her shoulders. This was only the beginning, she realized. And it was going to be dangerous.

24 - A STEAMY PRISON SHOWER SCENE

FF / Lesbian / Prison / Shower / Oral / Dildo / Masturbation / Exhibitionism

Her skin tingled as the cold water cascaded down her body, the harsh reality of prison life washing over her like a relentless storm. Avery stood under the showerhead, her mind racing with thoughts of home, of the life she had left behind. Her hands moved mechanically, scrubbing at her arms, trying to rid herself of the filth that seemed to cling to her even here, in this sterile, oppressive environment.

Across from her, Brielle's shower curtain was wide open, and Avery couldn't help but steal glances at her best friend. Brielle stood proud, her curvy body glistening under the water, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders. There was something so undeniably sexy about her presence, a confidence that Avery envied and longed for.

Avery reached for her body wash, pulling back the curtain just enough to grab it. As she did, her eyes locked onto Brielle's, who was watching her intently.

Brielle's lips curled into a playful smile, and she winked. “Care to join me?” she playfully asked.

A jolt of electricity shot through Avery, igniting a fire deep within her that she hadn't felt in months. Without thinking, Avery dropped the body wash and stepped out of her stall, her bare feet slapping against the cold tile floor. She moved quickly, almost instinctively, slipping into Brielle's shower stall and closing the curtain behind her. The space was cramped, but it offered them a semblance of privacy—a small sanctuary in the midst of chaos.

Brielle's eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked Avery up and down. "Hi, beautiful," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I didn’t think you’d actually get in.”

"Yeah, I can’t believe I did it," Avery admitted breathlessly, her heart pounding in her chest. “But I want you, Brielle. You’re so sexy.”

Brielle's smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her wet body pressing against Avery's in the tiny stall. "You always did know how to make things interesting, didn't you?"

Before Avery could respond, Brielle's lips were on hers, soft and demanding. Avery gasped, her hands instinctively reaching out to cup Brielle's face, pulling her deeper into the kiss. It was a desperate, hungry kiss, filled with all the longing and frustration that had been building inside Avery since she'd been incarcerated.

The taste of Brielle, the feel of her body, was intoxicating. Avery's mind clouded with desire, her worries and fears melting away under the heat of their embrace. She broke the kiss, her breathing shallow and ragged, and looked down at Brielle, whose eyes were shimmering with lust.

"Avery..." Brielle began, her voice thick with emotion. "I’ve been wanting to do this. I didn’t know how to ask.”

"I’ve been wanting this too," Avery confessed, her voice trembling. She knew this was dangerous, that they were playing with fire, but at this moment, she didn't care. She needed this, needed Brielle, more than she'd ever needed anything.

Brielle's hands slid down Avery's body, her fingers tracing the curves of her hips before dipping lower, brushing against the sensitive skin between her thighs. Avery shuddered, her knees buckling slightly as Brielle's touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through her.

"You're so gorgeous," Brielle murmured, her fingers dancing teasingly along Avery's inner thighs. "So fucking sexy."

Avery closed her eyes, savoring the feel of Brielle's touch, the way her fingers seemed to light her up from the inside out. Avery wanted more, needed more, but she wasn't sure how to ask.

Brielle's hand paused, and she looked up at Avery, her eyes shining with understanding. "Tell me what you want, baby," she said softly, before sliding her fingers between Avery's legs.

Unable to speak, Avery cried out, her head falling back as Brielle's fingers found her clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive spot. The sensation was overwhelming, nearly sending Avery to her knees. She gripped Brielle's shoulders for support, her nails digging into the firm muscle.

"Is this what you needed?" Brielle asked, her voice thick with arousal.

Avery nodded mutely, her brain too foggy with pleasure to form words. All she could do was watch, her eyes half-closed, as Brielle's fingers worked magic on her aching body.

Slowly, deliberately, Brielle slipped a finger inside Avery, her movements slow and controlled. Avery's breath hitched, her body tightening around Brielle's invading digit. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, the tension building inside her with every thrust of Brielle's hand.

Avery bit her lip, fighting the urge to cum, wanting to savor this moment for as long as possible. But it was too much, too intense, and with a sigh of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Brielle held Avery close, her fingers still moving inside her, milking every last drop of pleasure from Avery's quivering body. Finally, Avery collapsed against Brielle, her entire body weak and trembling.

"That was perfect," Avery whispered, her voice hoarse.

Brielle smiled, her hands gently kneading Avery's back. "Anytime, love," she said softly. "Anytime."

Avery felt a sense of peace wash over her, a calm that she hadn't felt in months. For the first time since she'd been sentenced, she felt like she could breathe again. But there was still one thing missing, one thing she needed to complete this perfect moment.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice steady now. "Can I… taste you?”

Brielle's eyes darkened with desire, and she nodded slowly. "Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, please."

Avery sank to her knees, the cool tile biting into her skin. She reached for Brielle, her hands trembling as she pulled her close. Brielle's pussy was right in front of her face, glistening with water and desire. Avery hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue darting out to taste her best friend for the first time.

Brielle gasped, her hands flying to Avery's head as Avery's tongue explored her slick pussy. The taste was intoxicating, and Avery couldn't get enough. She licked and sucked, her fingers joining in as she explored every inch of Brielle's wetness.

"Avery," Brielle moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily. "Oh God, Avery, yes!"

Encouraged by Brielle's response, Avery increased her efforts, her tongue flicking faster, her fingers plunging deeper. She could feel Brielle’s breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. With a strangled cry, Brielle came, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her. Avery drank it all in, tasting the intensity of Brielle's release.

When Brielle finally began to come down, she sagged against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Avery rose to her feet, her own body humming with satisfaction. She wrapped her arms around Brielle, holding her close as the water continued to rain down on them.

"Wow," Brielle whispered, her voice raw. “You’re good at that, babe”

"Thanks," Avery murmured, her heart swelling with affection. "But we need to be careful. What if someone comes in?"

Brielle shrugged, a playful glint in her eye. "What if they do? We can handle it."

Avery smiled, enjoying the rush of adrenaline that came with the thought of being caught. But there was something else she wanted, something she needed to make this moment complete.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice suddenly serious. "Do you have...?"

Brielle's eyes twinkled with amusement, and she reached into her shower bag, pulling out a makeshift dildo—something she'd crafted from sanitary pads, a pen, and some plastic wrap. Avery's eyes widened in surprise, but also in anticipation.

"Thought you might want this," Brielle said with a grin. “Sometimes I use it in the shower, when I get horny”

Avery took the dildo from her, her fingers trembling as she examined the crude yet effective toy. The thought of Brielle fucking her tight pussy with the large dildo filled Avery with lust.

With a deep breath, Avery positioned herself, guiding the dildo toward her own pussy. Knowing that the toy had been inside of Brielle’s tight wetness made Avery’s pussy ache with desire. Avery needed to be fucked so badly. She hesitated for only a moment before pushing forward, her muscles clenching around the hard, unyielding object.

"Fuck," Avery groaned, her head falling back as she impaled herself on the dildo. "Oh God, Brielle..."

Brielle watched with rapt attention, her hands gripping the tiled wall for support. "You look so good," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. "So fucking good."

Avery began to move, her hips rolling as she fucked herself with the dildo. The sensation was intense, far more so than she'd expected, and she soon found herself panting with exertion.

Avery looked at Brielle, and saw that Brielle was fingering herself. She watched as Brielle’s fingers slid deep into her own pussy, her juices dripping down her thighs. Brielle let out a small sigh as she pleasured herself.

Brielle made eye contact with Avery, communicating her desire. "Harder," Brielle urged, her voice hoarse. "Fuck yourself harder, Avery."

Inspired by Brielle's words, Avery obeyed, her movements growing more frantic. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the familiar ache of impending release. Her fingers found her clit as the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy.

"Oh, yeah," Avery gasped, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. "God, Brielle, I'm gonna..."

"Take it all, baby," Brielle whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the rushing water. “Cum for me.”

With a scream of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her. Her muscles clenched tight around the dildo as she reached new heights of satisfaction.

Avery looked into Brielle’s eyes, as they experienced simultaneous ecstasy. Brielle threw her head back in delight, her fingers were moving faster as she brought herself to an intense release.

Finally, Avery collapsed against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Brielle slumped down next to Avery, her arms wrapping around Avery, holding her close.

“What does this mean for us, Avery?” Brielle asked, still catching her breath.

“I don’t know, Avery,” Avery answered. “But I hope we can keep doing it.”

“Absolutely,” Brielle declared. “I can’t wait!”

Avery smiled. Adjusting to prison life had been difficult, but her relationship with Brielle was a bright spot in the harsh reality. Their newfound attraction was a welcomed distraction from the hardships they both faced.

25 - GETTING DIRTY IN THE CAR WASH

MF / Car Sex / Cheating / Public / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Cassandra gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, her knuckles whitening as she glanced at the clock on her dashboard. The mud splattered across her brand new white car glared back at her, a reminder of the detour she’d taken to avoid the usual traffic.

Her husband, Greg, had insisted she take the long way, and now here she was—irritated, late, and with a car that looked like it had been dragged through a swamp. Perfect, she thought bitterly, rolling her eyes at her own misfortune.

She pulled into the first car wash she spotted, a small, nondescript place with a flickering neon sign that read “Sunny Suds.” The lot was empty except for one other car, a beat-up sedan that looked like it hadn’t seen a wash in years.

Cassandra sighed, parking in front of the bay and stepping out to survey the damage. The mud was caked on, and she could already imagine the scolding she’d get from Greg if she didn’t get it cleaned before he saw it.

“Looks like you’ve been through a war zone,” a voice called out, smooth and teasing.

Cassandra turned, surprised. A man in a Suny Suds uniform was leaning against the wall of the car wash, his arms crossed over his chest. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a smile that seemed to light up the dim surroundings. His dark hair was slightly tousled, and his eyes—a piercing shade of green—locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“Yeah, well, it wasn’t exactly my plan for the day,” Cassandra replied, crossing her arms as if to shield herself from his charm. But she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips.

“Name’s Chad,” he said, pushing off the wall and walking toward her with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. He extended a hand, and after a moment’s hesitation, Cassandra took it. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. “Let me guess—husband didn’t warn you about the backroads?”

Cassandra blinked, caught off guard by how casually he’d mentioned her marital status. “How did you—?”

“Ring,” he said, nodding toward her left hand. “Not a bad guess, huh?” He grinned, and it was so disarming that Cassandra found herself laughing despite herself.

“Not bad,” she admitted. “But he’s… well, he’s not the best at giving directions.”

Chad chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent a shiver down Cassandra’s spine. “Well, let me make it up to you. We’ll get your car looking brand new again—promise.”

Cassandra raised an eyebrow. “You’re that good?”

“Oh, I’m very good,” he said, his tone dripping with a double meaning that made her cheeks flush.

She looked away, pretending to inspect the mud on her car, but she could feel his eyes on her, watching, waiting.

“Alright,” she said finally, grabbing her purse and keys. “Do your magic.”

She slid back into the driver’s seat, and Chad moved to the control panel, punching in a few buttons before giving her a thumbs-up. The machinery roared to life, and water began to cascade down the windshield, obscuring her view of the outside world. Cassandra relaxed into the seat, letting the rhythmic thrum of the car wash lull her into a sense of calm. It was nice to have someone else take care of things for once.

But then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Chad approaching her car, his smile as confident as ever. He tapped on her window, and for a moment, she hesitated before rolling it down halfway.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice low and playful.

Cassandra’s heart skipped a beat. “Excuse me?”

“Just checking in,” he said, leaning in closer. “Making sure everything’s running smoothly.”

She could smell his cologne—something dark and spicy—and it made her head spin. “I think I’m fine,” she said, though her voice wavered slightly.

Chad tilted his head, studying her with those piercing green eyes. “You sure? You look a little… tense.”

Cassandra laughed nervously, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. “Okay, get in.”

He reached for the door handle, and before Cassandra could change her mind, he was sliding into the passenger seat. The space suddenly felt too small, too intimate, as the sound of the car wash engulfed them.

“Relax,” he said, his voice a soft murmur. “I’m just here to keep you company.”

Cassandra’s breath caught in her throat as his hand brushed against hers. It was a small gesture, but it sent a jolt of electricity through her body. She should have told him to get out. She should have reminded him—reminded herself—that she was married. But the words died on her lips as his fingers trailed up her arm, sending shivers down her spine.

“Chad…” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Just one kiss,” he said, his voice low and pleading. “That’s all.”

She should have said no. But the way he looked at her, the way his touch made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years—it was too much. Before she could think twice, she turned her face toward his, and their lips met in a kiss that was equal parts desperate and tender.

His hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Cassandra’s inhibitions melted away, replaced by a hunger she hadn’t realized she’d been suppressing. She reached up, tangling her fingers in his hair as his tongue explored her mouth with a skill that left her breathless.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her blouse.

Cassandra gasped, arching into his touch as he teased her nipples, making them hard and sensitive.

The sound of the water hitting the car seemed to fade into the background as their passion took over. Chad’s hands were everywhere—her waist, her thighs, her neck—and Cassandra couldn’t get enough. She reached for his belt, her fingers trembling as she unbuckled it and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and ready, and Cassandra didn’t hesitate.

She leaned down, taking him into her mouth with a moan that vibrated against his skin. Chad groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He throbbed in her mouth, and the taste of him sent a rush of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck, Cassandra,” he breathed, his voice strained with pleasure. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around his cock, and the intensity in his eyes made her pussy clench with desire. She couldn’t wait any longer. She needed to feel him inside her.

Hiking up her skirt, she straddled him, her panties already soaked. She reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance, and sank down onto him with a moan that turned into a gasp as he filled her completely.

“God, you’re so tight,” Chad groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move.

The rhythm of the car wash seemed to match their pace, the water splashing down around them as she rode him, her body moving in perfect harmony with his.

Cassandra’s head fell back as pleasure overtook her, her hips grinding against him as she chased her release. Chad’s hands moved to her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples as he thrust up into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

“Come for me, Cassandra,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. “Let go.”

And she did. With a cry of pleasure, she came, her body trembling as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Chad followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his warmth.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, breathless and spent. Then, slowly, Cassandra climbed off him, her legs shaky as she returned to the driver’s seat. The car wash was finishing up, the water stopping just as Chad zipped up his pants.

"That was... intense," Cassandra said, her voice trembling. "I can’t believe I just did that."

Chad grinned, leaning over to kiss her softly. "Sometimes, you just have to go with the moment."

She gave him a small smile, her heart racing as she processed what just happened. "Chad, I’m married…"

He nodded, seeming unfazed. "I know. But tell me you didn’t enjoy every second of that."

She couldn’t deny it. She had.

As he pulled out his phone, Cassandra hesitated for just a moment before exchanging numbers with him.

"Same time next week?" he asked, a sly grin spreading across his face.

Cassandra’s hand hovered over her phone, her thoughts a whirlwind of guilt and excitement. She looked up at Chad, his green eyes twinkling.

"What do you say? One more time?"

Cassandra bit her lip, her body already craving him again.

"Maybe," she said, unable to hide the smirk creeping across her face. "We’ll see."

As he stepped out of the car, Cassandra couldn’t help but steal one last glance at him in the rearview mirror. This was dangerous, reckless even. But for the first time in a long time, she felt alive.

The sound of her phone buzzing brought her back to reality. She looked down to see Chad’s name pop up with a text. Her heart pounded as she read his message: “Looking forward to it.”


26 - FORBIDDEN CHRISTMAS LUST

MF / Taboo / Public / Kissing / Handjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

Bernice stepped into her mother’s house, the warmth of the Christmas party enveloping her like a cocoon. The air was thick with the scent of roasted turkey and cinnamon, mingling with the faint hum of laughter and clinking glasses. She forced a smile, her heart already racing at the thought of seeing Mason. He was her cousin, her best friend, the person she’d grown up with—and the one she’d been carefully avoiding for months.

She scanned the room, her eyes flicking over familiar faces, until they landed on him. Mason stood by the fireplace, a glass of eggnog in hand, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his sweater.

He turned, his gaze locking onto hers, and a grin spread across his face. “Bernice!” he called, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Been avoiding me, huh?”

Her cheeks flushed. “No, I just… been busy,” she muttered, taking a step back.

She couldn’t help but notice how his jeans hugged his thighs, how his stubble gave him a rugged edge that made her stomach twist in a way she hated.

Mason raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. “Busy? For two months? Come on, Bee, we’re family. What’s going on?”

Her pulse quickened. She couldn’t tell him. She couldn’t admit that every time she looked at him, she thought about how his hands would feel on her skin, how his lips would taste against hers. “Nothing,” she said, her voice wavering. “Just… holiday stress.”

He studied her for a moment, his dark eyes narrowing. Then, without a word, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward the hallway.

“Mason!” she hissed, but he ignored her, dragging her into the bathroom and shutting the door behind them.

The small space felt electric, the sound of their breathing mingling with the faint hum of the party outside.

Mason leaned against the sink, crossing his arms. “Spill. What’s going on with you?”

Bernice stared at the floor, her chest tightening. “I… I can’t,” she whispered.

“Bee,” he said softly, his voice like a warm blanket. “You can tell me anything.”

She looked up, her eyes meeting his, and something inside her snapped. “I’m attracted to you, okay?” she blurted, her voice trembling. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. It’s wrong, Mason. You’re my cousin.”

For a moment, he just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, to her shock, he stepped closer, his hands reaching out to cup her face. “Bee,” he said, his voice low and rough. “I’ve felt it too. For years.”

She froze, her heart pounding. “But… we can’t. It’s—”

“I’m adopted,” he interrupted, his eyes searching hers. “It’s a family secret. My parents don’t want anyone to know.”

Bernice’s breath caught. “Adopted?” she repeated, her mind racing.

He nodded. “Yeah. When I was a baby.”

“How long have you known?” Bernice asked, her voice full of surprise.

“I found my birth certificate a few years ago, and my mom told me everything. But she begged me not to tell anyone. I wanted to tell you, so bad. I just…”

Bernice hesitated, looking into Mason’s eyes. It was like she was seeing him for the first time. “So… we aren’t related?”

“No, we aren’t,” Mason agreed, his voice barely a whisper.

Her chest tightened with a mix of relief and desire. Before she could think, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Mason hesitated for a split second before pulling her closer, his mouth crashing into hers with a hunger that made her knees weak.

Their kiss was fervent, desperate, as if they were making up for all the time they’d wasted. Mason’s hands slid down her back, gripping her hips as he deepened the kiss. Bernice moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” he murmured, his hands sliding under her dress, gripping her thighs.

