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1 - WAITRESS TURNED ESCORT

MF / Sex Work / Lap Dance / Handjob / PIV Sex / Blowjob

Carolyn slipped the last plate onto the drying rack, wiping her hands on the apron tied snugly around her waist. The diner was nearly empty, the hum of the fluorescent lights buzzing in her ears. She glanced at the clock—10:45 p.m. Almost closing time. She was exhausted, her feet aching from hours of running back and forth between tables, her tips barely enough to cover her rent.

The chime of the door jingled, and Carolyn turned, forcing a smile. A man walked in, tall and sharply dressed in a tailored suit that didn’t belong in a place like this. His dark hair was perfectly styled, a stubble-lined jaw giving him a rugged edge. Carolyn’s stomach flipped as he slid into a booth near the counter, his eyes locking with hers.

“Hey there, gorgeous,” he said, his voice smooth, almost too polished. “What’s good here?”

Her cheeks flushed as she approached, pulling out her notepad. “Uh, the burgers are decent, and the pie’s fresh.”

He smirked, leaning back in the booth, his gaze lingering on her. “How about you recommend something? You look like you’ve got good taste.”

Her pencil hovered over the pad, her heart beating just a little faster. “The double cheeseburger is pretty popular,” she offered, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Sold,” he said, flashing her a smile that made her knees feel weak. “And I’ll take a coffee. Black.”

She nodded, scribbling down the order, her fingers trembling slightly. When she returned with the coffee, he was watching her like he could see straight through her. “Have we met before?” he asked, tilting his head.

“I don’t think so,” she replied, setting the cup down.

“Well, you’re too damn beautiful to be working in a place like this,” he said, his eyes raking over her.

Carolyn froze, her breath catching in her throat. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. “I… uh, thank you,” she stammered, her face heating up.

“What’s your name?” he asked, leaning forward, his elbows resting on the table.

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

“I’m Jack,” he said, holding out his hand. She hesitated, then shook it, his grip firm and warm. “Tell me, Carolyn, have you ever thought about doing something… more exciting with your life?”

Her brow furrowed. “What do you mean?” she asked warily.

He shrugged, taking a sip of his coffee. “You’ve got this vibe about you. Like you’re meant for something bigger than slinging hash. I could help you with that.”

Her pulse quickened, her mind racing. “I… I don’t know,” she replied, glancing over her shoulder to make sure no one was listening.

“Think about it,” he said, pulling a business card from his pocket and sliding it across the table. “Call me if you’re interested.”

She stared at the card, her fingers brushing against it. When she looked up, he was already standing, throwing a twenty on the table. “Keep the change,” he said with a wink before striding out the door.

—

Carolyn’s shift ended an hour later, but she couldn’t stop thinking about the card in her pocket. She sat in her car, staring at her phone, her thumb hovering over the numbers. Finally, she dialed.

“Jack,” he answered on the second ring.

“Hi, it’s Carolyn,” she said, her voice shaky.

“Hey there, beautiful,” he said, his tone warm. “I was hoping you’d call.”

She swallowed hard, her palms sweating. “What kind of job are we talking about?”

He chuckled softly, the sound low and intimate. “Let’s meet somewhere and I’ll explain. How about the Continental Hotel? Room 204. Say… thirty minutes?”

Her heart pounded in her chest. This was crazy. Dangerous. But something about him, about his confidence, intrigued her. “Okay,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” he said, and the line went dead.

—

The hotel was sleek and modern, far fancier than anywhere Carolyn had ever been. She took the elevator to the second floor, her stomach churning with nerves.

When she knocked on the door, Jack opened it, still in his suit, his tie loosened. “Come in,” he said, stepping aside.

The room was lavish, a king-sized bed dominating the space, soft music playing in the background. Carolyn hesitated in the doorway, clutching her purse tightly.

“Relax,” he said, closing the door behind her. “You’re safe here.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. “What’s this about? What kind of job did you have in mind?”

He smirked, crossing his arms over his chest. “I run an escort service. High-end clients, serious money. I think you’d be perfect for it.”

Her jaw dropped, her stomach flipping. “Wait… are you saying you want me to—”

“Sell yourself?” he interrupted, his tone matter-of-fact. “Yeah. But not the way you’re thinking. These men are wealthy, powerful. They’ll pay top dollar for someone like you. You’ll make more in a night than you do in a week at that diner.”

Her mind raced, a mix of fear and curiosity swirling inside her. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered.

“Here’s what I’ll do,” he said, pulling out a wad of cash and setting it on the dresser. “Five hundred dollars. Right now. All you have to do is audition for me. That’s it. No strings.”

She stared at the money, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Five hundred dollars. That could cover rent, groceries, maybe even a new pair of shoes. Her feet ached just thinking about it.

“What do I have to do?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“First, take off your clothes,” he said, his gaze darkening. “Let me see what I’m working with.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the zipper on her uniform, peeling it off slowly. When she stood in just her bra and panties, he cocked an eyebrow. “All of it.”

She hesitated, then unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her panties followed, pooling at her feet. She stood there, completely exposed, her skin prickling under his scrutiny.

“Hot damn,” he muttered, his eyes raking over her body. “You’re a knockout.”

She blushed, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest.

“Don’t,” he said, stepping closer. “You’ve got nothing to hide. Now, come here.”

She obeyed, stepping forward until she was just inches away from him. He sat on the edge of the bed, leaning back on his hands. “Give me a lap dance.”

Her heart pounded, her legs felt like jelly. She’d never done anything like this before. But she moved closer, swaying her hips, grinding against his lap. She could feel his hardness through his pants, and it sent a shockwave of heat through her body.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips. “You’re a natural.”

She moved faster, her body responding to the rhythm, to the way he was looking at her. Her nipples hardened, a warmth pooling between her legs. She reached back, unzipping his pants, freeing his cock.

“Stroke it,” he commanded, his voice low and throaty.

She wrapped her hand around him, moving up and down, feeling him twitch in her grasp.

“Now, get on top,” he said, pulling her down onto him.

She hesitated, then positioned herself, lowering herself onto his length. He filled her completely, her walls stretching to accommodate him. She began to move, riding him slowly at first, then faster, her breaths coming in short gasps.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands gripping her ass.

She threw her head back, her body shuddering as pleasure rippled through her. She leaned forward, kissing him hungrily, her tongue tangling with his.

When she pulled back, he guided her down his body, his cock slipping from her. She took him into her mouth, tasting herself on him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“Time to flip,” he said, pulling her up and turning her around.

She got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and he entered her from behind, thrusting deep inside. She cried out, her body shaking with every movement. She could feel his pace quickening, her own orgasm building, until it finally exploded, her walls clenching around him.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, pushing into her one last time before spilling inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily. He turned to her, a grin spreading across his face. “You’re hired,” he said. “Welcome to the team.”

Carolyn smiled, excitement bubbling up inside her. “T-thank you,” she stammered.

Jack slapped Carolyn on the ass before handing her her clothes. “You’re a natural,” he declared. “You’ll be making stacks of cash.”

Carolyn felt lucky. Soon, she’d be making more money than she’d ever dreamed possible. She was glad that Jack had introduced her to this erotic new world.

And she couldn’t wait to turn her first trick.

2 - A SPECIAL REQUEST

MF / Sex Work / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, its screen lighting up with an unknown number. Gayle hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d been waiting for this call since she started working for the escort service, but now that it was here, the reality of it all felt overwhelming.

She took a deep breath, her fingers trembling slightly as she answered. “Hello?” Her voice was soft, almost tentative.

“Gayle?” The man’s voice on the other end was smooth, confident. “This is Harry. I’d like to book your services for tonight.”

Her stomach fluttered. “Of course. What time?”

“Now,” he said, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “I’ll text you the address.”

The line went dead, and a moment later, her phone chimed with the details. Gayle stared at the screen, her mind racing. She’d never done this before, but the money was too good to pass up.

She slipped into a tight black dress, the fabric clinging to her curves, and applied a fresh coat of red lipstick. Her reflection in the mirror looked confident, but inside, she was a bundle of nerves.

The address led her to a sprawling mansion on the outskirts of the city. The gates opened automatically as she approached, and she drove up the long, winding driveway. The house was stunning, all glass and steel, with a modern elegance that took her breath away. She parked her car and walked to the front door, her heels sinking into the plush grass.

Harry answered the door almost immediately. He was older than she expected, maybe in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. He was dressed in a tailored suit, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders. He looked her up and down, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Gayle,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

She felt a shiver run down her spine. “Thank you.”

He stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter. The interior of the house was just as luxurious as the exterior, with high ceilings, sleek furniture, and artwork that looked like it belonged in a museum. Harry led her through the living room and down a hallway, stopping at a set of double doors.

“This is my bedroom,” he said, opening the doors with a flourish.

The room was massive, with a king-sized bed in the center and floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. The bed was covered in black silk sheets, and there was a small table next to it with a stack of cash and a few items she couldn’t quite make out.

Harry walked over to the table and picked up the stack of bills. “Here’s your payment,” he said, handing her the money. “One thousand dollars, as agreed.”

Gayle took the cash, her fingers brushing against his. The amount was more than she’d ever held in her hands at once, and it made her feel a strange mix of excitement and unease.

“Now,” Harry said, his voice taking on a more serious tone. “I have some special requests.”

He reached for the items on the table, and Gayle’s eyes widened as she saw what they were: leather restraints, a vibrator, and a large dildo. Her stomach twisted, but she forced herself to stay calm.

“I’m not sure…” she began, but Harry cut her off.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” he said, pulling out another stack of cash and placing it on the table. “Another thousand.”

Gayle hesitated, but the money was too tempting. She nodded, her heart racing.

“Good,” Harry said, his smile widening. “Strip.”

She swallowed hard and began to undress, her hands trembling as she unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but her lingerie, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

“All of it,” Harry said, his eyes darkening.

Gayle took a deep breath and removed her bra and panties, standing completely naked in front of him. His gaze raked over her body, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her.

“Lie down on the bed,” he instructed.

She did as she was told, the silk sheets cool against her skin. Harry picked up the leather restraints and approached her, his movements slow and deliberate. He took her wrists and secured them to the bedposts, the leather tight but not uncomfortable.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his voice low.

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest.

Harry picked up the vibrator and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. He knelt between her legs, his eyes locked on hers as he brought the vibrator to her pussy. The sensation was immediate, a jolt of pleasure that made her gasp. He moved the vibrator in slow circles, teasing her, driving her wild.

“Please,” she whispered, her hips arching off the bed.

“Not yet,” Harry said, his voice firm.

He continued to tease her, the vibrator moving in torturously slow circles. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the need to cum becoming almost unbearable.

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

“Not yet,” he repeated, his eyes dark with desire.

Finally, he set the vibrator aside and picked up the dildo. It was large, much larger than anything she’d ever used before. He coated it with lube and positioned it at her entrance, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

He pushed the dildo inside her, the stretch making her moan. He moved it slowly at first, letting her adjust to the size, then began to thrust it in and out, each movement sending waves of pleasure through her body.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Gayle could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, the pressure inside her building to a fever pitch. She was so close, so close…

Harry pulled the dildo out and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, and he positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

“Ready?” he asked again.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation.

He pushed inside her, the sensation overwhelming. He began to thrust, his movements hard and fast, each one driving her closer to the edge.

“Harry, I’m going to…” she gasped, her body trembling.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his voice low and commanding.

The words were all it took. She came hard, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. Harry continued to thrust, his own orgasm building. With a low groan, he came inside her, his body shuddering with the force of it.

He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps, then pulled out and released the restraints. Gayle lay on the bed, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Harry sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes soft now. “Will I see you again?” he asked.

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yes.”

He smiled back, his hand brushing against her cheek. “Good.”

As Gayle left Harry’s house, she felt exhilarated. She was having fun and making money. She couldn’t wait to see Harry again.

3 - AN IRL MEETING

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

Rebecca’s fingers glided over the mouse, clicking the button to start her private show. The camera focused on her face, her lips curling into a sultry smile. She leaned forward slightly, letting the lace of her bra peek through the gap in her robe.

"Hey, BigDon427," she purred, her voice dripping with a sweetness that made her regulars come back for more.

The chat box lit up instantly. “You’re looking stunning tonight, Rebecca.”

She giggled, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. "You always know how to make me blush, Don. So, what’s on your mind tonight?"

The reply came fast, the letters bold in the chat. “Let’s see you lose the robe. Slowly.”

Rebecca stood, her hips swaying as she untied the silk belt. The robe slid off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood there in just a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing under the soft light of her room. She turned, giving him a view of her back, the curve of her ass just barely hidden by the thin fabric.

“Now the bra.”

She reached behind her, unhooking the clasp with practiced ease. Her breasts spilled free, the weight of them making her feel confident, desirable. She cupped them, teasing her nipples with her fingertips as she watched the chat box fill with compliments.

“Good girl. Now the panties.”

Rebecca slid the lace down her thighs, stepping out of them with a grace that came from years of practice. She stood bare before the camera, her body on full display. She ran a hand down her stomach, her fingers brushing over the soft hair between her legs.

“Grab the dildo. The big one.”

She obeyed, reaching for the thick, veined toy she kept on her desk. She held it up for the camera, giving it a little squeeze before bringing it to her lips. She licked the tip, her tongue swirling around the silicone as if it was the real thing. She could see the chat box lighting up with more commands, but her mind was already wandering—to Don.

She’d been curious about him for weeks. He tipped generously, always said the right things, and had a way of making her feel seen, even through a screen. When he’d sent her that photo, she’d been surprised. He was handsome, with broad shoulders and a smile that made her stomach twist in the best way. Now, as she slid the dildo between her legs, she imagined it was him.

The toy pressed against her entrance, and she let out a soft moan as she pushed it inside. Her body welcomed it, the stretch sending a thrill through her. She moved it in and out, her hips rocking to the rhythm of her own desire. Her free hand found her nipple, pinching it lightly as she let her head fall back.

“That’s it, Rebecca. Fuck yourself for me.”

She moaned louder, the words sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. She moved faster, the wet sounds of the toy filling the room. She could feel her climax building, the tension coiling in her stomach. Her breath came in short gasps as she let herself go, the pleasure washing over her in waves.

When it was over, she pulled the dildo out, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She looked at the camera, her eyes still heavy with desire. "I wish that was you, Don," she admitted, her voice soft but filled with longing.

The chat box was silent for a moment before his reply appeared. “Then come over.”

Her heart skipped a beat. She stared at the screen, reading the words over and over. He’d sent her his address, and now she was in her car, driving through the quiet streets of the city. Her hands gripped the steering wheel, her mind racing with what-ifs. What if he wasn’t as handsome in person? What if this was a mistake? But the thought of his cock, thick and hard, sliding into her made her push those doubts aside.

She pulled up to his house, a modern one-story with a neatly trimmed lawn. Her legs felt shaky as she walked to the door, her heels clicking against the pavement. She hesitated for a moment before knocking, her heart pounding in her chest.

The door opened, and there he was. Don looked even better than his photo, his dark eyes locking onto hers as a slow smile spread across his face. "Rebecca," he said, his voice deep and smooth. "I’m glad you came."

She didn’t say anything, her body moving on its own as he took her hand and led her inside. The house was quiet, the air thick with anticipation as he guided her to the bedroom. He turned to her, his hands cupping her face as he leaned in for a kiss.

His lips were soft but insistent, his tongue coaxing her mouth open. She moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pulled her closer. His hands moved down her body, undressing her with a practiced ease that made her shiver.

When she was bare before him, he kissed her neck, his lips trailing down to her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently before switching to the other. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as she arched into his touch.

She reached for his pants, fumbling with the zipper until she could free his cock. It was thick, just like she’d imagined, and she couldn’t wait to feel it inside her. She dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the tip.

When she was done, he pulled her up, kissing her deeply before guiding her to the bed. She got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as he positioned himself behind her. She could feel the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she let out a soft whimper as he pushed inside.

He was big, stretching her in the best way as he slid deeper and deeper. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he started to move. His thrusts were hard and steady, each one sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She could feel him hitting just the right spot, her body tightening around him as she got closer to the edge.

"Don," she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper. "I’m so close."

He groaned, his thrusts becoming faster, harder. She could feel him getting closer too, his movements becoming more erratic. When she finally came, it was with a cry, her body shuddering as the pleasure washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself deep within her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Don brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft as he looked at her. "Will I see you again, Rebecca?"

She smiled, her hand resting on his chest. "Yes," she said, her voice filled with promise.

As Rebecca snuggled closer to Don, she knew she’d made the right decision. Don was even more wonderful than she’d expected, and she couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

4 - A DATE WITH SWINGERS

MFFF / Sex Work / Group Sex / Swinging / Fingering / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Jacinta stood outside the sleek modern house, her heart pounding in her chest. The night air was cool against her skin, but it did little to calm the heat rising within her. She adjusted the strap of her small purse, her fingers trembling slightly. This wasn’t her usual kind of gig, but the money was too good to pass up. She needed it. Badly. Taking a deep breath, she stepped up to the door and rang the bell.

The door swung open almost immediately, revealing a tall, muscular man with a confident smirk. His eyes raked over her hungrily, taking in her tight black dress and long, dark hair cascading down her back. “You must be Jacinta,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I’m Rob. Come on in.”

She followed him inside, her heels clicking softly against the polished hardwood floor. The interior of the house was just as impressive as the exterior—modern, luxurious, and tastefully decorated. But what really caught her attention were the two women lounging on the couch. One was a petite blonde with a mischievous grin, and the other was a stunning brunette with piercing green eyes.

“This is Layla, my girlfriend,” Rob said, gesturing to the brunette, “and Chante just arrived a few minutes ago. She’s an escort.” He turned to Jacinta, a sly smile playing on his lips. “We enjoy finding beautiful women to join us in the bedroom. Hope that’s not a problem.”

Jacinta blinked, momentarily thrown off guard. She had been expecting a one-on-one encounter, not this. But then again, the money was already more than double her usual rate. And Rob had mentioned extras. She quickly regained her composure and nodded. “Not a problem at all.”

Rob’s smile widened. “Good. I’ve got another thousand for you if you’re up for it.”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding again. “I’m in.”

Rob led them all to the bedroom, where the air was already thick with anticipation. Jacinta’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of the massive king-sized bed, adorned with silk sheets and plush pillows. She could feel her pulse quicken as she realized what was about to happen.

Without a word, Rob began to undress, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as his house. But it was his cock that really caught her attention—thick, long, and already hard. Jacinta felt a surge of desire wash over her as she imagined what it would feel like to have him inside her.

Layla and Chante wasted no time stripping down as well, their bodies sleek and toned. They moved to the bed, their hands already roaming over each other’s curves. Jacinta watched, captivated, as Layla’s fingers slipped between Chante’s thighs, teasing her. Chante moaned softly, her head falling back as Layla’s fingers worked their magic.

Rob stood by the bed, stroking himself as he watched the two women. His eyes were dark with desire, and Jacinta could see the hunger in them. She knew she was next.

Layla glanced over at Jacinta, her green eyes glowing with lust. “Come here,” she purred, her voice low and sultry.

Jacinta didn’t need to be told twice. She stepped out of her dress, letting it pool at her feet, and joined the women on the bed. Layla’s hands were on her instantly, exploring her body with a practiced ease. Jacinta gasped as Layla’s lips found her neck, her tongue tracing a hot path down to her collarbone.

Chante moved in from the other side, her mouth closing over one of Jacinta’s nipples. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure shooting through her body. Jacinta moaned, her back arching as Chante’s tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh.

Layla’s hand slid between Jacinta’s thighs, her fingers brushing against her already wet folds. Jacinta’s breath caught in her throat as Layla’s fingers slipped inside her, curling upward to hit that spot deep within her. She cried out, her hips bucking against Layla’s hand.

Rob stepped closer, his cock hard and throbbing. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Jacinta’s legs. Layla pulled her fingers out, giving Rob room to slide into her. Jacinta gasped as he entered her, stretching her wide and filling her completely. She could feel every inch of him as he began to move, thrusting into her with slow, deliberate strokes.

Layla straddled Jacinta’s face, her thighs pressing against her cheeks. Jacinta didn’t need any prompting—she leaned in, her tongue finding Layla’s slick folds. She licked and sucked, savoring the taste of her as Rob continued to pound into her.

The room was filled with the sounds of moans and the slick wetness of their bodies. Jacinta could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm approaching fast. Rob’s thrusts grew harder, faster, driving her closer to the edge. Then, with a sharp cry, she came, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Rob pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices. Chante was on him in an instant, her mouth closing over the head of his cock. She sucked him hard, her tongue swirling around his length as she took him deep into her throat. Rob groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he thrust into her mouth. With a final, guttural moan, he came, his release spilling into her throat.

Chante pulled back, her lips curled into a wicked smile. She leaned in, pressing her mouth to Jacinta’s, sharing Rob’s cum with her. The taste was salty and earthy, and Jacinta found herself craving more.

As they all caught their breath, Rob reached for his wallet, pulling out a wad of cash. “Here,” he said, handing it to Jacinta. “For you. And another for Chante.”

Jacinta took the money, her fingers brushing against his. She couldn’t help but smile. This was definitely not what she had expected, but she wasn’t complaining. In fact, she was already looking forward to the next encounter with Layla and Rob.

5 - RONNIE’S BIRTHDAY SURPRISE
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Ronnie sat on the edge of the couch, her fingers nervously tapping against her thigh. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of string lights casting a warm ambiance. Max had insisted on keeping the night a surprise, and though she trusted him, her stomach fluttered with a mix of curiosity and unease. The music playing in the background was sultry, a slow beat that seemed to throb in sync with her heartbeat.

“Relax,” Max said, his voice smooth and low as he placed a glass of wine in her hand. His smirk was playful, the kind that always made her wonder what he was up to.

She sipped the wine, the rich flavor momentarily distracting her from the mystery.

Before she could ask any questions, the music shifted. The rhythm became more intense, the bass vibrating through the floor. Ronnie’s eyes widened as a woman emerged from the hallway, her hips swaying in perfect harmony with the beat. She was dressed in a sheer black bodysuit that left little to the imagination, her confidence radiating like a beacon.

Ronnie froze, her glass halfway to her lips.

The woman approached her with a smirk that mirrored Max’s, her movements hypnotic. “Hi, I’m Janet,” she purred, her voice dripping with allure.

Ronnie glanced at Max, who only gave her a nod of encouragement, his eyes locked on the scene unfolding before him. Janet didn’t wait for a response. She knelt in front of Ronnie, her hands sliding up her thighs as she leaned in close. The scent of her perfume was intoxicating, a blend of vanilla and something deeper that made Ronnie’s head spin.

“Happy birthday,” Janet whispered, her breath warm against Ronnie’s ear. Her hands continued their journey, cupping Ronnie’s hips as she began to move in slow, deliberate circles.

The friction sent a jolt of heat straight to Ronnie’s core, and she let out a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Janet’s hands moved higher, sliding under the hem of Ronnie’s dress and teasing the sensitive skin of her waist. Ronnie’s heart pounded as Janet leaned back, her lips curving into a seductive smile.

“You’re so beautiful,” Janet murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of Ronnie’s bra through the fabric of her dress.

Ronnie’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she found herself leaning into the touch, her body betraying her initial hesitation. Janet’s confidence was contagious, and Ronnie couldn’t help but feel a spark of excitement ignite within her.

Janet stood, her hands sliding up Ronnie’s arms as she guided her to her feet. The dress slipped from Ronnie’s shoulders, pooling at her feet in a soft rustle of fabric. Janet’s eyes raked over her, taking in the sight of Ronnie’s flushed skin and trembling frame.

“Turn around,” Janet instructed, her voice firm but gentle.

Ronnie obeyed, her breath catching as Janet’s hands gripped her hips. The heat of Janet’s body pressed against her back, and Ronnie could feel the curve of Janet’s breasts against her shoulder blades. Janet’s hands moved lower, sliding over the curve of Ronnie’s ass as she pressed herself closer.

“You’re so sexy,” Janet murmured, her lips brushing against Ronnie’s neck.

Her hands slipped around to the front, teasing the waistband of Ronnie’s panties. Ronnie’s pulse quickened as Janet’s fingers dipped beneath the fabric, teasing the sensitive skin there.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Janet pulled Ronnie’s panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Ronnie’s breath hitched as Janet’s hands returned to her hips, guiding her to sit back down on the couch. Janet knelt between her legs, her eyes locked on Ronnie’s as she leaned in.

