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BELONGING

Beverly Hills Trap House

(Book 2)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Liz McMaster was surfing the internet in her office. For whatever reason, she couldn’t stop reliving her past days with Wren, her first femme boy. The first, and perhaps, only man that she ever loved. Wren was beautiful as a girl, but she was also beautiful as Steven Smith. Liz never should have gone behind his back. She never should have betrayed his trust.

Liz wished she could go back to change the past, but just like everyone else, she had to live with the regrets of her betrayal. Not that she was thinking like that at the time. She always thought another Wren would come along, yet no matter how many girly boys passed through her halls, none of them compared to the one she’d lost.

Maybe it was because Wren was the first person that Liz truly loved. Perhaps things would have been different if the lines between friends and romantic partners hadn’t been so blurry.

Wren and Liz had already started inviting others into the bedroom when things took a turn for the worse. Liz went off and fooled around with one of their invitees on her own, crushing Wren in the process, and Liz acted as an adulterer more than once.

Liz had never seen Wren so angry as when she found out. She cursed Liz and ran away, only coming back when Liz chased after her and begged her to stay, back when she was living in a small apartment in West Hollywood, long before she inherited the Beverly Hills mansion. They tried to work it out, but Wren didn’t have it in her to fully forgive.

Wren shredded her feminine half to become Steven Smith again. He moved out to the East Coast to start a new life far away from Liz. He was broken, unable to try again. He was angry and hurt, and at the time, Liz acted like it wasn’t a big deal.

She was from a wealthy family with a promising business career ahead of her. She could have become a high-power agent or even a producer. She could have gone on to law school. There were many paths available to Liz, but she hadn’t yet realized how big of a seismic shift losing Steven was.

Not for a few years.

Liz was working in the offices that ran Hollywood, popping around from role to role, waiting for her inheritance to start her career as a producer, but no matter how much she tried to ignore it, she couldn’t escape the disappointment of hurting the love of her life.

Wren was an angel when she transformed, gathering attention wherever she went. Wren had a pure soul, and Liz had given that up for a man who only treated her like a piece of meat. A man who wanted to fuck her and nothing more.

Wren wanted to love Liz.

She wanted to make love to Liz.

They’d even talked about starting a family, but that was all history now. Liz was already forty-four and had given up on the idea of children long ago. She had enough people coming through her house to take care of that she didn’t need biological children of her own. There were people out there who would always care, who would always check on her when she got old.

Yet the only person Liz wanted to take care of her was Wren. She wished so much time hadn’t passed, but Liz couldn’t stop wondering if maybe Wren still felt how she did, if maybe there was a chance that they could form something new.

Wren opened her computer and went to a search engine. It’d been a long time since she tried tracking Steven. Last she’d heard he moved to the East Coast, bouncing around from city to city. He never kept the same number or address, and Liz knew Steven’s actions were spurred by the pain she’d caused.

Liz always wondered what Steven was up to these days, but she could never bring herself to look, except that day was different. Liz was tired of wondering ‘what-if’ and wanted to find out what Steven was up to these days, if there was even a remote chance that she could get him back into her life.

Liz swallowed as she typed Steven’s name and age into the search bar. She added the last number of his that she had for good measure, and then she took a big breath before hitting enter on her keyboard. A slew of results showed up, but Liz only needed the first.

The first result was a link to a car dealership in San Bernardino. There wasn’t much information on the search engine’s page besides an excerpt with Steven’s name. Liz clicked on the link, and she couldn’t believe it. There was a photo of Steven!

He was a manager at the car dealership! There was a biography about Steven on the website, saying that he had been working at the dealership in San Bernardino for over seven years.

Liz thought back to the last time she’d searched for Steven, and it’d probably been five or six years, long before they would have added Steven to the dealership’s website, Liz imagined. She stared at her computer screen in complete disbelief that Steven had been living so close for so long and she hadn’t known!

His contact information was even on the website. An email and a direct line to his office phone. Liz took a screenshot of the page. She almost sent Steven an email, but she needed time to cool off first. She didn’t want to send him a message when she was overcharged with emotions, angry at herself and the situation, disturbed at the feelings floating around within her because they felt something like love, and that wasn’t okay.

Liz slammed her laptop shut and got up from her computer, leaving her office before she did something she would regret. Liz needed something stiff, so she grabbed a bottle of vodka and went to sit by her pool. She only took a few swigs before the tears of regret were rolling down her cheeks.
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Cinnamon held a cellphone to her ear as it rang. She was shaken from the aggression bubbling up from her roommates. She was the newest girl in the house, so she wanted to follow their lead, but she didn’t want to fall into the trenches of drama. She just wanted to please clients, stack her money, and relax in the mansion.

Couldn’t the other girls see that they were living a good life? Perhaps the best life? Who else in the world got to make thousands for just a few hours of work? Cinnamon imagined very few people.

“Hey, Cinnamon! You caught me at the perfect time!”

“Oh, good. I was worried you’d be busy,” Cinnamon said to Poppy. Poppy was the woman who’d introduced Cinnamon to Liz before moving to New York to pursue her real-estate ambitions in a vibrant, new-to-her city.

“I’m just between showings right now! Going over some specs at a café. What’s up?”

Cinnamon didn’t know where to begin, but it was so nice hearing her former boss slash mentor’s voice. Cinnamon knew that if there was anyone she could trust with her feelings, it was Poppy.

“Um… this is hard to say.”

“It’s the girls, isn’t it?”

“I don’t want to talk bad about them, but yes.”

“Guess the honeymoon is over,” Poppy said with a chuckle.

“Were they like this before you left?”

“Why do you think I left?”

“Yeah,” Cinnamon said with a sigh. The money was incredible, probably better than any job she would ever have, but there was only so much infighting that Cinnamon could handle. There was less tension in the small house she shared with eleven other people back in San Pedro.

“Don’t worry, Cinnamon. You’ll figure out the ropes. Have you had your first client yet?”

“Yes.” Cinnamon smiled as she thought back to her little rendezvous under the moonlight in the park. She was more attracted to women than men, but part of Cinnamon loved how Joseph Green had fucked her. How he’d cum deep inside of her while she released all over the ground. It still made her quiver when she thought about it.

“Excellent! How was it?”

“Better than expected,” Cinnamon said.

“Just do that one hundred more times, and you’ll have enough money to do whatever you want. By the way, how are things at the office?” asked Poppy.

“They’re okay,” said Cinnamon. She lived something of a double life, real-estate man by day and crossdressing ho by night. “They haven’t made me a full agent yet, but they’re letting me take on some condo listings to get my feet wet while I meet clients.”

“If you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to reach out. I might be living across the country, but I still care about your success.”

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said with a smile. She wished Poppy were there, so she could give the girl a hug, but it was enough to hear her voice. It was enough to know that she was doing okay, but Cinnamon never doubted she would be. Poppy was a whirlwind and didn’t let anything stop her, especially not fear nor doubt. She took the world head-on in a way Cinnamon would always admire and hoped to emulate.

“How are things going in New York? Have you sold a place yet?”

“Yes! I actually just had a client close on a three-million-dollar loft. Met him at a party and had him hunting for properties a week later.”

“Girl, that’s amazing! I don’t know how you do it!”

“Focus on yourself, Cinnamon. Those girls you’re living with can be catty and vindictive, but you’ll see that it’s not as easy as it looks. I was by far the most popular girl in the house by the time I left, and the girls let me know how much they hated it. They even tried to get me sick once, so they could ‘cover’ for my dates!”

“What?” Cinnamon asked in disbelief. “Are you serious?”

“Yes! They tried to give me some unfiltered water. It was Raven’s idea, I’m sure. She’s the only one crazy enough to drive to the country to fill up a bottle with water to try to get me sick, but the other girls knew about it, and they did nothing to stop me from drinking the water. It was clear, but the water had the faintest smell, so I didn’t drink it, but I never trusted them again after that.”

“Damn, I can’t believe they would do that! Are you sure it was Raven?”

“I never got proof, but I don’t see any of the other girls doing anything. Sparkle looked like she even wanted to tell me something that day but stopped short of doing so.”

“Hm, I wonder why,” Cinnamon speculated.