She shivered, her body responding to his touch. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We shouldn’t…”

“Tell me to stop,” he said, his lips trailing down her neck. “Tell me no.”

She didn’t. Instead, she reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. Mason groaned, his hands moving to help her, unzipping his pants and pushing them down just enough. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Bernice’s breath hitched. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly, her eyes locked on his.

He groaned, his head falling back as she tightened her grip. “God, Bee,” he muttered, his voice strained.

She leaned in, kissing him again, her hand moving faster. Mason’s hands slid under her dress, finding the waistband of her panties.

He tugged them down, his fingers brushing against her wetness. “Fuck,” he whispered, his fingers sliding inside her.

Bernice gasped, her hips bucking against his hand. “Mason,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. He pulled his fingers out, lifting her onto the counter. She kicked off her panties, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Mason positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking onto hers. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He thrust into her, filling her completely, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders. Mason groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, slow and deep.

Bernice’s breath hitched, her body arching into his. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he picked up the pace. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the small room, mingling with their muffled moans. Bernice’s nails dug into his back, her hips rolling to meet his thrusts.

“You feel so good,” Mason muttered, his breath hot against her ear. “So fucking good.”

She moaned, her body tightening around him as pleasure coiled low in her belly. “Mason, I’m close,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more frantic. “Come for me, Bee,” he urged, his hand sliding between them to rub her clit.

Bernice’s body tensed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came, her nails digging into his skin. Mason followed her over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her, his forehead resting against hers.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged, their bodies still connected. Then, slowly, Mason pulled out, easing her off the counter. Bernice leaned against him, her legs trembling.

He kissed her forehead, his hand gently stroking her hair. “We should get back out there,” he murmured.

She nodded, her mind still reeling. As she straightened her dress and Mason zipped his pants, she couldn’t help but smile. He was adopted. It wasn’t wrong. And she couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

"Next time," Mason said, his voice low and husky, "we won’t stop there."

27 - PUBLIC PLEASURE IN NYC

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

28 - LIBRARY LESBIANS

FF / Butch Femme / College / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Oral

Keena’s fingers curled nervously around the edge of the library table as she glanced toward the entrance. The red dress she wore clung to her curves, its hem skimming just above her thighs. She adjusted her long dark hair, brushing it over her shoulder, and leaned back slightly in her chair.

Her brown eyes scanned the room, noting the quiet hum of students studying, the faint rustle of pages turning. She was supposed to be working on her paper, but her mind kept wandering. Something about this place—the smell of old books, the soft glow of the overhead lights—seemed to buzz with potential. She typed a few sentences on her laptop, a small smile playing on her lips.

Then she saw him—her. Them? JT. Keena wasn’t sure how to categorize the woman who strode into the library like she owned the place. Short spiky hair, baggy jeans that hung low on her hips, and an air of confidence that made Keena’s breath hitch. JT didn’t look like anyone else in the room. She didn’t even look like she belonged in college, but there she was, sliding into the seat across from Keena with a smirk that sent a shiver down Keena’s spine.

“Hey,” JT said, her voice low but unmistakably warm. “You look like you could use a break.”

Keena blinked, caught off guard. “I... I do?”

JT chuckled, leaning forward slightly, her elbows propped on the table. “Yeah. You’ve been staring at that laptop screen for so long, your eyes might actually burn out.”

Oh my god, Keena thought, heat creeping up her neck. She hadn’t realized she’d been so obvious. “I mean, I guess I have been stuck on this paragraph for a while.”

“Well, maybe I can help,” JT said, her tone casual, but there was something in her eyes—a spark that told Keena this wasn’t just about homework. “What’s your major anyway? English lit? Looks like you’re drowning in paperwork.”

Keena hesitated, half-tempted to brush JT off, but something about the way JT leaned closer, the way her gaze flicked down to Keena’s dress and lingered just a little too long, made her heart race. “Yeah, English. And you?”

“History,” JT said, shrugging. “Boring stuff about dead people. But hey, if you ever need someone to bring those dusty old words to life, I’m your girl.”

Keena laughed despite herself, though her cheeks flushed. There was something undeniably magnetic about JT, something that made Keena want to lean in closer, to see just how far this conversation could go. “Maybe I’ll take you up on that offer,” she said, her voice softer now.

JT’s smirk widened, and she pushed her chair back abruptly. “Come on,” she said, standing and offering her hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

Keena blinked, surprised. “Out of... where?”

“The book shelves,” JT said, gesturing toward the rows of towering bookshelves. “There’s more space back there. Less chance of someone walking in on us.”

Us? Keena’s heart skipped a beat. She glanced around, suddenly hyperaware of the other students in the room. No one seemed to be paying attention to them, but still, she hesitated. “I don’t know—”

“Don’t worry,” JT said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent goosebumps skittering down Keena’s arms. “I won’t bite. Unless you ask me to.”

Keena swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. There was something intoxicating about JT’s confidence, something that made her feel both nervous and excited all at once. “Okay,” she whispered back, her voice barely audible.

JT winked and took her hand, leading her toward the stacks. The rows were narrow, the shelves so tall they blocked out most of the light. It felt like stepping into another world, one where the rules of the library didn’t apply. Keena’s breath hitched as JT pulled her deeper into the maze, her grip firm but not rough.

“Here’s good,” JT murmured, stopping in front of a shelf filled with ancient texts. She turned to face Keena, her expression unreadable. “So, what’s it gonna be?”

Keena’s brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” JT said, her voice low and deliberate, “are you ready to let go of whatever’s holding you back? Or are you just going to stand there looking cute?”

Keena’s cheeks burned, but before she could respond, JT stepped closer, their bodies nearly touching. “Relax,” JT said, her voice softening. “Trust me.”

And then, before Keena could think of a reason not to, JT tilted her head and pressed her lips against Keena’s. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, but it quickly grew deeper, more insistent. Keena’s eyes fluttered closed, her mind reeling. This was new, unfamiliar, thrilling. JT’s hands moved to cup her face, pulling her closer, and Keena found herself melting into the touch, her doubts fading away.

This is crazy, she thought, her heart pounding against her ribs. They were in a library, for God’s sake. Someone could walk in any second. But the thought only made the moment hotter, more forbidden. She had never been with a woman before, never even considered it, but JT’s mouth on hers felt right, so right.

JT pulled back slightly, her breath hot against Keena’s lips. “Your turn,” she murmured, her voice laced with mischief.

Keena hesitated, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached up to tangle in JT’s short hair. She kissed her back, tentatively at first, but soon she was pressing closer, deepening the kiss, letting herself get lost in the sensation.

JT groaned softly, her hands sliding down Keena’s body until they rested on her hips. Then, without warning, one hand slipped under the hem of Keena’s dress, brushing against the soft skin of her thigh. Keena gasped into the kiss, her entire body tensing as JT’s fingers inched higher.

“Wait,” Keena whispered, pulling back slightly. Her voice trembled, her eyes wide. “Someone could see—”

“No one’s coming,” JT said, her voice confident, reassuring. “Just me.”

And then JT’s fingers slid beneath the thin fabric of Keena’s underwear, touching her directly. Keena’s breath hitched, a gasp escaping her lips as JT’s hand pressed against her, finding her wet and eager. She couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe she was letting it happen, but the way JT touched her—firm, skilled, unapologetic—made her knees weak.

“That’s it,” JT murmured, her thumb rubbing slow circles against Keena’s clit. “You like that?”

“Yes,” Keena whispered, her voice breaking. “God, yes.”

JT smirked, leaning in to capture her lips again. Her fingers moved faster, tracing delicate patterns, teasing Keena mercilessly. Keena clung to JT, her legs trembling as pleasure coursed through her body. She had never felt anything like this, never known how good it could feel to be touched, to be wanted, like this.

JT broke the kiss again, her breath ragged. “Want more?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Keena nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

“Good,” JT said, slipping her hand from beneath Keena’s dress.

Before Keena could protest, JT dropped to her knees, her movements smooth and deliberate. She looked up at Keena, her eyes glinting with desire, and then her hands were at the hem of Keena’s dress again, lifting it slowly.

Keena’s breath caught in her throat as JT’s mouth met her skin, kissing her inner thigh before moving higher. Oh god, she thought, her hands gripping the edge of the bookshelf for support. This can’t be happening.

But it was. JT’s tongue swiped across her, slow and deliberate, and Keena cried out, her head falling back. She couldn’t hold back the noise, couldn’t stop herself from moaning as JT’s tongue explored her, tasting her, worshipping her.

“JT,” Keena gasped, her voice trembling. “Please—”

JT didn’t answer, just moved faster, her tongue pressing harder against Keena’s clit. Keena’s legs gave out, and she would have fallen if not for the bookshelf behind her. She clutched at the spines of the ancient texts, her fingers digging into the worn leather covers as JT worked her magic.

The pleasure built and built, overwhelming her, consuming her. Keena’s vision blurred, her thoughts scattering as JT brought her closer and closer to the edge. And then, finally, she tipped over, her body convulsing as she came undone, her cries echoing faintly in the silence of the library.

JT stayed there, licking her clean, until Keena’s breathing steadied. Only then did she rise to her feet, giving Keena a smug little grin. “Not bad for a first time, huh?”

Keena stared at her, still dazed. “I... I can’t believe we just did that.”

JT chuckled, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind Keena’s ear. “Believe it. And trust me, next time, it’ll be even better.”

Keena opened her mouth to respond, but before she could say anything, JT pulled out her phone. “What’s your number?” she asked.

Keena rattled off her digits, and JT quickly saved Keena in her contacts.

JT winked. “See you around, sweetheart.”

And then she was gone, disappearing into the maze of bookshelves like a phantom. Keena stood there for a moment, her phone clutched tightly in her hand, her heartbeat still racing.

A moment later, Keena’s phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out, her eyes widening as she saw the text from JT. “Call me,” it read.

Next time, she thought, her lips curling into a sly smile. Next time, we’re doing something even crazier.

29 - 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?

30 - REVENGE AT THE RED DOOR

MMF / Cheating / Revenge / Group Sex / Threesome / Public / 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.”

31 - THE MILE HIGH CLUB

FF / Public / Cheating / Taboo / Public / Fingering / Oral

The plane’s engines hummed soothingly, the low rumble a comforting background noise that lulled most of the passengers into a state of drowsy contentment. Yumi shifted in her seat, her heart pounding with anticipation as she glanced sideways at Nicole.

The red dress clung to her sister-in-law's slender frame, accentuating every curve and drawing Yumi's gaze irresistibly. Nicole’s long black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made her look both elegant and approachable.

Yumi had been flirting subtly with Nicole all week during their family vacation in Atlanta. Every stolen glance, every touch that lingered just a little too long, had built up an electric tension between them. Now, on the plane ride home, with Yumi’s brother, Keyvon, and the rest of the family dozing or engrossed in their in-flight entertainment, the opportunity for something more had presented itself.

Nicole turned to Yumi, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Did you enjoy Atlanta?” she asked softly, her voice barely audible over the ambient noise of the plane.

“I did,” Yumi replied, her own voice trembling slightly with excitement. “But I think I enjoyed the company even more.”

Nicole smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent shivers down Yumi's spine. “Me too,” she whispered, leaning in closer. “Keyvon’s not paying any attention. He’s totally zoned out on that movie.”

Yumi nodded, swallowing hard as she felt the heat of Nicole’s breath against her ear. She adjusted the blanket over her lap, ensuring it covered her from view. The fabric provided a much-needed barrier between her and the prying eyes of other passengers, but it also seemed to trap the growing warmth between her thighs.

As if reading her thoughts, Nicole reached under the blanket, her fingers brushing lightly against Yumi's inner thigh. Yumi inhaled sharply, her body tensing at the unexpected touch. Nicole's hand moved higher, sliding stealthily toward the wetness pooling between Yumi's legs.

Yumi hesitated for a moment. Nicole was her brother’s wife. If Keyvon found out, he would be devastated. “I don’t know, Nicole,” she whispered.

“Shh,” Nicole murmured, placing a finger over Yumi's lips. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

Yumi put her trepidation aside. She closed her eyes, leaning back in her seat as Nicole’s fingers found their mark. The sensation was exquisite, each gentle stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Nicole’s touch was confident, assured, as if she knew exactly what Yumi needed. Yumi bit her lip, trying to muffle the soft moans that threatened to escape.

“Oh, God, Nicole,” Yumi breathed, her voice a strangled whisper. “That feels so good.”

Nicole chuckled softly, her fingers never pausing in their rhythm. “You like that, huh? You have no idea how hot it makes me to see you like this.”

Yumi could only nod, her mind foggy with desire. Her hips moved involuntarily, grinding against Nicole’s hand, seeking more friction. Nicole responded by increasing the pressure, her thumb circling Yumi's clit with deliberate precision. The combination of touches was driving Yumi wild, her body arching against the seat in desperate need.

“Nicole, I’m... I’m close,” Yumi gasped, her breath hitching.

“Let it happen, baby,” Nicole encouraged, her voice thick with arousal. “Let go for me.”

With a final, shuddering breath, Yumi gave in to the building climax. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, her body trembling uncontrollably as she climaxed under Nicole’s expert touch. Nicole didn’t stop until Yumi had ridden out every last wave of pleasure, her fingers finally withdrawing from beneath the blanket.

Yumi opened her eyes, catching Nicole’s gaze. There was a wicked glint in those dark brown eyes, a promise of what was yet to come. “That was incredible,” Yumi said, her voice still shaky.

Nicole leaned in, her lips hovering just inches from Yumi's. “You have no idea how much I want to taste you,” she whispered, her words sending another thrill through Yumi's already sensitive body.

Before Yumi could respond, Nicole stood up, glancing around to ensure no one was watching. “Come on,” she said, holding out her hand. “There’s something I want to show you.”

Yumi hesitated for only a moment before taking Nicole’s hand. Together, they slipped out of their seats and down the narrow aisle, keeping their heads low as they made their way toward the bathroom at the back of the plane.

Once inside, Nicole locked the door behind them and turned to face Yumi. The cramped space seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with unspoken desires. Nicole pressed Yumi against the cold metal wall, her hands roaming freely over Yumi's curves.

“Spread your legs for me,” Nicole commanded, her voice husky with longing.

Yumi obeyed, her skirt riding up to expose her glistening pussy. Nicole dropped to her knees, her mouth watering at the sight before her. She wasted no time, diving in with a fervor that left Yumi gasping. Yumi’s fingers tangled in Nicole’s hair, pulling her deeper into the embrace of their shared passion.

“Yes, yes, right there,” Yumi cried, her words muffled by the confines of the tiny bathroom.

Nicole’s tongue worked its magic, flicking and swirling with practiced ease. Yumi’s hips bucked into the relentless assault, her body straining against the restraints of gravity and the narrow space. It was pure, unadulterated bliss, every lick and suck bringing her closer to the edge once more.

“Nicole, I can’t... I can’t hold on much longer,” Yumi warned, her voice breaking with urgency.

“Then don’t,” Nicole replied, her voice laced with desire. “Give in to it. Let me make you come again.”

And with that final push, Yumi shattered into a thousand pieces, her release crashing over her like a tidal wave. Nicole drank her in, savoring every shuddering gasp and moan. When it was over, Yumi sagged against the wall, her body trembling with residual aftershocks.

Nicole gave Yumi a kiss on the lips. “Welcome to the mile high club,” she whispered.

“You won’t tell anyone?” Yumi asked, suddenly coming back to reality. “If the family finds out, everyone will hate us.”

“Trust me,” Nicole replied. “I’m not gonna tell anyone.”

As they walked back to their seats on the plane, Yumi knew that her relationship with her sister-in-law had changed, permanently. She hoped that their secret passion wouldn’t lead to the destruction of her family.

Yumi and Nicole took their seats. Yumi looked at Keyvon, her heart filling with guilt. He was fast asleep, blissfully unaware of what had just taken place.

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 - THE WRONG ADDRESS

MF / BDSM / Public / Buttplug / Fingering / Fisting

Nadine adjusted the strap of her backpack as she stood in front of the nondescript building, the address on the flyer clutched in her hand. The evening air was crisp, the kind that made her shiver just enough to remind her she was alive. She had been eager to find a study group since starting college in this new town. Making friends wasn’t exactly her forte, but she was determined to try.

The building looked… bland. A single-story brick structure with a metal door and a buzzer to the right. No signs, no windows, nothing to suggest it was anything other than a vacant office space. She double-checked the flyer. This has to be it, she thought, pressing the buzzer.

The door clicked open almost immediately, and a wave of bass-heavy music spilled out, muffled but insistent. Nadine hesitated, glancing around as if someone might appear to explain this sudden shift in atmosphere. She stepped inside, the door closing behind her with a heavy thud.

The interior was nothing like she expected. The walls were dark, the air thick with the scent of sweat and something musky. The music pulsed louder now, vibrating through her chest. She craned her neck, trying to make sense of the space. It wasn’t a study group meeting place—it was a club. But not just any club.

Her eyes widened as she took in the scene. A woman in leather lingerie was bent over a stool, her wrists bound to its legs as a man brought a flogger down across her back in rhythmic strokes. A couple nearby was entangled on a velvet couch, the woman’s head bobbing lazily in the man’s lap while another man thrust into her from behind. Everywhere she looked, people were touching, moaning, fucking.

Nadine’s heart raced, her body stiffening as she tried to process what she was seeing. This isn’t real. This can’t be real. She gripped the flyer tighter, her knuckles whitening. She must have gone to the wrong address. But before she could turn and flee, a voice cut through the haze.

“First time here?”

She spun around to see a man leaning casually against the wall, his arms crossed. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline that seemed almost too perfect. His dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he took her in.

“I—I think I’m in the wrong place,” Nadine stammered, her voice barely audible over the music.

The man chuckled, pushing off the wall and taking a step closer. “Nah, you’re exactly where you need to be. I’m Luther.” His voice was smooth, almost hypnotic. “And you are?”

“Nadine,” she replied, her name tumbling out before she could think better of it.

“Nadine,” he repeated, as if tasting the syllables. “Well, Nadine, you look like you could use a drink. Or maybe something… else.” His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her chest.

“I should probably go,” she said weakly, but her feet refused to move.

Luther smirked, stepping closer still. “You don’t want to go. I can see it in your eyes. You’re curious. And curiosity, my dear, is the first step to unlocking everything you’ve been too afraid to explore.”

Her breath hitched as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair away from her face. His touch was light, almost fleeting, but it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting. “Let me show you what this place is really about.”

Nadine hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She should leave. She knew she should leave. But something about the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her, made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Desire.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the thrum of the music.