The first touch of Janet’s tongue against her clit sent a jolt of pleasure through Ronnie’s body. She gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as Janet’s tongue explored her with expert precision. The sensation was electric, every lick and stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

Ronnie’s eyes fluttered shut, her head falling back as she lost herself in the sensation. Janet’s tongue flicked her clit with a steady rhythm, and Ronnie could feel the pressure building deep within her. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of the exquisite pleasure Janet was giving her. Janet’s hands gripped Ronnie’s thighs, holding her still as she continued to work her magic.

Ronnie’s body trembled with the force of her impending orgasm, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Oh god,” she moaned, her voice barely above a whisper.

The pressure reached its peak, and Ronnie’s body convulsed as she came, her back arching off the couch. Janet didn’t stop, her tongue continuing to lap at Ronnie’s sensitive flesh, prolonging the pleasure until Ronnie was left a trembling, breathless mess.

Ronnie’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze landing on Max. He was still seated in the armchair, his pants unzipped and his hand wrapped around his length. The sight of him stroking himself while watching her only added to the heat pooling in her core.

Janet stood, her lips glistening with Ronnie’s arousal. She turned to Max, her hands sliding over his chest as she knelt between his legs. “Your turn,” she purred, her hand replacing his as she took him into her mouth.

Max groaned, his head falling back as Janet worked her magic. Ronnie watched, her own arousal reigniting as she saw the pleasure on Max’s face. Janet’s head bobbed in a steady rhythm, her hand stroking the base of his length as she took him deeper.

Ronnie couldn’t take her eyes off them. The sight of Janet’s lips wrapped around Max’s cock sent a surge of jealousy through her, but it was quickly replaced by a new wave of arousal. She wanted to be a part of this, to feel the connection between them.

Janet pulled back, her lips slick with saliva as she turned to Ronnie. “Come here,” she said, her voice husky with desire.

Ronnie didn’t hesitate. She moved to the couch, kneeling beside Janet as she leaned in to kiss her. The taste of herself on Janet’s lips was intoxicating, and Ronnie moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in Janet’s hair.

Janet broke the kiss, guiding Ronnie to lie back on the couch. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Ronnie’s as she positioned herself above her. “Make me feel good,” she whispered, her voice filled with need.

Ronnie’s hands moved to Janet’s hips, guiding her closer until her mouth could reach her sensitive folds. The first taste of Janet’s arousal sent a shiver down Ronnie’s spine, and she dove in eagerly, her tongue exploring every inch of Janet’s pussy.

Janet moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Ronnie’s tongue worked its magic. The sensation was overwhelming, every lick and stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She rocked her hips against Ronnie’s mouth, seeking more of the exquisite pleasure.

Max moved behind Ronnie, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her, filling her completely. Ronnie’s moans vibrated against Janet’s pussy as Max picked up the pace.

Max set a steady rhythm, his hips moving in time with Ronnie’s tongue. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with the moans and gasps of pleasure. Ronnie’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

Max’s hands gripped her hips tighter, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Ronnie felt the familiar pressure building within her, her orgasm threatening to overwhelm her. She focused on Janet, her tongue flicking her clit with precision.

Janet’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her own climax. “Oh god,” she gasped, her hands tightening in Ronnie’s hair.

Ronnie’s body convulsed as she came, her pussy clenching around Max’s length. Max groaned, his own orgasm hitting him hard as he spilled himself inside her. Janet’s cries joined theirs, her body shaking with the force of her release.

The room fell silent, the only sound the soft panting of their breaths. Ronnie lay between them, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She turned to Max, a smile spreading across her face. “Best birthday ever,” she whispered.

Max grinned, pulling her closer. “Wait until next year,” he teased.

Janet laughed, her hand resting on Ronnie’s thigh. “I hope I’m invited,” she said.

Ronnie’s smile widened. “Definitely,” she replied.

The three of them lay there, basking in the afterglow of their shared pleasure. Ronnie’s mind was still reeling from the experience, but she knew one thing for sure—she had never felt more alive.

6 - AN ESCORT’S LIFE-CHANGING CUSTOMER
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The cold night air nipped at Marcia’s skin as she stood on the corner, her heels sinking slightly into the damp pavement. She tugged at the hem of her dress, a little too short to be practical in this weather, but then again, practicality wasn’t the point. Her breath formed small clouds in the air, and she glanced down the dimly lit street, waiting for someone—anyone—to pull over. Times were tough, she reminded herself. This wasn’t where she’d imagined herself, but beggars couldn’t be choosers.

A sleek black car rolled to a stop beside her, the window sliding down to reveal a man who looked nothing like the usual clientele. His sharp jawline was dusted with stubble, and his eyes were a piercing green that seemed to glow even in the faint streetlight. “Need a ride?” he asked, his voice smooth, almost too smooth.

Marcia hesitated for a moment. She didn’t usually get into cars without knowing the game plan, but something about him felt... different. Maybe it was the way he looked at her, like she wasn’t just another girl on the corner. “Depends,” she replied, leaning slightly toward the window. “What’s the destination?”

“My place,” he said simply. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

She glanced around the empty street. It wasn’t like there were other options tonight. “Alright,” she said, opening the door and sliding into the plush leather seat. The car smelled expensive, a mix of cologne and something warm, like cedar. She caught her reflection in the rearview mirror—hair a little messy, but the guy didn’t seem to mind. He was already driving, his hands firm on the wheel.

“I’m Thomas,” he said after a moment of silence.

“Marcia,” she replied, folding her hands in her lap. She wasn’t used to small talk, but Thomas seemed determined to keep the conversation going. He asked about her night, her week, her life. She gave vague answers, careful not to reveal too much. This was still a transaction, no matter how nice he seemed.

The car pulled into a gated driveway, the house beyond it nothing short of a mansion. Marcia’s eyes widened as they stepped inside. The interior was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked a sprawling backyard. “Nice place,” she said, trying to keep her tone casual. She’d seen plenty of nice places, but this was on another level.

“Thanks,” Thomas said, handing her a glass of something amber. “Drink?”

She took the glass, the whiskey warming her throat as she sipped. He led her to the couch, sitting close enough that their thighs brushed. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and for a moment, she forgot this was just business.

His hand rested on her knee, the touch light but insistent. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes locking onto hers.

Marcia felt a flush creep up her neck. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she replied, her voice a little shakier than she intended. She reminded herself to stay professional, but the way he looked at her made it hard to focus.

Thomas leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened. His hands were in her hair, pulling her closer, and she found herself responding without thinking. The kiss was hungry, almost desperate, and when he finally pulled away, they were both breathing hard.

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said, standing and holding out his hand.

She took it, letting him lead her up the grand staircase and into a bedroom that looked like something out of a magazine. The bed was huge, the sheets crisp and white. Thomas turned to her, his hands sliding up her sides to the zipper of her dress. He tugged it down slowly, the fabric pooling at her feet. She stood there in nothing but her lingerie, the air cool against her skin.

“You’re even more stunning than I imagined,” he said, his voice low.

He stepped closer, his hands trailing down her arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. His lips found her neck, his tongue flicking against her pulse point. She gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance.

He knelt in front of her, his hands sliding down her thighs to her stockings. He peeled them off slowly, his breath hot against her skin. When he reached her panties, he hooked his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, letting them fall to the floor. Marcia’s heart was pounding now, her body responding to every touch, every kiss.

Thomas stood, his hands moving to his belt. He undid it quickly, followed by his pants, which fell to the floor. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. Marcia’s eyes widened slightly. She’d seen plenty of men, but this… this was impressive.

She reached out, her hand wrapping around him. He groaned, his head falling back as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel him twitch in her hand, his breathing becoming more ragged. When she dropped to her knees, his hands were in her hair, guiding her as she took him into her mouth.

He was hot and heavy on her tongue, his taste salty and slightly sweet. She bobbed her head, her lips tight around him, and his moans filled the room.

“God, Marcia,” he breathed, his fingers tightening in her hair. She could feel him getting closer, his hips starting to thrust slightly.

But then he pulled her up, turning her toward the bed. He pushed her down gently, spreading her legs as he positioned himself between them. His cock pressed against her entrance, and she gasped as he pushed inside, stretching her in the best way possible.

He started slow, his thrusts shallow at first, but soon he was moving faster, harder. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound lost in the symphony of their moans. Marcia’s nails dug into his back, her legs wrapping around his hips as he drove deeper into her.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her back arching off the bed.

She could feel the heat building inside her, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. When he reached down, his fingers teasing her clit, she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Thomas groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cum filling her.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing hard. Thomas pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her. “I want you to be my girlfriend,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. “Stop escorting. I’ll take care of you.”

Marcia blinked, her mind trying to process what he’d just said. Thomas was offering her financial stability—a way out of sex work. But she barely knew him. Could she trust him?

“No strings attached. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” Thomas promised, noticing her hesitation. “And if it doesn’t work out, you can leave.”

“Okay,” Marcia finally replied, her heart racing. “I’ll be your girlfriend.” She couldn’t wait to see where her affair with Thomas would lead.

7 - THE PORN STAR’S BIG BREAK
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“Betty, get ready. You’re up next,” the director called out, his voice cutting through the low hum of the set.

She hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. The request had come suddenly—a gangbang film. It wasn’t something she’d done before, but the director had assured her it could be her big break. She’d agreed, though not without a flicker of doubt. Now, standing on the edge of the set, that doubt was gone, replaced by a strange, almost electric anticipation.

The director handed her a skimpy red latex costume, barely more than a few strips of material held together by thin straps. Betty took it without a word, retreating to a small dressing area to change. The fabric clung to her skin like a second layer, accentuating every curve, every dip of her body. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror—her dark hair loose around her shoulders, her lips painted a deep crimson. She looked every bit the porn star she was.

Walking onto the set, she felt the weight of eyes on her. The set was designed to look like a bedroom, complete with a large, plush bed in the center. It was all too real, and yet, somehow, it felt like stepping into a dream. She took a deep breath, steadying herself, and moved toward the bed.

The first guy, Ken, entered shortly after. He was tall, with a muscular build and a cocky grin that only added to his rugged charm. He didn’t waste any time, stepping up to Betty and pulling her into a kiss. His lips were firm, demanding, and she found herself responding almost immediately, her body heating up under his touch.

He broke the kiss, his hands moving to the straps of her costume. He undressed her slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin, leaving trails of heat in their wake. When the costume finally fell away, he stepped back to admire her, his eyes dark with desire.

“You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

Betty didn’t respond, her heart racing as he guided her onto the bed. She spread her legs, exposing herself to him, and he didn’t hesitate. He knelt between her thighs, his breath warm against her skin as he leaned in to taste her. His tongue was slow and deliberate, teasing her clit with just the right amount of pressure. Betty arched her back, her fingers tangling in the sheets as pleasure coursed through her.

Ken didn’t let up, his tongue working her with a skill that left her gasping. She felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body tightening with every stroke. Just when she thought she might come, he pulled away, a smirk on his lips as he stood up.

He was already hard, his cock straining against the fabric of his pants. He undressed quickly, his eyes never leaving hers, and within seconds he was on top of her, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He positioned himself at her entrance, his tip brushing against her wetness.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

Betty nodded, her breath catching as he pushed inside her. He was big, and she felt every inch of him as he filled her. He started slow, letting her adjust to his size, but it didn’t take long before he was thrusting into her with a force that left her moaning.

Her nails dug into his back as he fucked her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She could feel herself getting wetter with every thrust, her body responding to him in ways she hadn’t expected. He gripped her hips, driving into her with a rhythm that had her gasping for air.

Betty was close, so close, when Ken suddenly pulled out, his cock slick with her arousal. He stroked himself a few times, his eyes locked on hers, before he came, his release spilling across her stomach.

Before she could catch her breath, Jim was there, already hard and ready to take his turn. He knelt between her legs, his big cock in hand, and slid inside her without hesitation.

Betty gasped at the stretch, her body still sensitive from Ken’s touch. Jim was thicker than Ken, and she could feel every inch of him as he pushed deeper into her. He started slow, letting her adjust, but it wasn’t long before he was fucking her with a pace that left her breathless.

Her moans filled the room as Jim thrust into her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She could feel herself getting wetter with every thrust, her body responding to him in ways she hadn’t expected. He gripped her hips, driving into her with a rhythm that had her gasping for air.

Betty was close, so close, when Jim suddenly pulled out, his cock slick with her arousal. He stroked himself a few times, his eyes locked on hers, before he came inside her, his release mixing with Ken’s.

Before she could catch her breath, Hal was there, his massive cock already hard and ready. He didn’t waste any time, sliding inside her with a single, smooth motion.

Betty’s eyes widened as he filled her, his size stretching her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. She could feel every inch of him as he pushed deeper into her, his cock hitting spots she hadn’t known existed. He started slow, letting her adjust, but it wasn’t long before he was fucking her with a pace that left her breathless.

Her moans filled the room as Hal thrust into her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She could feel herself getting wetter with every thrust, her body responding to him in ways she hadn’t expected. He gripped her hips, driving into her with a rhythm that had her gasping for air.

Betty was close, so close, when Hal suddenly pulled out, his cock slick with her arousal. He stroked himself a few times, his eyes locked on hers, before he came across her tits, his release painting her skin white.

The director yelled “Cut!” and the room erupted into applause.

Betty lay there, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, a smile spreading across her lips. She had done it. She had filmed her first gangbang, and it had been even better than she had imagined.

As the crew moved around her, cleaning up the set and getting ready for the next scene, Betty couldn’t help but feel a sense of accomplishment. She had pushed herself in ways she hadn’t thought possible, and she had loved every second.

“Betty, you were amazing,” the director said, stepping up to her with a grin. “We’re definitely going to work together again.”

She smiled, her heart racing with the possibilities. She had found her calling, and she was ready to explore it even further.

“Betty, get ready. We’re rolling again in five,” the director called out.

She nodded, a thrill running through her as she stepped back onto the set. This was just the beginning.

8 - THE RIGHT PRICE
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“So, what’s it gonna take?” Justin asked, his voice low and smooth, his fingers tapping a crisp hundred-dollar bill on the bar counter.

Chanda raised an eyebrow, her red lips curling into a smirk. She crossed her legs, the slit in her dress sliding open just enough to reveal a glimpse of her thigh. “What makes you think I’m for sale?”

Justin chuckled, leaning in closer. His cologne was sharp, expensive, and it lingered in the air between them. “Everyone’s for sale, babe. You just gotta find the right price.”

She tilted her head, her dark eyes scanning him. He was handsome, no doubt about it—tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline that could cut glass. But there was something about the way he looked at her, like she was already his, that made her hesitate.

And then he pulled out another hundred. And another. Until there was a small stack of bills sitting on the counter.

Chanda laughed, a soft, throaty sound. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious,” Justin replied, his gaze never leaving hers. “So, what’ll it be? You gonna keep playing hard to get, or are we doing this?”

She hesitated for a moment longer, then slid the money into her purse. “Let’s go.”

—

The drive to Justin’s mansion was a blur of neon lights and the hum of his sleek sports car. Chanda sat in the passenger seat, her hand resting on her thigh, her heart pounding in her chest. She wasn’t sure what she was getting herself into, but the weight of the cash in her purse was enough to silence the little voice in her head telling her to turn back.

When they pulled up to the house, Chanda couldn’t help but be impressed. It was massive, with towering gates and a driveway that seemed to go on forever. Justin led her inside, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

The interior was just as lavish as the exterior—marble floors, crystal chandeliers, and art that probably cost more than her entire apartment. Justin poured them both a drink, the ice clinking against the glass as he handed it to her.

She sipped the whiskey, the warmth of it spreading through her body as Justin watched her with that same intense gaze.

“So,” he said, setting his glass down. “You ready?”

Chanda nodded, her pulse quickening. She followed him up the grand staircase, her heels clicking against the polished wood. When they reached the bedroom, Justin closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Get naked,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

Chanda hesitated for just a moment, then reached for the zipper on the side of her dress. She let it fall to the floor, stepping out of it and standing before him in nothing but her lace underwear and heels.

Justin’s eyes raked over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of her skin. “Turn around,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, turning to face the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, pulling her back against him. His breath was warm on her neck as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear.

“Bend over,” he whispered, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

Chanda did as she was told, leaning over the edge of the bed, her hands gripping the sheets. She felt his hand come down on her ass with a sharp slap, the sound echoing through the room.

She gasped, the sting of it sending a rush of heat between her legs. He spanked her again, and again, each time harder than the last. Her ass was on fire, but the pain only made her want more.

Justin’s hand slid between her legs, his fingers brushing against her soaking wet panties. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice dripping with desire. “So wet already.”

He hooked his fingers under the edge of her panties, pulling them down and letting them fall to the floor. His fingers found her pussy, sliding through her folds with ease. Chanda moaned, her hips pressing back against his hand, begging for more.

Justin chuckled, his fingers teasing her clit, circling it in slow, deliberate motions. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Chanda breathed, her voice barely above a whisper.

He slipped a finger inside her, curling it just so, hitting that spot that made her see stars. She cried out, her hips rocking against his hand, her body desperate for release.

But just as she was about to cum, Justin pulled his hand away, leaving her gasping and aching.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm.

Chanda groaned in frustration, but before she could protest, she felt something cold and smooth press against her clit. It was a vibrator, and Justin wasted no time turning it on, the low hum sending shockwaves through her body.

He moved it in slow circles, teasing her, bringing her right to the edge but never letting her go over. Chanda’s moans turned to whimpers, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles turned white.

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

Justin shook his head, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “Not yet.”

He unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, fully erect, and Chanda couldn’t help but lick her lips at the sight of it.

“Suck it,” he commanded, stepping closer to her.

Chanda didn’t need to be told twice. She took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his shaft, her tongue swirling around the tip. Justin groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he began to thrust into her mouth.

He fucked her face, his cock hitting the back of her throat, making her gag. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, her tongue working him, her lips sucking him, her throat swallowing him.

Justin pulled out of her mouth with a growl, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around. He pushed her onto the bed, spreading her legs wide.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

He entered her in one swift motion, his cock stretching her, filling her completely. Chanda cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to pound into her, each thrust harder than the last.

The bed rocked with the force of their movements, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Chanda’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as Justin’s cock hit that spot inside her that made her see stars.

She was so close, so close to cumming, but Justin wasn’t done with her yet. He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as he continued to fuck her.

The pressure built inside her, unbearable, until finally, she came, her body convulsing with pleasure, her pussy clenching around his cock. Justin groaned, his pace quickening, his own orgasm crashing over him as he spilled inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Then Justin pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice still rough with desire.

Chanda smiled, her body still tingling from the orgasm. “So are you.”

Justin reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a wad of cash. He handed it to her, his fingers brushing against hers.

“Same time next week?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his voice.

Chanda took the money, folding it and slipping it into her purse. “I’ll be here.”

As she got dressed, she couldn’t help but think about what had just happened. It was unlike anything she’d ever experienced before, and the thought of doing it again sent a thrill through her.

Justin watched her from the bed, a satisfied smile on his face. “Good. I’ll be waiting.”

9 - A CURVY ESCORT’S FIRST DATE

MFF / Sex Work / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Myla stood in front of the mirror, her hands trembling as she adjusted the hem of her dress. The fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every soft, generous inch of her body. She had never felt confident about her appearance, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was stepping into a world that promised to appreciate her exactly as she was. The escort service had offered her a chance to earn money doing something that felt… liberating. Still, her stomach churned with nerves.

Jade, the seasoned escort who had been assigned to guide her, leaned against the doorframe with a smirk. “You look hot, Myla. Joe’s going to lose his mind when he sees you.” Her voice was smooth, confident, and it made Myla feel a little more at ease.

Jade’s own curves were on full display, her dress hugging her hips and bust in a way that made Myla’s breath catch. She couldn’t help but admire the other woman’s boldness.

“Is he… nice?” Myla asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade chuckled, stepping closer and placing a reassuring hand on Myla’s shoulder. “He’s a gentleman. And he loves big, beautiful women like us. Trust me, you’re going to have fun.”

The drive to Joe’s house was a blur. Myla’s heart raced the entire time, her mind spinning with what-ifs. But when they arrived, Joe greeted them warmly, his eyes lighting up as they approached. He was tall, with a commanding presence but a kind smile.

“Jade, always a pleasure,” he said before turning to Myla. “And you must be Myla. Wow. You’re even more stunning in person.”

Myla felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Thank you,” she murmured, unsure of what else to say.

Joe led them into the house, his gaze lingering on their curves as they walked. The tension in the air was palpable, and Myla’s skin tingled with anticipation. When they reached the bedroom, Joe placed a stack of cash on the nightstand without a word.

“Let’s get started,” Jade said, her voice low and sultry.

She began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate, and Myla followed suit, her hands shaking as she peeled off her dress. The cool air hit her skin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way Joe and Jade were looking at her made her feel something else entirely—desired, powerful.

Jade stepped closer, her bare body inches from Myla’s. “You’re gorgeous,” she whispered, her hands brushing over Myla’s hips.

Myla’s breath caught as Jade’s lips met hers in a soft, teasing kiss. The sensation was electrifying, and Myla found herself leaning into it, her hands resting on Jade’s waist.

Joe watched from the bed, his eyes dark with hunger as the two women kissed. “Put on a show for me,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Jade pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a smirk. “You heard him,” she said, her hands sliding down Myla’s body. Her touch was firm, possessive, and Myla felt a jolt of pleasure as Jade’s fingers found her nipples, teasing them until they hardened.

Myla’s hands explored Jade’s curves in return, her fingers tracing the soft swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the full curve of her hips. The other woman’s skin was warm, smooth, and Myla couldn’t get enough.

Jade guided Myla onto the bed, her lips trailing down Myla’s neck, her collarbone, her chest. When she reached Myla’s breasts, she took a nipple into her mouth, sucking and teasing until Myla gasped. Her hands moved lower, parting Myla’s thighs, and Myla’s pulse quickened as Jade’s lips found her sensitive flesh.

The sensation was overwhelming. Jade’s tongue was relentless, teasing and circling Myla’s clit until she was trembling with pleasure. Myla’s hands tangled in Jade’s hair, her hips arching off the bed as the waves of pleasure built inside her.

Joe’s voice broke through the haze of pleasure. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Myla glanced up to see him stroking himself, his eyes fixed on the two women. Jade pulled back, her lips glistening, and smiled at Joe. “Then join us.”

Joe didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Jade. She arched her back, guiding him into her, and Myla watched, transfixed, as Joe thrust into her with slow, deliberate movements. The sight was intoxicating, and Myla felt herself growing wetter by the second.

When Joe finally pulled out of Jade, he turned his attention to Myla. “Your turn,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Myla’s heart raced as Joe positioned himself between her legs. She felt the tip of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was sliding into her, filling her completely. The sensation was incredible, and Myla let out a moan as Joe began to thrust, his movements deep and steady.

Jade wasn’t content to just watch. She leaned over Myla, her lips finding Myla’s nipples once again as her fingers slipped between her own legs. The combination of sensations was too much, and Myla felt herself teetering on the edge of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Joe growled, his pace quickening. “Let go, Myla.”

Myla’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Joe followed soon after, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her.

As they lay there, breathless and spent, Jade smiled at Myla. “So, did you enjoy yourself?”

Myla’s cheeks flushed, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. “I did,” she admitted, her voice soft but confident.

Jade’s smile widened. “Good. Because this is just the beginning.”

10 - THE ESCORT’S ELDERLY CUSTOMER

MF / Age Gap / Sex Work / Wealthy / Handjob / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed on the dresser, its screen lighting up with an unknown number. Gemma, lounging on her bed in a silk robe, reached for it. Her nails, painted a glossy red, tapped against the screen as she answered. A deep, gravelly voice greeted her on the other end.

“Good evening, is this Gemma?” the man asked.

“Yes, speaking. Who’s this?” Her tone was smooth, practiced. She sat up a little straighter, already sensing this could be a lucrative call.

“This is Gabe. I was given your number by a mutual acquaintance. I’d like to book a session with you tonight, if you’re available.”