“There’s no telling, but you need to watch your back.”

“Yes, I do.”

“You have the potential to become a star, Cinnamon, but you can’t let those girls doubt yourself. You can’t shy away from the girl you want to become. Trust me, the money is worth ignoring the drama.”

“I hope I can stay strong.”

“Me too,” Poppy said. Then Cinnamon heard her say something else, and she could tell that Poppy was exiting whatever café she’d been at between showings. “Look, I have to go, but you can message me if anything happens. I’m always here for you.”

“Thanks, Poppy. Good luck at your showings.”

“I don’t need luck. Just these amazing tits,” Poppy said with a laugh before saying goodbye and ending the call.

Cinnamon stared at her phone as she sat in her bedroom, wondering what in the world she got herself into by living with these girls. The money was good, but now she wouldn’t be able to look at a glass of water without wondering… what if.
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Solomon was forgetting what it was like to be himself. He was living so much time as Cinnamon that he wasn’t quite sure who Solomon even was anymore. Had this same thing happened to Poppy? Was that why she ended up transitioning fully?

Solomon never imagined he would do more than a little crossdressing, but he felt so much less powerful as a man. He had a nice suit and shoes and always looked clean, but people just didn’t look at him the same way as when he was Cinnamon.

When Solomon became Cinnamon, he turned heads everywhere he went. People would stare at him from across the room, relentlessly, and he would have to pretend not to notice, even though he loved the attention. He loved how Cinnamon was never invisible.

Solomon felt like nobody could see him, like nobody fully respected him, but he was still making inroads into the luxury real-estate market regardless. Nobody would stop him from tasting success, even if it took a bit longer to climb the ladder as a man, except maybe he didn’t need to at all.

Solomon kept wondering what would happen if he became Cinnamon full time. Would he go further faster? Would he find sexy rich clients like Poppy? Solomon kept wondering if he should just come into the office dressed en femme but stopped himself every time he stepped out of the shower.

It was never the right day.

Never the right time.

“Solomon, you’d better leave if you want to beat traffic,” said Bret. His full name was Bret Arthur, and he was one of the partners and founders at the luxury real-estate office where Solomon worked. Bret had his hands on Solomon’s desk as he lorded over it, staring down at Solomon with an intense gaze.

“You’re right, Bret. I’m so sorry.”

“Only be sorry if you’re late.”

Solomon grinned and nodded. Bret was the one who’d pushed for Solomon to get his own clients, so he’d better listen to the man when he told him to get out of the office.

“Did you need anything while I’m out?”

“For you to sell those condos.”

Solomon chuckled. “Right, I meant more along the lines of snacks or a drink or something, but I’ll try my best.”

“Nothing less than your best,” Bret said. He hadn’t stopped staring at Solomon with those intense eyes, like there was something else he wanted to say but couldn’t quite bring himself to utter the words. Solomon gathered his things before Bret could fire him or tell him that giving him the condo listings was a mistake.

“Okay, I’m about to head out now. You need anything before I go?”

Bret narrowed his eyes as Solomon stood in front of him with his bag hanging from his shoulder. Solomon worried every day about getting fired, but the longer Bret stared, the less Solomon thought these unspoken words were about his employment.

“Is everything okay, Bret?”

“Yeah, things are fine.”

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

“It’s just…” Bret looked like he was about to say everything that was on his mind, but then he snapped his lips shut a second later, shaking his head. “It’s nothing. Good luck at your showing!”

“Thanks,” Solomon said as Bret turned on his heels and scurried away from the desk. Solomon stared after Bret, wondering what could have been on his mind, but then he got an alert on his phone reminding him that he had to get to his showing, so he raced out of the door.
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Cinnamon didn’t get an offer on the condo she showed, but Liz lined up an easy three grand for her afterward. All she had to do was accompany a man to a hockey game, which she enjoyed a lot more than she thought she would. The man was really sweet and just seemed lonely. He said he would message Liz if he wanted the full package, which Cinnamon encouraged him to do.

Liz had made her sign paperwork that she wouldn’t ever give her clients more than they paid for, but part of her wanted to pull the lonely man into the bathroom at the hockey game to suck his dick, but her agreement forbade her from doing such things.

“How was your date last night?” Raven asked Cinnamon as she drove the girls to a nearby mall. They’d suggested Rodeo Drive, where the girls normally shopped, but Cinnamon wasn’t quite there yet. She needed clothes she could get on the cheap, so they’d agreed to go to the mall.

“It was good. We just went to a hockey game.”

“You didn’t give him any free treats, did you?” asked Raven.

“No,” Cinnamon said and met her eyes through the rear-view mirror. Cinnamon was sitting in the backseat with Tangerine and couldn’t help but notice how Tangerine looked annoyed by Raven’s line of questioning. “Liz made it clear that I can’t give out any goodies for free.”

“I’m glad. You wouldn’t want to ruin it for the rest of us.”

Tangerine’s jaw flexed at Raven’s words. Cinnamon didn’t want drama, so she changed the subject by asking Raven to turn up the music. She stared at Cinnamon for a second longer before doing what she’d asked. The girls sang along to the popular song, but Cinnamon could still feel the anger radiating off Tangerine.

“So, what do you guys think I should buy?” Cinnamon asked to reduce the tension, even though she wasn’t sure anything could at this point. Tangerine seriously didn’t like Raven, and the hatred had only grown since Poppy left the house.

“Definitely some makeup,” Sparkle said. “The stuff we have at the house is good, but you should figure out a signature style.”

“Hmm, what do you think would look good on me, Sparkle?”

“You should try some lipliner. I bet that would make you look extra hot!” said Raven.

“She asked Sparkle, Raven. Not you.”

Raven scoffed and waved her hand in the air at Tangerine. Cinnamon’s eyes widened. She was nervous to turn toward Tangerine, but she had to know how she was feeling after that major diss, and the look on Tangerine’s face said that she wasn’t happy, like she wanted to jump into that front seat to pull out Raven’s hair.

“Just because she asked you doesn’t mean I can’t answer, Tangerine. The world doesn’t revolve around you.”

“You’re lucky you’re driving,” Tangerine said under her breath.

“Oh, yeah? If I weren’t?” Raven asked, and then she threw her head back and cackled like a wild animal. The woman had no filter. She had no remorse. Cinnamon worried about how far she might push Tangerine.

Tangerine clenched her jaw and stared at Raven with daggers in her eyes, and Cinnamon was terrified that Tangerine was about to do something to put all their lives in danger, so she reached over to touch Tangerine’s thigh softly. It looked like Tangerine was pulled back to the present at that moment.

“How far are we from the mall?” Tangerine asked.

“Only a few minutes,” Raven said in a cheery voice, like she and Tangerine weren’t just about to fight. “Can you wait a little longer, T?”

“That’s not my name, Raven.”

“Oh, come on! Tangerine is such a mouthful. Why don’t you let us call you ‘T’? Don’t you girls think it would be better?”

Sparkle and Cinnamon shared a look. They both clearly didn’t want to get involved, but Raven and Tangerine were looking at them to take sides. Cinnamon just wanted it all to be over. She thought this shopping trip was a mistake when they first agreed to it, and now she was regretting her decision to tag along more than ever.

“Guys, please. It doesn’t have to be like this,” said Sparkle.

“Yeah, I really don’t want to get involved,” added Cinnamon.

“Whatever,” Raven said.

The tension in the car was out of control, but luckily, they’d arrived at the mall. Cinnamon breathed a little easier as Raven drove around to find a parking space. She slammed on the brakes when she got into the parking space, making everyone in the car jerk forward.

“Let’s go,” Raven said and grabbed her keys and purse.

Cinnamon spent a lot of time getting dressed and undressed because of the double life that she lived. She wasn’t allowed to be around Liz without dressing up as Cinnamon, and nobody at the office knew about her part-time gig as a woman, so it was really a lot of work.

“You know what I would love?” Cinnamon asked as they were walking toward the entrance.

“What’s that?” Sparkle asked.

The other two girls were still too pissed to talk, but Cinnamon wasn’t about to egg them on. Not after how they were acting a few minutes ago. Cinnamon didn’t know how long it would be before the fight between Tangerine and Raven bubbled over, but she hoped Liz would intervene when it did.