Luther’s smile widened, and he took her hand, leading her through the club. They passed couples in various states of undress, the air thick with the sounds of pleasure. She couldn’t help but steal glances, her cheeks burning but her curiosity piqued.

He led her down a hallway, the noise of the club fading slightly as they approached a curtained-off area. Luther pulled the curtain aside, revealing a small room lit by dim, red lighting. Inside was a bench, padded and angled, with restraints hanging from its edges. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of toys—whips, ropes, vibrators, and things she couldn’t even name.

“This is my private space,” Luther said, stepping inside and letting the curtain fall closed behind them. “Only the most intriguing guests get invited here.”

Nadine’s heart was pounding now, her mouth dry as she took in the room. “I… I don’t know if I…”

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Nadine. But I think you want to. I think you’ve been longing for something like this. Am I wrong?”

She swallowed hard, unable to tear her eyes away from his. “No,” she admitted quietly.

Luther smiled, reaching out to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed over her skin, a gesture so tender it made her ache. “Good. Let me take care of you.”

He began to undress her slowly, his movements deliberate, as if savoring every inch of her skin she revealed. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, her jeans pooling at her feet. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“On the bench,” he instructed, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed, lying back on the padded surface. He reached for the restraints, binding her wrists above her head. The leather cuffs were soft but unyielding, and she felt a thrill of vulnerability as he secured them.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her arms, her sides, her thighs. “Just feel.”

His fingers found their way between her legs, stroking her through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers sliding into her wetness with ease. She moaned, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So eager,” he chuckled, his voice dark with desire. “But patience, Nadine. Good things come to those who wait.”

Just as she was on the brink of climax, he withdrew his fingers, leaving her whimpering. She watched through hooded eyes as he reached for something on the shelf. A small, sleek black device that hummed softly as he turned it on.

“This might feel… strange at first,” he said, his tone almost playful. “But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

He spread her legs wider, his fingers teasing her ass until she was gasping again. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the vibrating buttplug against her tight entrance.

Her breath caught as he pushed it in, the sensation electric. Her eyes rolled back, a moan tearing from her throat as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

“Good girl,” Luther purred, his fingers returning to her pussy.

He began with two, then three, stretching her as he worked her into a frenzy. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

By the time his entire hand was inside her, she was trembling, her orgasm building with every thrust. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Luther’s hand worked her through it. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small room.

When he finally pulled away, she was a quivering mess. He removed the buttplug, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “I’d like to see you again, Nadine. If you’re willing.”

She blinked up at him, her mind still foggy from the intensity of it all. “Willing?” she echoed, her voice hoarse.

He smiled, his fingers brushing over her cheek. “To explore. To learn. To let me show you just how much pleasure you’re capable of.”

She hesitated, but the memory of what had just happened was still fresh, igniting something deep inside her.

“What do you say, Nadine?” Luther asked, his voice low and inviting. “Ready to take the next step?”

She opened her mouth to respond, the words catching in her throat. But before she could answer, he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her skin.

“Say yes,” he whispered, his lips brushing hers. “And I’ll show you a world you’ve only ever dreamed of.”

She hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. “I…”

Before she could finish, Luther’s lips claimed hers in a searing kiss, his hands roaming her body once more.

“Is that a yes?” he murmured against her mouth, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Nadine whispered. “Teach me.”

34 - LEATHER AND LUST

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

35 - A VISIT TO THE BDSM CLUB

MF / BDSM / First Person / Public / Exhibitionism / Spanking / Whipping / Vibrator / Teasing / Dildo / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

The moment Donte’s text buzzed on my phone, I felt that familiar thrill ripple through me. Meet me at 9. Dress to kill. Lingerie underneath. Bring your A-game. His words were always so commanding, so deliberate. He didn’t ask; he told. And God, I loved that about him.

Donte was a powerful mob boss. He’d used his connections to assist my best friend, Laura, and I when things had gotten tough for us. Now, thanks to Donte, our escort service was seeing big profits, and we were back on top of the game.

What had started as a financial arrangement quickly became a love affair. As I spent more time with Donte, my attraction to him deepened. He was powerful and wealthy. He understood my lifestyle, and accepted me for who I was. I couldn’t wait to see what he had planned for tonight.

I smirked as I slipped into the tight black dress Laura had picked out for me earlier—the one with the slit that ran dangerously high up my thigh. Beneath it, I wore a lace set in deep red, the kind that hugged every curve and left just enough to the imagination.

When Donte pulled up in his sleek sports car, I could see the hunger in his eyes before I even opened the door. “You look…expensive,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, like he was already imagining what he’d do to me later.

I slid into the passenger seat, crossing my legs deliberately, letting the slit of the dress fall open just enough to tease.

We drove downtown, the city lights blurring past us in streaks of gold and neon. I didn’t ask where we were going. With Donte, surprises were part of the game, and I liked playing along. When we arrived at an unassuming building tucked between two dimly lit alleys, my curiosity spiked. It didn’t look like much from the outside, but when Donte knocked on the heavy metal door and muttered a password, the air shifted.

The door creaked open, and we stepped inside.

What the hell is this place?

My heart thudded as I took in the scene: leather benches arranged in neat rows, chains dangling from the ceiling, and the faint sound of moans and sharp slaps echoing off the walls. A woman was chained to a post, her back arched as a man brought a whip down against her skin. Another knelt at a woman’s feet, licking the toe of her boot like it was the most sacred act in the world. My breath hitched, and I instinctively reached for Donte’s hand.

He squeezed mine, his grip firm but reassuring. “You good?” he asked, his tone casual, like we’d just walked into a coffee shop.

I hesitated, glancing around again. Although I was very sexually experienced, I’d never been in a place like this before. It was definitely outside my comfort zone. Still, I wanted to impress Donte—show him I could keep up with his desires. “Yeah, I’m good,” I agreed, my heart pounding. “Just a little nervous.”

Donte chuckled, the sound warm and dangerously inviting. “There’s nothing to worry about, Brandi. Tonight I’m in control. You’re mine.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. Mine. Not just tonight, but always. I’d never let a man claim me like that before. With clients, I was the one calling the shots, using them for their money and walking away unscathed. But Donte…he was different. He was everything I swore I’d never want—and everything I couldn’t resist.

He led me to a bench in the center of the room, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. People watched us, their gazes curious, hungry. I could feel their eyes on me, judging, appreciating, anticipating.

Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. “Take off the dress.”

I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling slightly as I reached for the zipper. The air was cool against my skin as the fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but the red lace bra and panties. Donte’s eyes darkened as he appraised me, and for a moment, I forgot about the audience. It was just us, the heat between us crackling like a live wire.

“Kneel,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto the padded bench, my hands pressed flat against the smooth leather. The first slap landed without warning, the sting sharp and immediate. I gasped, my nails digging into the bench.

“Count,” Donte ordered, his palm connecting with my ass again.

“One,” I managed, my voice shaky.

By the time he reached ten, my skin was burning, each strike sending waves of pleasure-pain through me. The crowd murmured their approval, their voices blending into a low hum that only heightened the intensity. When Donte grabbed a whip from the wall, I tensed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Relax,” he murmured, running a hand over the curve of my hip. “Trust me.”

I do, I realized, the truth hitting me harder than any blow. I trusted him completely.

The whip cracked against my skin, the pain sharp but bearable, mingling with the warmth spreading between my thighs. Donte alternated between strikes and gentle caresses, keeping me on edge, my body writhing with need. When he finally stopped, I was trembling, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

“Good girl,” he whispered, helping me to my feet. “Now, let’s take this somewhere private.”

He led me to a secluded room, closing the door behind us with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. Donte moved behind me, his hands deftly unhooking my bra and sliding my panties down my legs. I stood there, naked and exposed, the weight of his gaze making my skin tingle.

“Lie down,” he instructed, pointing to the bench in the center of the room.

I complied, stretching out on the cool leather, my pulse racing as Donte retrieved a vibrator from a nearby table. He turned it on, the low hum vibrating through the air. He teased me with it, tracing lazy circles around my clit but never giving me what I needed.

“Please,” I begged, my hips arching off the bench. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” he said, his voice calm but firm.

He slid the vibrator lower, pressing it against my entrance before pushing it inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, my muscles clamping down around the toy as my body strained for release. But Donte wasn’t done. He pulled the vibrator out, guiding it to my ass instead. I gasped as he pushed it in, the dual stimulation almost too much to bear.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured, his free hand roaming over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples. “So desperate for me.”

I whimpered, my nails scratching against the leather as he withdrew the toy and replaced it with something larger—a thick dildo. He thrust it into me, the stretch delicious and agonizing all at once. I cried out, my pleas falling on deaf ears as he fucked me with the toy, my orgasm hovering just out of reach.

When he finally unzipped his pants and freed his cock, I nearly sobbed with relief. He positioned himself between my legs, the head of his shaft brushing against my soaked folds. “You ready?” he asked, his tone teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. “Please, Donte. I need you.”

He thrust into me with a growl, his pace hard and unrelenting. The bench creaked beneath us, the sound lost in the symphony of our moans. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing more, always more.

“Cum for me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

And I did, my body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. He followed soon after, his release filling me as he groaned my name. We stayed like that for a moment, our breaths mingling, until he finally pulled out and handed me my clothes.

As we left the private room, the stares of the other patrons burned into me. They knew. They all knew what we’d just done, and the thought made my cheeks flush. Donte’s cum dripped down my thighs as we walked out of the club, his arm draped protectively around my shoulders.

In that moment, I realized something terrifying: I wasn’t just falling for Donte. I was already gone. And as much as I wanted to fight it, I couldn’t. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just using someone for their money. I was letting someone use me—on my own terms. And strangely, it felt...right.

Back in the car, Donte glanced at me, a sly smile tugging at his lips. “So? How’d you like your surprise?”

“I loved it,” I replied, my mind still racing. “Thank you for taking me.”

As we drove back to my apartment, I knew the night was far from over. I’d finally met someone who could keep up with me, sexually, financially, and emotionally. I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

36 - THE DRUG DEALER’S POOLSIDE PLEASURE

MF / Romantic / Swimming Pool / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

Sia’s phone buzzed on the passenger seat, the screen lighting up with a number she didn’t recognize. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. Who the hell is this?

She answered, her voice sharp but controlled. “Yeah?”

“Sia?” The man’s voice was smooth, confident, and carried an undertone of charm that made her pause. “I’m Shane. Got your number from a friend. Heard you’re the one to call when I need… a good time.”

Sia’s brow furrowed. A good time? She wasn’t sure if he was talking about drugs or something else, but the way he said it sent a faint shiver down her spine. “Depends on what you’re looking for,” she replied coolly, her tone guarded.

“I’m looking for a few ounces, and I want top quality,” Shane said, and she could almost hear the smirk in his voice. “And I’m willing to pay for it. Name your price.”

Her mind raced. This could be a setup. But he seemed like a big spender. The way he spoke—like he had money to burn—gave her pause. “Where are you?”

He rattled off an address, one in the kind of neighborhood Sia only drove through when she was delivering. The kind of place where the houses had gates and pools and more square footage than she could imagine. Rich guy. Good customer.

“I’ll be there in an hour,” she said, hanging up before he could respond.

An hour later, Sia pulled up to a sprawling modern mansion, its glass windows reflecting the late afternoon sun. She parked her beat-up sedan by the curb, grabbing the small bag of product off the passenger seat. Her heart pounded as she walked up the driveway, her boots crunching on the gravel. Stay cool. This is just another customer.

Shane answered the door almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting for her. He was tall, with sharp features and a smile that made her stomach flip. His eyes lingered on her for a moment, taking her in—her leather jacket, her ripped jeans, the way she carried herself like she wasn’t impressed by his wealth.

“Sia,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “Glad you could make it.”

The inside of the house was as luxurious as the outside, all polished floors and minimalist furniture. Sia kept her expression neutral, but she couldn’t help noticing the pool through the glass doors, the water shimmering under the sun.

She pulled out the bag of dope, handing it to him. “Here you go.”

Shane took it, his fingers brushing hers in a way that felt deliberate. He handed her a thick envelope of cash, their eyes meeting as she took it.

“Thanks,” she said, tucking it into her jacket. She turned to leave, but his voice stopped her.

“Stay for a drink.” It wasn’t a question.

Sia glanced at him over her shoulder. “I’ve got other customers to see.”

He stepped closer, his presence suddenly overwhelming. “I’ll make it worth your while.” He pulled out another wad of cash, waving it in front of her like bait.

Her stomach tightened. More money. Is it worth it? She looked at him, really looked at him, and something in his eyes made her hesitate. There was something… intriguing about him. Dangerous, maybe, but not in a way that made her want to run.

“Fine,” she said, folding her arms. “One drink.”

Shane’s smile widened. “Good choice.”

He led her to the kitchen, where he mixed her a drink with practiced ease. They sat at the island, the silence between them charged.

“You live here alone?” Sia asked, taking a sip of her drink. It was strong, the kind of thing that warmed her from the inside out.

Shane nodded, his gaze never leaving her. “It gets lonely sometimes.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Rich guy like you? I’m sure you’ve got plenty of company.”

“Not the kind I want,” he said, his voice low. There was something in his tone that made her cheeks heat, and she quickly looked away.

They talked for a while, the conversation surprisingly easy. Shane was smart, funny, and had a way of making her feel like she was the only person in the room. This is dangerous, she thought, but she couldn’t bring herself to leave.

“Let’s go outside,” Shane suggested eventually, standing and offering her his hand.

She hesitated, then took it, letting him lead her to the pool. The sun was starting to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink.

“I don’t have a swimsuit,” Sia said, glancing at the water.

Shane shrugged. “Who needs one?” He started unbuttoning his shirt, his movements slow and deliberate. Sia’s breath caught as he tossed it aside, revealing a toned chest. He glanced at her, his eyes dark with invitation. “Your turn.”

Her heart raced as she hesitated, then slowly peeled off her jacket and shirt. The cool evening air brushed against her skin, and she felt exposed in a way that wasn’t entirely unwelcome. Shane’s gaze burned into her as she stepped out of her jeans, leaving her in nothing but her underwear.

He closed the distance between them, his hand reaching out to trace the curve of her waist. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

Sia’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. This is a bad idea, her mind screamed, but her body didn’t care. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up his chest. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat of his body against hers.

They stumbled into the pool, the water cool against their skin. Shane’s hands moved over her body, exploring every inch, and Sia let herself get lost in the sensation. Her panties came off, and Shane tossed them aside. His fingers slipped between her legs, teasing her until she was gasping for air. She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him slowly, her touch firm.

Shane groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “Fuck, Sia,” he muttered, his voice strained.

He lifted her up, her back pressing against the edge of the pool as he positioned himself between her legs. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her, and she arched her back, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking with anticipation.

Shane didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed into her, the water surrounding them as he filled her completely. Sia gasped, her head falling back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep. She could feel every inch of him, her body tightening around him as the pleasure built.

“You feel amazing,” Shane murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He gripped her hips, his pace quickening, and Sia moaned, her hands clinging to the edge of the pool. The water splashed around them, but she barely noticed—all she could focus on was the way he was making her feel.

Her orgasm hit her suddenly, crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body trembling as Shane continued to fuck her, his own release following soon after. He groaned her name, his arms tightening around her as he came inside her, the warmth of his cum mixing with the cool water.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily. Shane pressed a soft kiss to her shoulder, his hands gently tracing patterns on her back.

Sia’s mind was still reeling as she looked up at him, their eyes meeting. This changes everything, she thought, but she wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

“I’ll see you again,” Shane said, his voice low and promising.

Sia nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yeah. You will.”

But as she stepped out of the pool, her mind already racing with possibilities, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was about to get in way over her head.

37 - BACK ROW AT THE MOVIES

FF / Public / Age Gap / Masturbation / Fingering / Oral

The movie theater was packed, the air thick with the scent of popcorn and anticipation. Mya shifted uncomfortably in her seat, glancing at her phone for what felt like the hundredth time. The message from her date still hadn't come through. She sighed, her eyes scanning the crowded room. The trailers had just started, and she was beginning to think she should have stayed home.

"Well, this is a bust," she muttered under her breath, her fingers drumming a nervous rhythm on the armrest.

Just as she was about to stand up and leave, something caught her eye. In the back row, almost hidden in the shadows, sat Lachelle. Mya's neighbor, a woman who exuded an aura of sophistication and sensuality. Lachelle was forty, but she carried herself with the grace of someone much younger. Her long, black hair was flat ironed straight, cascading down her back like a waterfall. She wore a tight black mini dress that hugged her curvy figure in all the right places.

Mya had often seen Lachelle sunbathing in her backyard, her tan skin glistening under the sun. There was something mesmerizing about her, something that drew Mya's gaze every time. And now, here she was, in the same theater, sitting alone.

Lachelle must have sensed Mya's stare because she turned her head slightly, locking eyes with the young woman. For a moment, it was as if time stood still. Then, to Mya's astonishment, Lachelle winked. A slow, sultry wink that sent a shiver down Mya's spine.

Before she could process what was happening, Lachelle did something even more shocking. She slowly lifted the hem of her dress, exposing her bare thigh and then higher, revealing the wetness between her legs. Mya's breath hitched. Lachelle wasn't wearing any underwear.

The older woman's fingers danced over her pussy, spreading the moisture around, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Mya's heart pounded in her chest. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Lachelle was putting on a show, right there in the crowded theater, and she was doing it for Mya.

"Like what you see, sweetheart?" Lachelle's voice was barely a whisper, but it carried through the darkness like a siren's call.

Mya swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "I... I don't know what to say," she stammered, her eyes glued to Lachelle's lascivious display.

"Then why don't you come up here and join me?" Lachelle suggested, her tone inviting yet commanding.

Without another thought, Mya pushed herself out of her seat and made her way to the back row. The distance seemed both impossibly far and far too close. By the time she reached Lachelle, her entire body was trembling with anticipation.

"Sit," Lachelle ordered, patting the empty seat beside her. Mya obeyed, her skirt riding up as she settled into the plush cushion.

"You look so tense," Lachelle said, her hand resting on Mya's knee. "Relax."

Mya tried to relax, but it was impossible with Lachelle's warm fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin. The older woman leaned in closer, her breath hot against Mya's ear.

"Do you want to touch me?" Lachelle asked, her voice a seductive purr.

Mya nodded, unable to form words. She watched, entranced, as Lachelle guided her hand to her exposed pussy. The sensation of Lachelle's wetness seeped into Mya's fingertips, sending a shockwave of desire through her body.