Gemma’s lips curved into a smirk. Mutual acquaintance. She’d heard that line before, but it didn’t matter. What mattered was the money. “I’m available. What did you have in mind?”

“I’d like to spend a couple of hours with you. I’ll pay double your usual rate.”

Her eyebrows lifted. Double her rate was nothing to scoff at. “Sounds good. Send me the address, and I’ll be there in an hour.”

The address he sent was in the ritzy part of town, a neighborhood where the houses were sprawling estates tucked behind gated driveways. Gemma dressed carefully—a tight, black dress that hugged her curves, heels that clicked softly against the pavement as she walked to her car. She felt a flicker of curiosity about Gabe. His voice had sounded older, but rich men often did. Age wasn’t a deterrent for her, as long as the guy had money.

When she arrived, she was impressed. The house was a modern mansion, all glass and steel, with a fountain in the front courtyard. She rang the bell, and moments later, the door swung open.

“Gemma,” the man said, his voice warm with a hint of amusement. “Come in.”

She blinked. He was old. Not just older, but old. Seventy, maybe seventy-five. His hair was silver, his face lined with age, but his eyes were sharp, crinkling at the corners as he smiled. He wore a tailored suit, the kind that screamed wealth, and he carried himself with an air of quiet confidence.

“Gabe,” she said, recovering quickly. “Nice to meet you.”

He stepped aside to let her in. The interior of the house was just as impressive as the outside—high ceilings, sleek furniture, art that looked like it belonged in a museum. Gemma felt a little thrill. This was the kind of client she liked. Rich, tasteful, and clearly willing to spend.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” Gabe said, leading her into the living room. “Can I get you a drink? Whiskey? Wine?”

“Wine, please,” she said, slipping into a chair. She crossed her legs, letting her dress ride up just enough to show a hint of thigh.

He poured her a glass of red, then sat across from her. For a moment, they made small talk—the weather, the city, how she’d gotten into escorting. Gemma kept her answers light, her smile steady. She was good at this, at making men feel at ease. But she could feel Gabe’s eyes on her, studying her in a way that made her skin tingle. There was something about him—a quiet intensity that set her on edge in the best possible way.

After a while, he set his glass down. “Why don’t we move to the bedroom?”

She followed him upstairs, her heels sinking into the plush carpet. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed draped in silk sheets. Gabe walked over to a dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a thick envelope. He handed it to her.

“For your trouble,” he said, his voice low.

Gemma opened the envelope, her eyes widening at the stack of bills inside. She tucked it into her purse, her heart racing. This was more than double her usual rate. Way more.

“Now,” Gabe said, his eyes darkening, “why don’t you take off your clothes?”

She nodded, her fingers going to the zipper at the side of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, letting the fabric slide off her shoulders and pool at her feet. She stood there in nothing but a lace bra and panties, her body on full display. Gabe’s gaze raked over her, and she felt a flush of heat under his scrutiny.

“All of it,” he said, his voice rougher now.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her nipples hardened under his gaze, and she felt a pulse of arousal between her legs. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down, stepping out of them with a little sway of her hips.

Gabe’s eyes lingered on her for a moment longer, then he began to undress. His movements were slow, deliberate. He shrugged off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, and stepped out of his pants. When he pulled down his boxers, Gemma’s breath caught in her throat.

He was big. Thick and long, already hardening as he stepped closer to her. She hadn’t expected that from a man his age. Her mouth went dry, her pulse quickening.

“Touch me,” he said, his voice a rumble.

She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. His skin was warm, almost hot, and she could feel the blood rushing beneath her touch. She began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, steady motions. He groaned, his hips bucking slightly into her hand as he grew harder.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hand tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

His praise sent a shiver down her spine, her arousal building as she worked him. When he was fully hard, he guided her to the bed, lying back against the pillows. Gemma climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she lowered herself onto him slowly, inch by inch.

He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. She moaned, her head falling back as she began to move, rocking her hips against his. His hands gripped her waist, guiding her, urging her to go faster. She obeyed, her body moving in rhythm with his, the friction building with every thrust.

“Yes,” Gabe growled, his hips bucking up to meet her. “Just like that, Gemma. Fucking perfect.”

She could feel herself getting closer, the heat coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She reached between them, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing in quick, desperate circles. The combination of his cock inside her and her fingers on her clit pushed her over the edge, and she came with a cry, her body trembling with pleasure.

Gabe wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he spilled inside her, his grip on her hips tightening as he rode out his own climax. They stayed like that for a moment, her body still straddling his, their breaths mingling in the warm air.

Finally, Gemma rolled off him, lying on the bed beside him. She could feel his cum leaking out of her, a reminder of what they’d just done. She turned her head to look at him, a lazy smile spreading across her face.

“That was… incredible,” she said, her voice soft.

Gabe chuckled, reaching over to brush a strand of hair from her face. “You’re incredible,” he said. “I’d like to see you again, Gemma. Soon.”

She felt a little thrill at his words. For an old man, Gabe certainly knew how to fuck. “I’d like that,” she said, her smile widening.

Gabe’s hand traced a line down her arm, sending a shiver through her. “Good,” he said, his voice low. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

11 - 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.

12 - ADDICTED TO THE DEALER

MF / Public / Car Sex / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

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.”

13 - 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?

14 - THE BIGGEST DICK I’VE EVER SEEN

MF / First Person / Sex Work / Big Penis / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

The neon lights of Las Vegas buzzed like a siren call, pulling us into their electric embrace. Laura, Danielle, Cheyenne, Kayla, and I stepped off the plane with a mix of nerves and excitement crackling between us.

The air smelled faintly of recycled airplane oxygen and the promise of something new. We’d left Sam behind—our former pimp, our former problem—but his threats still lingered in the back of my mind like a shadow. Vegas was supposed to be our escape, our fresh start. And money? Money would make it all better.

We’d booked a lavish suite at one of the fanciest hotels on the strip, and as we walked through the lobby, I could feel eyes on us. Five women dressed to kill—literally—with heels that clicked against the marble floor like a metronome counting down to chaos. Laura and I exchanged a knowing glance. This was our chance to play the game on our terms.

Once we dropped our luggage in the suite—a sprawling space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city—we wasted no time getting ready. The air was thick with hairspray, perfume, and the occasional burst of laughter as we slipped into our sexiest outfits. I chose a sleek black dress that hugged every curve, paired with thigh-high stockings and stilettos that made me feel invincible. My hazel eyes caught the light as I glanced in the mirror, my dark hair cascading over my shoulders like a curtain of silk. I was ready.

The strip was alive with energy, a kaleidoscope of flashing lights and pulsing music. We split up almost immediately, each of us scanning the crowd for potential clients. I lingered near the entrance of one of the bigger casinos, letting the glow of the neon signs bathe me in an otherworldly light. It didn’t take long for someone to approach.

“Hey there,” a deep voice called out, smooth as velvet. I turned to see a man in his early 40s, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that screamed wealth. His dark hair was peppered with silver, and his sharp jawline was softened by a smile that felt both confident and cautious. “You look like you belong in a place like this.”

I had him already. “Funny,” I said, tilting my head just enough to let my hair fall over one shoulder. “I was just thinking the same about you. What brings you to Vegas?”

“Vacation,” he replied, stepping closer. “Businessman by day, gambler by night. Name’s Larry.” He extended a hand, and I took it, letting my fingers linger just a second longer than necessary.

“Brandi,” I said, matching his smile. “And what kind of gamble are you looking for tonight?”

His eyes sparkled with mischief. “The best kind. Why don’t we discuss it upstairs?”

I followed him to his penthouse suite, the elevator ride filled with small talk and charged glances. When the doors slid open, I was greeted by a room that looked more like a palace than a hotel. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the strip, but Larry’s attention was squarely on me.

He poured two glasses of champagne, handing one to me before clinking our glasses together. “To new friends,” he said, his voice low and inviting.

“New friends,” I echoed, taking a sip. The bubbles danced on my tongue, sharp and sweet.

As we drank, Larry pulled out a stack of cash—thick, crisp bills—and set it on the dresser. A thousand dollars, easy. But I wasn’t about to settle.

I raised an eyebrow, setting my glass down with deliberate slowness. “That’s cute,” I said, letting my voice drip with playful condescension. “But if you want the full Brandi experience, you’ll have to do better than that.”

He chuckled, a sound that rumbled deep in his chest, and reached for another stack. The sight of the money sent a thrill through me, but it was nothing compared to what came next. When he unzipped his pants and pulled himself free, I nearly choked on my champagne.

Good God. I’d seen my fair share of dicks—some impressive, some laughable—but Larry’s was in a league of its own. Thick, veiny, and so long I couldn’t help but wonder how anyone could handle it. My stomach fluttered with a mix of excitement and trepidation.

“Wow,” I breathed, unable to hide my reaction. “That’s… quite the package.”

Larry looked embarrassed. Most guys are proud of their big dicks, but he seemed a little shy. He laughed nervously, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah, I get that a lot. Most women can’t take it. I was hoping a professional like you might… well, rise to the occasion.”

The challenge in his voice lit a fire in me. “Oh, I’m willing to try,” I said, dropping to my knees without hesitation.

As I wrapped my lips around him, I realized just how much of a challenge this would be. My mouth stretched painfully wide, struggling to accommodate him. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I worked him deeper, feeling the weight of him pressing against the back of my throat. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Not when he groaned my name, his hands tangling in my hair as he thrust gently—carefully—into my mouth.

When he finally came, it was with a guttural moan that sent shivers down my spine. His huge cock produced a giant load of cum. I swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste of him as I pulled away, wiping my lips with the back of my hand. But Larry wasn’t done yet.

He stripped off his clothes, revealing a body that matched his face—toned, powerful, and impossibly sexy. Then he turned his attention to me, peeling off my dress with the precision of someone who knew exactly what he was doing. His hands were warm against my skin, leaving trails of fire wherever they touched. When his mouth closed around my nipple, I gasped, arching into him as pleasure shot through me.

By the time he moved lower, kissing and licking his way down my body, I was already trembling with anticipation. He spread my legs wide, his breath hot against my core before he buried his face between my thighs. His tongue worked magic, flicking and probing until I was writhing beneath him, desperate for more.

When he finally slid inside me, it was slow—agonizingly so. My body stretched to welcome him, every inch of him filling me in ways I hadn’t thought possible. I bit my lip to stifle a cry, my nails digging into his back as he began to move.

With each thrust, I felt myself unraveling, the pleasure building to a crescendo that left me breathless. “Larry,” I whispered, my voice trembling with need. “Don’t stop.”

He kept going, driving me closer to ecstasy with every thrust. He slid into me harder, faster, our bodies crashing together in a rhythm that felt primal, inevitable. When I came, it was with a force that left me shaking, my walls pulsing around him as waves of ecstasy washed over me. He followed moments later, groaning my name as he spilled himself inside me.

We lay there for a while, my head resting on his chest as we caught our breath. Eventually, I got up, slipping back into my dress. Larry watched me with a lazy smile, his eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough.

I smirked, leaning down to kiss him one last time. “You weren’t so bad yourself.”

As I stepped out into the hallway, my body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure, I couldn’t wait to find the girls. Larry and his monster cock were going to make for one hell of a story. Our trip to Vegas was off to a great start.

15 - A TABOO THREESOME

MF / MMF / First Person / Taboo / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Masturbation / Blowing / PIV Sex / Spit Roasting / Anal

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

The call came in late afternoon, just as the sun was dipping low enough to cast long shadows across my penthouse. I didn’t recognize the number, but that wasn’t unusual these days. Ever since Sam had started breathing down my neck, every ring of my phone felt like a potential trap. Is this it? Is this the moment they haul me away? I thought, staring at the screen. But Laura and I needed the money—badly. So, I picked up.

“Hello?” My voice was calm, practiced. Years of this work had taught me how to sound like I wasn’t perpetually on edge.

The man on the other end introduced himself as Jasper. His voice was smooth, rich, and older—the kind of voice that made me think of fine whiskey and expensive suits. He wanted an evening appointment and offered a sum that made my breath hitch. It was more than I usually charged, way more. I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. What if it’s Sam setting me up? What if this is the end? But I couldn’t afford to say no. Not now.

“I’ll be there,” I said, forcing a smile even though he couldn’t see it.

—

Jasper lived in one of those sprawling estates on the outskirts of the city, the kind of place where the gates were always closed and security cameras watched your every move. The house itself was all sharp angles and glass, modern yet imposing. I parked my car, smoothed my dress, and walked up the cobblestone path. My heels clicked against the stones, each step echoing louder than the last.

He answered the door almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting. And oh, he was handsome. Silver hair, perfectly styled, with a jawline that could cut glass. His eyes were a piercing blue, the kind that made you feel like he could see right through you. He smiled, warm but with a hint of something else beneath the surface. Something dangerous.

“Brandi,” he said, extending a hand. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

Flattery. I forced myself to smile back, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, confident. The kind of touch that made you feel small, but not necessarily in a bad way.

He led me inside, and I tried not to gawk at the opulence around me. Everything was sleek and polished, from the marble floors to the abstract art lining the walls. We made small talk as we walked—his work, the weather, nothing too personal. By the time we reached the bedroom, I was already feeling the tension in the air. The kind of tension that made my skin prickle and my stomach twist in anticipation.

He handed me an envelope thick with cash. I slipped it into my purse without counting it—trust went both ways, and I could tell this man wasn’t going to shortchange me.

Then, without another word, he began to undress. His movements were deliberate, almost theatrical, as if he knew I was watching. And I was. God, he was fit. For a man his age, he was in incredible shape. When he finally stood before me, completely naked, I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I obliged, peeling off my dress slowly, letting it pool at my feet. His eyes raked over my body, lingering on the curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts. He stepped closer, reaching out to trace a finger along my collarbone. His touch sent shivers down my spine.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against my skin.

He kissed me then, his lips soft but insistent. His hands explored my body, cupping my breasts, sliding down to grip my waist. I moaned softly, arching into him. This wasn’t just a transaction anymore. There was something electric between us, something primal.

He pushed me back onto the bed, his mouth trailing lower, kissing and nibbling as he went. By the time he reached between my legs, I was already trembling. His tongue flicked over my clit, and I let out a gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair. He ate me like a man starved, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me still.

“Fuck yourself for me,” he said suddenly, pulling away just long enough to reach into the bedside drawer. He handed me a dildo, its silicone surface cool against my skin.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I spread my legs wider, positioning the toy at my entrance and sliding it in slowly, relishing the stretch. Jasper groaned, his cock twitching as he stroked himself, watching me with hungry eyes.

That’s when we heard it—the creak of the door opening.

My heart stopped. This is it, I thought wildly. The cops. It’s all over.

But it wasn’t the cops.

It was Max.

He stood frozen in the doorway, his wide eyes taking in the scene before him. Jasper cursed under his breath, scrambling to cover himself with a pillow.

“Max,” he said, his voice strained. “I didn’t know you were coming home this weekend.”

For a moment, no one spoke. Then Max grinned, and it was the kind of smile that sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my core.

“Please don’t tell your mom,” Jasper begged, his face flushed with embarrassment.

Max laughed, stepping further into the room. “I won’t tell,” he said, his eyes locking on mine, “if you don’t.”

And just like that, everything changed.

Max was younger, maybe mid-twenties, but he had his father’s looks—sharp jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a body that looked like it spent hours in the gym. He stripped off his clothes with practiced ease, revealing a cock so big I almost gasped aloud.

Jasper’s wasn’t small by any means, but Max… Jesus.

Before I could process what was happening, Max was on the bed beside me, his hands roaming my body as Jasper positioned himself behind me. I took Max’s cock into my mouth, savoring the weight of it on my tongue, while Jasper slid into me from behind.

They worked in tandem, their movements perfectly synchronized. Max thrust into my mouth, his fingers tangled in my hair, while Jasper pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. I was lost in the sensation, the pleasure building until it consumed me entirely.

When Max came, spilling hot and thick down my throat, I barely had time to swallow before Jasper followed, filling me with his own release.

But Max wasn’t done.

He grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand, coating his massive cock with slick strokes. Then he rolled me onto my side, pressing into my ass with slow, deliberate motions. The stretch was almost unbearable, but so, so good.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my nails digging into the sheets.

Max fucked me harder, his rhythm unrelenting. I came again, screaming his name, and he followed soon after, his cum mixing with his father’s as it leaked out of my ass.

When it was over, I lay there, spent and trembling, while the two men exchanged a look I couldn’t quite decipher.

“That was…” Jasper began, trailing off.

“Something,” Max finished, grinning.

I dressed quickly, avoiding their eyes. As I left, Jasper pressed another wad of cash into my hand, but I barely registered it. My mind was already spinning, replaying every second of what had just happened.

Driving home, I kept glancing in the rearview mirror, half-expecting to see Sam lurking in the shadows or flashing police lights pulling me over. But the road was empty, the night quiet.

I couldn’t keep living in fear. My knuckles were white as I clutched the steering wheel. Sam had to go. I had to get him out of my life for good.

But for now, I had enough money to keep Laura and me afloat. And maybe, just maybe, Jasper would call again.

16 - AN OLDER GENTLEMAN AT THE STRIP CLUB

MF / Age Gap / Stripper / Lap Dance / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The dim, sultry light of the club cast a hazy glow over the stage as Maura moved, her body swaying to the rhythmic pulse of the bass. Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, her hands trailing down her toned thighs as she caught the gaze of the older man sitting at the edge of the stage. His eyes were locked on her, dark and intent, and there was something in the way he looked at her that made her stomach tighten. He wasn’t like the usual crowd—younger guys who hooted and hollered, drunk on cheap beer and bravado. No, this man was different. Calm. Confident. And the way he watched her… it sent a shiver down her spine.

She leaned down, her breasts nearly spilling out of her red satin bra, and ran a finger along the edge of the stage as she locked eyes with him. “Wanna dance?” she purred, her voice smoky and low.

He didn’t hesitate. “Absolutely,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. He stood, his tailored suit fitting him perfectly, and followed her to one of the private rooms.

She glanced back at him once, catching the hint of a smile on his lips, and felt a strange flutter in her chest. Who was this guy?

The room was small, intimate, with a plush leather chair in the center. Maura gestured for him to sit, and he did, crossing one leg over the other with an ease that spoke of years of practiced elegance. She could smell his cologne—something expensive and woody—and it made her head spin just a little.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking softly on the floor, and placed her hands on his shoulders. “My name’s Maura,” she said, her voice a whisper.

“Paul,” he replied, his hands resting lightly on the arms of the chair. His eyes never left hers.

She started to move, her hips grinding in slow, deliberate circles as she pressed herself against him. Her hands trailed down his chest, feeling the firmness beneath his shirt, and she could feel the heat of his body through the fabric. When she leaned back slightly, her ass pressed against his crotch, and she felt it—the unmistakable hardness of his erection. Her breath hitched, and she glanced back at him, her lips parting in surprise. Paul just grinned, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flip.

Maura turned around, straddling his lap this time, her thighs framing his. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear. “You like what you see?” she murmured, her voice dripping with tease.

Paul’s hands found her waist, large and warm, and he pulled her even closer until there was no space between them. “I like more than what I see,” he said, his voice low and rough. “You’re stunning.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words, and she couldn’t help the way her body responded, a heat pooling between her legs. She rolled her hips against him again, feeling him grow even harder beneath her, and let out a soft moan. “What time do you get off work?” he asked, his fingers trailing up her back.

“Midnight,” she replied, her voice breathy.

“Let me take you home,” he said, his hands moving down to cup her ass. “I’ll show you a good time.”

Maura hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her body already betraying her thoughts. “Okay,” she whispered.

—

When the club finally closed, Maura walked out into the cool night air, her heart pounding with anticipation. Paul’s sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and she slid into the passenger seat, the leather soft against her skin.

He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire, and reached over to brush a strand of hair from her face. “You have no idea how much I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

She didn’t reply, just leaned back in her seat as he drove, her body tingling with excitement. When they arrived at his house, she could hardly believe her eyes. It was massive, luxurious, with a sprawling driveway and a fountain in the front. Paul took her hand, leading her inside, and the moment the door closed behind them, he pulled her into his arms.

His kiss was hungry, his lips claiming hers with a ferocity that made her knees weak. She moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he backed her up against the wall.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing was ragged, and he looked at her with an intensity that made her shiver. “Dance for me,” he said, his voice husky.

Maura nodded, her heart racing as she stepped back. She started to move, her body swaying to an invisible rhythm as she slowly peeled off her clothes. First the dress, then the bra, until she was standing in nothing but her lace panties. Paul’s eyes darkened as he watched her, his gaze raking over her body with a hunger that made her stomach tighten. She turned around, her ass shaking as she looked back at him over her shoulder, and heard him let out a low groan.

“Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sliding her panties down her legs and stepping out of them, completely naked now. Paul reached for her, pulling her into his arms again, and his lips found her neck, trailing hot, wet kisses down to her collarbone. His hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts, squeezing her ass, and she let out a soft whimper as he pinched her nipple between his fingers.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured against her skin, his hands moving down to her hips.

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bed and laying her down on the soft sheets. He kneeled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wide, and she felt a rush of heat as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Maura gasped, her back arching as he began to eat her out with a fervor that left her breathless. His tongue circled her clit, licking and sucking until she was writhing beneath him, her hands clutching at the sheets. “Oh my god,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Yes, just like that.”

Paul didn’t stop, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge, until she couldn’t take it anymore. Her body tensed, her legs shaking as she came, her cries echoing through the room. He didn’t let up, licking her through her orgasm until she was spent, her body limp against the bed.

When he finally pulled away, she could see the hunger in his eyes, and her own desire flared anew. He stood, unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock, and Maura’s eyes widened at the sight of it. He was big, thick, and her mouth watered at the thought of feeling him inside her.

Paul climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs, and she spread them wide, inviting him in. He leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss as he lined himself up with her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed inside her, her body stretching to accommodate him, and the feeling was electric.

He started to move, his hips thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her dizzy with pleasure. Each stroke was deep, deliberate, and she could feel every inch of him as he filled her completely. Her hands clung to his back, her nails digging into his skin as he fucked her harder, faster, until she was crying out with each thrust.

“Yes, oh god, yes,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as she pulled him even deeper.

Paul’s breathing was ragged, his body slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake, and she could feel her climax building again, closer and closer with every stroke. When he finally came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum, Maura let out a cry of her own, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came with him. They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, until Paul finally pulled out and collapsed beside her.

She turned to him, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all, and reached out to trace a finger along his chest. “That was… incredible,” she said, her voice soft.

Paul smiled, his hand reaching up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re incredible,” he replied, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Maura’s heart fluttered at his words, and she knew, deep down, that this wasn’t going to be a one-time thing.

17 - USER352’s REQUEST

F solo / MF / Public / Exhibitionism / Porn / Masturbation / Dildo / Blowjob / Facial / PIV Sex

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.

18 - TURNING MY FIRST TRICK
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

The first time I saw him at the club, my stomach dropped. Professor Mitchell. Of all people, him. He was sitting in the back corner of Velvet Dreams, a glass of bourbon in his hand, his eyes scanning the room like he owned it. I was on stage, halfway through my set, when our eyes met. His froze—narrowed, then widened in recognition. My heart hammered in my chest, and for a split second, I wanted to bolt off that stage and never look back. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. This job paid my tuition, and I wasn’t about to let embarrassment ruin that.

I kept dancing, my hips swaying to the beat of the music, but I could feel his gaze burning into me. When my set ended, I grabbed my robe from the edge of the stage and wrapped it tightly around myself. Before I could slip away, though, he was there, standing in front of me with a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice smooth, almost teasing. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

I forced a smile, my cheeks burning. Keep it together, I told myself. “Professor Mitchell,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “What brings you here?”

He chuckled, low and deep, and took a sip of his drink. “Just unwinding after a long day. And what about you? Is this where you spend your evenings?”

There was no judgment in his tone, just curiosity, but it still made me squirm. “It pays the bills,” I said, shrugging like it was no big deal. Inside, though, I was spiraling. What if he told someone? What if word got back to the school?

But then he leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re incredible up there, Brandi. Truly mesmerizing.”

Was he flirting with me? I glanced up at him, searching his face for some kind of clue. His eyes were dark, intense, and they held mine for a moment too long. A shiver ran down my spine, part nerves, part something else entirely. Before I could respond, he pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to me.