“I want to learn some super simple makeup techniques,” Cinnamon said in her practiced girly voice. “I’m so tired of having to wash off an hour of work just to go to the office! Or even worse, trying to do my makeup and change for Liz. I’ve only had those two clients, but I’m hoping to get more.”

“Don’t you see my makeup? It’s not overdone like Tangerine’s,” Raven said in a malicious voice. “Even Sparkle does her makeup pretty well.”

“You just think you’re the queen of everything, don’t you?” Tangerine asked Raven.

“Guys, please. You have to stop,” Sparkle said.

“Why don’t you ever call her out, Sparkle? We can’t just let Raven walk all over us because Poppy isn’t in the house anymore.”

Raven stopped cold and turned to face Tangerine with fury in her eyes. “In case you forgot, Tangerine, I’ve been in the house the longest, which makes me the de facto leader.”

“I don’t live life by your archaic rules.”

“That’s how things have always been done in Liz’s house.”

“It’s about time things changed,” Tangerine said as she took a step closer to Raven, crossing her arms over her chest.

Raven’s eyes widened and she took a step closer to Tangerine as well. She wasn’t about to let some blonde bimbo bitch punk her.

Cinnamon and Sparkle glanced at each other, and Sparkle gave Cinnamon a side nod, like they should walk away from the other girls, so that was exactly what they did.

“Hey!” Raven called. “Where are you guys going?”

“You two are embarrassing,” Sparkle said and put her arm around Cinnamon’s shoulder, turning her away from the other girls as she did the same. She walked away, feeling nervous. Raven was out of control, and Tangerine was just egging her on. “Let’s go find you some simple makeup.”

“Thanks,” said Cinnamon. She felt weird walking away from Tangerine and Raven, but she didn’t want to get caught up in the quarrel. She just wanted her makeup and to make money.

Sparkle suspected Raven was a touch jealous of how quickly Tangerine had filled her calendar. Raven’s calendar was also full, but she had to work hard to get all the guys she needed. The men basically begged Liz for dates with Tangerine. They loved her blonde hair, huge boobs, big blue eyes, and bubbly personality. She really knew how to turn on the charm in a way few could.

“Really? You two are just going to walk away?” Tangerine hollered.

“Yeah, for real? How could you do that?” asked Raven.

Sparkle stopped cold and turned to face the angry girls who’d been following them. “Look, you two are clearly trying to make us choose sides, and I want no part of it. Cinnamon, do you?”

Cinnamon slowly lifted her eyes, nervous to look at any of the girls. She’d lived in tight quarters her entire life, yet she’d never confronted this much drama. Everyone at her old place lived in relative peace since they used to spend most of the day out of the house working, but the girls had to interact daily. They knew each other’s business. It was a lot.

“No,” Cinnamon said in a soft voice with her eyes cast to the floor.

“Whatever,” Raven said. She stepped forward and hooked her arm with Cinnamon’s, catching the girl by surprise. “Come on, Cinnamon. If you want to know how to really make money, you should listen to me. Not all of us can be bimbo sluts.”

“You know what?” Tangerine said and lifted her fist, looking like she was about to lurch at Raven, but Sparkle stepped in the way and shook her head.

“It’s not worth it, Tangerine.”

“I’m tired of her acting like she knows everything,” she said.

Raven didn’t even hear Tangerine, though. She had Cinnamon on her arm and was halfway to the cosmetics store. Raven knew she was getting under Tangerine’s skin, but that was exactly what she wanted. If Raven could have her way, she’d turn everyone in the house against Tangerine.

Raven couldn’t exactly pinpoint why, but she hated Tangerine. She hated that all the men lusted after her. Not that Raven didn’t have a decent following, but it wasn’t the same. They all saw Tangerine as treasure, whereas Raven was just some ass they could fuck. A small body to flip around and use as they wished.

Everyone wanted to be seen out with Tangerine. They wanted people to know that she was theirs for the night, and a lot of clients didn’t do that with Raven. Most of the time they just told her which hotel room they were staying in and what time to get there. It was still ten or more grand in a night, but Raven wanted to be admired like Tangerine. She wanted people blowing up Liz’s phone to see when she was available.

“Why don’t you like Tangerine?” asked Cinnamon.

“Why would you think that I don’t like her?” Raven asked innocently. The tone of Raven’s voice took Cinnamon by surprise, but Raven acted like she didn’t even notice. She pulled Cinnamon closer to her body and leaned over to whisper. “I don’t want you starting rumors, Cinnamon.”

“I’m not starting any rumors!”

“Shh.” Raven chuckled. “You’re new here, but you’d be wise to follow my lead. Tangerine is no good, Cinnamon. She will steal your clients.”

Cinnamon paused. “Did she do that to you?”

“Yes, she did!”

At least there was a concrete reason behind Raven’s hostility, but it wasn’t necessary to be this angry. Raven had plenty of her own clients, and there was a chance that the client asked Liz for the switch. If she was making a customer happy, Cinnamon didn’t necessarily see the problem.

Would she be pissed if Tangerine got one of her clients? Sure, maybe, but she wouldn’t be angry enough to take it out on Tangerine. She wouldn’t want the unnecessary drama, but Cinnamon didn’t say anything. She just let Raven pull her into the cosmetics store.

Raven was bossy with the sales associate, as she was with everyone else, telling her what Cinnamon needed and didn’t need. Sparkle and Tangerine walked around the store as Cinnamon sat in the makeup chair, checking out different perfumes and the new eyeliners they had.

“Don’t you think she would look beautiful with some sparkly bronzer?” Raven asked the sales associate.

“It might work. Honestly, you’re so beautiful as it is, you only need a light dusting of makeup. Maybe a little concealer here and there, but who doesn’t need that?” the sales associate asked with a laugh.

“We need her to look amazing, though. Good won’t do.”

“Sometimes less is more,” the sales associate said and picked up a foundation they had that matched Cinnamon’s natural shade. They spread it across Cinnamon’s face, explaining how they were contouring her nose, and then they added a touch of black eyeshadow to make Cinnamon’s brown eyes pop.

“What do you think?” the sales associate asked as they swiveled the chair, so that Cinnamon could face the mirror. Cinnamon gasped when she saw her reflection, amazed by how beautiful she looked with a simple touch of makeup.

“It’s perfect,” Cinnamon said.

“I don’t know. Isn’t it a bit basic?”

“I think it’s beautiful. You could always add more, but this is an excellent base,” said the sales associate. “It hides any unflattering angles.”

Cinnamon had little facial hair, which she’d already shaved, but her jawline was rather masculine. The sales associate made that disappear, giving Cinnamon’s face the roundness of a woman. Cinnamon couldn’t stop looking at herself. She loved how she looked, even if Raven didn’t think it was enough.

Yet a small part of Cinnamon wondered if Raven would lie just to make her do too much. Would she try to sabotage her by telling her something looked cute when it was really ugly? Cinnamon looked over at Raven with questioning eyes as she paid for her new products with a hundred-dollar bill.

“Now let’s get you some clothes,” Raven said. “Come on, girls!”

Raven snapped to get the other girls’ attention, and they looked more than a little annoyed when Cinnamon glanced over her shoulder at them, but they played nice for the rest of the day. Everyone bought some dresses and blouses and undergarments at the next store, and then they ate lunch together in the food court.

It wasn’t a bad outing, but Cinnamon didn’t know what to believe afterward. She didn’t know who to trust. Living in Liz’s house was good money, but the earnings came at a price.
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Raven was in the living room that all the girls shared getting ready for yet another visit to a hotel room. The man had requested innocent virgin, so Raven was powdering her face with a foundation a few shades lighter than her natural color. She added a touch of blush and curled her fake lashes. They were individual lashes she got done once a week.

She used to go with Sparkle, but now Sparkle always had an excuse. Raven didn’t mind. She was living in Liz’s house for herself. Not for the other girls, so she didn’t really care what the other girls thought about her attitude. They didn’t know what she dealt with in her personal life.

Raven’s mother: We talked to some people in San Francisco, and they’re willing to give you an interview. When are you going to stop running around Los Angeles and use that degree of yours? Your father and I are worried.