"That's it," Lachelle breathed, her hips pressing into Mya's hand. "Feel how wet I am for you."

Mya's fingers explored Lachelle's folds, sliding easily through the moisture. She found the older woman's clit and circled it gently, eliciting a soft moan from Lachelle. The sound was intoxicating, filling Mya with a sense of power and excitement.

"You're doing so well," Lachelle praised, her hand squeezing Mya's shoulder. "Keep going."

Mya increased the pressure, her thumb rubbing Lachelle's clit in firm, rhythmic strokes. Lachelle's moans grew louder, more urgent, her body arching into Mya's touch.

"Oh, god, yes," Lachelle gasped, her nails digging into the armrest. "I'm going to cum."

Mya's heart raced as she continued her ministrations, feeling the tension build in Lachelle's body. The older woman's breathing became erratic, her hips bucking against Mya's hand. Then, with a final, shuddering gasp, Lachelle came, her body convulsing in pleasure.

For a moment, they sat in silence, the only sound the faint hum of the movie playing on the screen. Lachelle's chest heaved as she caught her breath, her eyes half-lidded and glazed with satisfaction.

"Your turn," Lachelle whispered, her voice thick with arousal.

Without waiting for a response, Lachelle's hand slid beneath Mya's skirt, finding her soaked panties. Mya bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as Lachelle's fingers delved into her wetness.

"So eager," Lachelle murmured, her fingers expertly teasing Mya's clit. "You're so ready for me."

Mya's head fell back, her body responding instinctively to Lachelle's skilled touch. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the need for release growing with each passing second.

"Please," Mya begged, her voice breaking. "I need... I need you."

"Shh," Lachelle hushed, leaning in to kiss Mya's neck. "Let me take care of you."

With that, Lachelle ducked down between the rows of seats, slipping easily between the gaps. Mya watched in stunned disbelief as Lachelle positioned herself beneath her, her face mere inches from Mya's throbbing pussy.

"Now, let me taste you," Lachelle whispered, her breath hot against Mya's sensitive skin.

Mya gasped as Lachelle's tongue made contact with her swollen lips, the sensation electrifying. Lachelle's mouth worked with expert precision, her tongue flicking across Mya's clit with relentless fervor.

"Oh, fuck!" Mya cried out, her hands gripping the seat cushions.

Lachelle's tongue dove deeper, exploring every inch of Mya's wet slit. She alternated between gentle licks and forceful suckling, driving Mya wild with need. Mya's body tensed, her orgasm hovering just out of reach.

"Come for me," Lachelle urged, her voice muffled by Mya's pussy. "Let go."

Mya's control shattered, her body erupting in waves of ecstasy. She screamed Lachelle's name, her climax crashing over her like a tidal wave. Lachelle's mouth never left her, drinking in every last shudder of pleasure.

When it finally subsided, Mya slumped back in her seat, her body trembling with exhaustion. Lachelle emerged from beneath her, her lips shiny with Mya's juices.

"Was that good for you?" Lachelle asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Mya could only nod, her brain too consumed with bliss to form coherent thoughts.

Lachelle smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Mya's face. "We should do this again sometime."

Mya's heart skipped a beat. "I'd like that," she managed to whisper.

As Lachelle leaned in for a soft, lingering kiss, Mya knew one thing for certain—she couldn’t wait for her next encounter with Mya.

38 - SEX IN THE STRIP CLUB
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control By Brandi Moore:

The lights of Las Vegas blurred past the taxi window as Laura and I slumped in the backseat, exhausted and defeated. The neon glow felt mocking now, like it was laughing at our misfortune. We’d come here to make money, not lose it.

But Laura had a habit of chasing losses, and a few nights ago, she’d gambled away nearly everything we had. My run-in undercover cop hadn’t helped either—my heart still raced when I thought about how close I’d come to spending the night in a Vegas jail cell.

“We’re screwed,” Laura muttered, her voice tight with frustration. She ran a hand through her blonde curls, her usually bright blue eyes dulled by regret. “I don’t know how we’re gonna get out of this.”

I sighed, leaning my head against the cool glass. My dark hair fell over my shoulder, and I absently twirled a strand around my finger, trying to think. Think, Brandi. Think. We had a plane ride home to cover, and right now, we didn’t even have enough to pay for our hotel room. But then it hit me—a memory from my early days, when I’d first started in sex work. Stripping had been my entry point, and I remembered the rush of cash that could come from a good night on stage.

“I have an idea,” I said suddenly, sitting up straight. Laura turned to me, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “Amateur night at a strip club. We could clean up if we play our cards right.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You mean…?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “All of us. You, me, Danielle, Kayla, Cheyenne—we go all in. Dress to kill, work the crowd, and walk out with more than enough to cover our asses.”

Laura’s lips curved into a slow smile, the kind that told me she was already counting the cash in her head. “Let’s do it.”

—

The Phoenix Cabaret was unlike any strip club I’d ever seen. It was sleek and opulent, with velvet curtains, chandeliers that sparkled like diamonds, and a stage bathed in soft pink light. The air smelled faintly of perfume and expensive whiskey, and the hum of chatter and laughter filled the room. This wasn’t just a club—it was an experience, and the men here weren’t just looking for a show; they were looking for a fantasy.

Danielle stepped forward first, her confidence radiating as she strutted onto the stage. Her skin glowed under the lights, and her curves were accentuated by the skimpy red outfit she’d picked—something that hugged every inch of her body. She moved effortlessly, her hips swaying to the beat of the music as she twerked and shook her ass. The men went wild, throwing bills onto the stage like they were confetti.

Next up was Laura. She always had a way of commanding attention, and tonight was no different. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back. Her blue eyes locked onto the crowd, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she danced. She was slower, more deliberate, teasing the audience with every move. By the time she finished, the floor around her was littered with cash.

Then it was my turn.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment. This wasn’t just about making money anymore—this was about proving something to myself. I stepped onto the stage, my heels clicking softly against the polished wood. The lights shifted, and the music slowed, a sultry beat that matched the rhythm of my heartbeat. I wrapped my fingers around the pole, letting my body remember the moves I’d spent years perfecting.

As I danced, I caught the eye of a man in the front row. He was older, maybe in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and a tailored suit that screamed wealth. His gaze was intense, almost predatory, but there was something else there too—respect. He watched me like I was the only woman in the room, and when I leaned down, sliding a dollar into my g-string, he smirked.

“You’ll have to do better than that,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the music.

He raised an eyebrow, then reached into his pocket, pulling out a crisp hundred-dollar bill. Slowly, deliberately, he slid it between my ass cheeks, his fingers brushing against my skin in a way that sent shivers down my spine. I smiled, biting my lip as I moved away, working the pole with a newfound energy.

When I finally left the stage, he called me over, patting the seat next to him. I hesitated for just a moment before walking over, my hips swaying with every step. He didn’t say a word as I straddled him, my legs framing his body as I began to grind against him. His hands gripped my thighs, his touch firm but not rough, and I could feel the heat of his arousal pressing against me through the fabric of his pants.

The club was loud, but in that moment, it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of us. His breath hitched as I moved, and when I reached between us, finding the bulge in his pants, he groaned softly. I undid his belt with practiced ease, freeing his cock and wrapping my fingers around it. He was big, thick and hard, and I couldn’t help but stroke him, feeling the way he pulsed in my hand.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Fuck, you’re good.”

I glanced around quickly, making sure no one was paying too much attention, then pulled my g-string to the side, positioning myself above him. The anticipation burned in my core as I lowered myself onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was buried inside me. His grip tightened on my hips, and I began to move, riding him slowly at first, then faster as the pleasure built.

The music pulsed around us, the bass thrumming through my body as I let myself get lost in the rhythm. His thrusts matched mine, driving deeper with every movement, and I could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside me. When I finally came, it was with a quiet gasp, my pussy clenching around him as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. He followed moments later, his release filling me as he groaned.

I stayed there for a moment, catching my breath, then slid off him, adjusting my clothes as discreetly as possible. He handed me a stack of bills without a word, his eyes never leaving mine. I counted it quickly—two thousand dollars. My heart skipped a beat.

Across the room, I caught Laura’s eye. She was watching me with an amused smirk, clearly entertained by what she’d just witnessed. I gave her a small shrug, tucking the money into my bag as I made my way back to her.

“Not bad,” she said, raising her glass in a mock toast. “Not bad at all.”

Not while there was still so much more to explore.Not while there was still so much more to explore.

—

Later that night, the five of us gathered in our hotel suite, champagne glasses in hand. The mood was triumphant, the tension from earlier replaced by laughter and relief. We’d made twenty grand in one night—more than enough to cover our expenses and then some.

As the bubbles tickled my nose, I couldn’t help but smile. We’d pulled it off. Against all odds, we’d come out on top. And as much as I hated to admit it, part of me had enjoyed every second of it.

“Here’s to Amateur Night,” Laura said, raising her glass.

“To Amateur Night,” we echoed, clinking our glasses together.

But as the laughter died down and the conversation shifted, I found myself thinking about the man from the club. About the way he’d looked at me, the way he’d touched me. There was something there—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Brandi?” Laura’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. “You okay?”

I nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She studied me for a moment, then grinned. “Don’t tell me you’re already planning our next move.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Not yet. But give me time.”

The truth was, I wasn’t ready to stop—not yet. Not while there was still so much more to explore. Even though we’d had our share of difficulties recently, It was all worth it.

39 - AN UNEXPECTED DISTRACTION
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

I stepped out of the sleek black SUV, feeling a surge of excitement as I entered the exclusive nightclub. The vibrant atmosphere enveloped me, the pulsating music and dimly lit interior setting the tone for the night ahead.

It was a typical Friday evening. I was meeting Donte at the club, and I was ready to let loose and forget about my troubles, even if just for a few hours. My dark hair cascaded down my back, framing my tanned skin and hazel eyes, a look I knew turned heads wherever I went.

As I made my way through the crowded club, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to find Donte, the man who had become an essential ally in our business ventures. His dark, brooding eyes held a hint of mischief as he extended his hand, inviting me to join him at the bar. Donte was a powerful mob boss, but in that moment, he was simply a man exuding raw, masculine charm.

"You look stunning tonight, Brandi," he whispered, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine.

I smiled, feeling a flutter in my stomach as I took in his handsome features—strong jawline, chiseled cheekbones, and those intense eyes that seemed to see right through me.

We ordered drinks, and as the bartender mixed our cocktails, Donte pulled me closer, his hand gently caressing my lower back. I could feel the heat of his body, and my pulse quickened in response. Leaning in, he brushed his lips against my ear, sending a jolt of desire through me.

"I've been thinking about you all week," he murmured, his breath warm against my skin. "I need to feel you, Brandi. Right now."

His words were like a spark, igniting a fire within me. I turned to face him, our bodies pressing together, and kissed him passionately. His lips were firm and demanding, and I could taste the hint of whiskey on his tongue. The bar around us seemed to fade away as we lost ourselves in each other.

As our kiss deepened, I felt Donte's hand slide up my thigh, his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body. I was acutely aware of the people around us, but in that moment, I didn't care. I wanted him, needed him, and the public nature of our encounter only heightened my arousal.

But as our passion continued, I felt eyes on the back of my neck. I turned around, and I spotted Vince sitting at the bar, staring directly at Donte and I. Vince Nealey, the famous Hollywood actor, had been a significant part of my life, but our relationship had ended abruptly when a tabloid journalist threatened to expose us.

Vince’s face held an expression of sorrow. What was he doing here?

Breaking away from our kiss, I looked into Donte’s dark eyes, seeing a mixture of desire and determination. "Let's get out of here," I whispered, my voice hoarse with need.

Donte took my hand, and we weaved our way through the crowd, the music and laughter fading into the background. As we stepped outside, the cool night air hit my heated skin, causing me to shiver. Donte pulled me close, his strong arms wrapping around me.

"Cold?" he asked, his breath forming clouds in the air.

I shook my head, my eyes locked on his. "Just eager to be alone with you."

He smiled, a devilish grin that sent a thrill through my body. Without a word, he guided me to the backseat of his luxury SUV, a vehicle that had become a sanctuary for our secret trysts. The interior was spacious and luxurious, with soft leather seats and ambient lighting.

I wasted no time, my hands eagerly reaching for his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. Donte's eyes smoldered with desire as I unzipped his pants, revealing his hardening length beneath. I knelt on the seat, my dress riding up my thighs, and took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him.

Donte's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I pleasured him. I could hear his sharp intakes of breath, the sound fueling my desire to bring him pleasure. I loved the power I held over this powerful man, the way he surrendered to my touch.

As I teased and sucked, I felt his hands on my shoulders, gently urging me up. I complied, my body tingling with anticipation. Donte lifted me, positioning me above him, and I straddled his lap, my core already throbbing with need. I was wet, more than ready for him.

With a swift motion, I pulled my dress up, exposing my bare pussy, glistening with arousal. Donte's eyes darkened further as he guided his thick cock to my entrance, slowly pushing into me. I gasped as he filled me, the sensation of being stretched around his girth overwhelming me.

"Ride me, Brandi," he growled, his hands gripping my hips.

I began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. The SUV's windows were tinted, providing a sense of privacy, but the thought of being watched, of someone seeing us in this intimate act, only added to the excitement.

I leaned forward, my breasts brushing against his chest, as I set a relentless pace, my body moving in sync with his. Donte's hands roamed over my body, squeezing and caressing, his touch both gentle and possessive.

"You feel so fucking good," he groaned, his voice strained. "I've wanted this all night, needed to be inside you."

His words sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me, and I quickened my pace, my body spiraling towards release. Donte's hands tightened on my hips, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he matched my rhythm.

"Cum for me, Brandi," he demanded, his voice hoarse. "Let me feel you come around my cock."

His command pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing as I climaxed, my walls clenching around him. Donte followed, his body tensing as he filled me with his warmth, his throaty groans filling the confines of the SUV.

As our orgasms subsided, I collapsed against him, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Donte held me close, his hands gently stroking my back. I felt a sense of peace in his arms, a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long time.

I closed my eyes, my mind drifting back to the club, to the moment I'd seen Vince, my ex-sugar daddy, watching us from afar. I had thought I was over him, but seeing him there, his eyes locked on me, had stirred up old feelings. I wondered if he still cared, if he regretted letting me go. But as Donte's fingers gently traced patterns on my skin, I pushed those thoughts aside.

"Are you okay?" Donte asked, his deep voice breaking through my reverie.

I nodded, not yet ready to share my past with him. "Just lost in the moment."

He smiled, his eyes holding mine. "I'm glad I could give you that, Brandi. You deserve all the pleasure in the world."

His words touched me, and I felt a connection with him that went beyond our physical attraction. As he pulled me closer, I rested my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. I knew our relationship was complicated, given his position in the underworld, but in that moment, I didn't care.

"Let's get you home," he said, his voice gentle. "You've had a long night."

I nodded, not wanting the night to end but knowing it was for the best. Donte helped me straighten my dress, his hands lingering on my body, as if reluctant to let me go. I savored his touch, knowing it might be a while before we could steal another moment like this.

As we stepped out of the SUV, the cool air brought me back to reality. Donte opened the passenger door for me, his chivalry a stark contrast to the ruthless man I knew he could be. I slid into the seat, my mind racing with thoughts of Vince and his sudden departure from my life.

Donte got into the driver's seat, his presence filling the space between us. As he started the engine, I felt a pang of sadness, knowing our night had come to an end. He glanced at me, his dark eyes holding a question.

"I'll see you soon, Brandi," he said, his voice low. "And remember, you can always call me if you need anything."

I nodded, offering him a soft smile. "Thank you, Donte. For everything."

He gave me a knowing look, one that spoke volumes about the unspoken understanding between us. Then, with a final wave, he pulled away from the curb, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

As I watched the SUV disappear into the night, I felt a mix of emotions. I was grateful for the passion and pleasure Donte had shown me, but the sight of Vince had stirred up feelings I thought I'd buried. I wondered if I would ever truly be free of my past, or if it would always find a way to haunt me.

40 - SEX ON THE BEACH
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

The sand was warm beneath my feet as we walked, the sun dipping low, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. Donte’s hand was firm in mine, his presence as commanding as ever. He was dressed in a crisp white shirt rolled up to his elbows, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders in a way that made my heart skip a beat. His dark eyes gleamed with mischief, and I knew this wasn’t going to be just any ordinary date.

“You’re quiet today, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth and laced with amusement. “Nervous?”

I laughed, shaking my head. Nervous wasn’t the word. More like excited, curious, and a little reckless. “Not even a little. But you’ve got that look in your eye, Donte. What are you planning?”

He smirked, his gaze flicking to the small bag he carried in his other hand. “You’ll see. Trust me, you’re going to love it.”

We found a secluded spot near the water, far enough from the main path that we wouldn’t be disturbed. Donte spread out a blanket, and I sat down, the breeze off the ocean brushing against my skin. He settled beside me, his arm brushing mine, and for a moment, we just watched the waves, the sound of the water soothing in its rhythm.

Then he turned to me, his eyes dark with intent. He reached for me, his fingers brushing my cheek before sliding into my hair, pulling me into a kiss. It wasn’t gentle—Donte didn’t do gentle. It was possessive, demanding, and it set my body on fire. My hands found his chest, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart beneath my palms.

When he pulled back, he was holding something in his hand. A vibrator, sleek and small, its smooth surface gleaming in the fading light. My breath hitched as he turned it on, the low hum vibrating in the air between us.

“Donte…” I started, but he cut me off with another kiss, his free hand sliding up my thigh, pushing my dress higher.

“Relax, Brandi,” he murmured against my lips. “No one’s watching.”

I glanced around, the beach deserted except for the distant figures far down the shore. My body was already responding to his touch, heat pooling low in my belly. He teased me with the vibrator, the tip brushing against my clit through my panties, sending shocks of pleasure through me.

“God, Donte,” I gasped, my hips arching into his touch.

He chuckled, the sound low and dark, and slid my panties to the side, the cool air meeting my heated skin. The vibrator pressed against me again, this time directly, and I moaned, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

“That’s it,” he whispered, his lips trailing down my neck. “Let go.”

I did, the pleasure building with every pass of the vibrator, every stroke of his fingers. My eyes fluttered closed, the world narrowing to the sensations he was creating, the way my body was coming alive under his touch.

When I came, it was with a gasp, my body trembling as the waves of pleasure crashed over me. Donte watched me with a satisfied smile, his hand still holding the vibrator, letting me ride out the aftershocks.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with desire. He reached into the bag again, pulling out something larger this time—a dildo, thick and veined, the sight of it sending a fresh wave of anticipation through me.