“How about a private dance?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated, my mind racing. This is wrong, I thought. He’s my professor. But another part of me was intrigued—aroused, even. There was something dangerously thrilling about the idea, something that made my skin tingle and my breath hitch. And then there was the money. I needed it. Badly.

“Okay,” I said, nodding. “Follow me.”

Professor Mitchell grinned, and I led him to one of the private rooms at the back of the club. It was dimly lit, with plush couches and a small stage. I turned to him, my heart pounding, and began to peel off my robe. His eyes followed every movement, hungry, devouring. I stepped closer, my body swaying to the music that played softly in the background.

He sat down, and I climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Our faces were inches apart, and I could smell the bourbon on his breath, mixed with something faintly musky. His hands rested on my hips, firm but not demanding. Slowly, I started to move, grinding against him as the rhythm of the music pulsed through me. His breath hitched, and I felt his cock hardening beneath me.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Professor Mitchell muttered, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I smiled, leaning in so my lips brushed his ear. “You like that, Professor?”

His groan was answer enough. I continued to move, my ass pressing against his crotch, my breasts brushing against his chest. The air between us was thick, charged, and I could feel the heat radiating off his body. When I finally slid off his lap, he was practically panting.

“Come home with me,” he said, his voice rough.

I hesitated again, knowing this was crossing a line I hadn’t crossed before. But the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing he wanted in the world—made it impossible to say no. “Okay,” I whispered.

His condo was everything I expected: sleek, modern, and expensive. The moment we stepped inside, he was on me, his hands roaming, his mouth claiming mine. We stumbled into the bedroom, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I lay there, staring up at him as he undressed, my breath catching at the sight of his cock, hard and ready.

Then he reached into the nightstand and pulled out a dildo, handing it to me with a wicked grin. “Show me how much you want this.”

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs and positioned the dildo at my entrance, sliding it in slowly. The sensation was electric, and I moaned, arching my back. Professor Mitchell watched, transfixed, his hand stroking his own length in time with my movements.

When I was dripping wet, he knelt between my legs and buried his face in my pussy. His tongue worked magic, licking, sucking, driving me wild. I came hard, screaming his name as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Then he climbed on top of me, his cock pressing against my soaked folds.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded, wrapping my legs around him. He thrust into me, filling me completely. The feeling was overwhelming, and I cried out, clawing at his back as he moved inside me. His pace quickened, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. When he finally came, spilling himself deep inside me, I came again, my body trembling with ecstasy.

Afterward, the professor handed me five hundred dollars. I stared at the cash, shocked, confused, but also…relieved. I needed the money, and he clearly had more than enough to spare. As I left his condo that night, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. It was the beginning of something dangerous, something addictive. And I didn’t care. I wanted more.

“Same time next week?” he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

I smiled, folding the money into my purse. “Absolutely.”

19 - HIRED BY AN OLDER COUPLE
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The phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling Farrah from her lazy scrolling. She glanced at the screen, her lips curving into a small smile as she saw the caller ID. Work. She swiped to answer, her voice smooth and practiced.

“Hi, this is Farrah.”

The voice on the other end was confident, older. “Hello, Farrah. We’d like to book an appointment with you. My wife and I.”

A couple. Farrah stretched her legs out on the bed, her interest piqued. Couples were always interesting, and the money was usually better. “Of course. When were you thinking?”

“Tonight. If you’re available.”

She ran a hand through her hair, considering. It was short notice, but it wasn’t like she had other plans. “Tonight works. Text me the address, and I’ll be there.”

The house was nicer than she expected—a sprawling, elegant home in a quiet neighborhood. She parked her car and smoothed her dress before walking up the driveway. The door opened before she could knock, revealing a woman in her sixties with a warm smile.

“Farrah?” she asked, stepping aside to let her in. “I’m Nina. So glad you could make it.”

Farrah stepped inside, her heels sinking into plush carpet. The interior was just as impressive as the outside, tastefully decorated and immaculately clean.

A man—Jeffrey, she assumed—stepped into the hall, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed. He extended a hand, his grip firm. “Welcome. We’re looking forward to this.”

She smiled, her professional mask firmly in place. “Me too.”

Jeffrey led her to the bedroom, and Farrah took a moment to assess the room. It was large, dominated by a king-sized bed with soft, inviting linens. Jeffrey handed her a stack of cash without preamble, and she tucked it into her purse without counting. The way he carried himself told her he wasn’t the type to short her.

Nina kicked off her shoes and began unbuttoning her blouse, her movements unhurried. Farrah watched as the older woman slipped out of her clothes, revealing a toned, surprisingly youthful body. Her breasts were firm, her waist narrow, her skin smooth and unblemished. Farrah felt a flicker of admiration—and a flicker of something else, something warmer as Nina climbed onto the bed and spread her legs.

“Like what you see?” Nina asked, her voice low and teasing as she ran a hand over her own thigh, fingers brushing close to her pussy.

Farrah nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. “Very much.”

Jeffrey, meanwhile, had been busy. He unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, veined, and already half-hard. Farrah’s eyes widened slightly—she hadn’t expected that. He caught her gaze and smirked. “Go ahead. Take a taste.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock. She licked a stripe up the underside, savoring the salty tang of his pre-cum, before taking him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she sucked him deeper, her tongue working along the shaft.

“That’s it,” Jeffrey muttered, his hips thrusting forward slightly. “Just like that.”

Farrah moaned around him, the vibrations making him grow even harder. She could feel him pulsing in her mouth, his cock heavy on her tongue. She pulled back slightly, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

On the bed, Nina was watching, her fingers busy between her legs. Farrah glanced up, catching the older woman’s gaze as she licked her lips. Nina smiled, teasing her own clit as she watched Farrah work.

“Come here,” Nina said finally, patting the bed beside her. “I want to feel that mouth on me too.”

Farrah stood, her legs a little shaky as she stripped off her dress and underwear. She climbed onto the bed, settling between Nina’s legs. The older woman’s pussy was already wet, her arousal obvious in the way her folds glistened. Farrah leaned in, her tongue flicking over Nina’s clit, drawing a sharp gasp.

“Oh, yes,” Nina murmured, her hands moving to Farrah’s hair, guiding her closer. “Just like that.”

Farrah licked and sucked, her fingers slipping inside Nina as she worked. The older woman’s hips bucked against her mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Farrah could feel Nina’s pussy clenching around her fingers, the older woman’s orgasm building. She doubled down, her tongue circling Nina’s clit as she pressed deeper with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” Nina cried, her body arching off the bed as she came, her pussy pulsing around Farrah’s fingers.

Farrah kept going, drawing out the orgasm until Nina was whimpering, her hands tugging at her hair.

“Enough,” Nina panted, pushing her away gently. “That was… incredible.”

Farrah smiled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She sat back on the bed, spreading her legs, her own arousal obvious. Nina picked up a dildo from the nightstand, the size and shape impressive. She straddled Farrah, positioning the toy at her entrance.

“Ready?” Nina asked, her voice husky.

Farrah nodded, her breath catching as Nina pushed the dildo inside her. It slipped in easily, her pussy already wet and eager. Nina began to move, thrusting the dildo in and out, each stroke hitting just the right spot. Farrah moaned, her hips rocking to match Nina’s rhythm.

Jeffrey was watching from the side of the bed, his cock in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the two women. “You look so good together,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Nina pulled the dildo out, setting it aside. “Your turn,” she said, gesturing to Jeffrey.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Farrah’s legs. His cock pressed against her entrance, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He pushed inside her, the stretch and fullness making her gasp.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her nails digging into his back as he began to thrust.

He was relentless, each stroke deep and hard, his cock filling her completely. Farrah could feel her orgasm building, the tension coiling in her belly as he fucked her. She rocked her hips against his, meeting each thrust, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, her back arching as the pleasure built to a breaking point.

“Come for me,” Jeffrey growled, his hips slamming into hers.

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around his cock as she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Jeffrey groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed together, both of them breathless as the aftershocks of their orgasms faded. Farrah lay there, her mind pleasantly blank, her body sated. She felt Nina’s hand on her arm, and she turned her head to see the older woman smiling at her.

“That was amazing,” Nina said, her voice soft.

Farrah smiled back, her eyes heavy. “It really was.”

Jeffrey pulled out of her and she felt the warm sensation of his cum leaking out. He lay beside her catching his breath, still stroking her thigh.“So, Farrah,” Jeffrey said, his voice low and satisfied. “Can we see you again?”

Farrah turned her head to look at him, a small, contented smile playing on her lips. “Yes,” she replied without hesitation—her body already buzzing at the thought of what might come next.

20 - MY PROFESSOR’S WIFE
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on my bed, textbooks strewn around me, highlighting a particularly dense chapter on attorney-client privilege when my phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Professor Mitchell’s name. My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice deliberately casual.

“Hello?”

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

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

“I’ll be there.”

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

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

“Thank you,” I purred, stepping inside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded slowly. “I’m in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I spoke faster than I expected, "Yes sir."

21 - A VISIT TO PARIS
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

“Brandi, just… just relax,” Vince murmured, his lips hovering inches from mine. His breath was warm, sending a shiver down my spine as his hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

“God, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips jerking slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I pulled back, looking up at him with a smirk. “You’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Nealey,” I teased, before diving back in, swallowing him whole.

His moans filled the room, spurring me on, until he suddenly pulled away, his chest heaving.

“Not yet,” he growled, lifting me to my feet. His hands were everywhere, tearing at my clothes, desperate to feel skin against skin.

I laughed breathlessly as he yanked my dress over my head, tossing it aside before unhooking my bra. His mouth found my breasts almost immediately, his tongue circling my nipple before sucking hard enough to make me gasp.

“Vince,” I moaned, arching into him as his hands slid down my body, cupping my ass before slipping between my legs.

His fingers brushed against my clit, already swollen and wet, and I nearly collapsed against him.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. I nodded, stumbling backward onto the bed, my legs falling open as he knelt between them.

His mouth trailed kisses down my stomach, stopping just shy of where I wanted him most. I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets, until he finally gave in, his tongue parting my folds and lapping at my sensitive flesh.

I cried out, my hips bucking against his face as he ate me like a man starved. Every flick of his tongue, every suck of his lips, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I was close, so close, when the door clicked open.

We froze. My eyes flew to the doorway, where Jada Johnson stood, stunning in a sleek black dress, her arms crossed over her chest. Her expression was unreadable, but the tension in the room skyrocketed.

I knew it was a bad idea to visit Vince in Paris. What was I thinking?

“Uh…” Vince stammered, pulling away from me with a guilty look. “Jada, I can explain—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t bother,” she said coolly, her gaze settling on me. “I know about Brandi. And honestly, Vince, I’m tired of pretending I don’t.”

I sat up, clutching a blanket to cover myself, my mind racing. What the hell was happening? But before I could say anything, Jada stepped forward, her heels clicking against the floor.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she said, her voice softening as she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “I’m not mad. In fact… I want in.”

My breath caught. “Wait… what?”

Jada smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips, as she began to unzip her dress. “You heard me.”

Vince looked confused. “Jada, are you sure?” he stammered.

“I’m tired of letting you have all the fun,” she replied.

With that, she pulled me into a passionate kiss. I have to admit I was starstruck. Now, I was having sex with not only one celebrity, but two. Jada took Vince’s place between my legs, licking my clit. I let out a moan as her tongue circled around my sensitive spot.

Vince looked on, stroking his cock as he watched his wife pleasure me. He moved closer and started sucking my nipples. His fingers slid between my legs, working together with Jada’s tongue. I couldn’t hold back, I screamed Jada’s name as I climaxed. Jada kept going, licking me until I was completely satisfied.

I barely had time to catch my breath, when Jada handed me a large dildo. It was her turn to be satisfied. Jada positioned herself on the bed, and I slid the big toy into her pussy. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as I fucked her.

I felt Vince position himself beside me, his hard cock pressing against my pussy. He slid inside, stretching my walls with each thrust. Jada’s eyes rolled back, her juices dripping onto the bed. Vince fucked me harder, increasing his speed. With one final thrust, I came, my pussy contracting around his dick. Vince sighed, releasing a big load in my pussy.

The three of us lounged on the bed, satisfied and breathless. I couldn’t think of anything to say. The silence was awkward.

Finally, Jada spoke. “I want an open relationship, Vince,” she stated. “I don’t care if you have a relationship with Brandi. I just don’t like the secrets.”

“Okay, that sounds great,” Vince agreed. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

I smiled. Vince’s wife was okay with us seeing each other. This was perfect. I no longer had to worry about Jada’s wrath if she discovered my affair with Vince.

I spent the rest of my trip to Paris hanging out with Vince and Jada. Jada and I had a lot in common. It turned out that she’d been a sex worker, before becoming a famous actress. Jada gave me some good career advice—be careful who you trust.

22 - A CEO AT THE STRIP CLUB

MF / Wealthy / Stripper / Lap Dance / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Masturbation / Dildo / PIV Sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

23 - MILTON’S DOMINANCE

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Bondage / Whipping / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on the plush couch in my penthouse, one leg dangling over the edge, sipping an apple martini. Laura was across from me, her blonde hair catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. We’d built this empire together, our escort service, and it had turned us into the queens of this city. But tonight, something was off. I could feel it in my bones.

“Danielle’s out,” I said, swirling the olive in my glass. My voice was calm, but the tension in the room thickened instantly.

Laura froze, her glass halfway to her lips. “Out? As in… out of jail?”

I nodded, my hazel eyes meeting hers. “Yeah. Out. Free. Walking around like she didn’t steal from us, like she didn’t betray us.” The bitterness in my voice was sharp, cutting through the air.

Danielle—former friend, former employee, and now permanent enemy—had crossed us one too many times. We’d made sure she paid for it, with Donte’s help. But now she was back, and I wasn’t naive enough to think she’d let bygones be bygones.

I described my encounter with Milton to Laura—a kinky competition where he invited Danielle and I to compete against each other to see who could make him cum first. Of course, I walked away with the twenty grand.

I was surprised Danielle had remained so professional during our encounter with Milton, but I was convinced it was an act. She was planning something. And, I’m sure that losing Milton’s freaky sex game made her even more vengeful.

Laura leaned forward, her green eyes narrowing. “What’s the plan, Brandi? You know she’s coming for us.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the glass coffee table. I glanced at the screen and felt a jolt of excitement. Milton. The name alone made my heart race. Our last encounter had been intense. What would he want this time? I picked up the phone, my voice smooth as silk. “Milton. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Brandi,” his deep voice purred through the speaker. “I’ve got another proposition for you. Something… exciting. You in?”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. I didn’t even need to ask her; she was already nodding, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m listening,” I said.

“Meet me at the Regal Crescent in an hour. Oh, and bring a friend. Someone who can keep up.” The line went dead before I could respond.

I set the phone down, my pulse quickening. “Looks like we’ve got a date.”

—

The Regal Crescent was the kind of place where money screamed louder than words. Marble floors, chandeliers that looked like they belonged in Versailles, and a staff so polished they probably didn’t even sweat. Laura and I strutted through the lobby like we owned the place, our heels clicking in unison. We took the elevator to the top floor, the anticipation building with every passing second.

When the doors slid open, we were greeted by the sight of Milton himself, leaning against the doorway of the suite. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—tall, impeccably dressed, with eyes that seemed to see everything. His smile was crooked, dangerous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ladies,” he said, stepping aside to let us in. “Welcome to my playground.”

The suite was luxurious, but it wasn’t the decor that caught my attention. It was the BDSM equipment scattered around the room. Leather benches, restraints, whips, and toys that made my stomach twist in a mix of nerves and excitement. I glanced at Laura, her eyes wide, but there was a spark there too. We both knew Milton was worth it—both the cash and the experience.

Milton shut the door behind us, his gaze sweeping over us like he was assessing a pair of racehorses. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitated for only a second before reaching for the zipper on my dress. The fabric pooled at my feet, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen for the occasion. Laura followed suit, her movements confident, her red hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Milton’s eyes darkened with appreciation, but there was no warmth there. This was business, and we all knew it.

“On the bench,” he said, gesturing to the leather piece of furniture in the center of the room. “Side by side.”

We obeyed, our bodies pressed together as Milton secured us with restraints. The leather was cool against my skin, the smell of it heady and intoxicating. My heart was pounding now, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely exhilarated.

Milton picked up a whip, the sound of it cutting through the air making me flinch. The first strike landed on my thigh, the pain sharp and immediate. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but the sting was followed by a rush of heat that made me squirm. He moved to Laura next, her gasp echoing in the room as the whip connected with her skin.

The next part came quickly. I felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure as Milton slid a butt plug into me. I gasped, the sensation both strange and intoxicating. He teased my clit with a small vibrator, the buzz building until I was panting, begging for release. But he stopped, leaving me aching and frustrated, before turning his attention to Laura.

He took a large dildo, the sight of it making my stomach clench. Laura moaned as he thrust it into her, her body arching against the restraints. But just as she seemed on the edge, he stopped, leaving her as unsatisfied as I was.

When Milton finally released the restraints, I was trembling, my body humming with need. He unzipped his pants, and I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, the taste of him making my head swim. Laura joined me, our lips and tongues working in tandem as we took turns pleasing him.

Then it was time for the main event. Laura and I bent over the bench, our bodies side by side. I heard Laura’s moans as Milton entered her from behind, her pleasure spilling out in a cascade of gasps and cries. When it was my turn, I braced myself, knowing what he wanted.

He removed the butt plug, the sensation making me shiver. I felt the coolness of the lube, then the pressure as he pushed into me. It was intense, overwhelming, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. He moved with a precision that left me breathless, his thrusts building until I felt him release inside me.

When it was over, Milton handed us each an envelope filled with cash—ten grand apiece. Laura and I showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and the remnants of the night. We dressed in silence, our hearts pounding with excitement.

As we walked out of the hotel, the city lights sparkling around us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

“What’s next?” Laura asked, her voice low.

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. But I knew one thing for sure—Milton and his wealth would be very beneficial to us. He was a good person to have on our side, but I was experienced enough to know that crossing someone like him could be very dangerous. We’d have to be careful.

24 - A SURPRISING OFFER

FF / Stripper / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

“Five hundred dollars. Right now. Just walk out with me.”

The words hung in the air, sharp and unrelenting, as Melody blinked at the woman standing before her. She’d just stepped off the stage, her skin still glistening under the dim, smoky lights of the strip club. Her heart was pounding, not just from the exertion of her dance, but from the intensity of this woman’s gaze. Lex. That’s what she’d called herself.

Lex was unlike anyone else in the club tonight. She wasn’t a drunk, leering regular or a nervous first-timer. She was… commanding. Her short, dark hair was slicked back, and her fitted leather jacket clung to her broad shoulders like it was made just for her. Her eyes, a piercing shade of green, held Melody’s with a confidence that made her feel both exposed and safe all at once.

“Why?” Melody finally managed to ask, her voice trembling slightly.

“Because you don’t belong here,” Lex replied, her tone firm but not unkind. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a wad of cash, fanning it slightly before handing it over. “Take it. Let’s go.”

Melody hesitated, her fingers brushing against the crisp bills. She wasn’t used to this kind of offer—if it could even be called that. It felt more like a rescue. And yet, something about Lex’s presence, the way she carried herself, made Melody believe her. There was no ulterior motive in her eyes, no hidden agenda. Just… certainty.

She’d only been working at the club for a few hours, and already, she was questioning her decision. The job had seemed like a quick fix, a way to make ends meet after her last gig fell through. But the reality of it—the way the men stared, the way their eyes seemed to strip her bare even before she’d started dancing—left her feeling hollow.

Lex’s offer was a lifeline, and Melody grabbed it. “Okay,” she said, nodding slightly as she tucked the money into her bag. “Let’s go.”

Minutes later, they were in Lex’s car—a sleek black SUV that purred to life as they pulled away from the curb. The interior was immaculate, the leather seats warm under Melody’s bare legs. She couldn’t help but glance over at Lex, who drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on the gear shift. Her profile was striking, her jawline sharp, her expression calm but focused.

“So… where are we going?” Melody asked, trying to keep her voice light.

Lex glanced at her, a small smile playing on her lips. “Dinner. You look like you could use a real meal.”

Melody raised an eyebrow, surprised. “You’re taking me to dinner? After just…”

“Rescuing you?” Lex finished for her, her smile widening. “Yeah. You’re worth more than a stage and a pole, Melody. And you deserve better than a strip club full of men who don’t see you for who you really are.”

The words hit Melody like a punch to the chest. She wasn’t used to someone seeing her so clearly, so quickly. She felt a warmth spread through her, something she hadn’t felt in a long time. “How do you know what I deserve?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lex’s gaze softened, and for a moment, she looked almost vulnerable. “Because I’ve been where you are. And I know what it’s like to feel… invisible.”

They drove in silence after that, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Instead, it felt charged, like the calm before a storm. When they pulled up to the restaurant—a cozy, upscale spot with soft lighting and the faint hum of jazz music—Lex opened Melody’s door for her, her hand lingering on the small of her back as they walked inside.

The meal itself was a blur of flavors and conversation. Lex was easy to talk to, her questions thoughtful, her laughter genuine. She told Melody about her work—something vague about finance—and her love of travel, her voice smooth and confident. But it was the way she looked at Melody, like she was seeing her, not just the dancer or the pretty face, that left her breathless.

By the time they left the restaurant, Melody’s head was spinning. She wasn’t sure if it was the wine or the way Lex’s hand felt in hers as they walked back to the car, but she knew one thing for certain: she wanted more.

Lex’s house was… everything Melody could have imagined and more. It was modern and spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the city skyline. The furniture was sleek and minimalist, but there were personal touches everywhere—a bookshelf filled with well-loved novels, a record player in the corner, a collection of vinyls that spoke of someone who appreciated the finer things in life.

Melody stood in the middle of the living room, her eyes wide as she took it all in. “This place is incredible,” she said, her voice filled with awe.

Lex came up behind her, her hands resting lightly on Melody’s hips. “Glad you like it,” she murmured, her breath warm against Melody’s neck.

Melody turned to face her, their bodies so close she could feel the heat radiating off Lex. “Why did you bring me here?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Lex’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, Melody thought she might not answer. Then, with a small smile, Lex leaned in, her lips brushing against Melody’s ear. “Because I wanted to see what you’d do.”

The words sent a shiver down Melody’s spine, and before she could think, she was kissing Lex, her hands tangling in her short hair. Lex responded immediately, her lips soft but insistent, her hands sliding up Melody’s back to unzip her dress.

The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but her heels and a lacy bra. Lex stepped back, her eyes raking over Melody’s body with an intensity that made her feel like she was on fire.

“You’re beautiful,” Lex said, her voice low and gravelly.

Melody reached for Lex’s jacket, her fingers trembling as she pushed it off her shoulders. “Thank you,” she nervously replied.

Melody’s breath caught in her throat as Lex’s hands cupped her breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples through the lace.

Lex kissed her again, harder this time, her tongue sliding against Melody’s as she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Melody moaned into the kiss, her hands fumbling with Lex’s shirt buttons as they stumbled toward the bedroom.

When they finally made it to the bed, Lex was on top of her, her hands and mouth everywhere at once. She kissed her way down Melody’s body, her tongue teasing her nipples before moving lower, her fingers sliding between Melody’s legs.

“Lex,” Melody gasped, her hips arching off the bed as Lex’s fingers found her clit.

Lex looked up at her, her eyes dark with desire. “Tell me what you want,” she said, her voice rough.

Melody moaned, her body trembling as Lex’s fingers pressed inside her. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

Lex smiled, her fingers moving faster as she leaned down to kiss Melody again. “You’ve got me,” she murmured, her lips brushing against Melody’s as she brought her to the edge.

Melody’s climax hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as Lex’s fingers brought her over the edge. She cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as Lex held her through it, her touch gentle but firm.

When it was over, Lex kissed her softly, her lips lingering on Melody’s as she pulled her fingers free. “You’re incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

Melody smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “So are you,” she replied, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Lex’s back.

Lex reached for a strap-on dildo on the nightstand, her eyes locking with Melody’s as she fastened it around her hips. “Ready for more?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

Melody nodded, her heart racing as Lex positioned herself between her legs. She let out a soft moan as Lex slid inside her, her hands gripping the sheets as Lex began to move.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed as Lex’s thrusts grew harder, faster.