Raven sighed and deleted the message. She got a similar one weekly. Her parents had guided Raven’s entire life. They had a plan from when she was an infant until she graduated from university. They were both professors at Berkeley, so their expectations were high, but Raven didn’t want the life of an engineer.

Since she was young, Raven tried to tell her parents that she wanted to do something artistic. She’d always loved painting and music and even liked teaching, so she always imagined herself becoming a public-school teacher, but that wasn’t good enough for Lin and Tom Bowman.

They promised they still loved Raven, but she knew how they really felt. They hated that Raven ran off to Los Angeles the second she got her master’s degree, but what they hated more than anything was that Raven wasn’t working as an engineer. Her parents thought she was bartending, which they hated even more than public-school teacher.

Raven couldn’t imagine how her parents would react if they knew the truth. Maybe they would disown her, even though they claimed to be liberal and accepting of all. Raven knew it was a sham. Her parents were conservative, controlling, and wanted Raven to live the life they’d planned.

There were so many missed messages at this point. Raven didn’t answer any of their phone calls, which were becoming sparser as time passed. Raven wondered how long it would be before they stopped calling altogether.

“Hey, Raven.”

Raven jumped a little as Liz stepped into the room. Raven put down the pink eyeshadow she was dusting on her eyelids to give a hint of innocence for her client. It was the first time she was meeting this man. All Liz had told her was that his name was Jared Mojica, and he was in the import-export industry.

“Hey, Liz.”

“How are you feeling? Ready for the date?

“Yeah, when am I not?”

Liz laughed and walked slowly over to Raven with a hint of concern on her face. She didn’t like it when Liz came out against her, but she wouldn’t have been surprised if the girls told on her. She was something of a bitch at the mall.

“That’s right. You’re always ready.” Liz spoke with a soft smile as she took a seat next to Raven in front of the vanity. She reached over to place a hand on Raven’s thigh. “I’m confident you’ll please the client.”

Raven made a sound of agreement as she picked up the pink eyeshadow to continue dolling up her face. She was too sensitive to talk about anything serious. Her parents were always at the back of her mind. She heard them yelling at her everywhere she went, disappointed by every action she took, like crossdressing to have sex with paying clients.

“Why are you here then?”

“I’ve noticed some changes in you recently. You’re not the same girl you were when you first moved into the house.”

Raven wanted to scream at Liz. She wanted to tell her that it was all her fault for letting Tangerine live with them. She was still angry about the time Tangerine stole one of her regulars.

“It’s nothing,” Raven said without turning to face Liz. She didn’t want to look into the woman’s eyes when she felt this raw, especially not before she had to please a man. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Does it have something to do with Tangerine getting your client? I feel bad about what happened with Frank, but you understand that my first priority is to make the customer happy, right?”

“Yes, but why did it have to be him?” Raven asked in a teary voice. She cursed to herself and raced to grab a tissue, dabbing at her eyes as the memories of Frank Yan flooded her mind. He was incredibly sexy, in his early thirties, and from a filthy rich family. He fucked Raven every other week until he started fucking Tangerine instead.

“I know you cared a lot about Frank, but that’s why I always tell you girls to keep your feelings on the backburner. At the end of the day, do you think these guys want romance?”

Raven hated knowing that she was an object. Sometimes ten grand didn’t feel like enough. Sometimes not even fifteen could make her excited anymore. Raven stared at herself and wondered how long she could go on like this when her heart had been broken, when she’d lost her family.

“Hey, you’re an amazing woman, Raven.” Liz rubbed Raven’s back and looked at her, but Raven wouldn’t meet her eyes. She was focusing her gaze on the makeup spread across the vanity. “Raven, hey. Look at me.”

Raven shook her head. She was too close to breaking down, too close to crying her eyes out and ruining her makeup. Raven stood from the vanity and went over to the dress she’d laid out for her date. She picked it up and went to the bathroom without saying another word to Liz.

Raven stared at herself when she got into the bathroom, telling herself that she was fine and that she could go have sex with this stranger for twelve grand. Raven used to love meeting up with clients, but times were changing.

Liz was still there when Raven came out of the bathroom, all dressed in white. There was a pink bow in the middle of her chest for a pop of color, and she’d decided to go with white stockings and platform boots.

“Those shoes aren’t very innocent.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Why don’t you wear a pair of flats?”

“They’ll make me look short.”

“Jared isn’t very tall. It’ll be fine.”

Raven narrowed her eyes at Liz, but she didn’t argue. Liz was the boss. It was her house. When it came down to it, Liz was Raven’s pimp. Nothing more, nothing less. She gave Raven the chance to make insane amounts of money, which she could use to buy a small apartment or something back in San Francisco.

“You’re worrying me, Raven. You can cancel tonight if you want. We could send Cinnamon in your place.”

“No,” Raven said fiercely.

“Look, Raven, I didn’t want to intervene, but I overheard the girls talking about how you behaved at the mall.”

“You mean they told on me,” Raven said with a scoff.

“No, they were all sitting by the pool, and I heard them from my bedroom. You can be mad at me, but please don’t take it out on Tangerine. She’s only doing what I asked, and don’t forget, you wouldn’t have any of this if it weren’t for me.”

“I know, but—”

“No buts, Raven. You’ve been here the longest now, so I need you to lead by example, or I will kick you out. We both know how quickly I could find your replacement.”

Raven felt angry, but what could she say? Liz had backed her up into a corner from where she couldn’t escape. Liz had all the power as long as Raven was living under her roof, and if Raven was being honest with herself, she didn’t want to leave. Not yet. Not until she made a little more money.

“Do I make myself clear, Raven?”

“Yes, but—”

“Raven, please. You’re going to bring out my bad side if you keep up this naughty behavior. Now, why don’t you be a good girl and go make us both some money? How does that sound?”

“Yes, Mistress Liz. I’m sorry for stepping out of line.”

Raven had already received one spanking from Liz during her time in the house, and Liz promised whatever punishment Raven got the second time would be worse than a spanking, and Raven didn’t want to find out what that might be.

“That’s better. By the way, you look fabulous in that dress. Just switch the shoes.”

Raven nodded and went over to her closet to grab a pair of white flats with a strap. She put them on and completed her look with a backpack instead of a purse, like she was a girl on her way to the first day of school.

“What do you think?” Raven asked Liz.

“It’s perfect!” Liz hollered and jumped to her feet, walking over to Raven. She placed her lips close to Raven’s ear. “Don’t let me down.”

Raven swallowed as Liz sashayed out the room, raising her hand into the air to wave at Raven as she disappeared down the hall. Raven collapsed onto the bench in front of the vanity. She looked at herself, feeling like she was at a crossroads.

She opened her phone and went to her mother’s contact page. Then she closed that and went to her mother’s social media page. She looked at her father’s page next. They’d been all around the world since Raven left home.

Raven wanted to travel.

She had the money for it.

Raven opened up a new tab in her mobile browser to look at flights to Europe, losing herself in the possibilities until her phone vibrated with a call from Liz reminding her that she needed to hit the road. Her client was at the hotel, horny, and waiting!

Raven sighed and slipped her phone into her purse. She wouldn’t have this job forever, but for tonight, she had somewhere to be, so she raced out of the door to go to Jared Mojica.
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Sparkle was reading one of the many magazines they had delivered to the house when Tangerine walked around the corner with a confrontational look on her face. Sparkle cursed to herself as she plastered a smile on her face and turned her magazine upside-down, acting like she was happy to see Tangerine, even though she was anything but.

“Sorry to bother you, but I was hoping we could talk, Sparkle.”

“Okay,” Sparkle said with a pause in her voice. “What would you like to discuss? We’ve already agreed that Raven’s attitude has been deteriorating.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I want to discuss. You’ve been here the second longest, and you should really say something to Raven. It isn’t right how she talks to me. It’s not my fault all the guys want me,” Tangerine said and huffed, crossing her arms over her chest.

Sparkle was lying in the reclining chair, but Tangerine was sitting next to her, hovering over her and blocking the delicious sunlight. It wasn’t too hot, and Sparkle was trying to get some vitamin D before her date that night.

“Maybe she has a problem with you talking like that.”

“Like what?”