“Fuck yourself with it. I want to watch,” he said, handing it to me. His eyes never left mine as I took it, his gaze burning with intensity.

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I knew what he wanted, and I wanted it too. I positioned the dildo at my entrance, the tip pressing against me, and slowly slid it in, the stretch delicious, the sensation overwhelming. Donte’s eyes were locked on me, his hand reaching for his phone, the camera pointed at me.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Show me how much you enjoy it.”

I did, moving the dildo in and out, my body responding to every movement, every stroke. I was lost in the pleasure, in the way his eyes watched me, in the knowledge that he was capturing every moment. My breath came in short gasps, my moans mixing with the sound of the waves crashing on the shore.

When I finally came again, it was with a cry, my body shuddering with the force of it. Donte was on me in an instant, his hands on my hips, pulling me to my feet. He guided me to the rocks near the water, the cool surface pressing against my knees as he bent me over.

“Donte, wait—” I started, but he was already there, his cock pressing against me, sliding in with one firm thrust.

I gasped, the stretch of him filling me completely, the sensation overwhelming. He didn’t go slow, didn’t tease. He fucked me hard, his hands gripping my hips, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. The sound of the waves mixed with the sound of our bodies meeting, the rhythm of his thrusts driving me higher and higher.

“You’re mine, Brandi,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “All mine.”

I didn’t argue, couldn’t argue. My body was his, and I loved every second of it. When he came, it was with a groan, his body shuddering against mine, his grip on me almost painful. We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing hard, the world slowly coming back into focus.

Finally, he pulled out, and I turned to face him, my body still trembling. He smiled, that dark, dangerous smile that always made my heart race, and took my hand.

“Come on,” he said, leading me toward the water. “Let’s cool off.”

We jumped into the ocean, the cool water a shock against my heated skin. Donte pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me, and I laughed, the sound bubbling up from deep inside me. We swam, the water swirling around us, the world fading away until it was just the two of us.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in deep purples and blues, I couldn’t help but think how lucky I was. Donte was everything I’d ever wanted—a strong and powerful man who accepted my lifestyle and made me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. I couldn’t wait to see where our relationship would lead.

41 - COUNTY JAIL PEEP SHOW
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

The café was warm, the kind of warmth that made you forget about the crisp bite of the autumn air outside. Laura and I sat at our usual corner table, cups of coffee steaming between us. The smell of roasted beans mixed with her vanilla perfume, a comforting blend that always made me feel grounded. She was scrolling through her phone, her red nails tapping against the screen, while I stirred my latte absentmindedly, watching the foam swirl in patterns that dissolved almost as quickly as they formed.

“You’re quiet today,” Laura said, glancing up. Her green eyes narrowed teasingly. “Something on your mind?”

I shook my head, but before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the table. The screen lit up with an unfamiliar number. I had a bad feeling. I never gave out my personal phone number. Who could it be?

I picked it up, my fingers trembling slightly.

Laura must have noticed because she leaned forward, her brow furrowed. “Brandi?” she asked, her voice low. “What’s wrong?”

I pressed the phone to my ear. “Hello? Who is this?”

“Brandi,” Donte’s voice cut through, steady but weighted, like he was holding something back. “I need you to listen carefully.”

My heart raced. Donte’s tone was all wrong—too calm, too controlled. He wasn’t the confident, commanding mob boss I knew. Something had happened. I gripped the edge of the table, my nails digging into the wood. Laura reached over, placing her hand on mine, her touch grounding me.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice tight.

He hesitated, just for a second, but it felt like forever. “I’m in jail,” he said finally. “They’ve got me on money laundering, racketeering, conspiracy… drug trafficking.”

Each word hit me like a punch, knocking the air out of my lungs. My vision blurred for a moment, and I blinked hard, trying to focus.

“Donte…” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “How bad is it?”

“It’s bad,” he admitted, his voice still calm, but there was an edge to it now, a tension that hadn’t been there before. “But don’t worry. I’ll figure it out. I always do.”

“We’ll figure it out,” I corrected him, my voice firmer now. Laura squeezed my hand, and I met her gaze. “I’m here for you.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, then, “Thank you, Brandi. Come visit me at the jail. Tonight.”

The line went dead, and I stared at the phone, my chest tight. Laura was watching me, her expression serious now. “What did he say?” she asked.

I filled her in quickly, my words tumbling out in a rush. When I finished, she leaned back in her chair, her lips curving into a slow smile. “Well,” she said, “let’s go see Donte.”

—

The jail was cold, sterile, the kind of place that made your skin crawl. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow on the gray walls and metal furniture. Laura and I sat side by side in the tiny visitation room, separated from Donte by a thick glass window. He looked good, even in the drab jumpsuit. Too good. His dark eyes locked onto mine the moment he sat down, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as honey. “Laura. You came.”

“Of course we did,” Laura replied, her tone playful but edged with determination. “What kind of friends would we be if we left you hanging?”

He smirked, leaning back in his chair. “Good point.”

“What can we do to help?” I asked, looking at Donte through the grimy glass. “Tell us what you need.”

Donte hesitated. Then he finally spoke, his voice lower this time, almost a whisper. “Detective Bradshaw,” he said. “Chief of police. He’s the one leading the case. He’s got a… weakness. For women.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly understanding where the conversation was going. “What are you saying, Donte?” I asked, though I already knew.

“Use it,” he said simply. “Get close to him. Find out what you can. And if you can… get him to drop the charges.”

I exhaled sharply, my mind racing. This wasn’t just some small-time client we were talking about. This was the chief of police. The stakes were higher than anything we’d ever dealt with before. But Donte had done so much for us—for me. He’d protected us, given us opportunities, helped us build our escort service into something real. We owed him. I owed him.

“Okay,” I said finally. “We’ll handle it.”

We spent the next few minutes going over the details. Bradshaw was married, but everyone knew he had a wandering eye. He frequented high-end bars downtown, places where powerful men went to unwind. Donte suggested we start there, but there was something else in his eyes—a spark of mischief that made my stomach twist.

“Before you go,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “why don’t you give me something to remember you by?”

I froze, my cheeks heating.

Laura laughed lightly, but I could see the flicker of excitement in her eyes. “You’re terrible,” she said, shaking her head. But she was already reaching for the hem of her shirt, lifting it slowly, revealing the curve of her breasts beneath her lacy bra.

Donte’s eyes darkened, his gaze fixed on her.

My heart pounded as I hesitated, my fingers trembling where they rested on my lap. Donte turned to me, his expression softening. “Come on, Brandi,” he murmured. “For me?”

I bit my lip, my pulse racing. Slowly, I lifted my own shirt, letting the fabric slide up to reveal my bare skin. Donte’s breath hitched, his eyes raking over me with a hunger that made my knees weak. He reached down, unbuckling his belt, and I watched, wide-eyed, as he freed himself, his cock already hard and straining against his palm.

Laura’s hand brushed my thigh, snapping me out of my daze. She pulled a dildo from her purse, the sleek silicone glinting under the harsh light. My stomach flipped. “Laura,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “We can’t—”

“Relax,” she said, her lips brushing my ear. “Just trust me.”

I glanced at Donte, who was already stroking himself, his eyes locked on mine. The heat in his gaze was enough to make my resistance crumble. I nodded, my breath coming in shallow gasps as Laura positioned the dildo between my thighs. The cool press of it against my wet folds made me shudder, and I bit back a moan as she pushed it inside, filling me completely.

Donte groaned, his hand moving faster as he watched us. My hips rocked instinctively, chasing the pleasure building deep inside me. Laura’s free hand cupped my breast, her fingers teasing my nipple until I was arching into her touch. The sound of Donte’s ragged breathing mingled with the slick slide of the dildo, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Let me see you come.”

His words tipped me over, and I cried out as the orgasm ripped through me, my body trembling with the force of it. Donte followed soon after, his release splattering across the glass with a low groan. Laura removed the dildo slowly, her touch gentle as she helped me readjust my clothes.

“We’ll get you out of here,” I promised, my voice hoarse. “No matter what it takes.”

Donte smiled, but there was a sadness in his eyes that made my chest ache. “Be careful,” he said. “Bradshaw’s not someone to underestimate.”

Laura stood, smoothing her skirt and fixing her hair. “Neither are we,” she said, her tone sharp with determination. “Let’s go, Brandi. We’ve got work to do.”

42 - A SOFTBALL DYKE SCORES

FF / Sports / Butch Femme / Public / Oral

Shayla stepped up to the plate, her heart pounding in her chest. The sun was hot, beating down on her caramel skin, and the ball felt impossibly heavy in her hands. Her teammates were already giving her that look—the one that said she didn’t belong here. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself, but it was no use. She could feel their eyes on her, judging every little movement.

“Come on, Shayla, you can do this!” Jackie shouted from the outfield, her voice cutting through the tension like a knife. Shayla glanced over at her, finding Jackie’s eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

Jackie was the kind of woman who exuded confidence, her muscular frame standing tall and proud under the sun. Her short-cropped hair gleamed, and her jaw was set with determination. Shayla had always been attracted to that kind of strength, but she’d never acted on it—not until now.

The pitcher wound up, and Shayla tensed, her grip tightening around the bat. The ball zipped toward her, and she swung wildly, missing by a mile.

A chorus of groans came from Shayla’s teammates as they shook their heads in disappointment. “You’re not even trying, Shayla!” one of the girls snapped, her voice dripping with frustration. “This is supposed to be fun, but you’re making it impossible!”

Shayla’s cheeks burned with embarrassment. She knew she wasn’t good at this. She hadn’t played softball since middle school, and back then, she’d been just as clumsy. But she’d wanted to try something new, to push herself out of her comfort zone, and now she was regretting it.

“Hey, give her a break,” Jackie asserted, defending Shayla. “She’s doing her best.” Jackie walked over to the dugout where Shayla stood dejectedly.

Shayla looked up at Jackie, her eyes wide with gratitude. Jackie’s presence was like a warm blanket, wrapping around her and shielding her from the criticism. She could feel her attraction to Jackie growing stronger by the second, her body responding to the way Jackie moved with such effortless grace. “Thanks, Jackie,” Shayla murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jackie smiled, her eyes softening as they met Shayla’s. “Don’t worry about them. It’s only a game, right?”

Shayla nodded, feeling a little better. Maybe there was hope for her after all.

“Why don’t you come out here and let me show you a few things?” Jackie suggested, gesturing toward the field. “With a little practice, you’ll be just fine.”

Shayla’s breath caught in her throat at Jackie’s teasing tone. And there was something about the way Jackie looked at Shayla that made her feel daring, reckless even.

“Okay,” Shayla agreed, stepping out of the dugout and following Jackie onto the field.

Jackie led her to home plate, her hand brushing against Shayla’s as she handed her a bat. Shayla shivered at the contact, her skin tingling where Jackie’s fingers had touched her. She watched as Jackie positioned herself behind her, guiding her hands on the bat, her body pressing close to Shayla’s smaller frame.

“Like this,” Jackie whispered in her ear, her breath warm and tantalizing. “Keep your arms straight, but relaxed. You don’t want to tense up.”

Shayla tried to focus on what Jackie was saying, but it was difficult when Jackie was so close. She could feel the heat of Jackie’s body against her back, the firmness of her muscles beneath her shirt. She swallowed hard, her mind racing with thoughts of what it would be like to touch those muscles, to explore the contours of Jackie’s body.

“Good,” Jackie murmured, her voice low and approving. “Now, when the ball comes, you follow through like this.”

Jackie demonstrated, swinging the bat and hitting the ball with perfect form. Shayla watched, mesmerized by the fluidity of Jackie’s movements, by the way her hips swayed as she swung. It was like watching poetry in motion, and Shayla couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to be pressed against that powerful body, to let Jackie take control.

“Your turn,” Jackie said, stepping back slightly, but still close enough that Shayla could feel the warmth of her presence.

Shayla took a deep breath, trying to calm the racing of her heart. She lifted the bat, mimicking Jackie’s stance as best as she could. The ball came toward her, and she swung, connecting with it this time. The force of the hit sent the ball flying, and Shayla gasped in surprise, her eyes widening as she realized she’d done it.

“That’s it!” Jackie cheered, clapping her hands together. “See? You’ve got it in you. Just keep practicing, and you’ll get better.”

Shayla turned to look at Jackie, her face lighting up with a smile. “Thank you, Jackie. I really needed that.”

Jackie grinned, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Anytime, Shayla. Anytime.”

There was a pause, the air between them charged with electricity. Shayla could feel the tension building, her body reacting to the proximity of Jackie’s. She licked her lips nervously, unsure of what to do next.

“So, um, what’s next?” Shayla asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Jackie stepped closer, closing the distance between them until their bodies were nearly touching. “How about we forget about the game for a moment?” she suggested, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “There’s something else I’ve been wanting to teach you.”

Shayla’s heart skipped a beat, her breath hitching in her throat. She nodded slowly, unable to look away from Jackie’s piercing gaze.

“What… what do you mean?” Shayla managed to ask, her voice barely audible.

Jackie’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Oh, I think you know exactly what I mean, Shayla.”

With that, Jackie leaned in, closing the gap between them until their lips brushed together. Shayla froze for a split second, overwhelmed by the sensation, before surrendering completely to the kiss. Jackie’s mouth was warm and insistent, her tongue probing gently at Shayla’s lips, coaxing them open.

Shayla moaned softly, her hands coming up to clutch at Jackie’s shoulders, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more passionate. Shayla could feel her entire body melting into Jackie’s embrace, her knees weakening as the world around them faded away.

Suddenly, Jackie broke the kiss, her eyes dark with desire as she gazed down at Shayla. “Let’s go somewhere more private,” she suggested, her voice husky with need.

Shayla nodded eagerly, her mind spinning with anticipation. She followed Jackie towards the dugout, her heartbeat accelerating with every step. Once inside, Jackie pushed Shayla against the wall, her hands moving to cup Shayla’s face as she kissed her again. Their tongues danced together in a frantic rhythm.

Shayla whimpered, her body arching towards Jackie’s, craving more of her touch. Jackie responded by sliding one hand down to Shayla’s waist, pulling her closer as they continued to kiss passionately. Jackie’s other hand traveled lower, dipping beneath the waistband of Shayla’s shorts.

“Jackie…” Shayla gasped, breaking the kiss as Jackie’s fingers brushed against her sensitive flesh. She could feel herself throbbing with need, desperate for Jackie’s touch.

“Do you trust me, Shayla?” Jackie asked, her voice gruff with passion.

Shayla nodded, her eyes half-lidded with lust. “Yes… yes, I trust you.”

Jackie’s lips curled into a satisfied smile as she slid her fingers deeper, exploring Shayla’s slick labia. Shayla cried out, her body trembling with pleasure as Jack found her clit, stroking it with expert precision.

Shayla’s heart pounded in the dimly lit dugout as Jackie brought her to new heights of pleasure, the cool night air brushing against her skin. Jackie's eyes were locked on hers, a smoldering intensity that made her knees weak.

Without uttering a word, Shayla stood up, reaching down to unbutton her shorts, letting them fall to the ground with a soft rustle. She stepped out of them, revealing a cute pair of cotton panties—a thin fabric that barely concealed the heat building between her legs.

Jackie’s gaze trailed down her body, lingering on the fabric that hugged her curves. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and Shayla felt a shiver run down her spine at the anticipation of what was to come. With trembling fingers, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and slowly pulled them down, her breath hitching as the material slid over her hips and dropped to the floor of the dugout.

Now completely bare, Shayla stood before Jackie, feeling exposed but exhilarated. The air was thick with the earthy scent of grass and dirt, mingled with the faint aroma of sweat from their earlier practice. Jackie took a step closer, her muscular frame towering over Shayla’s petite form. The contrast between them was stark, yet it only heightened the electric tension that crackled in the air.

Without breaking eye contact, Jackie sank to her knees, her presence commanding yet tender. Shayla gasped as Jackie’s fingers traced the inside of her thighs, pushing them apart to reveal the dampness that had gathered between her legs.

“Spread your legs for me, baby,” Jackie murmured, her voice a low, seductive purr that set Shayla’s nerves alight.

Shayla obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she widened her stance. Jackie’s fingers continued their teasing dance, brushing lightly against the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. Each graze brought a fresh wave of heat, making Shayla’s core throb with need. She could feel the wetness pooling, her panties now thoroughly soaked.

“Please, Jackie,” Shayla whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. “Don’t make me wait any longer.”

Jackie’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she leaned in closer, her breath hot against Shayla’s quivering flesh. Then, without warning, she dipped her head and took Shayla’s clit into her mouth, sucking gently. Shayla cried out, her hands flying to Jackie’s hair, gripping tightly as waves of pleasure radiated through her body.

Jackie’s tongue worked expertly, licking and nibbling in a rhythm that drove Shayla wild. She alternated between gentle swirls and firm flicks, savoring the taste of Shayla’s arousal.

“Oh God, Jackie, yes!” Shayla gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as Jackie’s mouth moved lower, tongue delving deeper into her pussy.

Jackie’s hands moved to grip Shayla’s ass, pulling her closer as she devoured her with fervor. The bench behind them creaked under the weight of Shayla’s back arching, her body straining towards the relentless pleasure Jackie was inflicting. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of unbearable ecstasy and desperate longing.

As Jackie’s tongue plunged deeper, Shayla felt the first tremors of her orgasm building. Her breaths came in short, jagged bursts, and her vision blurred with tears of pleasure. Jackie sensed her nearing the edge and redoubled her efforts, her fingers pressing firmly against Shayla’s swollen clit.

“Come for me, baby,” Jackie growled, her voice vibrating against Shayla’s sensitive flesh.

That was all it took. With a strangled cry, Shayla’s body convulsed, her thighs clenching around Jackie’s head as waves of pure, unadulterated bliss crashed over her. She felt the release pouring out of her, soaking Jackie’s face and the bench beneath them. The intensity of her orgasm made her see stars, her world narrowing down to nothing but the exquisite torment Jackie was giving her.

When the aftershocks finally began to fade, Shayla sagged against the bench, panting heavily. Jackie rose to her feet, her face glistening with Shayla’s juices, eyes dark with satisfaction. She leaned in and captured Shayla’s lips in a searing kiss, tasting herself on Shayla’s tongue.

“Fuck, Shayla, you’re amazing,” Jackie murmured against her lips, her fingers trailing down Shayla’s spine in a soothing caress.

Shayla smiled weakly, her body still humming with the afterglow of her orgasm. “We should do this again sometime,” she suggested, her voice soft but full of promise.

Jackie’s grin widened, a glint of mischief dancing in her eyes. “Count on it, sweetheart. Count on it.”