“Open your eyes,” Lex commanded, her voice rough with desire.

Melody obeyed, her gaze locking with Lex’s as she brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“Lex, I’m going to—”

“Do it,” Lex growled, her hips slamming against Melody’s as she felt her climax building.

Melody cried out, her body shaking as Lex brought her over the edge again. She clung to Lex, her nails digging into her back as she rode out the wave of pleasure.

When it was over, Lex collapsed beside her, her breathing heavy as she wrapped an arm around Melody’s waist. “I think you’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met,” she murmured, her voice filled with admiration.

Melody smiled, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “I’m really glad I met you tonight,” she whispered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Lex’s arm.

They lay there in silence for a while, the only sound the soft hum of the air conditioning and the steady rhythm of their breathing. Melody felt… content. Safe. And for the first time in a long time, she felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

“Stay with me tonight,” Lex said, her voice soft but firm.

Melody turned to look at her, her heart swelling at the sincerity in Lex’s eyes. “Okay,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lex smiled, her fingers brushing against Melody’s cheek. “Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against Melody’s in a soft kiss.

As they lay there, their bodies intertwined, Melody couldn’t help but feel like this was the beginning of something… special. And she was ready to find out where it would lead.

25 - A CURVY STRIPPER’S THREESOME


FFF / Stripper / Lap Dance / BBW / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Cunnilingus

Hailey stood in front of the full-length mirror in the dimly lit dressing room, her reflection staring back at her with wide, uncertain eyes. The sequined red lingerie clung to her curves, the fabric shimmering under the fluorescent lights.

She sucked in a deep breath, her hands trembling as she adjusted the straps on her shoulders. The club was packed tonight, the bass from the music vibrating through the floor and into her feet. This is it, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. You’re doing this. No turning back now.

She had always been self-conscious about her body. Growing up, she’d been told she was “too much”—too big, too curvy, too something. But bills didn’t pay themselves, and desperation had a way of pushing people to places they never thought they’d go.

The strip club had seemed like her last resort. What if they laugh? What if no one tips? The questions swirled in her mind, but she pushed them down, forcing a confident smile as the stage manager called her name.

The spotlight hit her the moment she stepped onto the stage, blinding her for a second. The music thumped louder, the beat syncopated with her racing heart. She froze for a moment, her body stiff, before the rhythm took over. She rolled her hips, letting the music guide her movements. The crowd’s murmurs faded into the background as she focused on her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. She was surprised at how good she looked, how her curves seemed to flow with the music, how the sequins caught the light and made her glow.

Then, the money started flying. Bills—ones, fives, twenties—landed at her feet, fluttering like confetti. Her confidence surged with each one. They like me. They actually like me. She twirled, her body moving with a newfound freedom, her smile widening as she caught the eyes of the audience.

One woman stood out in the crowd. She was sitting close to the stage, her gaze locked on Hailey with an intensity that made her shiver. The woman was stunning—sleek, with dark hair that framed her face and a confident smirk that screamed I know what I want. When Hailey approached the edge of the stage, the woman held up a crisp hundred-dollar bill, her eyes never leaving Hailey’s.

“You’re incredible,” the woman said, her voice low and smooth as she tucked the bill into Hailey’s garter. “I’m Mya.”

“Hailey,” she replied, her voice breathless. She felt a spark of something she couldn’t quite name—excitement, curiosity, desire?—as their fingers brushed.

Mya leaned in closer, her breath warm against Hailey’s ear. “I’d love a private dance.”

Hailey nodded, her cheeks flushing. “Of course.”

In the private room, the atmosphere was charged. Hailey moved to the music, her body close to Mya’s. Mya’s hands rested lightly on Hailey’s hips, her touch sending jolts of electricity through her.

“You’re gorgeous,” Mya murmured, her voice dripping with admiration. “Every inch of you.”

Hailey’s heart raced, her body responding to the way Mya looked at her—like she was something to be desired, cherished.

When the song ended, Mya leaned back, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I’m staying at the Grand Lexington. Room 1402. We can party. You should come.”

Hailey hesitated, her mind racing. Party? With a stranger? But something about Mya—her confidence, her warmth—made her want to say yes. “I’ll think about it,” she said, her voice trembling just a little.

After her shift, Hailey stood outside the Grand Lexington, her stomach fluttering with nerves. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of seeing Mya again—of exploring whatever this was—was too enticing to resist. She took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator.

When the door to room 1402 opened, Mya greeted her with a glass of champagne and a smile. “You came,” she said, her voice laced with satisfaction. “I was hoping you would.”

The room was luxurious, with a king-size bed dominating the space. Another woman was sitting on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure accentuated by a sleek black dress. She looked up, her eyes meeting Hailey’s with a mix of curiosity and interest.

“This is Charlotte,” Mya said, gesturing to the woman. “My girlfriend.”

Charlotte stood, her smile warm and inviting. “Hi, Hailey. Mya’s been raving about you.”

Hailey felt a blush creep up her cheeks. “Hi,” she said, her voice soft.

Mya stepped closer, her hand brushing against Hailey’s arm. “We were hoping you’d join us tonight. Just the three of us.”

Hailey’s breath hitched. A threesome? The idea was thrilling and terrifying all at once. But the way Mya and Charlotte looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing they’d ever seen—made her heart race. “Okay,” she whispered.

Mya’s smile widened, and she reached out to take Hailey’s hand, leading her further into the room. Charlotte followed, her eyes never leaving Hailey. When they reached the bed, Mya turned to her, her voice low and seductive. “Let’s get comfortable.”

They undressed slowly, the anticipation building with each piece of clothing that fell to the floor. Hailey couldn’t take her eyes off Mya and Charlotte—their curves, their confidence, the way they moved together like they were in perfect sync. When they were naked, Mya stepped closer, her lips brushing against Hailey’s in a soft, teasing kiss.

Charlotte watched, her gaze hungry, as Mya deepened the kiss, her hands caressing Hailey’s body. Hailey moaned softly, her hands exploring Mya’s curves in return. Then Charlotte joined them, her lips finding Hailey’s neck as Mya’s hands wandered lower.

“You’re so beautiful,” Charlotte whispered, her breath hot against Hailey’s skin.

They moved to the bed, the sheets cool against Hailey’s overheated skin. Mya’s fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, sending shivers through her body.

“Relax,” Mya murmured, her voice soothing. “Let us take care of you.”

Charlotte kissed her way down Hailey’s body, her lips closing around Hailey’s nipple as Mya’s fingers slid inside her. Hailey gasped, the sensations overwhelming. Mya’s tongue soon joined her fingers, and Hailey arched her back, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Yes,” Hailey moaned, her voice barely above a whisper. “Don’t stop.”

Charlotte chuckled, her breath warm against Hailey’s skin. “We don’t plan to.” She reached for a dildo, her eyes locking with Hailey’s as she positioned it at her entrance. “Ready?”

Hailey nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. When Charlotte pushed the dildo inside her, she cried out, pleasure crashing over her in waves. Mya’s tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit, and Hailey felt like she was falling, soaring, completely lost in the moment.

“Open your eyes,” Mya said, her voice husky. “Look at me.”

Hailey obeyed, her gaze meeting Mya’s as Charlotte thrust the dildo deeper.

Mya’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she climbed up Hailey’s body, positioning herself over her face. “Taste me,” she purred.

Hailey’s tongue delved into Mya’s wetness, her moans vibrating against her as Charlotte’s thrusts grew faster, harder.

“You’re so good,” Charlotte murmured, her voice heavy with desire. “So fucking good.”

The tension in Hailey’s body built to an unbearable peak, and when it finally broke, she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure. Charlotte’s movements slowed as Hailey’s orgasm subsided, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Mya rolled off her, her face flushed and her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “That was incredible,” she said, her voice breathless. “You’re incredible.”

Charlotte nodded, her hand resting on Hailey’s thigh. “I hope we’ll see you again soon.”

Hailey’s heart raced as she looked at them, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

26 - THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

FM / FFM / BDSM / First Person / Femdom / Threesome / Whipping / Teasing / Ball Gag / CBT / Blow Job / Hand Job / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

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

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

27 - A MYSTERIOUS WEALTHY WOMAN

FF / Stripper / Lap Dance / Kissing / Vibrator

The club was alive with pulsing bass and the faint smell of sweat and perfume. Kerstie stepped onto the stage, her long black hair cascading down her back like a waterfall of midnight silk. Her hips swayed to the rhythm of the music, her movements deliberate, hypnotic. She caught the gaze of a woman sitting at the edge of the stage, her eyes sharp and calculating, her lips curving into a smirk that made Kerstie’s skin prickle with curiosity.

The woman’s tailored black suit screamed wealth, and the way she leaned back in her chair, legs crossed with an air of nonchalance, only added to her allure. Kerstie noticed her hands—manicured nails, a diamond ring glinting under the dim lights. When the woman slipped a crisp hundred-dollar bill into the edge of Kerstie’s garter, her fingers lingered for a moment, brushing against Kerstie’s thigh. The touch was electric, unexpected.

Kerstie smiled, leaning down slightly, her voice low and sultry. “Enjoying the show?”

The woman’s smirk widened, but she didn’t answer. Instead, she finished her drink, stood, and walked away without a word. Kerstie watched her go, the woman’s confidence leaving an imprint in the air like a lingering scent. Who is she? Kerstie wondered. The tip was generous, but the mystery was even more intoxicating.

The next night, Kerstie found herself scanning the crowd, her eyes darting to the same corner where the woman had sat. And there she was, again, dressed impeccably, her presence commanding attention without effort. This time, Kerstie didn’t wait. As soon as her set ended, she made her way over, her hips swaying with every step.

“Back for more?” Kerstie asked, her voice playful but her gaze searching.

The woman looked up, her dark eyes locking onto Kerstie’s. “Perhaps,” she said, her voice smooth as velvet. “But only if you’re the one serving it.”

Kerstie felt a shiver run down her spine. She leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing the woman’s ear. “I can do that. My name’s Kerstie.”

“Carmine,” the woman replied, her breath warm against Kerstie’s skin. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” She slid another hundred into Kerstie’s garter, her fingers lingering longer this time. The touch was deliberate, and Kerstie felt a rush of heat course through her.

Kerstie led Carmine to the private area, her heart pounding in her chest. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. As Kerstie began her routine, she could feel Carmine’s eyes on her, stripping her down in ways that had nothing to do with the skimpy outfit she wore. She moved closer, her body inches from Carmine’s, her hips grinding in time with the music.

Carmine’s hands rested on her thighs, her touch firm but respectful—at first. Kerstie leaned in, her lips brushing Carmine’s ear, she could hear Carmine’s breath hitch.

“You’re good,” Carmine murmured, her voice low and husky.

“I aim to please,” Kerstie whispered back, her voice dripping with promise.

When the song ended, Carmine stood, her gaze never leaving Kerstie’s. “Your shift’s almost over, isn’t it?”

Kerstie nodded, her pulse quickening. “It is.”

“Come home with me.” It wasn’t a question, but it wasn’t a demand, either. There was something in Carmine’s tone that made Kerstie’s stomach flip.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Let me grab my things.”

The black SUV waiting outside was sleek and expensive, just like Carmine. The ride to her mansion was quiet, the tension between them palpable. Kerstie stole glances at Carmine, her profile sharp and elegant in the dim light of the car. She wondered what she’d gotten herself into, but the thrill of the unknown was too enticing to resist.

When they arrived, Kerstie’s breath caught in her throat. The mansion was a sprawling estate, its grandeur almost overwhelming. Carmine led her inside, the opulence of the place only adding to her mystique.

In the living room, Carmine turned to her, her gaze intense. “You’re even more beautiful up close,” she said, her voice soft but laced with desire.

Kerstie felt her cheeks flush, but she didn’t look away. “So are you.”

Carmine stepped closer, her fingers brushing against Kerstie’s cheek. The touch was tender, but there was a hunger behind it that made Kerstie’s knees weak. When their lips met, it was electric. Carmine’s kiss was insistent, her tongue teasing Kerstie’s as her hands roamed her body. Kerstie moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping Carmine’s shoulders for support.

Carmine pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. “My bedroom,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Kerstie followed her without a word, her heart pounding in her chest. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, but Kerstie barely noticed. Her focus was entirely on Carmine.

Carmine turned to Kerstie with a predatory smile. “Let me see you,” she said, her voice commanding but soft.

Kerstie hesitated for a moment before reaching for the zipper of her dress. She let it fall to the floor, standing in nothing but her lingerie.

Carmine’s gaze raked over her, her appreciation evident. “Gorgeous,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced the curve of Kerstie’s waist, sending shivers down her spine.

Carmine’s hands moved to the clasp of Kerstie’s bra, her touch deliberate but unhurried. When it fell away, Kerstie felt a wave of vulnerability, but Carmine’s gaze was reassuring, filled with admiration. “Perfect,” she whispered, her lips brushing against Kerstie’s collarbone.

Kerstie’s breath hitched as Carmine’s hands moved to her panties, sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, feeling exposed but exhilarated.

Carmine stepped back, her eyes drinking in the sight of her. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice soft but firm.

Kerstie obeyed, her heart racing as she sank into the plush bed.

Carmine opened a drawer, revealing an array of sex toys. “Pick one,” she said, her tone playful but with an edge of command.

Kerstie’s eyes scanned the selection before settling on a small vibrator. She held it up, her cheeks flushing. “This one.”

Carmine’s smile was wicked as she took it from her. “Good choice.” She knelt beside the bed, her eyes locking onto Kerstie’s. “Let’s see how you like this.” She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Kerstie’s clit.

Kerstie gasped, her back arching as the sensation shot through her.

Carmine watched her intently, her free hand roaming Kerstie’s body with deliberate slowness. “You’re so responsive,” she murmured, her voice filled with amusement and desire.

The vibrator moved in slow circles, the pressure just enough to drive Kerstie wild without pushing her over the edge. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Carmine leaned down, her lips brushing against Kerstie’s ear. “You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?”

Kerstie nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes.”

Carmine’s lips trailed down her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin as she increased the pressure of the vibrator. Kerstie’s body tensed, her climax building with every second. When it hit, it was all-consuming. She cried out, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Carmine didn’t stop, her tongue now teasing Kerstie’s clit as she brought her down from her high. Kerstie’s hands tangled in her hair, her moans filling the room. When Carmine finally pulled back, Kerstie was a panting mess, her body still tingling from the aftershocks.

They lounged in bed together. Carmine gave Kerstie a gentle kiss.

Carmine stood, her gaze filled with satisfaction. “I hope I’ll see you again?” she asked as she started to get dressed.

“I’d love that,” Kerstie agreed.

On the drive back to Kerstie’s apartment, she couldn’t believe how the night had ended. Carmine was a wealthy woman with many connections, and Kerstie was looking forward to their next encounter.

28 - THE DRUG DEALER’S OFFER

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

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

“Paul?”

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

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

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

“Candy. Come in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her pulse quickened. “A deal?”

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees,” he commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your legs,” he ordered.

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

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

“Yes,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded, swallowing hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She blinked, confused. “Free drugs?”

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

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

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

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

29 - LESBIAN FEMDOM PORN SHOOT

FFF / Lesbian / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Leather / Spanking / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

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

The smell of coffee beans and the low hum of conversation wrapped around us like a warm blanket as Laura and I sat in our favorite corner booth. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the highlights in her blonde hair as she stirred her espresso with that mischievous smirk of hers. She always looked like she knew something you didn’t, and frankly, she usually did.

I was mid-story about my trip to New York with Donte—his deep laugh, the way his hand felt warm and steady on the small of my back as we walked through the city at night, the way he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world when he looked at me. I couldn’t help but smile as I recounted it all, though I kept my voice low enough not to draw attention. Mob bosses weren’t exactly common coffee shop gossip, after all.

“So, what?” Laura interrupted, leaning forward, her blue eyes sparkling with curiosity. “You’re telling me you’re falling for a mob guy? Brandi Moore, the queen of keeping it casual, is getting butterflies?”

I rolled my eyes, laughing softly. “Don’t make it sound so dramatic. It’s just… different with him. He’s not like the others. He’s…” I trailed off, searching for the right word. “Protective.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “Protective, huh? Sounds like you’re already halfway to writing your wedding vows.”

Before I could fire back, my phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen: a number I didn’t recognize. Normally, I wouldn’t answer, but something told me to pick up. Maybe it was the lingering high from New York, or maybe just boredom. Either way, I slid my finger across the screen.

“Brandi Moore,” I said, keeping my tone professional.

The voice on the other end was deep, smooth, and businesslike. “Miss Moore, this is Malcolm Vega. I run a local production company specializing in, let’s say, adult entertainment. I heard about you, your friend Laura, and another associate of yours—Cheyenne, is it? I need three women for a shoot tomorrow. High-end stuff. You interested?”

I froze for half a second, then met Laura’s curious gaze. She tilted her head, waiting. Without breaking eye contact, I asked, “What kind of shoot?”

Malcolm chuckled lightly. “A lesbian femdom scene. Think leather, lace, and total control. Pays fifteen grand, split between the three of you. You’ll get the details if you agree.”

My heart skipped a beat. Fifteen thousand dollars? That wasn’t chump change, even for us. And yet… lesbian femdom? I’d done a lot of freaky things in my life, but I’d never done anything like that before. But then again, neither had Laura or Cheyenne. I covered the mic on my phone and quickly explained the offer to Laura.

She didn’t hesitate. “Fifteen grand? Hell yes. Tell him we’re in.”

I hesitated for just a moment longer, then nodded. “We’re in. Send the details.”

—

The next day, the three of us arrived at the studio—a sleek, industrial space with high ceilings and soft lighting. Cheyenne stood tall beside me, her caramel skin glowing under the fluorescents, while Laura strutted ahead like she owned the place. They were both stunning, each in their own way, and I couldn’t help but feel a little out of my depth.

Malcolm greeted us warmly, shaking our hands and introducing us to the crew. The set was already prepped: a plush black couch, a few props scattered around, and cameras positioned perfectly to capture every angle. My stomach fluttered nervously, but I pushed the feeling down. This was just another job. Just another performance.

The wardrobe assistant handed us our costumes. Laura and Cheyenne disappeared into the dressing room, emerging later in tight black leather outfits that hugged their curves like a second skin. Straps crisscrossed over their thighs, and their heels clicked sharply against the floor as they walked. They looked dangerous, powerful—like they could command anyone’s attention without uttering a single word.

And then there was me. A tiny lace bra and panties in a pale pink that barely covered anything. The contrast between us was deliberate, and it sent a shiver down my spine. Clearly, I would be playing the submissive. Laura caught my eye, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she approached.

“Ready to play, baby?” she purred, running a finger along my collarbone.

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

The director called action, and suddenly the room shifted. Laura’s playful demeanor vanished, replaced by a cold, commanding presence that made my breath hitch. She circled me slowly, her heels clicking a deliberate rhythm on the floor. Then, without warning, she snapped her fingers.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice low and firm.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached behind me to unclasp the bra. The cool air hit my skin, and I felt vulnerable in a way I hadn’t expected. My best friend’s gaze burned into me, hungry and calculating, as I stepped out of the panties and stood bare before her.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. “Now bend over the couch.”

I obeyed, arching my back as I leaned over the plush cushions. The leather squeaked faintly as Laura moved closer, and then—smack. Her hand came down hard on my ass, the sharp sting making me gasp. Cheyenne stepped into view, her grin feral as she delivered her own slap, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

Over and over, they struck me, each hit sending waves of pain and pleasure coursing through me. My skin prickled under their touch, and I bit my lip to stifle the moan rising in my throat. But it was pointless. When Laura produced a vibrator, pressing it against my throbbing clit, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Laura’s laugh was dark, delicious. “Not yet.”

She pulled the vibrator away just as I teetered on the edge, leaving me gasping and desperate. Cheyenne taunted me, her words dripping with cruel amusement as she spread her legs on the couch and commanded me to my knees.

I didn’t hesitate. My mouth found her slick heat, and I lost myself in the taste of her, the way she gripped my hair and ground against my tongue. Her moans filled the room, spurring me on until she came with a shuddering cry.

Then it was Laura’s turn. She straddled my face, her thighs squeezing my head as she rode me with abandon. The cameraman zoomed in, capturing every flick of my tongue, every drop of her arousal that spilled into my mouth. When she finally came, her juices flooded my senses, leaving me dizzy and craving more.

Cheyenne returned with a dildo, thrusting into me with relentless precision as Laura’s fingers circled my clit. The pressure built and built until I shattered, crying out as waves of pleasure washed over me.

When it was over, we collapsed into the dressing room, our robes clinging to our sweat-drenched skin. The director praised our performance, promising more work soon. As we counted out the cash—five grand each—Laura nudged me with a grin.

“Admit it,” she teased. “You loved every second.”

I laughed, my body still humming with satisfaction. “Maybe I did.”

The shoot had brought out a different side of Laura, one I’d rarely seen. I never thought I’d enjoy being dominated by my friends, but I had to admit it was fun. I really hoped that Malcolm would call us for another shoot.

30 - THE STRIPPER’S SATISFACTION

MMF / Group Sex / Threesome / Sex Work / Kissing / Nipple Play / Hand Job / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The bass thrummed through the walls of the strip club, vibrating in Trudi’s chest as she adjusted the straps of her sequined lingerie. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, and the faint tang of alcohol.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maverick’s grin widened. “Good. I can’t wait to see—”
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The phone trembled in Tammie’s hand as she dialed the number she’d found scribbled on the back of a business card. The card had been tucked into her purse by a stranger at the bar last night, a man who’d winked and whispered, “Call if you’re ever in need of… opportunities.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Impressive,” Wayne said, his voice approving.

Wayne gestured to the bed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tammie’s heart swelled with relief and excitement. She’d done it. She’d proven herself. And as she lay there, her body still tingling, she couldn’t wait to see what—and who—would come next.
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

And now here we were.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled back, but my mind was already elsewhere. I was planning our rise to the top of the game, and this was just the beginning.
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 1: A boyfriend’s Betrayal by Brandi Moore:

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

34 - A DIFFERENT KIND OF STRIP CLUB

FF / Striptease / Lap Dance / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

Kathy’s heart sank as she stared at her laptop screen. The email from the university’s finance office was stark and unyielding: “Your tuition payment is overdue. Failure to settle your balance within the next two weeks will result in your withdrawal from the program.”

She bit her lip, her fingers trembling as she clicked out of the email. Losing her job at the pizza shop had been a blow she hadn’t seen coming. Now, it felt like her dreams of finishing college were slipping through her fingers.

Desperation gnawed at her. She opened a new tab and began typing—a plea for help masked as a job ad. “College student in urgent need of work. Flexible hours, hard worker, quick learner. Willing to try anything.” She hesitated for a moment before hitting “post.” Anything, she repeated to herself. She needed this.

The response came faster than she expected. A woman named Farrah reached out, her email short and to the point: “I think you’d be a great fit for my establishment. Let’s meet. 7 PM tonight, downtown. Address below.”

Kathy’s stomach fluttered as she read it. The address led to an unassuming building nestled between a coffee shop and a boutique. She wasn’t sure what to expect, but she didn’t have the luxury of being picky.

That evening, Kathy stood outside the building, her breath visible in the cool night air. She smoothed her hands over her jeans and took a deep breath. The door opened before she could knock, revealing a tall, striking woman with dark hair and a confident smile.

“You must be Kathy,” the woman said, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’m Farrah. Come on in.”

Kathy followed her inside, her eyes widening as she took in the space. It was nothing like she’d imagined. The room was dimly lit but elegant, with plush couches, a gleaming bar, and a stage centered around a polished stripper pole. The air smelled faintly of lavender and something more intoxicating—something that made her pulse quicken.

“This is… incredible,” Kathy murmured, unable to hide her awe.

Farrah chuckled, her eyes appraising Kathy with a glint of curiosity. “I run a very exclusive club here. Wealthy clientele, women only. It’s a safe space, and it pays well. But I need dancers who can captivate an audience. Think you can handle that?”

Kathy hesitated. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of being on that stage, of feeling the eyes of the crowd on her, sent a thrill through her veins. “I’ll try,” she said, her voice firmer than she felt.