“You just said ‘it’s not my fault all the guys want me’. Nobody wants to hear that, Tangerine. Plus, didn’t you steal one of her guys?”

Tangerine looked guilty for a moment, turning her head to the side as she moved her thumb to her mouth to chew on her nail. “Yeah,” Tangerine said after a moment. “Frank Yan. Technically, he requested me after seeing me at a party, and Liz made it happen. I still see him every other week, though. He’s actually been dropping hints at something.”

“What?” asked Sparkle.

“He wants to have a three sum. He hasn’t said it outright, but I know what he wants by the way he talks.”

“Really?” Sparkle gasped. “Maybe you’re reading between the lines the wrong way.”

“Honey, we both know I never read signals incorrectly.”

Sparkle just wanted to go back to reading her magazine and mentally preparing for her date later that night. She didn’t want to get between Tangerine and Raven, even though she knew Tangerine was expecting her to take sides. Her side.

“Okay, fine. So what will you say when he inevitably asks?”

“I can’t have a three sum with Raven! She’s a bitch.”

“We all have our flaws,” Sparkle said simply. Sparkle could have been more aggressive. She could have worked out more, but she was also happy with how her life was. Her diet was simple to keep her thin, and she got immense pleasure out of rubbing lotion all over her body, which was why her dark skin was shimmering as she sat by the pool.

“Yeah, but Raven has been pushing me recently! I can’t stand her!”

“You’ve made that clear many times.”

“I’m serious, Sparkle! She’s insufferable. Don’t you think so?”

It was true that Raven had been a bit over-the-top as of late, but Sparkle had already reported the incident at the mall to Liz. Then she had all the girls talk about it by the pool to cover her tracks. Sparkle didn’t want everyone to know that she was a little snitch who would run to Liz, especially since not even Tangerine had done it, but that didn’t mean Sparkle needed to publicly take Tangerine’s side.

“Last I heard, Liz is going to take care of it. She heard us talking by the pool after our trip to the mall.”

“Shit,” Tangerine said in a low voice. “What all did she hear?”

“Most of it, I’d imagine. She came to talk to me about it after dinner, but I told her the beef was between Raven and you. I really don’t want any part of it, honey.”

Tangerine pushed a hand through her blonde hair and took a deep breath, which made her chest rise. Her boobs were barely covered by the skimpy swimsuit she was wearing, but her body looked killer in it. Tangerine worked out more than Sparkle but Sparkle still had a nice body despite her lesser efforts.

“It upsets me that you won’t stand up to Raven in front of us. What if Cinnamon starts acting like her? What will you do when Raven leaves and you’re the longest-serving girl in the house? Will you stick up to people then?”

“Look, Tangerine.” Sparkle was getting so annoyed that she sat upright and turned her body to face Tangerine. “I’m not trying to get involved. This is Liz’s house, and at the end of the day, I’m just a guest in it like you. If you knew what was best for you, you’d let Liz handle the drama and just keep looking cute.”

Tangerine opened her mouth to say something, but she hadn’t seen all that Sparkle had. Before Tangerine got to the house, there were other girls like Ivy and London, and there were the rumors about how much Liz hated it when a girl would act like the leader of the house, so much so that she would punish girls who got too far out of line.

Raven had already had a spanking since arriving at the house, and Sparkle didn’t want that to happen to her. She wanted to stay on Liz’s good side however possible, which meant staying in her lane and going to work when Liz set a date.

“Yeah, but I’m going to snap if Raven keeps it up.”

“All I can suggest is that you go to work and make your money like the rest of us. Do you have a date tonight?”

Tangerine nodded. “Yeah, I’m meeting up with this new guy. Dinner in the city, and then he wants to take me to the Opera.”

“There you go! What are you getting for that? Three grand?”

“Four,” Tangerine said with a lightly veiled smile. It wasn’t uncommon for Tangerine to get a little more than the other girls. The business was all about supply and demand. There was a lot of demand for Tangerine but only one of her.

“That’s awesome!” Sparkle smiled brightly. She wasn’t jealous that Tangerine made more. Sparkle had plenty of money saved up by that point, and she was just enjoying the dates as they came. She knew she’d probably never have another job that paid so much in her life, so she was savoring every second while she could, and she wasn’t about to let some budding rivalry between Raven and Tangerine get in her way.

“Yeah, it’s not too bad, I guess.”

“Tangerine, girl! You really gotta learn how to pick your battles. All this nonsense with Raven isn’t worth it, and if I know Liz, she’ll take care of any problems if they get out of hand.”

“You’re right, it’s just really annoying. She’s been using me as her punching bag, basically.”

Sparkle nodded and reached over to grab her magazine, ready to retire to her room. She’d heard Raven’s name enough for the day. She stood and gazed into Tangerine’s eyes as she stood above her.

“Are you taking a dip in the pool?”

“Yeah,” said Tangerine.

“Just let Liz take care of things. It’s always the best path to take. Okay?”

Tangerine looked doubtful, but she nodded anyway. “Good luck on your date tonight.”

“Likewise,” Sparkle said and turned to go in the house.
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“Yoo-hoo! Cinnamon! Are you there?” Liz called as she walked toward the living room that the girls shared. Liz had her own wing of the house, so she never came to the living room unless she needed something from the girls. She’d just gotten a date request for Cinnamon, so she needed to tell her.

“Yeah, I’m in my room!”

Cinnamon was sitting at the edge of the bed where she slept. There was another small bed in the room just in case, but nobody had slept in it since Poppy left and all the girls switched rooms. Now Tangerine had her own big bed and almost never came to Cinnamon’s room to visit. Not that Cinnamon wanted her there. It just felt a little lonely having a room all to herself for the first time ever.

“Cinnamon! What are you doing?” Liz asked as she walked into the room. She had her hair pulled up into a bun and was wearing an emerald-green dress and gold jewelry and looked like a goddess from the past.

“I’m just thinking.”

“About what?”

“Work,” she said.

“The real-estate job?”

Cinnamon nodded. “It’s been a lot trying to be two people. I don’t know how Poppy did it.”

Liz sat on the edge of the bed next to her newest girl. Liz had always been amazed at how well Poppy balanced her duties for her and the real-estate agency. Liz was secretly waiting for the day that Poppy would crumble and fail, but she never did. Now she was in New York, thriving. Not everyone could be like that, and that was okay.

“You and me both. I’ve been worried about you, actually.”

“Why? Because of the job?”

“Yes, I don’t want you burning out. I know the commissions here can be incredible, but my clients pay top dollar for our services. You don’t really need that other job, do you?”

“Are you saying I can’t work there?” asked Cinnamon.

“I’m not saying anything. Just asking you a question.”

“I’ve worked so hard at my career in real estate. I can’t just give it up. Will you kick me out if I can’t balance the two jobs?”

Liz sighed. “While that’s possible, it depends on your behavior. You’re already here, and you like fucking girls, so you’re pretty safe if you ask me.”

Liz’s words brought some comfort to Cinnamon, but she couldn’t imagine forfeiting her career in real estate. She wanted to attend the open-house parties. Meet rich contacts. She wanted to make those commissions her bosses were making. Maybe even start her own agency once she got her broker’s license.

Committing to Cinnamon full time was a big ask.

As much as Solomon loved being Cinnamon, he felt like he was losing part of himself in the process. He didn’t want to wake up in five or ten years and not recognize who he’d become. He also hadn’t sent money to his family, and Solomon had always dreamed of sharing with his relatives when he got that first big break, yet he hadn’t. Solomon slash Cinnamon was surrounded by girls who preferred to spend their money shopping or saving it for themselves, at least that was how it seemed.

“Look, Cinnamon, you don’t have to decide anything today, and you can work at that agency as long as you can make your dates too. It’s up to you not to stretch yourself too thin.”

“Yeah,” Cinnamon said with a sigh. She had no idea what to do with her life, but at least she was making good money while she figured it out. “Is that all you came to say?”

“No,” Liz said. “I have a new client for you! A woman!”

“Really?” Cinnamon asked. She was already feeling brighter. She wouldn’t refuse the male clients Liz sent her way, but Cinnamon was never fully committed when making love to a man. She was always kind of wishing she had a woman instead. “Don’t play with me!”