WORKING AT THE CAR WASH

FF / Romantic / Wet T-shirt / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Oral

The summer heat was relentless, the sun beating down on the car wash as if it were a punishment for the workers below. But for Alexis, the scorching weather only added to her excitement as she stepped out of her car, feeling the heat radiate off the asphalt. She was ready to take on the day, and more importantly, ready to see Drella.

Alexis had been working at the car wash for a few months now, and from the moment she laid eyes on Drella, she felt a spark of attraction. Drella, with her tall, slender figure, dark skin, and captivating long black hair, exuded confidence and sexiness. She was the epitome of beauty, and Alexis couldn't help but feel a flutter in her stomach whenever they crossed paths. Their flirting had become a daily ritual, a game of subtle hints and playful banter. But today, something felt different.

As Alexis walked towards the car wash bay, her tight tank top clinging to her tanned skin and tiny shorts showcasing her long, toned legs, she spotted Drella standing by the hose, her white t-shirt clinging to her curves in the humidity. Drella's hazel eyes lit up at the sight of Alexis, and a mischievous smile played on her lips.

"Hey there, sexy," Drella called out, her voice dripping with desire. "Looks like you're ready to cool off. Come over here and give me a hand with this car."

Alexis felt her face flush with pleasure at Drella's bold words. She strolled over, her hips swaying seductively, and took the hose from Drella's hands. "I thought you might need some help," she said, her voice low and sultry. "It's way too hot to be working alone."

As they stood side by side, the hose dangling between them, Drella leaned in close, her breath warm against Alexis's ear. "I've been waiting for this moment, you know," she whispered. "I've been wanting to get you wet for weeks."

Alexis's heart raced as Drella's words sent a shiver down her spine. Without warning, Drella playfully splashed water on Alexis's chest, causing her to gasp and laugh. The cold water felt refreshing against her heated skin.

"Oh, it's on now!" Alexis exclaimed, grabbing the hose with both hands. She aimed it at Drella, who let out a squeal of delight as the water soaked her t-shirt, molding it to her body. The thin fabric became nearly transparent, revealing the dark nipples of her firm breasts.

The water fight escalated, both women laughing and shrieking as they drenched each other. The car wash became their playground, and the hot summer day turned into a steamy, sensual battle. They splashed and teased, their movements becoming more flirtatious with each passing moment.

Eventually, they collapsed onto the wet concrete, breathless and giggling. Drella's t-shirt was completely soaked, leaving little to the imagination. Alexis's tank top was equally drenched, clinging to her nipples, which had hardened from the cold water and the heat of the moment.

"We’re all wet," Drella said, her voice husky. "We should probably get changed."

Alexis nodded, her eyes locked on Drella's. She could see the desire burning in Drella's gaze, mirroring her own feelings. "Yeah, let's go dry off," she agreed, her voice barely a whisper.

They stood up, water dripping from their bodies, and made their way to the employee bathroom. The room was small, with a single shower stall and a changing area. As they stepped inside, the cool air sent goosebumps across their wet skin.

"I'll go first," Drella offered, her eyes never leaving Alexis's. She began to peel off her wet t-shirt, slowly revealing her gorgeous, dark-skinned body. Her breasts were full and round, with large, erect nipples that begged for attention. Alexis's mouth watered at the sight.

Drella unbuttoned her shorts, sliding them down her long legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of black hair between her thighs. She stepped out of her soaked underwear, standing naked before Alexis, who couldn't tear her eyes away.

"Your turn," Drella said, her voice breathless.

Alexis's hands trembled slightly as she reached for the hem of her tank top. She lifted it over her head, letting it fall to the floor, exposing her firm, perky breasts. Drella's eyes widened as she took in the sight of Alexis's erect nipples, already pebbled from the anticipation.

Alexis slipped off her shorts, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy. She stood naked, her body trembling, as Drella's gaze traveled up and down her form, taking in every curve.

"You're stunning," Drella whispered, taking a step forward. She reached out and gently cupped Alexis's breast, her thumb brushing over the hard nipple. Alexis let out a soft moan, her body leaning into Drella's touch.

Drella leaned in and captured Alexis's mouth in a passionate kiss. Their lips moved against each other, tongues dancing and exploring. Alexis could taste the sweetness of Drella's mouth, and she moaned into the kiss, her hands roaming over Drella's wet body.

Breaking the kiss, Drella trailed her lips down Alexis's neck, leaving a trail of wet kisses. She suckled on Alexis's nipples, drawing them into her warm mouth, and teasing them with her tongue. Alexis arched her back, her hands gripping Drella's shoulders as pleasure coursed through her.

"Oh, Drella," she breathed, her voice hoarse. "Don’t stop."

Drella continued her sensual seduction, moving her mouth to Alexis's other nipple, sucking and nibbling gently. Alexis's body trembled, her legs weak from the sensations. She reached down and guided Drella's hand between her thighs, where she was already wet and aching.

Drella's fingers slid easily into Alexis's pussy, finding her already soaked and ready. She stroked and teased, her thumb circling Alexis's clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Alexis moaned, her hips moving in rhythm with Drella's fingers.

Drella dropped to the floor, kneeling between Alexis’s legs. Her tongue slowly trailed up and down Alexis’s slit, maximizing the pleasure. Drella grabbed Alexis’s hips, pulling her closer as Alexis let out a loud moan.

"That's it, baby," Drella whispered, her breath hot against Alexis's ear. "Let go, let me make you cum."

Alexis's orgasm built quickly, her body coiling tighter with each stroke of Drella's skilled tongue. Drella’s tongue moved faster, bringing Alexis close to an intense release. Suddenly, she plunged a finger into Alexis’s pussy, sending Alexis over the edge. Alexis cried out, her back arching as the pleasure peaked, and she came with a force that left her trembling.

As Alexis’s tremors subsided, Drella kissed her gently, her hands stroking Alexis's hair. "You're amazing," Drella murmured. "I've wanted this for so long."

Alexis smiled, her heart filled with joy. "Me too," she said, her voice soft. "I've never felt this way before."

Drella pulled Alexis close, their naked bodies pressing together. "We should probably get back to work," she said, her tone playful. "But I have a feeling this is just the beginning."

Alexis nodded, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. She knew that this passionate encounter was just the start of something special between them. As they stepped out of the bathroom, hand in hand, the summer heat felt even more intense, but it was nothing compared to the fire burning within them.

The car wash had never felt so alive, and as they returned to their duties, the memory of their intimate moment lingered, leaving them both eager for more. Little did they know, this was just the first chapter in a steamy romance that would leave them forever changed.

43 - CARNIVAL RIDE PASSION

FF / Taboo / Kissing / Circus / Public / Fingering

Josie adjusted the hem of her denim skirt nervously as she stood at the entrance of the carnival. The sun hung low in the sky, casting an orange glow over the bustling crowd. She scanned the area, searching for Vienna.

Her heart skipped a beat when she spotted her—Vienna stood out, even in the chaos of the carnival. She was wearing a tight red dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and her dark hair was styled in loose waves that framed her face. Josie couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement as she approached her.

Josie had always known she had a step-sister. Her dad had moved out of state and remarried when she was just a child. His new wife had a daughter, Vienna, around the same age as Josie. After contacting each other on Facebook, they’d finally decided to meet.

“Hey,” Josie said, offering a small wave.

Vienna smiled, her lips curving into a knowing grin. “Hey yourself. You look great.”

Josie blushed, tugging at the straps of her tank top self-consciously. “Thanks. You… you look amazing.”

Vienna chuckled, a soft sound that made Josie’s cheeks burn even more. “Well, I figured if this is our first meeting, I should make an effort.”

Josie swallowed hard, trying to push down the butterflies fluttering in her stomach. Vienna was a family member—a step family member, but still, Josie knew she shouldn’t be having these feelings.

Vienna laughed, stepping closer. “Relax, Josie. You’re cute when you’re nervous.”

Josie opened her mouth to respond, but the words caught in her throat as Vienna reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. The touch was fleeting, but it sent a shiver down Josie’s spine. She cleared her throat, gesturing toward the rides. “So, uh, what do you want to do first?”

Vienna pretended to think, tapping a finger against her chin. “Hmm. How about we start with something fun? Like the haunted house?”

Josie blinked, surprised by the suggestion. “The haunted house? Really? Isn’t that kind of intense?”

Vienna’s eyes twinkled mischievously. “Oh, I don’t know. I think it could be… interesting.”

Josie hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Okay, why not? Let’s do it.”

They made their way through the crowd, weaving between families and couples until they reached the entrance of the haunted house. The line wasn’t long, and soon they were stepping inside, the air growing cooler as they entered the dimly lit corridor. The smell of musty carpets and fake blood filled Josie’s nostrils, making her stomach churn slightly.

“You okay, sis?” Vienna asked, her voice low and comforting.

Josie nodded quickly. “Yeah, just… really glad I didn’t eat before coming here.”

Vienna chuckled, taking Josie’s hand in hers. “Don’t worry. I’ll protect you.”

Josie glanced at their joined hands, warmth spreading through her chest. The feeling of Vienna’s fingers intertwined with hers sent a jolt of electricity through Josie’s veins. They continued deeper into the ride, the darkness thickening around them as flickering lights cast eerie shadows on the walls. Suddenly, a loud crash sounded behind them, followed by a guttural growl. Josie jumped, clutching Vienna’s arm tightly.

“Did you hear that?” Josie whispered, her voice trembling.

Vienna squeezed her hand reassuringly. “Just a prop, don’t worry, sis.”

As they moved further into the haunted house, the scares grew more frequent. Each time something jumped out, Josie found herself leaning closer to Vienna, her body instinctively seeking comfort. By the time they reached the middle of the ride, they were pressed together, their arms wrapped around each other as they navigated the narrow pathway.

In the darkness, Josie could barely see anything except the outline of Vienna’s face. Her heart pounded in her chest, not just from the frights, but from the proximity of the woman beside her. This is crazy, Josie thought, her breath hitching as Vienna’s fingers tightened around her waist.

“You’re doing great,” Vienna murmured, her voice soft yet firm.

Josie nodded, though she wasn’t sure if Vienna could see her. Her pulse quickened as she felt Vienna’s breath against her ear, warm and inviting. Without thinking, Josie turned her head slightly, her lips brushing against Vienna’s cheek. The contact was unexpected, but it sent a spark of desire coursing through her body.

Vienna paused, her grip on Josie tightening. “Josie… we can’t…”

Josie swallowed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m sorry, I just…”

Before she could finish her sentence, Vienna leaned in, her lips pressing against Josie’s in a slow, deliberate kiss. Josie’s eyes fluttered closed as she melted into the embrace, her hands gripping Vienna’s shoulders for support. The kiss was gentle at first, but quickly deepened, their tongues meeting in a dance of exploration.

Josie’s mind was spinning. She was kissing her own step-sister. What would her dad think? But she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into the kiss, her body responding to Vienna’s touch like it had been waiting for this moment all along.

Their surroundings faded into obscurity, the screams and growls of the haunted house nothing more than background noise as they lost themselves in each other.

Just as the kiss began to intensify, the ride suddenly came to a halt. A voice crackled over the loudspeaker, announcing that the ride was temporarily out of order and asking everyone to remain seated until the ride was fixed.

Josie pulled back, her breath coming in short gasps. “What the hell?”

Vienna groaned, resting her forehead against Josie’s. “Seriously? Now? We were having a moment.”

Josie chuckled nervously, glancing around. Other passengers were murmuring as well, some expressing frustration while others simply sat back, presumably waiting for the ride to resume. Josie looked at Vienna, her heart still racing from the kiss. “Well, I guess we’re stuck here for a bit.”

Vienna smirked, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Maybe we can make the best of it.”

Josie raised an eyebrow, her pulse quickening once again. “Oh? And how would we do that?”

Vienna’s smile widened as she leaned in, her lips brushing against Josie’s ear. “How about we pick up where we left off?”

Josie’s breath hitched as Vienna’s hand slid up her thigh, the touch sending sparks through her body. She glanced around, ensuring no one was watching, then nodded slowly. “Okay.”

Vienna’s fingers traced higher, inching under the hem of Josie’s skirt. Josie bit her lip, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she adjusted her position, giving Vienna better access. The sensation of Vienna’s fingers against her skin was electric, leaving Josie breathless.

“Vienna…” Josie moaned softly, her voice shaky.

Vienna responded by pressing a kiss to Josie’s neck, her tongue darting out to taste the sensitive skin there. Josie tilted her head to the side, allowing Vienna better access as her hands gripped the edges of the seat beneath them. The world outside the ride seemed to vanish, replaced only by the heat of Vienna’s touch and the drumming of Josie’s heartbeat.

“You feel so good,” Vienna murmured against Josie’s skin, her voice husky with desire.

Josie shuddered, her nails digging into the fabric of the seat as Vienna’s fingers continued their relentless exploration. “Vienna, I… I don’t think I can—”

Vienna pulled back slightly, her gaze locking with Josie’s. “Can’t what?”

Josie’s eyes widened as she realized what Vienna was implying. “Here? In the ride? What if someone sees?”

Vienna glanced around, then shrugged. “No one’s looking. Besides, who’s going to care? We’re adults. And besides, it’s kind of exciting, isn’t it?”

Josie hesitated, torn between fear and anticipation. But as Vienna’s hand slipped between her legs, she knew there was no turning back. Josie let out a moan as Vienna’s fingers plunged deep into her wetness.

Vienna hit just the right spot, pushing Josie over the edge. Josie moaned into Vienna’s mouth as she climaxed. She gripped the edge of the ride, her eyes rolling back with delight.

Vienna gave Josie another gentle kiss before pulling away. “I’m so glad we decided to meet,” she whispered.

Suddenly, they felt a jolt. The lights turned on, and the ride started up again. As their car moved through the haunted house, Josie’s mind was racing with confusion. But one thing was for sure: her attraction to Vienna was more than sisterly.

44 - A CONFESSION AT WORK

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Public / Masturbation / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Michelle stood nervously outside Max’s office, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been called in after submitting her latest project, and the look on his face during the team meeting had been anything but encouraging. She took a deep breath, smoothed her skirt, and knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in,” Max’s deep voice commanded from the other side.

She opened the door and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her. Max sat behind his desk, his broad shoulders accentuated by his tailored suit. His piercing blue eyes scanned the papers in front of him, not even glancing up as she approached.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Max finally looked up, his gaze sharp and unyielding. “Michelle, sit.”

She obeyed immediately, taking the chair across from him. His presence was overwhelming, and she couldn’t help but feel small under his scrutiny.

“This,” he said, sliding the project report toward her, “is not acceptable. I expected better from you.”

Michelle’s stomach dropped as she glanced at the red ink scrawled across the pages. “I—I thought I did everything you asked,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation.

Max leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. “You missed key details, Michelle. Your work is sloppy. It’s like you’re not even trying.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them away, refusing to let him see her cry. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better next time.”

“Will you?” he asked, his voice low and challenging. “Because I need someone who can keep up with me. Someone who can handle the pressure. Is that you, Michelle?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “It is. I promise.”

Max studied her for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re different from the others, you know that? I’m hard on you because I see potential. I see something special.”

Michelle’s breath hitched at his words. She had always admired Max, not just for his commanding presence, but for his intelligence and ambition. And now, hearing him say he saw something in her—it ignited something deep within her.

“I—I think about you all the time,” she blurted out before she could stop herself. Her face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t take it back now.

Max’s expression didn’t change, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps? “That’s a dangerous admission, Michelle,” he said slowly. “I’m your boss. This is inappropriate.”

She swallowed hard, her courage faltering. “I know, but I can’t help it. I’m attracted to you. I want to be close to you.”

Max leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he said, his voice low and tinged with warning. “I’m not the kind of man who can give you what you want.”

Michelle’s heart raced. “What does that mean?”

He hesitated for a moment, as if weighing his words carefully. “I’m into BDSM, Michelle. I need a submissive woman. Someone who can surrender completely to me. And I don’t think that’s you.”

Her breath quickened at his words, and a shiver ran down her spine. She had never considered herself submissive, but the way he said it—the way he looked at her—made her want to prove him wrong.

“I can be,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to be. I want to submit to you.”

Max’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, she thought he might reject her. But then he stood, his towering frame making her feel even smaller. “Alright, Michelle,” he said, his voice firm. “Let’s see if you mean it.”

Before she could react, he walked around the desk and lifted her effortlessly, setting her down on the edge of it. His hands were warm and strong as he pushed her skirt up and pulled her panties off in one swift motion. She gasped at the sudden exposure, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

“Show me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Show me how you like to be touched.”

Michelle hesitated, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. But then she looked into his eyes, saw the challenge there, and knew she couldn’t back down. Slowly, she spread her legs and began to rub her clit, her fingers trembling at first but quickly gaining confidence.

Max watched her intently, his gaze never leaving her. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick and hard, and Michelle’s mouth watered at the sight of it. He started stroking himself, his eyes locked on her.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice desperate. “Please fuck me.”

Max chuckled darkly. “Not yet. If you’re good, I might let you suck it.”

Michelle’s hips bucked at his words, and she increased the pressure on her clit, her fingers moving faster as pleasure built within her. She could feel herself getting close, her breathing becoming ragged.

“That’s it,” Max murmured, his voice deep and approving. “Let me see you cum.”

With a cry, Michelle climaxed, her body shuddering with the force of it. Max watched her with satisfaction, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking his cock slowly. “Now, suck it.”

Michelle didn’t need to be told twice. She slid off the desk and knelt before him, taking his cock into her mouth. It was thicker than she had anticipated, and she struggled to take all of it at first. But she was determined to please him, and she soon found a rhythm, slurping eagerly as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Max groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Take it all, Michelle. I want to feel your throat.”

She gagged as he pushed her head down, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, her determination overriding her discomfort. Finally, she managed to take him all the way to the base, her nose pressed against his pelvis.

“Impressive,” Max said, pulling her head back. “Maybe you’re more submissive than I thought.”

He yanked her to her feet and bent her over the desk, her face pressed against the cool surface. She felt his hands on her hips, positioning her just right. And then, with a sharp thrust, he was inside her, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way.

Michelle cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her hard and fast. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her. The slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the room, and she loved every second of it.

“You’re mine now, Michelle,” he growled, his voice filled with dominance. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, her body trembling with pleasure. “I’m yours!”

He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out again. The pain mixed with the pleasure, driving her closer to the edge. She could feel herself about to cum, her body tightening around him.

“Quiet,” Max commanded, clamping a hand over her mouth as she began to moan. “You don’t want the whole office to hear, do you?”