“Good answer,” Farrah said with a smile. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” She gestured toward the stage.

Kathy climbed the steps, her heart pounding in her chest. The room seemed to hold its breath as she placed her hands on the cool metal of the pole. She closed her eyes, letting the music she’d imagined guide her movements. Her body swayed, her hips rolling as she found her rhythm. Slowly, she peeled off her jacket, then her shirt, until she was down to her lingerie. The confidence she felt surprised her, and when she opened her eyes, Farrah was watching her with a satisfied smirk.

“You’re hired,” Farrah said simply. “Be here tomorrow night. Wear something that makes you feel powerful.”

The next evening, Kathy stood backstage, her reflection in the mirror catching her off guard. She’d chosen a set of black lingerie adorned with rhinestones that caught the light with every movement. Her hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep red. She looked… sexy. It was a side of herself she hadn’t known existed.

The music started, and she stepped onto the stage. The crowd was a sea of women, their eyes fixed on her as she began to dance. The energy in the room was electric, and Kathy found herself feeding off it, her movements becoming more fluid, more daring. Bills began to rain down around her, and she couldn’t help but smile. She was good at this.

As she moved, her eyes caught on a woman in the front row. She was stunning, with cascading dark hair and a crimson dress that hugged her curves. Her eyes locked with Kathy’s, and the intensity of her gaze sent a shiver down Kathy’s spine. The woman slid a bill into Kathy’s lingerie, her fingertips brushing against her skin in a way that made Kathy’s breath hitch.

When the song ended, Kathy stepped off the stage, her body still humming with adrenaline. The woman in the red dress approached her, a smirk playing on her lips.

“I’m Jessica,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “You were incredible up there.”

“Thank you,” Kathy replied, her cheeks flushing. “I’m Kathy.”

Jessica’s eyes raked over her, and Kathy felt her pulse quicken. “Would you give me a private dance?” Jessica asked, her tone leaving no room for misinterpretation.

Kathy hesitated for only a moment before nodding. Jessica led her to a secluded corner, and Kathy began to move, her body swaying to the rhythm of the music. She straddled Jessica’s lap, her hips grinding against her as their eyes met. Jessica’s hands found Kathy’s waist, pulling her closer.

Kathy’s fingers slid beneath Jessica’s dress, and she gasped when she realized Jessica wasn’t wearing panties. Her fingers brushed against wet warmth, and Jessica’s breath hitched. Their lips met in a feverish kiss, and Kathy’s world tilted on its axis. This was nothing like she’d ever experienced before.

Farrah appeared then, a knowing smile on her lips. “If you’d like to continue this in a private room, I can arrange that… for a fee.”

Jessica didn’t hesitate. She pulled out her credit card, and Farrah swiped it with practiced ease. Moments later, she led them down a hallway to a small, dimly lit room. A couch sat in the center, and Jessica sank onto it, her eyes never leaving Kathy.

Kathy began to dance again, her movements slow and deliberate. She peeled off her lingerie, her bare skin glowing in the soft light. Jessica’s gaze burned into her, and Kathy felt a heady mix of power and vulnerability.

She straddled Jessica’s lap once more, their lips crashing together in a hungry kiss. Kathy’s hands found the zipper of Jessica’s dress, and she tugged it down, revealing flawless skin and hard nipples. She leaned down, taking one into her mouth as Jessica’s fingers tangled in her hair.

Jessica’s moans echoed in the room, and Kathy felt a surge of desire she hadn’t known she was capable of. She moved lower, her tongue trailing down Jessica’s body until she reached her core. Jessica’s hips bucked as Kathy’s tongue found her clit, and Kathy reveled in the taste of her, in the sounds she elicited.

Jessica came with a cry, her body trembling beneath Kathy’s touch. When she finally caught her breath, she pulled Kathy up, their lips meeting in a slow, deep kiss.

“My turn,” Jessica whispered, her voice husky.

She pushed Kathy back onto the couch, spreading her legs and teasing her with light touches. Kathy’s breath came in short gasps as Jessica’s fingers found her entrance, sliding inside with ease.

Jessica reached into her purse, pulling out a vibrator and turning it on. The hum filled the room, and Kathy’s body arched as Jessica pressed it against her clit. She’d never felt anything like this, the sensations overwhelming and perfect all at once.

“Please,” Kathy begged, her voice breaking. “I need to—”

“Let go,” Jessica urged, her fingers and the vibrator working in tandem. Kathy’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as she cried out.

When it was over, Jessica handed her a wad of cash, her smile soft. “That was incredible. I’ll be back.”

As Kathy and Jessica walked back down the hallway, Farrah gave them a wink. “Have fun, ladies?” she asked, her eyes full of amusement.

Jessica chuckled. “Worth every penny!” she declared.

As Kathy left the club that night, her body still tingling and her mind reeling, she knew she’d found something far more than just a job. She couldn’t wait to do it all again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

And then there was Nick. He was different. He didn’t judge me for my past or my career. He accepted me for who I was, flaws and all. Our relationship was open, honest, and built on trust. Something I’d never had with Brett.

—

Back in the hotel suite, the cameras were rolling, and the tension in the room was electric. Alexis and I started slow, our lips brushing together in a kiss that was soft at first but quickly deepened. Her hands slid down my sides, her nails grazing my skin as she pulled me closer.

I could feel the heat of her body against mine, the way she pressed into me as our tongues tangled. The sound of our breathing echoed in the room, mingling with the soft hum of the cameras.

When we finally pulled away, we were both breathless. Alexis’s eyes were dark with desire, her lips slightly swollen. “Your turn,” she whispered, looking at Nick.

Nick didn’t need to be told twice. He was on me in an instant, his hands rough but somehow gentle as they cupped my breasts. His lips found my nipples, teasing them with his tongue until I was squirming under him.

“Nick,” I gasped, my fingers tangling in his hair. The way he was sucking on me, it was like he wanted to draw every last drop of pleasure from my body.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Joey between Alexis’s legs, his face buried in her pussy. Her back was arched, her hands gripping the sheets as she let out a low moan. The sound sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Not to be outdone, I slid down Nick’s body, my lips wrapping around his cock. He groaned, his hips thrusting up into me as I took him as deep as I could. I could taste him on my tongue, the saltiness of his pre-cum mixing with the heat of my mouth.

“Fuck, Danica,” he muttered, his voice strained.

I looked up at him through my lashes, meeting his gaze as I sucked him. His eyes were dark, his jaw clenched as he tried to hold himself back. But he didn’t last long. With a shout, he came in my mouth, his release hot and thick as I swallowed every drop.

Across the room, Joey was thrusting into Alexis, his movements rough and desperate. She let out a scream as she came, her body shaking with the force of it. Joey wasn’t far behind, his own release spilling into her with a grunt.

“Switch,” Max called out, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure.

Nick leaned down, brushing a kiss against my lips. “Enjoy yourself,” he murmured before moving over to Alexis.

Joey was on me in an instant, his mouth hot and insistent as he worked me over. I could feel the tension building in me, my body on the edge as he teased me with his tongue.

When he finally slid into me, it was all I could do not to scream. He was big, his cock stretching me in the best possible way. He set a brutal pace, his hips slapping against mine as he fucked me into the mattress.

I turned my head, catching a glimpse of Nick and Alexis. He was on top of her, his hips moving in a steady rhythm as he thrust into her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, her nails digging into his back as she moaned his name.

The sight of them, the sound of their pleasure, pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body shaking as Joey continued to pound into me. He followed soon after, his own release spilling into me as he let out a grunt.

Nick wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he came inside Alexis, his body shuddering as he collapsed on top of her.

The room was quiet for a moment, the only sound the heavy breathing of the four of us. Then Max called cut, and we all broke apart, laughing and grinning like idiots.

“That was amazing,” Alexis said, her cheeks flushed as she reached for a bottle of water.

“Agreed,” Joey said, leaning back against the pillows. “When can we do this again?”

Nick wrapped an arm around me, pulling me close. His lips brushed against my ear as he whispered, “You’re incredible, you know that?”

I smiled, leaning into him. For the first time in a long time, everything felt exactly right.
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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.
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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.
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Dave’s hands trembled as he stood on the doorstep of the large suburban house. The air felt thick, like the weight of his decisions was pressing down on him. He had never done anything like this before. Never even considered it. But here he was, knuckles poised to knock on the door of a woman he only knew as Carrie. His heart raced, and he wondered if he could still turn back.

But Dave felt lonely in his marriage. His wife had rejected him years ago, in favor of their pool boy. His boss at the investment firm constantly belittled him, making his life miserable. This was his chance to finally be a man—get laid.

He started to knock on the door and then stopped himself. Damn it, he was so indecisive. The door swung open before he could make up his mind.

Standing before him was a woman who looked like she’d walked straight out of a fantasy. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face with sharp, commanding features. Her eyes locked onto his, and Dave felt like he’d been stripped naked with just one look. She wore a sleek black robe that hugged her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

“You must be Dave,” she said, her voice low and velvety, yet laced with a tone that brooked no argument.

He nodded, his throat dry. “Yes. Hi—uh—Carrie, right?”

She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving into a smirk. “That’s me. Come in.”

Dave stepped inside, his shoes clicking against the polished hardwood floor. The house was immaculate, with modern décor that screamed power and control. He felt out of place, like a child wandering into an adult’s world. His eyes darted around, taking in the expensive furniture, the abstract art on the walls. Everything about this place screamed intimidation.

Carrie crossed her arms, her robe shifting slightly to reveal a hint of black leather underneath. “You have the money?”

“Oh, yeah. Right.” Dave fumbled with his wallet, his fingers clumsy as he pulled out the cash. His hands were shaking so badly that he nearly dropped it.

Carrie watched him with an amused expression, her gaze sharp and unrelenting. She plucked the money from his fingers, counting it with a practiced efficiency. “Good. Follow me.”

Dave trailed behind her, his heart pounding as she led him through the house. They descended a set of stairs into a basement that was nothing like he’d expected. The room was dimly lit, with soft red lighting that gave it an almost otherworldly feel. The walls were lined with shelves filled with equipment—ropes, paddles, restraints, and other things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a leather bench, padded and ominously sturdy.

He froze in the doorway. “Uh… what’s all this?”

Carrie turned to him, her smirk widening. “Tools of the trade.”

Dave’s eyes widened. “BDSM stuff? I didn’t—I wasn’t looking for…”

She stepped closer, her presence commanding and overwhelming. “Relax, Dave. You’re here because you want to explore something new. Right?”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. He hadn’t come here for this. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. “Yeah… I guess.”

“Good.” Without another word, she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor.

Dave’s breath hitched. She was wearing a black leather bra and panties that hugged her body like a second skin. Her curves were accentuated, her confidence radiating from every inch of her. She was stunning, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his as her fingers found the zipper of his pants. Dave’s hands twitched at his sides, unsure what to do. In a matter of seconds, his pants were pooled at his feet, and her hand was wrapped around him, stroking him firmly.

He gasped, his head falling back as waves of pleasure shot through him. Her touch was electric, and he couldn’t help but moan.

“That’s it,” she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine. “Just let go.”

Dave’s knees nearly buckled as she dropped to her knees, her lips closing around him. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him with expert precision. He groaned, his hands instinctively reaching for her hair, but she grabbed his wrists, stopping him.

“No touching,” she said firmly, her voice muffled but still commanding.

He nodded, his mind foggy with desire. She continued, her movements slow and deliberate, drawing out every ounce of pleasure until he was trembling with need. Just as he felt himself on the edge, she pulled away, leaving him throbbing and desperate.

She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “If you want to continue, you’ll have to get into the restraints.”

Dave blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “Restraints? I—I don’t know…”

Carrie crossed her arms, her gaze piercing. “This is your choice, Dave. But if you want to experience everything I have to offer, you’ll do as I say.”

He hesitated, his heart racing. This wasn’t what he had imagined. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. Slowly, he nodded.

She smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Good boy.”

She led him to the leather bench, guiding him to lie down on his back. His heart pounded as she fastened restraints around his wrists and ankles, leaving him completely at her mercy. The leather felt cool against his skin, and the sensation of being restrained was both terrifying and thrilling.

Carrie stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “Comfortable?”

Dave swallowed hard. “I guess.”

She chuckled, her fingers trailing along his chest. “You’re in good hands, Dave. Just relax and let me take care of you.”

He nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Carrie reached for something on the shelf, and his eyes widened when he saw the vibrator in her hand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and brought it to the tip of his cock, teasing him with light, deliberate strokes.

Dave moaned, his body arching as the vibrations sent shockwaves of pleasure through him. “Oh god… that feels amazing.”

She smirked, her movements slow and deliberate. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes… please…”

She continued to tease him, bringing him to the edge only to pull away, denying him release. His body was on fire, every nerve screaming for relief. “Please… let me cum…”

Carrie shook her head, her smirk turning into a wicked grin. “Not yet.”

She set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a dildo, long and thick, with a smooth black surface. Dave’s eyes widened when he saw her coat it with lube, his heart pounding in his chest.

“W-wait… what are you doing?”

She leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear. “Trust me, Dave. You’re going to love this.”

Before he could protest, he felt the cool tip of the dildo pressing against him. His body tensed, but Carrie’s hand on his chest kept him still. “Relax,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. Slowly, she pushed the dildo inside him, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. He gasped, his body instinctively clenching around it.

“That’s it,” she purred, her hand stroking his cock as she began to move the dildo in and out. “Just let go, Dave. Feel it.”

The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and soon, he was moaning uncontrollably, his body writhing against the restraints. Carrie’s movements became more forceful, driving the dildo deeper into him with each thrust.

“Oh god… I’m…”

She smirked, her fingers tightening around him. “Cum for me, Dave.”

With a cry, he came, his body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Carrie watched him with a satisfied smile, her movements slowing as she helped him ride out his climax.

When it was over, she released the restraints, stepping back to admire her work. Dave lay there, his mind spinning, his body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Carrie handed him a towel, her smirk returning. “Still think you’re not into BDSM?”

He took the towel, his hands still shaking. “I… I don’t know what just happened.”

She chuckled, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You explored something new. And from the looks of it, you enjoyed yourself.”

Dave nodded, his mind still reeling. “Yeah… I guess I did.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Dave’s heart raced as she walked away, her words lingering in the air like a promise.

39 - 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.

40 - EROTIC EMPLOYMENT

MF / MF / Cheating / Sex Work / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Cynthia sat on the edge of the bed, her fingers clutching the phone tightly. The screen lit up with the email from Damon, the words "$500 an hour" glaring back at her. Her heart raced, and her throat felt dry.

She glanced at the closed bedroom door, listening for any sign of Carl. He was in the living room, scrolling through job listings on his laptop, his face etched with frustration. The air in their small apartment felt heavy, suffocating.

She hadn’t told him about the ad. How could she? It wasn’t just the money—it was the thrill of it, the idea of stepping into something completely forbidden. Her stomach twisted, but her curiosity won out. She typed a quick reply, her fingers trembling slightly: “I’m interested. Where do I meet you?”

The response came almost instantly. Damon’s tone was smooth, reassuring. He gave her the address of a downtown hotel and a room number. Meet me at 8 PM, he wrote. Don’t be late.

Cynthia’s breath hitched. She had three hours to prepare.

—

The hotel was one of those mid-tier places—not too fancy, but not a dive either. The lobby smelled faintly of cleaning products and stale coffee. Cynthia kept her head down as she walked to the elevator, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She’d dressed carefully: a fitted black dress that hugged her curves, red heels that made her legs look endless, and a coat she quickly shrugged off once she reached the room.

She knocked softly, and the door swung open to reveal Damon. He was taller than she’d expected, with broad shoulders and a confident smile that made her stomach flutter. His eyes roamed over her, taking in every detail.

“Cynthia,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You clean up nice. Come in.”

She stepped inside, her heart pounding. The room was dimly lit, the scent of cologne lingering in the air. Damon closed the door behind her and leaned against it, crossing his arms.

“Here’s the deal,” he began, his tone businesslike but with a hint of warmth. “I’ve got a client waiting. He’s a good guy—polite, respectful. All you have to do is make him happy. You think you can handle that?”

Cynthia swallowed hard. “I… I think so.”

Damon’s smile widened. “Good. There’s something for you to wear on the bed. Get changed, and I’ll be back in a bit.”

He left the room, and Cynthia turned to see the outfit laid out on the bed: a black lace lingerie set, sheer and delicate. Her hands trembled as she unzipped her dress and slipped into the lingerie. It fit perfectly, hugging her body in all the right places. She stood in front of the mirror, staring at her reflection. Is this really me? she wondered.

Before she could second-guess herself, there was a knock at the door. A man stepped in—Marcus. He was average-looking, dressed in a crisp shirt and slacks, but there was a nervous energy about him. His eyes widened when he saw her.

“Hi,” he said softly, placing five crisp hundred-dollar bills on the dresser. “I’m Marcus.”

Cynthia forced a smile, her heart racing. “Hi. I’m Cynthia.”

There was a moment of awkward silence before Marcus cleared his throat. “You’re… you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

She stepped closer, her legs feeling like jelly. Marcus reached out, his fingers brushing against her arm. The touch sent a shiver down her spine. Slowly, she unzipped his pants, her hands trembling as she freed his cock. It was already half-hard, and she could feel the weight of it in her hand.

Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around him. Marcus let out a soft moan, his fingers tangling in her hair. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the tip as she worked him to full hardness. His grip tightened, and she could feel his hips beginning to move, thrusting gently into her mouth.

“God, you’re good at this,” he gasped.

Cynthia pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She stood up, her body trembling with anticipation. “Let’s get on the bed,” she whispered.

Marcus nodded eagerly, following her to the bed. Cynthia climbed onto the mattress, her ass in the air as she presented herself to him. Marcus positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself inside her. She gasped as he filled her, her body stretching to accommodate him.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first but quickly gaining momentum. Cynthia buried her face in the pillow, her moans muffled as pleasure coursed through her. Marcus’s grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering. “I’m close…”

Cynthia could feel her own climax building, her body tightening around him. She cried out as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Marcus let out a ragged moan as he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

For a moment, they stayed like that, both of them catching their breath. Then Marcus pulled out, quickly getting dressed. He glanced at her, a hint of a smile on his face. “Thank you,” he said softly before slipping out the door.

Cynthia collapsed onto the bed, her heart still racing. She felt… alive. The door opened again, and Damon stepped in, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Well, well,” he said, his voice dripping with charm. “Looks like you’ve got a talent for this.”

Cynthia’s breath hitched as Damon approached the bed. He ran a hand along her thigh, his touch sending shivers through her. “Let’s see what else you’re good at,” he murmured.

He slid his fingers inside her, tasting Marcus’s cum on his fingertips before sliding them into her mouth. “Taste yourself,” he whispered.

Cynthia moaned around his fingers, her body arching as he positioned himself between her legs. He slid inside her with ease, his cock filling her completely. She wrapped her legs around him, his name on her lips as he began to move.

Damon was rougher, more demanding than Marcus. His thrusts were hard and fast, driving her closer to the edge with each movement. Cynthia’s nails dug into his back, her moans filling the room as she came again, her pussy gripping his cock tightly.

Damon groaned, his hips slamming into hers as he spilled inside her, his hot cum mixing with Marcus’s. He pulled out slowly, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Not bad for your first time,” he said, handing her the five hundred dollars. “Think you’ll be back?”

Cynthia hesitated, her mind racing. She thought of Carl, of their empty bank account, of the way Damon made her feel.

“Yes,” she whispered, clutching the money tightly. “I’ll be back.”

41 - WIFE TURNED ESCORT

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Sex Work / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Kelcie walked through the front door at midnight, heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. The sound was a staccato rhythm that seemed to echo through the silent house, each step a deliberate punctuation mark.

Her dress, a sleek black number that hugged her curves like a second skin, shimmered faintly under the dim light of the chandelier. She smelled of expensive perfume and something else—something primal, musky, and unmistakable. Charles sat on the couch, his thinning hair disheveled, his half-buttoned shirt untucked. He stared at her, his face a mix of confusion and simmering anger.

“Where the hell have you been?” Charles demanded, his voice cracking slightly. He tried to sound authoritative, but it came out more like a whine.

Kelcie didn’t answer immediately. She set her designer handbag on the entryway table with a deliberate precision, her movements slow, almost theatrical. Then she turned to face him, her lips curling into a smirk that didn’t reach her cold, calculating eyes.

“Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out? Out where? It’s midnight, Kelcie! I’ve been calling you all night!”

She tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder. “I was busy,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

Charles stood up, his face reddening. “Busy doing what? You better not have been with some guy!”

Kelcie let out a low, throaty laugh. It was a sound that sent a shiver down Charles’ spine, though he couldn’t quite place why. “Oh, Charles,” she said, taking a step toward him. “You’re so predictable. Always jumping to conclusions.”

“So you weren’t with some guy?” His voice wavered, betraying his insecurity.

Kelcie’s smirk widened. “Oh, I was. I was with a man. A real man. Not some broke, wannabe entrepreneur who can’t even keep the lights on.”

Charles’ face turned ashen. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He just stood there, gaping at his wife like a fish out of water.

Kelcie sauntered past him, her hips swaying hypnotically. She tossed her coat onto the armchair and perched herself on the edge of the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Sit down, Charles,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, sinking back into the couch, his eyes never leaving her face.

“You want to know how many men I’ve been with?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve lost count. They’re all so… generous. And talented.”

Charles’ hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t speak. He couldn’t. The words were trapped in his throat, suffocating him.

Kelcie leaned forward, her cleavage accentuated by the low neckline of her dress. “Tonight, I was with a man who knows how to treat a woman. He’s got money—real money, not the imaginary kind you’re always chasing. And he’s got… other assets, too.”

Charles’ stomach churned. He knew what she meant, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound. “Oh, don’t play dumb, Charles. You know exactly what I’m talking about. He’s big. Bigger than you could ever dream of being. And he knows how to use it.”

Charles’ face burned with shame and anger, but there was something else, too—something he didn’t want to admit, even to himself. His chest tightened, and he could feel his heart pounding in his ears.

Kelcie looked him straight in the eye. “I’m working as an escort now, Charles. You’re broke, and your little dick doesn’t satisfy me. Now, I get all the money and fantastic sex that you can’t give me.”

“You’re a prostitute?” he asked, unable to believe his ears.

Kelcie rolled her eyes. “I’m a high-class call girl. What else can I do? I have such a loser for a husband.”

Kelcie stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy black thong and sheer stockings held up by a garter belt. Charles’ eyes widened, his gaze flickering over her body, taking in every curve, every detail.

She stepped out of the dress and stood before him, completely exposed except for the flimsy undergarments. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and the faint smell of sex lingered in the air.

“He fucked me, Charles,” she said, her voice low and husky. “He fucked me everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. And you know what? I let him cum inside me. I wanted it. I loved it.”

Charles’ breath hitched, and he felt a strange rush of heat between his legs. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Kelcie spread her legs slightly, and Charles’ eyes dropped to the damp patch between her thighs. Cum glistened on her skin, trickling down her inner thigh. She smirked, noticing his gaze.

“You see that, Charles? That’s what a real man can do. That’s what I deserve. And you? You’re just a bum. A loser with a tiny cock who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

Charles’ face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through him. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric.

Kelcie noticed, and her smirk widened. “Oh, look at that. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? You’re pathetic.”

Charles swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

Kelcie laughed, a cruel, cutting sound. “You don’t have to say anything. Just sit there and watch.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding between her folds. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut. “You should see him, Charles. He’s so big. So thick. When he fucks me, I can’t even think straight. All I can do is scream his name.”

Charles’ cock throbbed, and he realized he was gripping the edge of the couch, his knuckles white.

Kelcie opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto his. “Do you want to taste him, Charles? Do you want to taste what a real man can do?”

He hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. But his body betrayed him, leaning forward without his consent.

Kelcie spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Eat me.”

Charles hesitated for a moment longer, then leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking at her folds. The taste was bitter, salty, and so incredibly taboo. He shuddered, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

Kelcie moaned, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Charles. Clean me up. Show me you’re good for something.”

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her sensitive folds. Kelcie’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… you’re such a good little cuck,” she purred. “You’re finally useful for once.”

Charles’ cock ached with need, and he reached down, fumbling with his belt. He managed to free himself, his small, pathetic cock twitching in his hand.