“I’m not.” Liz pulled out her phone and unlocked it, bringing up a picture of Cinnamon’s date for the night. Her name was Yolanda Sykes. She had long brown hair, brown eyes, and olive skin. She was wearing a fabulous white suit with a skirt bottom. Her makeup was done to perfection as well, and Cinnamon could already feel her girly cock stirring at the thought of doing anything with this goddess of a woman.

“That’s her?”

“Yep. She’s a high-powered attorney, so she doesn’t have much time for dating, and she told me that she was tired of the games. She just wanted a clean partner she could enjoy every few weeks. No muss, no fuss.”

“What’s the catch?” Cinnamon asked, feeling like it was too good to be true. “Is she crazy?”

“Maybe,” Liz said with a shrug, laughing. “Her background check came out clear, and she sent over her labs, so she can’t be too crazy, right?”

“I guess. She didn’t ask for any freaky shit, did she?”

“Nothing out of the ordinary. She said she wasn’t sure but might want to try spankings.”

“Giving them or receiving?”

Liz shrugged. “Don’t know. I told her that it wouldn’t be a problem either way. Will it?”

“No, not at all. I was just wondering.”

“Good, I’m glad it’s not a problem. So, should I confirm your date? She said she would love to meet tonight, and your calendar is free, unless you have a showing or something.”

Cinnamon didn’t miss the hint of condemnation in Liz’s voice. Cinnamon worried she would fall behind if she tried to balance both jobs, but for now, she was good. She didn’t have any showings that evening, and she was rather excited about the possibility of a female client, even if she was bossy.

“No, I don’t.”

“Excellent. How does eight p.m. sound? Yolanda told me that she has to sleep by eleven, so you’ll only have a short window to pleasure her.”

“How much is she paying?”

“She’s paying seven tonight, but I told her it would be eleven grand for sex after that. She originally asked for Sparkle, but I suggested that she try you, at a lower rate. Sparkle already has several women clients, and I wanted to give you a chance to prove yourself.”

“What? You don’t believe that I like women?”

Liz shrugged. “People lie all the time.”

Cinnamon flipped her long brown hair over her shoulder as she stared into Liz’s dominant eyes. Cinnamon’s long hair was a wig, which she always wore at Liz’s. The girls weren’t allowed not to look like women. They always had to be ready when they were at home, looking cute and girly.

“Yes, they do,” Cinnamon said simply.

“Good luck tonight. I’ll text you the information,” Liz said and patted Cinnamon on the thigh before walking out of the room.
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Raven walked down the hallway of a ritzy hotel not too far from where she lived in Beverly Hills. The staff knew who she was. They knew why she was there, but they acted like they saw nothing.

Liz made sure of it.

She had people from all around town on her contact list to help the business. Raven honestly didn’t know how Liz managed it all, but part of her just wanted an escape. Part of her wanted to quit. She was tired.

“There you are,” Jared Mojica said after he’d opened the door. He looked at Raven up and down, taking in her white outfit. She looked like a slutty virgin, like a girl who didn’t know how sexy she was and just happened to throw on a short white dress with some stockings and flats. The backpack was just the cherry on top. “Damn, you look better than I ever thought you would.”

“Liz makes sure we look our best,” Raven said as she stepped forward, making Jared step back. She walked into the room and closed the door behind her, smirking at Jared, forgetting for a second that she was supposed to be acting innocently.

There was so much aggression and self-anger within her. Raven had spent all day feeling like her life was nothing but a big waste of time, like she’d gone in the wrong direction at every fork in the road. It was debilitating, yet she had to work. She was getting paid a lot of money and had better act like it.

Raven giggled as she innocently fell against the door, covering herself in the shield she’d built over the past two years living with Liz. In reality, she’d always worn something of a shield, doing what others wanted instead of listening to that inner voice within her.

If nothing else, Raven was a master actress.

“What did you want to do? Watch a movie?” Raven asked as she looked at Jared with bubbly eyes. “Do you have cable?”

“Yeah, baby. The room has cable,” Jared said and reached out his hand. “Let’s find you something to watch.”

Raven looked down at Jared’s hand, accepting it after a moment. She let him pull her to the bed. He sat her at its edge and reached to grab the remote. Raven noticed that Jared had an exquisite body and beautiful, plump lips, but still, Raven felt little excitement.

It wasn’t like she’d met this man on her own. Sometimes Raven felt like Liz was hanging over her in the room when she was on a date, but Raven ignored all that and smiled at Jared as he passed her the remote.

“Let’s see what’s on TV,” Raven said in an excited voice as she hit the red button to turn on the television.

She went through the guide, skipping over the action movies she actually wanted to watch until she found an animated movie. “Ooh, let’s watch this! Is that okay?”

“Yeah, baby. Whatever you want,” Jared said.

He hadn’t stopped looking at Raven like a piece of meat since she walked through the door. Raven pretended not to notice, like she was too innocent to feel a man’s gaze on her. Raven laughed at every joke in the movie. Not too hard but enough that she never stopped smiling, acting like she couldn’t get enough of what they were watching.

“Jared,” Raven said in a whisper after a few minutes. “There’s something I want to tell you, but I’m nervous.”

Jared reached over to place his hand on Raven’s thigh, letting out a long breath as he did. Raven glanced between his legs and saw the obvious erection beneath his pants, but she acted like Jared wasn’t even thinking about sex, staying in character. Playing her part.

“You can tell me anything, sweetness.”

“You promise you won’t tell? I don’t want to get in trouble!”

There was nobody to tell about anything, but Jared promised nonetheless, clearly turned on by Raven’s persona. She giggled as she unzipped her backpack, pulling out a water bottle filled with red wine, like she’d snuck it out of the house.

“What is that, doll?”

“It’s wine! I wanted something to drink for the movie, but you can’t tell!”

“I won’t tell, as long as you promise to share.”

“Here, you can have the first drink.”

Jared shook his head. “I’m a gentleman. After you,” he said and gestured toward the bottle.

Raven looked at Jared with excited eyes as she twisted open the top, acting like it was a major deal for her to be drinking wine, even though she was twenty-four years old and a former stripper slash current call girl.

Raven sipped the wine, careful to act dainty.

“Good girl. Now let me have a sip.”

Raven passed Jared the water bottle of wine. He took a few gulps and passed it back to her. Raven took another sip before screwing the lid back in place. She placed the bottle to her side as Jared went to grab the room-service menu. He told Raven to pick out whatever she wanted, so she asked for the chicken strips and the brownie.

“Those sound delicious. Did you want a salad or fries?”

“Fries!” Raven hollered excitedly, even though she almost never ate fried foods. They were terrible for her figure, but it wasn’t like they would do much eating once she spilled the wine all over the floor.

Jared and Raven watched the movie with their backs against the headboard until the food arrived about twenty minutes later. They talked a bit about their lives, but Raven had a whole made-up story about how she came from a poor Asian family from the country. She told people she grew up in a trailer park, and they always gave her that same sympathetic look of pity.

“At least you’re in a better place now.”

“Yeah, I’m in a great place,” Raven said and snuggled up next to Jared. He hugged her tightly, but she needed to get a move on with the night, so she opened her water bottle to drink the wine, ‘accidentally’ dropping it as she tried to replace the lid.

The red liquid got all over the expensive bedding. Jared cursed in a deep voice and hopped to his feet. Raven immediately started crying.

“I’m so sorry, Jared! I didn’t mean to spill it!” Raven said in the saddest voice she could muster, acting like she actually gave a fuck about the bedding or how much Jared would have to pay for it. He could afford it, judging by how much he was spending on her.

“It’s okay,” Jared said as he attempted to catch his breath. He was pacing in front of the bed. He wasn’t making eye contact with Raven. He was pissed, but she had a special surprise for him.

Raven placed the water bottle on the side table after she’d secured the lid. Then she got off the bed and pulled off the top comforter. She pointed at the space beneath it, which was free of wine.

“Look, Jared! It didn’t get there! It’s only on this. I’m so sorry, Jared! Can you forgive me?”

Jared looked at Raven with cold eyes. The spilling of wine wasn’t agreed upon, but he’d requested she do something naughty because he wanted to punish her.