Michelle shook her head, her muffled moans only heightening her arousal. With a final thrust, Max came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

When he pulled out, Michelle’s legs gave out, and she collapsed onto the desk, her body spent. Max straightened his clothes, then reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a simple black collar.

“I was wrong about you, Michelle,” he said, fastening the collar around her neck. “You’re a good submissive. And now, you’re mine.”

Michelle touched the collar, a sense of pride swelling within her. She had done it. She had proven herself to him. And as she looked up at Max, she knew she would do anything to keep him satisfied.

45 - PAINTED PASSION

MF / BDSM / Messy / Sensation Play / Teasing / Light Touch / Public / Bondage / Rope / PIV Sex

The studio smelled of oil paint and turpentine, a heady mix that made Tiana’s heart race as she stepped inside. The air was thick with creativity and something else—something she couldn’t quite place but felt in the pit of her stomach.

She’d been to countless photo shoots, but this was different. This was art. And Abe, the artist who’d hired her, was unlike anyone she’d ever worked with before.

He stood by the easel, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with fine dark hair. His paint-stained hands moved with a practiced grace as he squeezed a tube of crimson onto his palette. When he looked up, his eyes met hers, and Tiana felt a jolt of electricity. They were deep brown, almost black, and held a quiet intensity that made her breath catch.

“You must be Tiana,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like the first sip of a fine whiskey. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

She smiled, trying to keep her composure. “I hope I don’t disappoint.”

He chuckled, the sound warm and inviting. “Judging by your portfolio, I doubt that’s possible.” He gestured to the couch draped in white fabric. “Shall we begin?”

Tiana nodded, her heart pounding as she slipped off her robe. The cool air kissed her skin, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. She lay down on the couch, positioning herself as he’d instructed earlier. The soft fabric beneath her was a stark contrast to the hardness of the surface, and she tried to relax as Abe picked up his brush.

He stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body with an intensity that made her feel exposed in a way she’d never experienced before. “Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. Then he dipped the brush into the paint and brought it to her skin.

The first touch was light, almost tentative, the bristles gliding over her collarbone. Tiana held her breath, her body tensing slightly at the sensation. She was shocked by his boldness, but she was even more turned on.

“Relax,” Abe said softly, his voice a soothing balm. “This is about trust. Let go.”

She exhaled slowly, her muscles unwinding as she allowed herself to surrender to the moment. The brush moved lower, tracing the curve of her breast before circling her nipple. God, it was intimate in a way she hadn’t expected. The cool paint against her warm skin sent a thrill through her, and she felt a heat building low in her abdomen.

Abe’s gaze flicked up to hers, and she saw the hunger in his eyes. It matched her own. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Do you feel it too?”

She nodded, unable to form words as the brush dipped into her navel, the sensation both ticklish and electrifying.

He paused, setting the brush aside, and reached for something on the table. When he turned back, there was a devilish grin on his face. “Are you ready for something more?”

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

He stepped closer, his body hovering over hers. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the promise of what was to come. His hands, still slick with paint, slid up her thighs, leaving streaks of color in their wake. The brush was forgotten now, replaced by the artist’s touch.

Abe’s fingers found her nipples, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger until she gasped. “You’re a masterpiece,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “And I’m just getting started.”

He moved lower, his mouth replacing his hands as he kissed his way down her stomach. Tiana arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he nipped at her skin. The paint, now smeared between them, felt like a part of the experience, something raw and primal.

When he finally reached the apex of her thighs, she was trembling with anticipation. But instead of continuing, Abe pulled back, his eyes locking with hers. “Do you trust me?”

Her answer was immediate. “Yes.”

He smiled, then reached for a length of silk rope on the table. “Good,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Tiana’s heart raced as he tied her wrists behind her back, the knots snug but not painful. Abe guided her to the edge of the couch, positioning her on all fours. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also exhilarated. The anticipation was unbearable. Then she felt him behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his hands gripping her hips.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes.”

He pushed into her slowly, inch by torturous inch, until he was fully sheathed. Tiana moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move. His hands, still covered in paint, roamed her body, leaving streaks of color wherever they touched. The friction of his thrusts, the feel of his skin against hers, the smell of paint and sweat—it all combined into a symphony of sensation that pushed her closer to the edge.

“Fuck, you’re incredible,” Abe groaned, his pace quickening. “You’re my muse, Tiana. My masterpiece.”

She could feel herself spiraling, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body convulsed as she came, her cries echoing through the studio. Abe followed soon after, his own release painting her skin with a final stroke.

For a moment, they stayed like that, panting and entwined. Then Abe chuckled, his fingers tracing the patterns he’d created on her skin. “Looks like I’ll need to add a shower scene to my plans.”

Tiana laughed, her body still tingling with the aftermath of their encounter. “You’re insatiable.”

“When it comes to you? Absolutely.” He leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a soft kiss. “You’re inspiring, Tiana. I’d like you to model for me again.”

She smiled, a flush of pride and pleasure warming her cheeks. “I’d like that.”

As they made their way to the shower, Tiana couldn’t help but wonder where this would lead. But for now, she was content to let the paint—and the passion—wash away, knowing this was just the beginning.

46 - A DREAM VACATION

MMFFF / Orgy / Group Sex / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Cum Sharing / Cum Eating

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.

47 - A STRANGER AT THE GYM

FF / Lesbian / Sports / Public / Oral

Antoinette walked into the locker room at her gym. She was tired, sweaty and ready to get her ass in the shower. She hated going to the gym and loved it at the same time. She loved the feeling of her body growing stronger with every rep. But she hated the discomfort of aching muscles.

She changed out of her workout clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor next to her locker. She twisted the combination lock open, and pulled out her shower towel, her shower flip flops and her bottle of Dove body wash. She locked up her locker and went into the showers.

The shower was a large tiled room with several shower heads. It was a group shower, but it was unoccupied for a few minutes. It was a big room with plenty of room to move around. The shower heads were aligned so that no matter where you were standing, you were getting hit with water.

Antoinette was tired and ready to relax. She got naked and got under the water, closing her eyes. She tilted her face upwards towards the shower head. She liked the feel of the water on her skin. It made her feel warm and relaxed. It washed away all of the stress and sweat from the day.

Antoinette didn’t notice a woman joining her in the shower room. Antoinette opened her eyes, and there was a beautiful dark skinned woman standing in front of her. And the woman had the sexiest body Antoinette had ever seen.

The woman was small, but fit. With a tight round ass, and perfect breasts. Her hair was long. And fell down her back in waves. The water ran down on her dark skin, making it glisten.

She stood in front of Antoinette, looking at her. Her eyes were like chocolate drops. Brown and delicious. Her lips were full, and her skin was smooth. She smiled as Antoinette stared at her.

“I’m Janice,” she said. “I couldn’t help but notice how sexy you look in the shower.”

Antoinette was caught off guard. She hadn’t expected to be talked to. She was used to people ignoring her at the gym. Not flirting with her. She didn’t know what to do. But she couldn’t deny that this woman was sexy. “Thanks,” Antoinette said.

“No problem,” Janice said, taking a step closer to her. “So, you come here often?”

Antoinette felt her face turn red. Janice was being bold and aggressive. And it turned her on. “Yeah,” she replied. “I try to work out every day.”

“You have a nice body. Are you on any diet?” Janice asked, stepping closer.

Antoinette swallowed. She couldn’t believe how gorgeous Janice was. The way she moved with grace and poise. The way her hips swayed back and forth when she walked. She looked into her eyes again. And saw something that made her heart beat a little faster. Hunger.

“Baby, could you please wash my back for me?” Janice asked, mischievously. “I promise, I’ll do something for you in return.”

Antoinette’s eyes widened. Was Janice asking her to scrub her body? “Excuse me?” Antoinette asked.

“You heard me, baby,” Janice said. “I need someone to wash my back. And I need someone to make my pussy feel good.”

Antoinette’s cheeks felt hot. She wasn’t used to being talked to in this way, yet it turned her on. Janice was so brash, so aggressive. Antoinette didn’t want to get involved with some stranger. She had enough drama in her life. And the last thing she needed was someone new. But Janice was sexy and bold.

Antoinette couldn’t deny the way Janice was making her feel. “Okay,” she whispered, squeezing some of her Dove soap onto a washcloth. Antoinette walked up behind Janice and began washing her back.

Antoinette rubbed her hands up and down. Trying not to touch any of the forbidden areas. But it was hard. The more she touched Janice’s skin, the harder it became to keep her hands away. She felt the wetness of her pussy begin to grow. And her nipples started to harden. She tried in vain to hide her arousal.

Janice moaned when she touched Antoinette’s shoulders. “Feels good baby,” she said.

Antoinette smiled and kept scrubbing. She began washing Janice’s breasts. She rubbed her hands in small circles. Moving the soap around and around. Janice’s nipples were big and brown. Antoinette gently flicked her thumbs over them, watching as they grew harder.

Janice gasped and reached up. Taking one of Antoinette’s hands and moving it to her pussy. Janice’s slit was slick with desire. Antoinette rubbed Janice’s clit gently, moving her hand back and forth.

Janice spread her legs and moved her hips back and forth. Grinding against Antoinette’s hand. She moaned, placing her lips against Antoinette’s ear. “Baby,” she whispered. “I want you to eat me.”

Antoinette stopped rubbing Janice’s pussy. She looked at her in shock and surprise. But also with a hunger growing inside of her. She wanted to taste her too. Antoinette dropped to her knees.

She moved her tongue across Janice’s pussy, tasting it for the first time. It was salty and sweet. And slick with wetness. She moved her tongue around, trying to cover every inch. And then she moved her tongue to her clit.

Janice placed her hands against the wall and spread her legs open wide. Antoinette moved her tongue up and down, licking her clit. She used her lips to suck it, pulling it into her mouth. She listened as Janice moaned and gasped. As she felt her thighs begin to shake.

Janice grabbed a handful of Antoinette’s hair and pulled it back. “Eat it baby,” she whispered.

Antoinette moaned and continued to lick her clit. Sucking on it hard, trying not to let her go. Until Janice came.

She tasted the juices flow out of her. And swallowed them. She sucked until they were all gone. And then pulled away.

“Wow,” Janice said.

Antoinette stood up, and smiled. “That was nice,” she said.

“Mmm, yeah,” Janice agreed. “Maybe we can do it again sometime.”

They both turned off their showers and got out of the group shower room. Walking out in towels. Dripping wet. With goose bumps covering their skin. But neither of them cared. They had just shared a moment that neither of them would forget anytime soon.

Antoinette and Janice exchanged phone numbers. “I’ll call you later,” Janice said.

“I can’t wait,” Antoinette replied, a glimmer of lust in her eyes.

They both left the gym together. Walking out into the cool evening air. But Antoinette knew that she wouldn’t be forgetting Janice anytime soon. She had a feeling that they would be seeing each other again soon. And that it would be fun.

48 - FORBIDDEN LUST

FF / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Gangster / Public / Kissing / Nipple Play / Oral / Strap-on

The strobe lights flickered like a heartbeat, casting erratic shadows across the faces of the club-goers. Demetria's heart pounded in rhythm with the bass thumping from the speakers. She adjusted the hem of her tight red dress, feeling the weight of expectation and fear settle on her shoulders. Quan would kill her if he knew she was here, in this place, where enemies lurked in the dark corners. But tonight, she needed to escape—needed to drink, have fun, and relax.

Demetria’s husband, Quan, would be busy running his illicit business for the rest of the evening, selling drugs, dodging opps and the police. Quan had recently been robbed by a rival gangster, named King, who’d managed to take him for several kilos in a home invasion robbery. Quan was busy planning to go to war with King and his loyal goons. This gave Demetria some precious time away from her man, his stressful lifestyle, and his violent temper.

Demetria’s eyes scanned the interior of the nightclub, taking in the writhing bodies on the dance floor, the couples entwined in shadowy alcoves, and the solitary figures nursing drinks at the bar. It was there, amidst the clinking of glasses and murmured conversations, that she spotted Yaya. King’s wife. A woman she should hate, yet couldn’t seem to look away from.

Yaya sat alone, her ebony skin glowing under the dim light, long black hair cascading over her muscular shoulders. She wore a black leather mini skirt that hugged her curves, daring anyone to look too closely. Demetria watched her for a moment, mesmerized by the strength in her posture, the defiance in her every movement. She could feel the pull between them, a magnetic force that defied logic and reason.

With a deep breath, Demetria crossed the room, each step echoing in her mind like a drumbeat signaling the beginning of something dangerous. She slid onto the stool next to Yaya, catching the other woman’s attention with a flick of her wrist.

“Mind if I join you?” Demetria asked, her voice steady despite the tremor in her chest.

Yaya turned, those brown eyes piercing through the facade of indifference. For a heartbeat, it felt like time slowed, an electric current passing between them. Then Yaya smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down Demetria’s spine.

“Sure, why not?” Yaya replied, her voice smooth as silk. “Can’t be any worse than sitting here alone.”

Demetria signaled the bartender for another round of drinks, their fingers brushing ever so slightly as the glass was set before her. The contact was brief but charged, enough to make her pulse race. She took a sip, gathering her thoughts, trying to ignore the way Yaya’s presence filled the space around her.

“You look like you could use some company,” Demetria ventured, breaking the silence first. “It’s a rough life, ain't it? Married to men who live and die by their own rules.”

Yaya chuckled, a sound devoid of humor. “You could say that. Sometimes, I think King loves the game more than he loves me.”

“Tell me about it,” Demetria agreed, shaking her head. “Quan expects me to follow his lead, to stand by him no matter what. I love him, but I just… get tired of the drama—the court cases, the trips to jail… the violence.”

For a moment, they sat in shared understanding, two women bound by circumstance and divided by loyalty. The alcohol continued to flow, and both women were joking about their marriages, sharing laughter and joy.

“King would be so mad if he knew I was hanging out with you right now,” Yaya slurred, her mind foggy.

“Girl, yes! Quan would kill me,” Demetria giggled, although she knew Quan’s threats were a real danger.

Suddenly, they stopped laughing. Yaya reached out, placing a hand gently on Demetria’s knee. The touch was soft, almost innocent, yet it sizzled with unspoken desire.

“Maybe we’re more alike than we think,” Yaya said softly, her thumb tracing small circles on Demetria’s skin. “Maybe we both need someone who understands.”

Demetria’s breath caught in her throat. She knew she should pull away, and she should tell Yaya to leave her alone. But the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she found herself leaning closer, drawn by the promise in Yaya’s eyes.

“What are you suggesting?” Demetria whispered, her voice barely audible over the music.

Yaya leaned in, her lips grazing Demetria’s ear as she spoke. “Maybe we don’t have to be enemies. Maybe we can find something... real. Something that doesn’t involve our husbands or their battles.”

Demetria’s mind raced, torn between the danger of such a proposition and the undeniable allure of it. Her body trembled, betraying her resolve. She wanted to push Yaya away, to flee back to the safety of her marriage, but her heart refused to listen.

“We shouldn’t—” Demetria began, but Yaya silenced her with a finger to her lips.

“Shh,” Yaya soothed, her eyes intense. “Just let go for one night. Let yourself feel something other than fear and anger. You deserve that much.”

Demetria hesitated, her gaze flicking to the crowded room around them. No one noticed, no one cared. They were just another pair of women lost in the chaos of the night. With a sigh, she nodded, her resistance crumbling under the weight of Yaya’s insistence.

“Alright,” Demetria whispered, her voice hoarse with pent-up emotion. “One night.”

Yaya’s smile widened, triumphant and tender all at once. She stood, offering her hand to Demetria, who took it without a second thought. Together, they navigated the throngs of people, ducking into a narrow hallway that led to the restrooms.

In the dimly lit bathroom, the air seemed thicker, charged with anticipation. Demetria leaned against the cool tile wall, her breath hitching as Yaya’s fingers traced the line of her jaw.

“Are you sure about this?” Yaya asked, her tone serious. “Once we start, there’s no going back.”

Demetria swallowed hard, a knot forming in her stomach. But the fear was overshadowed by the thrill coursing through her veins. She met Yaya’s gaze, determination flickering in her eyes.

“Yes,” she replied, her voice steady. “I’m sure.”

Yaya’s lips curved into a sensual smile before she pressed them to Demetria’s, a kiss that was both gentle and demanding. Demetria responded eagerly, her hands finding their way to Yaya’s waist, pulling her closer. The tension between them shattered with the intensity of their shared hunger, their tongues tangling in a desperate dance.

When they broke apart, both women were breathless, their chests heaving with unrestrained passion. Yaya’s fingers trailed down to the zipper of Demetria’s dress, hesitating only briefly before pulling it down, exposing her lace bra. She wasted no time, her mouth descending to capture a pert nipple, sucking and nibbling until Demetria gasped.

“Yaya,” Demetria moaned, her hips bucking as Yaya’s skilled tongue tormented her sensitive flesh. She couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe she was letting herself indulge in such forbidden pleasure.

Yaya glanced up, her eyes dark with lust. “Let me taste you,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Let me show you how good it can feel.”

Without waiting for a response, Yaya dropped to her knees, her nimble fingers working the hem of Demetria’s dress upward. Demetria’s legs trembled as Yaya’s hands skimmed over her thighs, teasingly close to where she burned with need. Finally, Yaya’s fingers hooked into the waistband of Demetria’s panties, sliding them down to reveal the glistening heat between her legs.

Demetria bit her lip to stifle a moan as Yaya’s warm breath ghosted over her throbbing clit. She gripped the edge of the sink, her hands trembling with effort, as Yaya’s mouth descended to claim her prize. The sensation was overwhelming, Yaya’s tongue pressing and circling, lapping at her juices with ravenous intent.

“Oh God,” Demetria cried out, her body arching as Yaya’s talented mouth worked her into a frenzy. She could feel the coil inside her tightening, ready to snap, but Yaya wasn’t done teasing her. She nipped at Demetria’s clit, sending shocks of pleasure and pain through her core.

“Please… please, Yaya…” Demetria begged, her voice cracking with desperation. She needed release, needed to lose herself in the satisfaction.

Yaya looked up, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Begging already?” she teased, her fingers slipping into Demetria’s slick pussy, delving deep. “Tell me what you want, Demetria.”

Demetria's heart pounded in her chest as she leaned against the cool, tiled wall of the club’s bathroom. Yaya’s mouth was a warm, wet heaven between her legs. The sensation was intoxicating, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. The sound of Yaya’s muffled moans and the wet slurping noises filled the small stall, creating a symphony of pleasure that only heightened Demetria’s arousal.