Kelcie looked down at him and laughed. “Oh, look at that. What a joke.”

Charles ignored her, jerking himself off as he continued to eat her out. He could feel her climax building, her thighs trembling around his head.

“That’s it, Charles. Make me cum. Show me you’re not completely useless.”

With a final moan, Kelcie came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Charles felt her release on his tongue, and he swallowed it eagerly, his own orgasm building.

He came with a soft whimper, his small cock jerking in his hand as a pathetic spurt of cum landed on the floor.

Kelcie looked down at him, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic. You can’t even cum right.”

Charles slumped back on the couch, his face flushed with shame and arousal. Kelcie stood up, smoothing down her hair and picking up her dress.

“From now on, Charles, I’m the breadwinner. I’ll earn the money, and I’ll get the pleasure I deserve. You? You’re just along for the ride.”

She walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Pausing at the door, she glanced back at him.

“Oh, and Charles? Don’t even think about stopping me. You don’t have the balls.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Charles sitting on the couch, his mind spinning and his cock still twitching in his hand.

42 - A SISSY’S REALIZATION

FM / Femdom / Sex Work / Crossdressing / Sissy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Pegging

“Two hundred dollars,” Bebe said, her voice firm but not unkind, as she stood in the doorway of Chuck’s apartment. “And I’ll stay for one hour. That’s my rate.”

Chuck, his broad shoulders tense, nodded quickly. He reached into his pocket, pulled out the cash, and handed it over. His hands trembled slightly, betraying the nerves he was trying to hide. “Thank you,” he muttered, his deep voice almost a whisper.

Bebe stepped inside, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. She glanced around the apartment, taking in the masculine decor—the weight bench in the corner, the posters of action movies on the walls. Her eyes lingered on the open closet door, where a flash of lace and silk peeked out from beneath a pile of T-shirts.

“So,” she said, turning back to him. “What’s this about? You said you wanted to explore something.”

Chuck hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “I… I like to crossdress,” he admitted, his voice thick with both shame and excitement. “I’ve been doing it for a while. But lately… I’ve been fantasizing about being a woman. I mean, really being one.”

Bebe raised an eyebrow, her expression unreadable. She crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “You’re not a woman,” she said bluntly. “But I can help you pretend for the evening. If that’s what you want.”

Chuck swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “Yes. Please.”

Bebe nodded. “Alright, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

—

Chuck had been nervous all day. He’d spent hours preparing for this moment, cleaning his apartment, laying out his favorite lingerie, and practicing his makeup application in the mirror. He’d even bought a new wig—a sleek, brunette bob that he thought would make him look more feminine.

But now, standing in front of Bebe, he felt exposed. Vulnerable. He led her to the bedroom, where his collection of lingerie was laid out on the bed like an offering. Bebe picked up a pair of sheer black panties, holding them up to the light.

“You’ve got good taste,” she remarked, her tone almost approving. “But let’s see what you look like in it.”

Chuck’s hands shook as he undressed, stripping off his T-shirt and jeans to reveal the boxer briefs he wore underneath. Bebe watched him with a detached curiosity, her arms crossed. When he was down to his underwear, she gestured to the lingerie.

“Put it on,” she said.

Chuck obeyed, slipping into the panties first. The fabric felt smooth against his skin, and he couldn’t suppress a shiver of pleasure. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten with his large, muscular hands. Bebe stepped forward to help him, her fingers brushing against his back as she secured the clasps.

“Now the makeup,” she said, handing him a compact mirror.

Chuck sat at his vanity, his heart racing as he began to apply the foundation, blush, and eyeliner. He’d been practicing for weeks, but he still felt clumsy, his hands unsteady. When he finished, he turned to Bebe, his face half-hidden beneath a thick layer of makeup.

Bebe sighed, shaking her head. “You look like a clown,” she said bluntly.

Chuck’s heart sank. He’d been so proud of his efforts, but now he felt foolish.

“Wash it off,” Bebe instructed. “And let me handle this.”

Chuck obeyed, scrubbing his face clean with a makeup wipe. When he returned, Bebe was rummaging through his collection of cosmetics, pulling out a few select products.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair.

Chuck sat down, his breath catching as Bebe began to apply the foundation with a light, expert touch. She blended it seamlessly into his skin, smoothing out the rough edges of his masculine features. Next came the contour, which she applied with precision, sculpting his cheekbones and jawline to create a more feminine shape.

“Eyes closed,” she instructed, and Chuck obeyed, feeling the soft brush of the eyeshadow brush against his lids.

When she was done, she stepped back, surveying her work. “Better,” she said.

Chuck turned to the mirror, his breath catching in his throat. The man staring back at him was almost unrecognizable. With the natural-looking makeup, his features looked softer, more delicate.

“Now, the lingerie,” Bebe said, reaching for a black lace bra and panties set. “And this.”

She held up a waist-trainer corset, its satin fabric gleaming in the light. Chuck’s eyes widened. He’d never worn it before, and the thought of it made his heart race.

Bebe helped him into the corset, pulling the laces tight until his waist was cinched into an hourglass shape. Chuck gasped at the sensation, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

“Good,” Bebe said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now the wig.”

She picked up the brunette bob, smoothing it out before placing it on Chuck’s head. She adjusted it carefully, tucking a few stray hairs behind his ears.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Take a look.”

Chuck turned to the mirror, his heart pounding. The reflection staring back at him was almost feminine—his broad shoulders and muscular arms the only remnants of his masculinity. He felt a rush of excitement, his dick twitching in the tight confines of his panties.

Bebe noticed his arousal, a smirk playing on her lips. “You like what you see?”

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe stepped closer, her eyes dark with intent. “Good. Because I’m going to show you how women make love.”

She reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled out, full and round, and Chuck’s mouth went dry. Bebe grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the bed.

They climbed onto the mattress, and Bebe leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss was soft at first, but it quickly deepened, Bebe’s tongue sliding into Chuck’s mouth. He moaned, his hands trembling as they reached for her.

Bebe pulled away, her lips curling into a smirk. “Not yet,” she said, pushing him back onto the bed.

She straddled him, her hands sliding up his chest to cup his breasts through the bra. Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as she pinched his nipples through the fabric.

“Feel good?” she teased, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe grinned, slipping her hands under the bra to free Chuck’s nipples. She leaned down, taking one into her mouth and sucking gently. Chuck moaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she teased him.

When she was done with his nipples, Bebe moved lower, her hands sliding down his body to the waistband of his panties. She hooked her fingers under the fabric, pulling them down to reveal his hard, throbbing cock.

Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as Bebe’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head.

“Do you want more?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

Chuck nodded, his voice caught in his throat.

Bebe grinned, reaching into her bag and pulling out a strap-on dildo. Chuck’s eyes widened, his heart racing as she fastened it around her hips.

“Turn over,” she instructed, her voice firm.

Chuck obeyed, his hands trembling as he got onto his hands and knees. Bebe knelt behind him, her hands sliding over his ass.

“Relax,” she whispered, spreading his cheeks.

Chuck gasped as he felt the cold touch of lube against his hole. Bebe’s fingers pressed inside, stretching him gently.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe positioned the dildo at his entrance, pressing forward slowly. Chuck gasped, his hands clenching the sheets as she pushed inside.

“Oh God,” he moaned, his hips rocking back to meet her thrusts.

Bebe grabbed his hips, fucking him hard and fast. Chuck’s moans filled the room, his dick throbbing with need.

“You like that, don’t you?” Bebe teased, her voice thick with satisfaction.

“Yes,” Chuck gasped, his vision blurring as pleasure built inside him.

Bebe reached around, her hand stroking his cock in time with her thrusts. Chuck cried out, his orgasm crashing over him as he came, shooting cum all over the bed.

Bebe pulled out, grinning as she admired her handiwork. “Good boy,” she said, patting his ass.

Chuck collapsed onto the bed, his body trembling with aftershocks. He felt… different. Lighter. Freer.

Bebe got dressed, her movements brisk and efficient. When she was ready, she turned to Chuck, her expression unreadable.

“Same time next week?” she asked, her voice casual.

Chuck nodded, his heart racing. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe nodded, grabbing her bag and heading for the door. “See you then,” she said, before disappearing into the night.

Chuck lay on the bed, his body still tingling with pleasure. He realized something then, something that made his heart race.

He wasn’t a woman. He was a sissy.

43 - A CAM GIRL CASHES OUT

FM / Femdom / Findom / Striptease / Masturbation / Blowjob / Ruined Orgasm

“Ten thousand dollars, Miguel. That’s the price to meet me. And no, that doesn’t include you touching me.” Minerva’s voice was honey dripping over ice, smooth and cold, as she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. Her green eyes burned through the screen, piercing him even through the digital divide.

Miguel sat frozen in his study, the glow of his laptop screen casting shadows across his face. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. His heart hammered in his chest, a mix of desperation and desire gnawing at him. He’d been watching her for weeks—months, even. Every night, he’d log on, transfixed by her. Her beauty was otherworldly, her confidence magnetic. She was a goddess, and he was just a man—a lonely, wealthy man with too much time on his hands and too much money to burn.

“I’ll do it,” he typed quickly, his fingers moving before his brain could fully process the cost. The words felt heavy as he hit send, a strange mixture of shame and excitement bubbling in his gut.

Minerva’s laugh was soft, almost mocking, as she read his message. “Good boy,” she purred. “I’ll see you tomorrow night. Be ready.”

The screen went black as she ended the stream, leaving Miguel alone in the dimly lit room.

—

The next day dragged on like an eternity. Miguel paced his mansion, his mind racing. He’d sent the money hours ago, wired directly to her account. Ten thousand dollars—barely a dent in his wealth, but still, it felt significant. He’d never spent so much on something so… frivolous. But then again, Minerva wasn’t frivolous. She was a dream, a fantasy, the kind of woman who made men lose their minds.

By the time the doorbell rang, Miguel’s nerves were frayed. He smoothed down his shirt, took a deep breath, and opened the door.

There she was.

Minerva stood in the doorway, every bit as stunning as she was on screen, if not more so. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, her curves accentuated by a tight red dress that clung to her like a second skin. Her smile was sharp, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

“Miguel,” she said, her voice dripping with a sultry confidence that made his knees weak. “It’s nice to finally meet you in person.”

“It’s—uh—nice to meet you too,” he stammered, stepping aside to let her in.

Minerva glided past him, her heels clicking against the marble floor as she surveyed his home. “Nice place,” she said, her tone casual, almost dismissive.

Miguel swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. He led her to the living room, where they sat on the plush leather couch. The air between them was thick with tension, electric and unspoken.

“So,” Minerva began, crossing her legs and leaning back, her dress riding up just enough to tease. “Tell me about yourself, Miguel. What’s a man like you doing throwing money at a girl like me?”

Her voice was playful, but there was an edge to it, a challenge. Miguel felt like he was being tested, though he wasn’t sure if he was passing or failing.

“I—I guess I just… admire you,” he said, his voice shaky. “You’re… incredible.”

Minerva’s smile widened, and she leaned forward slightly, her cleavage on full display. “Admire me, huh? That’s sweet. But admiration doesn’t pay the bills, does it?”

Miguel’s face flushed, and he looked down at his hands, suddenly unsure of what to say.

Minerva laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Relax, Miguel. I’m just teasing. You’re cute when you’re nervous.”

Her tone was light, almost playful, but Miguel couldn’t shake the feeling that he was walking on a tightrope, one wrong move away from falling.

They talked for a while—or rather, Minerva talked, and Miguel listened, captivated. She told him about her life, her dreams, her ambitions, all while subtly flirting, teasing, keeping him on edge. Every word, every gesture, was calculated, designed to keep him hooked.

Miguel couldn’t take it anymore. He leaned in, his heart pounding, and tried to kiss her.

Minerva’s hand shot up, stopping him in his tracks. “Ah, ah, ah,” she said, her voice firm. “I told you, Miguel. No physical contact. Remember?”

Miguel pulled back, his face burning with embarrassment. “I—I’m sorry,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Minerva sighed, but there was a glint in her eye that wasn’t there before. “You’re lucky I like you, Miguel,” she said, her tone softening just enough to keep him hopeful. “Tell you what. I’ll give you a little… incentive. Twenty thousand dollars, and I’ll let you see me naked.”

Miguel’s heart skipped a beat. His hands trembled as he reached for his checkbook, his mind racing. Twenty thousand dollars. It was a lot of money, but if it meant seeing her—all of her—it was worth it.

He scribbled out the check and handed it to her, his hands shaking so badly he almost dropped it.

Minerva took the check with a smile, folding it neatly and tucking it into her purse. Then, slowly, sensually, she stood up and began to undress.

The room seemed to hold its breath as she peeled off her dress, revealing her perfect body. Her skin glowed in the soft light, her curves accentuated by the sheer perfection of her form. Miguel’s mouth went dry as she stood before him, completely naked, her eyes locked on his.

“Go on,” she purred, her voice low and husky. “Touch yourself. I want to watch.”

Miguel hesitated for only a moment before unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. He was already hard, his arousal evident as he began to stroke himself, his eyes never leaving her.

Minerva watched him with a cool detachment, her lips curving into a wicked smile. She stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step, until she was standing right in front of him.

“Such a good boy,” she whispered, her voice dripping with condescension.

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cock, making him gasp. Her touch was light, almost teasing, as she traced the length of his shaft.

“Would you like me to suck it?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Miguel nodded, unable to speak, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Thirty thousand dollars,” she said, her smile widening. “And I’ll make it worth your while.”

Miguel didn’t even hesitate this time. He grabbed his checkbook and scribbled out another check, his hands shaking so badly he could barely write.

Minerva took the check with a satisfied smile, then knelt before him.

Her mouth was hot and wet as she wrapped her lips around his cock, her tongue sliding along the length of him. Miguel moaned, his head falling back as she worked him with practiced skill.

Just as he started to cum, she pulled away, ruining his orgasm. Miguel groaned in frustration, his cock twitching as a small trickle of cum leaked out. It wasn’t enough—not even close.

“Aw,” she said, her voice teasing. “So close.”

Minerva stood up, her smile widening as she began to dress. “Thanks for the fun, Miguel,” she said, her tone casual, almost bored.

Miguel’s heart sank as he watched her walk away, his body still thrumming with unfulfilled desire. He felt humiliated, used, and yet…

He couldn’t wait to do it again.

44 - CASSIDY’S AUDITION

FF / Lesbian / Striptease / Public / Vibrator / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Cassidy stood in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting the straps of her crimson lingerie. The silk hugged her curves, the lace detailing accentuating every dip and swell of her body. She pulled a loose-fitting sundress over it, the fabric falling just above her thighs. It was a stark contrast to the delicate, scandalous undergarments beneath—demure on the surface, but secretly, deliciously indecent. She took a deep breath, her reflection staring back at her with a mix of nerves and determination. This is it, she thought. No turning back now.

The strip club wasn’t what she’d expected. It wasn’t the seedy, dimly lit dive she’d imagined. Instead, it was sleek and polished, with velvet drapes and soft, ambient lighting. The air smelled faintly of lavender and something muskier, something that made her pulse quicken.

A woman stood behind the bar, her presence commanding even from a distance. She was tall, her posture regal, her dark hair cascading in loose waves over her shoulders. Her fitted blazer hugged her frame, and her sharp eyes scanned the room like a predator surveying her territory. Doreen.

Cassidy approached her, her heels clicking against the polished floor. “Hi,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt. “I’m Cassidy. I’m here for the audition.”

Doreen turned to her, her gaze lingering for a moment before a slow smile spread across her lips. “Cassidy,” she repeated, her voice smooth and low. “Welcome. Follow me.”

Cassidy followed her, her heart pounding in her chest. They walked through the club, past the empty stage and the rows of plush chairs. Doreen led her to a private room, the walls lined with mirrors and a single pole in the center.

“This is where we’ll test your… skills,” Doreen said, her tone laced with a hint of amusement. She leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms over her chest. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Cassidy hesitated for a moment, then stepped into the room. She could feel Doreen’s eyes on her, scrutinizing every move. She took a deep breath, slipped off her sundress, and let it pool at her feet. The lingerie clung to her skin, the crimson silk glowing under the soft light. She glanced at Doreen, who raised an eyebrow, a small smirk playing on her lips.

“Interesting choice,” Doreen said, her voice low. “Let’s see how you work it.”

Music began to play, a sultry, rhythmic beat that seemed to pulse through the room. Cassidy moved toward the pole, her hips swaying in time with the music. She wrapped her fingers around the cool metal, her body pressing against it as she began to move. She stretched, arching her back, her hair falling in soft waves around her face. She spun, her legs hooking around the pole as she descended slowly, her eyes locking with Doreen’s.

Doreen watched her, her expression unreadable. But there was something in her eyes—a spark of interest, perhaps even approval. Cassidy moved with confidence, her body undulating in ways she hadn’t known it could. She was lost in the rhythm, the music, the heat of Doreen’s gaze. When the song ended, Cassidy stood in front of the pole, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

Doreen clapped slowly, the sound echoing in the room. “Not bad,” she said, her tone measured. “But I need to see more. Take off the top.”

Cassidy hesitated, her hands trembling slightly as she reached behind her back to unfasten the bra. It fell away, revealing her full breasts, the nipples pebbled in the cool air. She stood there, exposed, her cheeks flushed.

Doreen stepped closer, her eyes roaming over Cassidy’s body. “Beautiful,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a sleek, black vibrator. “Now, show me how you use this.”

Cassidy’s eyes widened. “Here? Now?”

Doreen nodded, her expression unwavering. “If you want this job, you’ll do it.”

Cassidy swallowed hard, but she took the vibrator, her fingers wrapping around the smooth plastic. She hesitated for a moment, then slipped off her thong, letting it fall to the floor. She stood there, completely naked, her body on full display. She turned on the vibrator, the low hum filling the room. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation guide her.

She started slow, the vibrator tracing circles around her clit. Her breath hitched, her hips rocking slightly as the pleasure built. She moved the vibrator lower, sliding it between her folds, the tip teasing her entrance. She moaned softly, her head falling back as she pressed the vibrator inside herself. Her body trembled, her knees threatening to buckle as she worked it in and out, the sensations overwhelming.

Doreen watched her, her own breathing growing heavier. She reached down, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her pants. She touched herself, her eyes never leaving Cassidy’s body. She stepped closer, her movements deliberate, until she was standing just in front of the stage. “On your hands and knees,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Cassidy obeyed without hesitation. She dropped to the floor, her back arching as she positioned herself at the edge of the stage. Doreen knelt behind her, her hands gripping Cassidy’s hips. She leaned in, her tongue tracing a hot, wet path from Cassidy’s pussy to her ass. Cassidy gasped, her body jolting at the sensation.

Doreen’s tongue delved deeper, licking and teasing as her fingers slid inside Cassidy’s pussy. She worked her fingers in rhythm with her tongue, the dual sensations driving Cassidy wild. Cassidy’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as the pleasure built to a crescendo. She came with a cry, her body convulsing as Doreen continued to lick and stroke her.

When it was over, Cassidy collapsed onto the stage, her body spent.

Doreen stood, smoothing her blazer as if nothing had happened. “You’ve got the job,” she said, her tone casual, as if they hadn’t just shared an intensely intimate moment. “Be here tomorrow night.”

Cassidy nodded, still catching her breath. She couldn’t wait to start. And she couldn’t wait to get to know Doreen better. As she gathered her clothes and dressed, she glanced at Doreen, who was already walking away. There’s so much more to her, Cassidy thought. And she was determined to find out what it was.

45 - PEEPSHOW PLEASURES

FF / Lesbian / Striptease / Masturbation / Dildo

Janella leaned against the velvet cushion of the chaise lounge, adjusting the straps of her black lace lingerie. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of pink neon casting a sultry haze over the glass partition that separated her from the other side. She could hear the faint hum of the sex shop just beyond the heavy curtain—buzzers, whispers, the occasional clink of a cash register. But back here, it was quiet. Intimate. A space where fantasies came to life.

Some of the customers just wanted to talk. Others wanted a show. They bought lingerie from the sex shop for her to model for them, and sometimes they even purchased sex toys. Whatever the customer’s fantasy was, Janella always tried to fulfill it.

She glanced at the clock on the wall. Her shift had just begun, and the first customer of the day would be showing up any minute. Janella took a deep breath, letting the anticipation settle low in her belly. This job had started as a way to pay the bills, but over time, it had become something else entirely. A chance to explore her own desires, to feel powerful in her skin. She liked the way it felt to be seen, to be wanted. Even if it was through a pane of glass.

The curtain rustled, and Janella straightened up, her posture instantly shifting into something more alluring. She crossed her legs slowly, letting her heel dangle from her toes as she leaned back against the cushion. The customer stepped into view, and Janella’s breath hitched.

It was a woman.

She was tall, with caramel skin that seemed to glow under the neon lights. Her dark hair was styled in loose waves, and she wore a fitted black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Janella couldn’t help but stare. Women rarely came into the peep show—most of her customers were men—but this woman walked in like she owned the place. Her confidence was magnetic.

“Hi. I’m Candace,” she said, her voice smooth and low. She sat down on the stool on the other side of the glass, her eyes meeting Janella’s through the partition. “Janella, right?”

Janella nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “That’s me.”

Candace smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made Janella’s heart skip a beat. “I’ve heard about you. They say you’re the best.”

Janella felt a flush of pride—and something else, something hotter. She shifted on the chaise, letting her hand rest on her thigh. “I try to be.”

Candace pulled a crisp fifty-dollar bill from her purse and slipped it into the tip slot. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Janella’s lips curved into a smile. She stood up, moving with deliberate grace as she began to pose. She ran her hands over her body, tracing the lines of her lingerie, letting her fingers linger on the lace that barely covered her. She turned, arching her back to give Candace a view of her curves, the way her ass peeked out from the garter straps.

Candace watched intently, her eyes dark with hunger. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the counter as Janella moved, her breath fogging the glass. “You’re stunning,” she murmured.

Janella felt a shiver run down her spine. There was something about the way Candace looked at her—like she could see right through her, like she wanted to devour her. It was intoxicating.

When Janella finished her set, Candace slid another fifty into the slot. “I want more,” she said, her voice husky. “Show me what happens when you’re alone.”

Janella’s pulse quickened. She hadn’t expected this, but the way Candace was looking at her made her feel bold, reckless. She sat back down on the chaise, her eyes never leaving Candace’s as she slowly slid her hand down her stomach, under the waistband of her panties.

Candace’s breath hitched, and Janella could see the way her chest rose and fell, the way her fingers tightened on the edge of the counter. Janella moaned softly as her fingers found her clit, her hips rocking into her touch. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the heat building with every stroke.

“Good girl,” Candace whispered, her voice barely audible through the glass. “Just like that.”

Janella’s breath came faster, her fingers working in rhythm with the pounding of her heart. She could see Candace’s hand moving, sliding under her dress, and the thought of her touching herself while watching her made Janella’s arousal spike.

Candace pulled out another bill—this time, a hundred—and pushed it through the slot. “Take it off. All of it.”

Janella didn’t hesitate. She stood up, slow and deliberate, as she peeled off her lingerie piece by piece. First the garters, then the panties, and finally the bra. She stood naked in front of the glass, her body on full display. She turned, letting Candace take her in, her skin tingling under the heat of her gaze.

“You’re perfect,” Candace breathed. She slid another bill through the slot. “Do you have any toys?”

Janella’s lips curved into a sly smile. She bent down, her breasts swaying slightly as she reached under the chaise and pulled out a large, thick dildo. She held it up for Candace to see, her eyes locking with hers as she slowly licked the tip.

Candace’s lips parted, her hand moving faster under her dress. “Use it,” she urged. “I want to see you.”

Janella lay back on the chaise, spreading her legs wide as she positioned the dildo at her entrance. She moaned as she pushed it in, the thick shaft stretching her, filling her perfectly. She moved it in and out, her hips rolling with the rhythm, her free hand pinching her nipple as she lost herself in the sensation.

Candace was right there with her, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she touched herself. Her eyes were glued to Janella, to the way her body moved, the way she moaned and thrashed as she fucked herself with the dildo.

“I’m close,” Janella gasped, her back arching off the chaise. “Oh fuck, I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” Candace whispered, her voice low and desperate. “Let me see you.”