“That depends,” Jared said with a smirk. He reached down to undo the button on his pants and pulled down his zipper. “Are you ready to lose your innocence?”

“What?” Raven asked with a gasp. “I thought you only wanted to watch a movie! I’m not ready! Please, Jared!”

Jared stepped closer to Raven. His zipper was undone, but he hadn’t bothered to pull down his pants. He just stood in front of Raven, looking at her with a wicked grin.

“How about we start with something easy?”

“Like what?”

“Put that soiled comforter in the corner.”

Raven nodded and did as Jared asked, balling up the blanket in her arms and carrying it over to the corner, where she tossed it onto the floor. When she turned back to face Jared, he’d pulled off his shirt.

“Jared! What happened to your shirt?”

“It was getting hot. You don’t mind, do you?”

“I guess not,” Raven said innocently. “Can we watch the movie now? Do you forgive me?”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to wear these pants anymore, either. Can you help me, princess?”

Raven swallowed. She had actually gotten pretty horny since spilling the wine, but she acted like Jared was asking her to perform an impossible task.

“Help you how, Jared?” Raven asked in a quivering voice. “I just want to watch the movie and finish my chicken strips.”

“Take off my pants. Please,” Jared said in a gentle voice. “It’s getting hot.”

“Oh, okay. I guess that’s okay,” Raven said as she took a step toward Jared. She swallowed before reaching out to place her hands on the waistline of his pants, and then she slowly pushed them down, bending over as she did. Raven knew Jared was staring at how her dress rode up her ass but knowing that only turned her on more.

She got Jared’s pants down to his feet, and then he stepped out of them. When Raven stood upright, she couldn’t help but notice the tent in Jared’s boxer briefs. She smiled brightly as she stared into his eyes.

“Are you cooler now?”

“Yes, baby. Let’s watch the movie.”

They got back into bed. Raven opened her mouth wide as she guided a chicken strip to it. The chicken strip was dripping with honey mustard at the end, so she cupped her hand beneath it, giggling as she got the bite to her lips. She moaned loudly.

“Mm, these are so good!”

“Don’t speak while you chew,” Jared warned.

Raven snapped her lips shut and nodded quickly, swallowing the bite. “I’m so sorry, Jared. I wasn’t even thinking.”

“It’s okay,” Jared said and scooted closer to Raven. “But between that and the spilled wine, you’ve been rather naughty tonight. Wouldn’t you say?”

“Maybe a little, but please, I’ll be better! You don’t need to punish me!”

“Actually, I do. Reach over and open that side drawer.”

Raven did as Jared said, finding lube and a paddle in the side drawer. She squealed. “What are these things, Jared?”

“Give me that paddle! It’s time you learn your lesson!”

Raven gasped as Jared reached up her dress and grabbed her ass with a firm hand. He had his other hand in his boxer briefs when she looked over her shoulder, biting her lip, letting Jared know that she was ready for his touch, even if she had been acting like an innocent girl.

They both knew she was far from innocent.

She hadn’t been pure for a long time.

Not since those drag nights in college when she would go home with the first guy who paid her any attention. She would even suck dick in the bathroom. She had quite the reputation, but she never cared.

Jared pulled Raven to her hands and knees, and then he ripped off her lacy white panties, leaving her in nothing but the dress and stockings. He reddened her ass with the paddle, telling her that the spanking hurt him more than it hurt her, that she needed to learn how to be a good girl.

“Yes, Jared! I’ll be a good girl! I promise!”

“Then get down here on your knees and suck my dick!”

Raven crawled to the edge of the bed and then she got off of it, going over to stand in front of Jared. She slowly fell to her knees and pulled down his boxer briefs as she went. He had a pretty nice dick, and Raven was turned on enough that she put a little heart into it when she gave him head.

“Yeah, baby! That feels so good!”

Raven moaned and bobbed her head, thinking about all the money she would get at the end of the night. She followed Jared’s lead when he got her to her feet and put her in a doggy-style position at the edge of the bed. He went over and grabbed the lube and pushed his cock into her.

Raven gasped. She yelled out. She told Jared that he felt so big inside of her.

“Yeah, baby! Take this dick!”

Raven hollered and moaned and paid little attention to her dick, reaching back to spread her cheeks wide for Jared, giving him a good view of her bussy.

“Damn, girl! Are you sure you’re a virgin?”

“Yes! You’re my first!”

“Fuck, no wonder you’re so tight!”

Jared reached down and grabbed Raven’s hips as he pounded harder. She loved how his balls were slapping against hers, and it was honestly a good fuck, but there was no love. There were no plans to take this relationship anywhere but a hotel room.

“Yes, Jared! You’re so big! Fuck me hard!”

“God damn!”

Jared pulled out of Raven and flipped her over to her back. He threw her legs into the air and plunged back inside of her. Her girly cock was erect and oozing precum. She hadn’t touched it at all.

“I want to see you squirt, baby.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes! I’m getting close!”

Jared thrusted his hips more quickly, and Raven knew he was close by the look on his face. His eyes were rolling around. They were glossy. His thrusts were getting slower, and Raven knew that was her cue. She grabbed her dick and started stroking it, only needing a few seconds to cum.

“Fuck!” Raven screamed.

“Yeah, baby!” Jared said. “Cum for me!”

“Fuck! Fuck!” Raven hollered for several seconds before the pressure bubbled over into an orgasm, and damn, it showed that she hadn’t cum in days. Raven squirted thick loads all over her stomach, and Jared made wild sounds of pleasure.

“That’s so hot!”

Raven bit her lip and yelled out when Jared wrapped his hand around her sticky dick. He stroked it as he was deep inside of her. She had her legs wrapped around his back, and damn, the pleasure was too intense.

“Jared!”

“Cum again!” he commanded.

Raven wanted to protest, but Jared had a tight grip on her dick, and it felt so good having him stroke it. Too good, especially with how he was sliding in and out of her loosened hole. Raven gripped the sheets beneath her and let Jared stroke her cock, and then it happened.

She came a second time!

Raven hollered as the cum shot from her dick, and that was when Jared let go. He screamed and unloaded, and Raven felt his cum shooting deep into her ass, and it felt pretty damn good.
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Liz didn’t know what had gotten into her, but she couldn’t stop thinking about her ex, Steven Smith. Liz hadn’t been the same since she found out that he worked at a car dealership in San Bernardino. That wasn’t even an hour from where she lived, yet they hadn’t spoken since they were in their twenties.

Did he still think about her?

Did he miss what they had?

Would he be willing to forgive?

These were some of the questions that repeatedly went through Liz’s mind. Liz wished she’d never gone out with Raymond on her own. Raymond Webb was the stud that Liz used to share with Wren when she was all dressed up. They didn’t introduce a third to the mix until well into their relationship, but Liz got carried away.

Raymond was such a good fuck. He was aggressive in ways Wren never would be, and Liz used to love the way he would beat her pussy up. He fucked her so hard, yet it was like he knew exactly what the female body wanted. He would play with her clit. He would take a break from the fucking to tongue her pussy, and then he would say the nastiest things into her ear.

Raymond Webb was a freak.

He was something of a god.

He ruined what Liz had with Wren. She wished they could go back to what they had before Raymond entered the picture that night at the club. They’d gone out all dressed up and ready to dance, and then Raymond entered himself between them. He was a lot of fun. He had a huge personality. People loved to be around him.

How could they say no?

The first night was incredible, though. A night both Wren and Liz remembered fondly, at least until everything fell apart.

Liz took everyone back to her apartment in West Hollywood, where she was living at the time, and Raymond had no problems with Wren having a little extra between her legs. He even sucked Wren’s cock for a bit until Wren pushed his head away, afraid she was going to cum.

Raymond rocked their worlds after that, fucking them both hard. They went through so many condoms that night, but it was worth it. Liz used to get so horny when she thought about that first night, but then Liz got greedy. She wanted Raymond to herself, which she got, but it ended with her being single.

It ended with her heartbroken.

Wren meant the world to Liz, and she’d thrown it all away for a guy who knew how to fuck. A guy who had no interest in anything other than getting his dick wet. Liz had regretted her decision since.