Yaya’s fingers played expertly along Demetria’s clit, flicking and rubbing with just the right pressure. Her tongue darted in and out of Demetria’s folds, exploring every inch with a fervor that left Demetria breathless. The contrast of Yaya’s dark lips against Demetria’s tan thighs was stark and visually stimulating, adding to the intensity of the moment.

“Oh, Yaya...” Demetria gasped, her hips bucking slightly against Yaya’s face. “I’m so close...”

Yaya responded by increasing the pace, her tongue moving faster, her fingers working in tandem to bring Demetria to the edge. Demetria’s vision blurred with pleasure, her mind overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through her body. She clutched at the wall, her knuckles turning white as she held on for dear life.

With one final push, Demetria’s climax hit her like a tidal wave. She cried out, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over her. Yaya kept up her relentless assault, ensuring that Demetria rode the wave all the way to its peak. When it finally subsided, Demetria leaned against the wall, panting heavily.

Yaya slowly pulled away, her lips glistening with Demetria’s juices. She looked up at Demetria with a satisfied smile, her brown eyes gleaming with triumph. “How was that?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Demetria swallowed hard, trying to catch her breath. “Incredible,” she managed to say, her voice husky. “Absolutely incredible.”

Yaya rose to her feet, her dark skin glistening in the dim light. She reached into her purse and pulled out a strap-on, the black silicone cock glistening under the dim light of the bathroom. Demetria’s eyes widened in shock and anticipation.

“Damn, that’s big,” Demetria murmured, although there was no protest in her voice. The thought of being fucked by Yaya, of feeling that thick dildo inside her, sent a shiver down her spine.

Yaya chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that made Demetria’s core throb again. “Trust me, you’re going to love this,” Yaya said, her voice dripping with confidence.

Without waiting for a response, Yaya strapped the harness around her waist, adjusting it until it was snug and secure. She then motioned for Demetria to bend over the bathroom counter. Demetria hesitated for only a moment before complying, her curiosity and desire getting the better of her.

As Demetria bent over, she felt the cool surface of the countertop pressing against her abdomen. The rough texture of the tiles against her palms sent a jolt of sensation through her body. She could hear Yaya moving behind her, preparing to penetrate her tight pussy.

Yaya moved closer, her hands gently gripping Demetria’s hips. “Ready?” Yaya whispered, her breath hot against Demetria’s ear.

Demetria nodded, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement. “Do it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

With that, Yaya positioned the silicone cock at Demetria’s entrance. The tip teased her opening, slick with the remnants of their earlier activities. Yaya took her time, letting Demetria adjust to the sensation. When she finally began to push forward, Demetria gasped, the fullness of it stretching her in ways she hadn’t anticipated.

The first few inches slid in easily, thanks to the natural lubrication that had built up. But as Yaya pushed deeper, the thick cock filled Demetria completely, leaving no room for anything else. Demetria groaned as she adjusted to the intrusion, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Yaya,” Demetria groaned, her voice strained. “That feels so good.”

Yaya smiled to herself, pleased with the reaction. She began to move, slowly at first, setting a rhythm that allowed Demetria to get used to the sensation. Each thrust was deliberate, the silicone cock sliding in and out with a smooth, satisfying friction. Demetria could feel the pressure building inside her, the pleasure sharpening with each passing second.

Yaya quickened the pace, her hips snapping back and forth with increasing urgency. The sound of skin meeting skin echoed in the small stall, punctuated by the occasional grunt or moan from both women. Demetria’s breasts bounced with each thrust, the tight red dress straining against her curves.

“Harder,” Demetria demanded, her voice ragged with need. “Please, Yaya, harder.”

Yaya obliged, pounding into Demetria with renewed vigor. The force of the thrusts caused Demetria to brace her hands more firmly against the counter, her fingers splayed wide. The sensations were overwhelming, a perfect storm of pleasure and pain that left Demetria trembling.

Yaya’s grip on Demetria’s hips tightened, her nails digging into the soft flesh. She could feel Demetria’s muscles clenching around the strap-on, milking it for every ounce of pleasure. Yaya’s own arousal was mounting, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts.

“Almost there, baby,” Yaya growled, her voice low and guttural. “Come for me again.”

Demetria’s eyes fluttered closed as she felt the familiar coil tightening in her lower belly. The combination of Yaya’s expert thrusting and the sheer dominance of the situation pushed her over the edge. With a cry of release, Demetria came again, her pussy pulsing around the fake cock buried deep inside her.

Yaya continued to thrust, riding out both their orgasms. Demetria’s juices flowed freely, coating the strap-on and dripping onto the floor beneath them. The sight and smell of it only added to the wildness of the moment, cementing their connection in a way that words could never capture.

When it finally ended, Yaya pulled out slowly, the silicone cock glistening with Demetria’s fluids. She rested her forehead against Demetria’s back, both women breathing heavily as they caught their breath. The silence between them was heavy with unspoken understanding and mutual satisfaction.

“We shouldn’t do this,” Demetria whispered, her voice shaky. “It’s too dangerous.”

Yaya straightened up, turning Demetria to face her. She looked into Demetria’s eyes, her expression serious. “But we did,” she said simply. “And I don’t regret it. Do you?”

Demetria shook her head, her heart swelling with the truth of her feelings. “No,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “I don’t regret it either.”

Yaya leaned in, capturing Demetria’s lips in a passionate kiss. The taste of each other was intoxicating, a forbidden fruit neither wanted to resist. As their tongues danced together, Yaya’s hands roamed over Demetria’s body, reigniting the flames of desire that had been stoked so intensely.

“So what now?” Demetria asked when they finally broke apart, her voice filled with uncertainty.

Yaya’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Now, we find a way to keep this going without getting caught,” she said, her tone confident. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Demetria felt a surge of hope mixed with trepidation. The risks were high, but the reward—the connection they shared—was worth any danger. “Together,” she echoed, her resolve strengthening.

49 - HITTING THE STREETS

MF / Car Sex / Public / Blow Job / PIV Sex

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

“You’re kidding me, right? A hundred dollars?” I crossed my arms over my chest, feeling offended by the offer.

The streetlights cast a faint glow on Walter’s face as he leaned against his car. His dark eyes flicked down to my legs—bare under the short skirt I’d thrown on earlier—and then back up to meet mine. God, he was handsome, with that rough-around-the-edges look that screamed blue-collar confidence. But still, a hundred bucks? That wasn’t even half of what I usually charged.

But things were tough. My sugar daddy, Vince, had cut me off, and we’d recently been robbed by one of our trusted escorts, Danielle. Although I consistently updated our website with sexy photos and new advertisements, we weren’t getting many calls. It seemed like the customers were going somewhere else. We needed to make some money badly if we wanted to stay afloat.

“Look, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, like he’d been chain-smoking since high school. “Times are tough for everyone. I’ve got a hundred. Take it or leave it.”

I glanced down the street, where Laura and Cheyenne were leaning against a lamppost, their tight dresses catching the occasional glare of passing headlights. Kayla was nowhere in sight—probably off with some john who’d promised her more than pocket change. The night air was thick with exhaust fumes and desperation, the kind that clung to your skin and made you feel like you’d never scrub it off.

I sighed, running a hand through my long, dark hair. Desperate times, indeed. “Fine,” I muttered, stepping closer to him. “But it’s just a blow job. Nothing more.”

Walter grinned, his teeth flashing white under the dim light. “Deal.”

He opened the passenger door for me, and I slid into the seat, the leather cool against my thighs. The interior of his car smelled faintly of pine air freshener and old coffee. He climbed in beside me, pulling away from the curb with a smooth ease that told me he’d done this before. My stomach twisted, but I pushed the feeling down. This is just business, I reminded myself. Just get it done and move on.

—

It hadn’t always been like this. There was a time when I felt like I was on top of the world, living the kind of life people only dreamed about. Laura and I had broken away from Sam, our pimp, a year ago. We’d been tired of handing over most of our earnings, tired of being treated like property instead of people. So we’d started our own escort service—just the two of us, plus a few friends we trusted. Then we met Danielle.

Danielle. Just thinking her name made my jaw tighten. She’d seemed so loyal, so reliable. Until she’d taken off with all the cash we’d been saving up. Fifty grand, gone in the blink of an eye. She left us scrambling to make ends meet. And now here I was, working the streets, trying to scrape together enough money to keep us afloat.

Laura had tried to talk me out of it—she always did—but even she couldn’t deny how bad things had gotten. Bills were due, and we weren’t even close to having enough. So tonight, we’d decided to hit the “ho stroll,” a stretch of road notorious for its late-night activity. It wasn’t where either of us had ever imagined ending up, but what choice did we have?

—

The car turned down a narrow alley, the headlights cutting through the darkness like a knife. Walter pulled to a stop, killed the engine, and turned to me. For a moment, neither of us spoke. Then he reached for his belt buckle, his fingers fumbling slightly. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the way they lingered on my mouth before dropping lower, to the curve of my breasts beneath my tight top.

“You’re stunning, you know that?” he said, his voice rough.

I forced a smile, though it didn’t reach my eyes. “Thanks. Now let’s get this over with.”

He unzipped his pants, and I shifted in my seat, leaning toward him. His cock was already hard, straining against his boxers. I reached out, wrapping my fingers around the base, feeling the heat of him even through the fabric. When I finally freed him, he let out a low groan, his head falling back against the seat.

I took him into my mouth, working him slowly at first, my tongue teasing the tip before sinking deeper. He tasted faintly salty, his skin warm against my lips. His breathing grew ragged, his hands tangling in my hair as he urged me on.

“Oh, fuck, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re so good at this.”

Normally, I’d have rolled my eyes at the compliment—it wasn’t exactly original—but something about the way he said my name sent a shiver down my spine. Focus, I told myself. This is just another job.

But then he grabbed my shoulders, pulling me up until our faces were inches apart. “I need to fuck you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

I hesitated. This wasn’t part of the deal. And yet… there was something in his tone, something raw and desperate, that stirred something deep inside me. My body betrayed me, my nipples hardening under my top, my panties growing damp.

“It costs more,” I said, though my voice sounded weak even to my own ears.

“I don’t have more,” he admitted, his hands sliding down to grip my hips. “But I can’t stop thinking about how good you’d feel wrapped around me.”

I should have said no. I knew I should have said no. But the heat between my legs was unbearable now, and I found myself nodding before I could think better of it.

“Fine,” I whispered. “But you owe me.”

I hiked up my skirt, straddling him in the driver’s seat. His hands roamed over my thighs, squeezing lightly as I positioned myself over him. I guided him inside, gasping as he filled me completely. He was big—bigger than I’d expected—and the stretch was deliciously intense.

His hands gripped my hips as I began to move, riding him with a rhythm that quickly left us both breathless. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the car, mingling with our muffled moans. My nails dug into his shoulders as I chased my pleasure, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he growled, his fingers digging into my flesh. “You feel incredible.”

I could feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. I cried out as I came, my body trembling with the force of it. Moments later, he followed, spilling himself inside me with a guttural groan.

For a long moment, we stayed like that, our bodies tangled together in the cramped space of his car. Then reality came crashing back, and I reluctantly pulled away, smoothing down my skirt as I caught my breath.

Walter drove me back to the corner in silence, his eyes occasionally flicking to me as if he wanted to say something. But I didn’t give him the chance. As soon as the car stopped, I was out the door, walking straight toward Laura and Cheyenne.

They looked up as I approached, their expressions a mix of curiosity and concern. “How’d it go?” Laura asked, her voice tinged with skepticism.

I shrugged, forcing a smile. “Made a hundred bucks. Not great, but it’s something.”

Laura nodded, though her brow furrowed slightly. “Kayla’s still out. Thought she’d be back by now.”

Before I could respond, a pair of headlights appeared at the end of the block. My heart leapt into my throat, but it wasn’t Kayla. Just another car, slowing down as it approached.

“Looks like it’s your turn,” I said to Cheyenne, nodding toward the vehicle.

She straightened, pasting on a practiced smile as she stepped toward the curb. I watched her go, my mind already racing ahead to the next problem. We weren’t making nearly enough, not fast enough. And if we didn’t figure something out soon, we’d lose everything we’d worked so hard for.

50 - A FAMILIAR FACE AT THE STRIP CLUB

FF / Lesbian / Taboo / Public / Butch Femme / Stripping / Lap Dance / Age Gap / Fingering

Alyssa adjusted her bikini top, the thin fabric barely containing her curves, as she stepped onto the stage. The dim lights of the college strip club bathed the room in a warm glow, casting shadows that danced across the faces of the patrons. She took a deep breath, the bass-heavy music thrumming through her chest, and slid into her routine. The pole was cold against her palm as she spun, her movements fluid and deliberate, every sway of her hips calculated to captivate.

Tonight wasn’t just another night at the club. Tonight, something felt different.

Her eyes scanned the crowd, landing on a woman sitting near the back. She was tall, with broad shoulders and short-cropped hair styled in a way that screamed confidence. Her leather jacket hung open, revealing a simple black tank top that hugged her muscular frame. Alyssa couldn’t help but notice how different this woman looked from the usual crowd—not a frat boy or a drunk professor, but someone who carried herself with an air of authority.

As if sensing Alyssa’s gaze, the woman looked up, their eyes meeting for a brief moment. There was something in her dark, piercing stare that sent a shiver down Alyssa’s spine. It wasn’t just the way she looked—it was the way she moved when she finally stood, stalking toward the stage like a predator.

“Hey,” the woman said, leaning casually against the edge of the stage. Her voice was low and gravelly, carrying just enough edge to make Alyssa’s stomach flip. “You’re new here, aren’t you?”

Alyssa hesitated, her heart pounding. This was part of the job—flirting, teasing, turning these men (and occasionally women) on. But there was something about this woman that made it feel… personal. “Yeah,” she replied, trying to sound casual. “Just started last week.”

The woman smirked, her lips curling into a playful grin. “You don’t remember me, do you, Alyssa?”

Alyssa took a closer look at the woman. She looked familiar, but Alyssa couldn’t remember where she’d met her. She shook her head.

“I’m Lee—your aunt Sarah’s girlfriend.” She extended a hand, her touch firm when Alyssa hesitantly shook it. “I met you when you were just a kid. Used to babysit for you.”

The memories came flooding back. Alyssa remembered the fun times she’d spent with Aunt Sarah and Aunt Lee—the camp outs, fishing trips, barbeques. She suddenly felt ashamed to let Lee see her working in a strip club, dancing for strange men.

“It’s good to see you again,” Alyssa said softly, feeling a blush creep up her cheeks. Why was she so flustered? Lee was a family member, yet, being this close to her made Alyssa feel like a nervous teenager all over again.

“It’s good to see you, too. Glad I stopped in tonight.” Lee said, her tone smooth and confident. “How about you give me a little show? Lap dance?”

Alyssa blinked, caught off guard by the request. Lap dances were part of the job, sure, but this was wrong. Lee was dating her Aunt Sarah. Still, she needed the money—tuition wasn’t going to pay itself. She nodded, swallowing hard as she climbed down from the stage and led Lee to one of the private booths.

The chair creaked as Lee sat down, her eyes never leaving Alyssa. The intensity of her gaze was almost overwhelming, and Alyssa found herself fumbling slightly as she straddled Lee’s lap. The heat from Lee’s body radiated through her jeans, making Alyssa’s skin prickle with anticipation. She tried to focus on the routine, grinding slowly against Lee, but her mind kept wandering.

Lee’s hands settled on Alyssa’s hips, guiding her movements with surprising gentleness. “You’re doing great,” she murmured, her breath warm against Alyssa’s ear. “Relax, let yourself go.”

Alyssa closed her eyes, letting the rhythm of the music wash over her. Slowly, she began to loosen up, her movements becoming more natural, more passionate. She could feel Lee’s fingers tightening slightly on her hips, and when she opened her eyes, she saw the flicker of desire in Lee’s gaze. It was different from the lustful stares of the men she usually danced for—this was something deeper, more primal.

“You’re really good at this,” Lee whispered, her voice low and husky. “But I think you could be better.”

Alyssa tilted her head, confused. “What do you mean?”

Lee’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Let yourself feel it, Alyssa. Let go of the act and just… be here with me.”

Something about the way Lee said it, the way her fingers traced lazy circles on Alyssa’s skin, sent a wave of heat crashing through her core. She didn’t know what to say—didn’t know how to respond to the sudden surge of raw, unfiltered emotion coursing through her veins. All she knew was that she wanted to listen, wanted to obey.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing against Lee’s ear as she whispered, “Show me.”

Lee’s hands moved instantly, one sliding around Alyssa’s waist while the other dipped lower, slipping beneath the hem of her skirt. Alyssa gasped, her body stiffening instinctively, but Lee’s touch was firm yet tender, coaxing her to relax. “Trust me,” Lee murmured, her voice soft but commanding.

And just like that, Alyssa did. She melted into Lee’s embrace, her muscles loosening as Lee’s fingers grazed the inside of her thigh. The sensation was electric, sending shivers up her spine. She hadn’t expected this—hadn’t expected to feel this way, this vulnerable, this exposed.

Lee’s thumb pressed against the fabric of Alyssa’s g-string, tracing the outline of her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Alyssa bit her lip, her breath hitching as pleasure surged through her. She was soaking wet, aching for more, and the realization only heightened her arousal. This is crazy, she thought, her mind spinning. I don’t even know her. But her body didn’t care. Her body wanted this.

“Tell me you want this,” Lee said, her voice rough with need. “Tell me you want me to keep going.”

Alyssa couldn’t speak, not with the way her heart was racing, the way her lungs seemed to have forgotten how to breathe. Instead, she nodded, her movements small but emphatic. Lee responded immediately, her fingers slipping beneath the band of Alyssa’s g-string, diving into the slick heat of her pussy.

Alyssa cried out, her head falling back as Lee’s fingers worked magic between her legs. She was already so close—too close—and Lee seemed to sense it. With a determined thrust, Lee hit that perfect spot, and Alyssa’s world exploded in a burst of color and light. She rode out the waves of her orgasm, trembling in Lee’s arms, her body buzzing with residual electricity.

When she finally came back to herself, she realized they were still in the booth, the noise of the club filtering through the walls. Lee was looking at her, her expression unreadable. “We should probably get out of here,” Lee said, her voice steady despite the flush of her cheeks.

Alyssa nodded, still processing what had just happened. As they exited the booth and made their way toward the back of the club, she felt a pang of guilt. What if someone saw them? What if Aunt Sarah found out? But then she remembered Lee’s confident demeanor, the way she’d taken charge without hesitation.

Lee and Alyssa exchanged phone numbers. Alyssa couldn’t wait to get a call from Lee. She knew she was playing a dangerous game, but there was something about Lee that she couldn’t resist.
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