Janella’s head fell back as she came, waves of pleasure crashing over her as the dildo thrust deep inside her. She cried out, her body trembling with the intensity of her orgasm. Across the glass, Candace moaned, her own climax washing over her as she watched.

For a moment, the room was silent except for their heavy breathing. Then Candace reached into her purse and pulled out a pen and a piece of paper. She wrote something down and slipped it through the slot.

Janella picked it up, her fingers trembling slightly. It was a phone number.

“Call me,” Candace said, standing up and smoothing her dress. She gave Janella one last, lingering look before she turned and walked out, leaving Janella alone in the room.

Janella stared at the number in her hand, her heart racing. She had never felt so turned on, so alive. She couldn’t wait to see what Candace had in store for her next.

46 - CHEATING AT CHERRY’S

FF / Lesbian / Stripper / Cheating / Revenge / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The bass throbbed through the walls of Cherry’s, the kind of deep, pulsing rhythm that made Starla’s skin tingle every time she stepped onto the stage. She adjusted the strap of her neon pink lingerie, catching her reflection in the dimly lit mirror backstage.

Her dark curls cascaded over her shoulders, and her lips glistened with a shine she’d learned to perfect over the years. She loved the way the light caught her curves, the way the crowd’s eyes followed her every move. But tonight, something was off.

Caramel was watching her. Again.

Riley, the club’s manager, was a suave butch woman, and Caramel was her girlfriend. Caramel seemed to think Starla was a threat to their relationship, but in reality, Starla was more focused on making money. Caramel’s threats had become a daily nuisance, and Starla resented it.

Starla had noticed the way Caramel glared at her from across the room, her arms crossed, her crimson lips twisted into a scowl. It wasn’t subtle. Caramel had been cold to her since the day she started, making snide comments under her breath or “accidentally” bumping into her backstage. Starla had tried to brush it off, chalking it up to workplace drama, but tonight felt different.

As she stepped off the stage after her set, the cool air of the club brushing against her sweat-slicked skin, Caramel appeared in front of her, blocking her path. She held a glass of something dark and sticky, her eyes gleaming with a satisfaction that made Starla’s stomach twist.

“Nice set,” Caramel said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Too bad you’re still so… green.”

Starla forced a smile, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “Thanks. I’m still learning.”

“Maybe you should learn faster,” Caramel shot back, her tone sharp. “This isn’t some amateur hour.”

Before Starla could respond, Caramel “tripped,” and the drink in her hand splashed across Starla’s chest, the liquid seeping into her already flimsy lingerie. The cold shock made her gasp, and she stepped back, her face flushing with anger.

“What the hell, Caramel?”

Caramel smirked, her eyes narrowing. “Oops. My bad.”

Starla’s jaw tightened. She’d had enough. “You did that on purpose.”

“Prove it,” Caramel said, her voice low and taunting.

Starla felt the heat of frustration rise in her chest. She wasn’t about to let this woman intimidate her. She turned on her heel, storming toward the back of the club where Riley’s office was tucked away. She didn’t knock, just shoved the door open, her heart pounding with anger.

Riley looked up from her desk, her sharp eyes narrowing as she took in Starla’s dripping form. “What happened?”

“I quit,” Starla snapped, her voice trembling.

Riley stood, her tall frame imposing even as she moved with a casual grace. She crossed the room, her hand reaching out to touch Starla’s arm. “Whoa, slow down. What’s going on?”

Starla pulled away, her chest heaving. “Caramel. She’s been on my case since day one, and tonight she spilled a drink on me. On purpose. I’m not going to put up with this anymore.”

Riley sighed, running a hand through her short-cropped hair. “Starla, I’m sorry. Caramel… she’s been jealous. It’s my fault.”

Starla blinked, caught off guard. “Your fault?”

Riley stepped closer, her voice softening. “I can’t keep my eyes off you. And she knows it.”

Starla’s breath hitched, her anger momentarily forgotten. She’d noticed the way Riley watched her sometimes, the way her gaze lingered a little too long. But she hadn’t thought much of it. Until now.

“Riley, I…”

Before she could finish, Riley closed the distance between them, her lips crashing against Starla’s in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was hungry, desperate, and it took Starla’s breath away. She hesitated for a moment, her mind racing, but then she gave in, her hands tangling in Riley’s hair as she kissed her back with equal intensity.

When they finally pulled apart, Riley’s eyes were dark with desire. “We’ll keep this quiet. Caramel doesn’t have to know.”

Starla nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. Riley’s hands were already moving, sliding the straps of her lingerie down her shoulders, her touch leaving a trail of fire on her skin. Starla shivered as she stood bare before Riley’s hungry gaze.

Riley backed her toward the desk, clearing a space with one swift motion. “Get up,” she murmured, her voice low and commanding.

Starla obeyed, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she hoisted herself up. Riley stepped between her legs, her hands sliding up Starla’s thighs, her touch sending sparks through her body. Then Riley’s fingers were on her, teasing her, making her gasp as she explored her with a practiced ease.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Riley breathed, her eyes locked on Starla’s.

Starla couldn’t respond, her breath hitching as Riley’s fingers dipped inside her, curling in just the right way to make her see stars. Her head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as Riley’s mouth descended on her, her tongue working in perfect harmony with her fingers.

The sensation was overwhelming, each stroke and lick sending waves of pleasure through her body. Riley’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place as she devoured her, her tongue relentless as she chased Starla’s climax.

“Riley,” Starla gasped, her hands tightening in Riley’s hair as she felt the pressure build, her body trembling on the edge.

Riley pulled back just long enough to reach into her desk, pulling out a sleek, black dildo. She smirked as she spread the lube on it, her eyes dark with anticipation. “Ready?”

Starla nodded, her heart racing as Riley positioned herself between her legs again. The first thrust made her gasp, the fullness overwhelming as Riley started to move, each stroke hitting that perfect spot inside her.

“Fuck,” Starla moaned, her hands gripping the desk as Riley fucked her with a steady rhythm, the dildo driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Riley’s eyes never left hers, her expression a mix of lust and something deeper, something that made Starla’s chest tighten. She felt the pressure building, her body tightening around the dildo as Riley pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

And then she was falling, her climax crashing over her in waves as Riley watched, her eyes filled with a satisfaction that made Starla’s heart race.

As the aftershocks of her orgasm subsided, Riley stepped back, pulling the dildo out with a soft pop. She leaned in, kissing Starla deeply, her hands cradling her face. “You’re not quitting. You’re staying.”

Starla nodded, her breath still ragged as she smiled up at Riley. “I’m staying.”

Riley smirked, her fingers trailing down Starla’s chest. “Good. Now get dressed before Caramel comes looking for me.”

Starla slid off the desk, her legs still shaky as she reached for her clothes. She wasn’t going to let Caramel intimidate her anymore. She had a reason to stay now. And she was going to enjoy every minute of it.

“Riley,” she said softly, her voice trembling with unspoken desire.

Riley turned, her eyes dark with promise. “We’ll talk later. For now, just… keep this between us.”

Starla nodded, her heart racing as she finished dressing. She couldn’t quit now. Not when Riley was waiting for her in the shadows, her touch still lingering on her skin.

As she stepped out of Riley’s office, the bass from the club’s speakers thrummed through her, a reminder of the secrets she now carried. Secrets she was determined to keep. Secrets that would keep her coming back for more.

47 - A BIRTHDAY STRIPTEASE

FF / Lesbian / Striptease / Public / Lap Dance / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

The bass throbbed through the floor, vibrating up Mimi’s legs as she adjusted the hem of her tight, black dress. This is going to be a night to remember, she thought, her lips curling into a smile as Beth and Carla dragged her by the arms into the dimly lit strip club. The air was thick with the scent of perfume, liquor, and something electric—something that made Mimi’s pulse quicken.

“Happy birthday, bitch!” Carla shouted over the music, slamming three tequila shots onto the table.

Beth grabbed one, raising it high. “To Mimi! May this be the year you finally get laid!”

Mimi rolled her eyes but laughed, clinking her glass against theirs. The tequila burned its way down her throat, leaving a warm trail that settled low in her stomach. She leaned back in her chair, her eyes scanning the room.

The stage was alive with movement, bodies bathed in neon light, twisting and turning to the rhythm of the music. Her gaze landed on one dancer in particular—a woman with curves that could stop traffic, her skin glowing under the strobe lights. She moved with a confidence that made Mimi’s breath hitch.

“Damn,” Mimi muttered under her breath, her eyes glued to the stripper as she shimmied down the pole, her hips swaying with hypnotic precision.

“Go tip her, birthday girl!” Beth nudged her with an elbow, grinning mischievously.

Mimi hesitated for only a moment before grabbing a few bills from her purse and making her way to the stage. The stripper’s eyes locked onto hers as she approached, a slow, sultry smile spreading across her lips. Mimi tucked the money into the girl’s g-string, their fingers brushing for just a second—long enough to send a jolt of heat through her.

“Thank you, sugar,” the stripper purred, her voice low and smooth like honey.

Mimi felt her cheeks flush as she returned to her seat, her heart pounding in her chest.

The night blurred after that—more drinks, more laughter, more daring glances toward the stage. Then, out of nowhere, the stripper was standing at their table, her hips cocked to one side, a sly grin on her face.

“Hi there. I’m Cookie,” she introduced herself, her eyes lingering on Mimi. “I couldn’t help but notice you staring.”

“Uh… guilty,” Mimi stammered, her words stumbling over themselves.

Beth and Carla burst into laughter, clinking their glasses together again.

“Well, since it’s your birthday,” Cookie leaned in closer, her perfume intoxicating, “how about a lap dance? On me.”

Mimi’s mouth went dry. She glanced at her friends, who were practically bouncing in their seats with excitement. “Yeah… okay.”

Cookie took Mimi’s hand, leading her to a more secluded area of the club. The music seemed to grow louder, the bass thrumming through Mimi’s body as she sat down, her legs pressed tightly together. Cookie positioned herself between Mimi’s knees, her hands trailing up her own thighs before she started to move.

Her hips swayed, her body rolling in ways that made Mimi’s head spin. Cookie leaned in, her lips brushing against Mimi’s ear.

“You’re even prettier up close,” she whispered, her breath warm against Mimi’s skin.

Mimi’s hands gripped the edges of the chair as Cookie’s body pressed against hers, her ass grinding against Mimi’s thighs. She could feel every curve, every movement, and it was driving her wild. Cookie turned around, her hands sliding up Mimi’s legs, her eyes locking onto hers as she bent forward, her cleavage inches from Mimi’s face.

“Happy birthday,” Cookie murmured, her voice dripping with promise. “You know, we could make this night even more special. There’s a private room down the hall. Just you and me.”

Mimi’s heart skipped a beat. She glanced back at her friends, who were watching with wide eyes and exaggerated thumbs-up gestures. “Okay,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Cookie took her hand again, leading her down a long, dimly lit hallway. The music faded, replaced by the sound of their footsteps and Mimi’s racing heartbeat. They slipped behind a heavy curtain into a small room—a sofa against one wall, a stripper pole in the center, and a single lamp casting a warm, golden glow.

Cookie didn’t waste any time. She stepped onto the pole, her body arching as she spun, her eyes never leaving Mimi’s. Slowly, she began to undress, peeling off her lingerie piece by piece until she stood completely naked, her skin glistening under the light. Mimi’s mouth went dry as she took her in—every curve, every inch of her flawless body.

“You’re gorgeous,” Mimi breathed, her voice trembling.

Cookie smiled, stepping closer. “So are you.” She knelt in front of Mimi, her hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her skirt up. “Let me make you feel good.”

Mimi’s breath hitched as her fingers brushed against her own clit, her body already burning with need.

Cookie watched with hooded eyes, her lips parting slightly. “Let me help you with that,” she said, her voice low and husky.

She dropped between Mimi’s legs, her tongue flicking against her clit in slow, teasing strokes. Mimi’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips as Cookie’s tongue worked its magic. Her hands tangled in Cookie’s hair, her hips rocking against her mouth as the pleasure built, consuming her.

“Oh my God,” Mimi gasped, her body trembling as she came, waves of ecstasy crashing over her.

Cookie looked up, a satisfied smile on her lips. “Your turn,” Mimi said, her voice shaky but determined.

She pulled Cookie up, turning her around and bending her over the couch. Mimi’s tongue traced the curve of her ass, her hands gripping Cookie’s hips as she licked and sucked, her fingers teasing her clit.

Mimi reached into her purse, pulling out a small vibrator. She pressed it against Cookie’s clit, her own body tingling with anticipation as she slid it inside her, feeling her tremble with pleasure. Cookie’s moans filled the room, her body arching as she came undone.

They collapsed onto the couch, their breathing ragged, their bodies still entwined. Cookie turned to Mimi, her eyes soft. “We should do this again sometime,” she said, her fingers brushing against Mimi’s cheek.

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

They exchanged numbers, the air between them charged with unspoken promises. As they left the private room, Mimi felt a rush of exhilaration. She could barely wait to tell Beth and Carla everything.

48 - AN ESCORT’S WEALTHY CUSTOMER

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

49 - AN ENTICING PROPOSITION

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Ball Gag / Nipple Clamps / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Dildo / Double Penetration / Anal

The envelope in Dawn’s hand felt heavier than it should have. She stared at the final notice stamped across the bill, her stomach twisting into knots. The rent was due tomorrow, and her bank account was as empty as the shelves in her pantry. She sank into her threadbare couch, the weight of her situation pressing down on her shoulders. What am I going to do? she thought, running a hand through her long, dark hair.

She had always managed to scrape by, but this time felt different. Her job at the café barely covered her groceries, let alone the mountain of debt she was drowning in. She needed a solution, and fast. That’s when she saw the ad tucked into the corner of the local paper: Waitress Wanted – Tips Included. Inquire at The Velvet Rose.

The Velvet Rose. She knew the name. It was the strip club on the edge of town, the kind of place she’d never imagined stepping foot in. But desperate times called for desperate measures. She glanced at the clock. It was still early enough to swing by before they opened for the evening.

The walk to the club was a blur. Her mind raced with possibilities, her stomach a mix of nerves and hunger. When she arrived, the building was unassuming from the outside, its neon sign dark and lifeless in the daylight. She pushed open the door, the sound of her heels clicking against the tile floor echoing in the empty space.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice trembling slightly.

A man stepped out from behind the bar, his presence immediately commanding her attention. He was tall, his broad shoulders accentuated by the tight black shirt he wore. His dark eyes locked onto hers, and she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep.

“I… I’m here about the waitress job,” Dawn stammered, clutching her purse tighter.

He tilted his head, eyes narrowing as he took her in. “You’re applying for a waitress position here?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing under his intense gaze.

He stepped closer, his boots thudding against the floor. “You’re too beautiful to be a waitress.”

Her breath hitched. “I… I don’t understand.”

A slow smirk spread across his lips. “Let me introduce myself. I’m Jeremy, the manager here. And I think you’re better suited for something… more lucrative.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. “What do you mean?”

His hand brushed against her arm, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “I have a proposition for you. A partnership, if you will.”

Her mind raced. She wasn’t sure what he meant, but there was something about the way he looked at her that made her skin tingle. “What kind of partnership?”

“You’re new to this world, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice low and knowing.

Dawn hesitated, then nodded. “I’ve never worked at a place like this before.”

“I can tell,” he said, his smirk returning. “But I see potential in you. How would you feel about becoming my personal submissive?”

Her eyes widened. “Your… what?”

“A submissive,” he repeated, his tone steady. “Someone who trusts me to guide them, to take control. It’s not for everyone, but I think you might enjoy it.”

She swallowed hard, the idea both terrifying and intriguing. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“There’s no pressure,” he said, his voice softening. “This is your choice. But if you’re curious, I can show you what it’s like.”

Dawn’s mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. She needed the money, but this… this was something else entirely. Yet, there was a part of her that wanted to know more, that wanted to see where this could lead.

She took a deep breath. “Can I… think about it?”

He nodded. “Take your time. But if you decide to explore this, I’ll be here.”

She hesitated, then made a decision. “Show me.”

The corner of his mouth lifted in a satisfied smile. “Follow me.”

He led her through the club, down a dimly lit hallway to a door at the end. He unlocked it and stepped inside, flicking on the lights. The room was unlike anything Dawn had ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a bench fitted with straps sat in the center of the room. Her heart raced as she took it all in.

“Take off your clothes,” Jeremy instructed, his voice firm but not unkind.

Her hands trembled as she began to undress, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also… something else. Something she couldn’t quite name.

When she stood before him, naked and unsure, he stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “Lie down on the bench,” he ordered.

She obeyed, the cool leather pressing against her back as he secured her wrists and ankles with the restraints. Her heart pounded as he picked up a ball gag, holding it up for her to see.

“Open,” he said, and she did, her mouth dry as he placed the gag between her teeth and fastened it behind her head.

Next came the clamps, their cold metal biting into her nipples, sending a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure through her. She whimpered, her body reacting in ways she hadn’t expected.

Jeremy stepped back, admiring his work. “Doing well so far. Let’s see how much you can take.”

He grabbed a large butt plug, coating it with lube before guiding it to her entrance. She tensed, her muscles tightening as he pressed it in, the sensation both strange and exhilarating.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hand resting on her hip. “Let it in.”

She forced herself to breathe, to loosen up, and soon the plug was fully seated inside her, stretching her in a way that made her gasp around the gag.

Jeremy reached for the hitachi vibrator, turning it on and pressing it against her clit. The vibrations sent shockwaves through her, her hips bucking against her restraints as pleasure built within her. She was so close, so close—

And then he pulled it away.

She whined, her body screaming for release, but he shook his head. “Not yet.”

Her eyes pleaded with him, but he remained unmoved. Instead, he picked up two large dildos, their size making her eyes widen. He coated them with lube and positioned one at her entrance, sliding it into her with a steady, deliberate motion. She felt every inch of it, her body stretching to accommodate its girth.

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

He worked the dildo in and out of her, the sensations overwhelming her. Jeremy pulled out the buttplug. She tensed, her body instinctively resisting, but he pressed on, sliding the other dildo into her ass. The feeling was intense as both dildos stretched her.

“Breathe,” he reminded her, his free hand running soothingly along her thigh.

She did, her body slowly adjusting as he pushed the dildo in, the dual penetration sending her into a haze of pleasure and pain. She couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming sensations coursing through her.

Jeremy picked up the pace, thrusting the dildos into her with increasing intensity. She could feel them deep inside her, their combined girth stretching her to her limit. Her body tightened, her orgasm building until it finally crashed over her, her cries muffled by the gag.

But he didn’t stop. He continued to thrust into her, his own arousal evident as he watched her writhe beneath him. Finally, he pulled the dildo from her ass and replaced it with his cock, sinking into her with a groan.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt. She was so full, so stretched, her body struggling to accommodate him. But it felt good, so good, and she couldn’t help but moan around the gag as he fucked her, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Her orgasm built again, her body tightening around him as he drove her to the edge. He grunted, his pace quickening as he neared his own climax. With a final thrust, he came inside her, filling her with his release as she came undone beneath him.

He pulled out, his breath heavy as he looked down at her. “You did well,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction.

He unfastened the restraints and removed the gag, his touch surprisingly gentle. She was still catching her breath, her body trembling from the intensity of what she’d just experienced.

“You’ve got potential,” he said, reaching for something on the wall. “I’d like to see more of you.”

He held up a collar, the black leather gleaming in the dim light. “Will you be my submissive?”

She hesitated, her mind still reeling, but there was a part of her that wanted this, that craved the control and the release it offered. She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the cool leather a stark contrast to her heated skin. “From now on, you’ll call me master.”

She felt a shiver run through her at the word, but there was also a sense of contentment, of belonging. “Yes, master,” she said, her voice soft but steady.

He smiled, his hand resting on her cheek. “Good girl. You’re going to do very well here.”

Her heart raced as she looked up at him, the promise of something new and exciting on the horizon. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, she felt a glimmer of hope.

50 - A DATE WITH A DOMINATRIX

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Restraints / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Vibrator

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Ali’s voice was low, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made Jim’s heart race.

She stood over him, her lace bra catching the dim light of the bedroom, her lips curved into a sly smile. He nodded, his wrists already bound to the bedposts with soft leather restraints, his mind swirling with anticipation and a hint of nervousness.

Ali leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Good boy,” she murmured, her fingers tracing a slow, teasing line down his chest. Jim shivered, his cock already hard and aching for her touch. But Ali wasn’t in a hurry. She never was.

It had all started so innocently. Jim had swiped right on Ali’s profile on the dating app because she had a smile that seemed to promise something more. They’d exchanged a few messages—casual, flirty banter—and before he knew it, they were sitting across from each other at a cozy restaurant, the kind with soft lighting and a menu filled with dishes he couldn’t pronounce.

“So, what do you do for a living?” Jim had asked, halfway through his glass of wine. He’d meant it as small talk, but Ali’s answer had caught him off guard.

“I’m a professional dominatrix,” she’d said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if she were telling him she worked in accounting. Jim had blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Wait, like… a dominatrix dominatrix?” he’d asked, his voice rising slightly in disbelief. Ali had laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic.

“Yes, like a real one,” she’d replied, leaning forward slightly, her eyes locking onto his. “Does that scare you?”

Jim had shaken his head quickly, though he wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “No, not at all. I’ve just… never met someone who does that before.”

Ali had smiled then, a slow, knowing smile that made something deep inside Jim stir. “Well, now you have.”

The rest of the dinner had flown by, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. By the time the check came, Jim had found himself completely captivated by Ali—her confidence, her wit, her presence. When she’d suggested they continue the night at her place, he’d agreed without hesitation.

Now, here he was, lying on her bed, his body exposed and vulnerable, his pulse quickening with every second that passed. Ali’s hands were everywhere and nowhere, teasing him, testing him, making him burn with need.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she watched him squirm beneath her touch.

“Yes,” Jim admitted, his voice hoarse. He wasn’t sure if it was the restraints or the way she was looking at him, but he felt a thrill of excitement he’d never experienced before.

Ali’s smile widened. “I thought so.”

She moved then, her fingers closing around his cock, her grip firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Jim groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but the restraints held him firmly in place.

“Patience,” Ali chided, her tone playful but firm. “Good things come to those who wait.”

Jim’s breath hitched as she leaned down, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. He could feel her breath, warm and tantalizing, as it ghosted over his cock, and he bit back a moan.

“Please,” he begged, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Ali chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “Please what?” she asked, her voice a low purr.

“Please… touch me.”

Ali’s response was to take him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock in a way that made Jim’s entire body tense.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands clenching into fists as pleasure coursed through him. But just as quickly as she’d started, Ali pulled away, leaving him aching and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jim groaned in frustration, but part of him—the part that was quickly learning to trust Ali—was thrilled by the denial. It was a new sensation, one that heightened every touch, every breath, every moment.

Ali reached for something on the nightstand, and Jim’s eyes widened as she held up a small vibrator. “Ever tried one of these?” she asked, her voice casual, as if she were asking if he’d ever tried sushi.

Jim shook his head. “No.”

Ali’s smile was wicked. “You’re about to.”

She pressed the vibrator to the tip of his cock, and Jim’s entire body jerked at the sensation. It was intense, almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way. And then, before he could fully process what was happening, Ali was sliding the vibrator into his ass, the small device buzzing gently as she began to stroke his cock.

Jim’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from his throat as pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt surged through him. It was too much and not enough all at once, and he could feel himself teetering on the edge, desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Ali whispered, her voice a soothing balm against the storm raging inside him. “Let go.”

And he did.

Jim came hard, his back arching off the bed as waves of ecstasy crashed over him. Ali rode him through it, her own pleasure evident in the way her body moved, the way her breath hitched, the way her eyes fluttered shut. When it was over, they both collapsed, the room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing.

Ali was the first to move, her fingers deftly undoing the restraints that held Jim in place. He watched her, still catching his breath, his mind reeling from what had just happened.

“So?” Ali asked, her tone light but her eyes serious. “What did you think?”

Jim hesitated, but only for a moment. “I think… I need to do that again.”

Ali’s smile was warm, almost maternal, but there was a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Next time,” she said, her voice a promise, “we’ll go even further.”

And for the first time in his life, Jim found himself eagerly looking forward to something he’d never even known he wanted.
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