She found herself back on the car dealership’s website. Steven had aged, but he clearly kept up on his skincare routines. He only had a few lines, which were pretty much inevitable at their age, but other than that, his skin was smooth and shiny, and Liz just wanted to hear his voice. She wanted to know how he was doing.

There was an email address below Steven’s name. She had already saved it in her address book, but she hadn’t found the courage to send anything. She opened up her email, wondering if today would be the day, but she got nervous all over again when she started typing a message.

Emails were so permanent. There was no way to take it back if Liz changed her mind, so she closed the browser, shaking her head. There had to be another way without leaving a trace. She didn’t want Steven to know that she was thinking about him if he had no interest in her.

An idea clicked in Liz’s head, and she was moving before she could stop herself. She went to her closet, where she kept a pair of binoculars for bird watching. It wasn’t an activity she did often, but a rich girl had to have a decent pair of binoculars.

Liz slid them into her purse and was out the door minutes later. She got stuck in a bit of traffic, which gave her time to ponder turning back, retreating before it was too late, but Liz was never one to give up, so she continued down the highway until she was in San Bernardino.

It was different from Beverly Hills, but Liz didn’t hate it. It was a wide road with a lot of businesses on each side, like much of America. She pulled into the parking lot across the street from the dealership, parking in a space with a clear view of the dealership without being on their property.

She held the binoculars up to her eyes. She looked around the lot and inside of the building, but there were no signs of Steven. Liz sighed and got out her phone, wondering if any of the girls had messaged her. There was nothing.

Liz went back to looking at the dealership, and there Steven was! He looked even better through the binoculars than he had on the website. Liz stared for at least a minute before the pain became unbearable.

She didn’t know when she’d started crying, but there were tears running down her cheeks. She couldn’t believe that he’d been out here all this time without saying anything to her! Didn’t he care? Didn’t he miss what they had? Didn’t he miss being Wren?

Her Wren.

Liz couldn’t handle the ache, so she started her car and left. She only got a mile down the road before she had to pull into a restaurant parking lot and go inside to order a drink and get ahold of herself.
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Cinnamon was beyond excited for her first date with a woman. She missed the smell of pussy on her lips. She missed having one wrapped around her dick. Cinnamon was wearing a tight-fitting red dress that hugged her in all the right places.

She was going with a simple look makeup wise. Some foundation and concealer for those troubled spots, covering them up until she was smooth and glowing. She had on her long brown wig that parted down the middle and looked pretty fucking fabulous.

“Good evening. How can I help you?” the host asked as Cinnamon walked into the restaurant where she was meeting Yolanda.

“I’m meeting someone,” Cinnamon said and told the host her date’s name.

“Your party is already here. Follow me,” the guy said and led Cinnamon to the table where a sexy woman was waiting. Yolanda was wearing a white dress and gold jewelry and looked even sexier in person than in the picture Liz had shown her.

“Yolanda, it’s so nice to meet you,” Cinnamon said brightly. She couldn’t believe she was getting paid to be out with this woman. Holy fuck. “I’m Cinnamon.”

“The pleasure is mine,” Yolanda said and held out her hand.

Cinnamon ignored it and gave Yolanda a hug, intoxicated by the smells radiating off her. Yolanda smelled like vanilla and smoke and citrus. Cinnamon had to resist the urge to inhale deeply as she hugged Yolanda.

“So, you’re a hugger?” Yolanda asked as she took a step away from Cinnamon, pulling out her chair.

“Are you not?”

“I don’t even know anymore,” Yolanda said with a sigh. “What do you say we split a bottle of white? I need a drink after the day I’ve had.”

“I would love that! Liz told me you’re a lawyer.”

Yolanda put up her finger and waved over the server to order the bottle of wine. She didn’t ask for the most expensive one, but it wasn’t far from it. She also ordered a few of the appetizers without much thought.

“Sorry about that, but I need wine. To answer your question, yes, I’m a lawyer. It’s not the best job in the world. At least not where I work, but it pays a shit ton of money,” Yolanda said with a laugh.

“I couldn’t imagine being a lawyer.”

“Not for my clients. These are some of the richest people in the world, and they want to use the law to get even richer, and I do it. They should all be in jail and fined tons of money, but they have me. I get them out of tough problems, and I find them ways to legally save money.”

“They must love you,” Cinnamon said.

“I don’t know. I feel like some of them will never be happy, and I don’t want to be like that! That’s why I asked you to come out tonight.”

“I’m glad you did.”

“Me too,” Yolanda said as she stared at Cinnamon with a sultry gaze. “You’re prettier in person than the picture I saw.”

“The other girls have given me a lot of tips since then.”

“You should tell Liz to take a new picture.”

“I’ll do that tomorrow.”

“You better. I’ll check to make sure you do, and if there’s anything I’m good at, it’s looking for the details.”

Cinnamon couldn’t help but feel Yolanda’s eyes, running up and down her body, making her feel desired. She also felt exposed, like Yolanda could see right through her dress, like she could see Cinnamon’s taped-down dick beneath her tiny black panties. She’d chosen black lingerie to contrast against the red.

“Is that supposed to be a threat?”

“Not at all. Don’t you want to make more money? Don’t you want Liz sending out a picture that showcases how gorgeous you really are?”

“Yeah,” Cinnamon said lightly. “What about you? Do they have a picture of you on the company website?”

“They do,” Yolanda said. She grabbed her phone and tapped at it a few times before turning the screen toward Cinnamon, who laughed when she saw the picture. “What? It’s not that bad!”

“No, it’s not. You just look so serious.”

“I do, don’t I? Maybe you can help me loosen up tonight.”

Cinnamon felt so turned on by Yolanda’s femininity, even though she was feminized as a woman herself. She used her girly voice and everything, not letting the boy within her show at all, but Cinnamon felt dominant, like she wanted to fuck Yolanda hard. She wanted to unravel all that tension that was crippling the busy lawyer.

“I would love to,” Cinnamon said.

“Good.”

The server delivered their wine, and then they ordered dinner, but neither of them were thinking much about the food. Not after the eye contact that they were sharing. Cinnamon still couldn’t believe that she was making money to be with Yolanda.

“This wine is lovely, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, it’s delicious.”

Cinnamon took sips of the white wine, but she was lost in thoughts of what Yolanda would look like out of that dress. She couldn’t wait to get her somewhere private where she could pull down the zipper, turn her around, and bend her over.

“So, do you do anything besides work for Liz?”

“I sell houses.”

“Oh, you’re an agent?”

“Yeah, I’m just starting out, actually. I work for a decent brokerage, though, so they’re always sending me new clients or listings if there is any overflow.”

“That’s good. It’s all about the highest price when you’re working for a commission.”

“Exactly,” Cinnamon said with a laugh. “It’s stressful sometimes, though.”

“I can only imagine. You should become a lawyer. We get to bill our clients for answering the phone,” Yolanda said with a laugh. “Agents give away too much time for free.”

“Yeah, it’s a tough life.”

The food arrived. The looks they were giving each other from across the table were so seductive, so intense. They took slow bites, both clearly thinking about what they would be doing once they left the restaurant, and all Cinnamon could think about was how good it would feel to have Yolanda’s pussy on her lips.

“So, do you live far from here?” Cinnamon asked.

“About ten minutes after traffic dies down. Twenty when it’s bad.”

“There’s nothing I hate more than sitting in traffic.”

“You and everyone else,” Yolanda said with a chuckle. “I bet you have to drive a lot if you’re showing houses.”

“I do, but there’s no better feeling than when someone signs on the dotted line,” Cinnamon said.

“No money without the close.”

“That’s right.”

Yolanda and Cinnamon continued chatting about work and the city at large. They discussed which local sports teams they liked. There were so many of them that thirty minutes passed before they moved on to talking about fashion, and then they ordered dessert.

“You have to see my closet. If I can’t keep a man, I’ll keep some shoes!”

“I hear that!” Cinnamon said and raised her glass.

“Seriously, it’s depressing. Every man I meet is threatened by my success, and the ones that aren’t want me to take care of them like I’m their mother or something, like no sir. I’m not cooking your dinner and ironing your shirt!”

Cinnamon laughed so hard that she almost spit out a bit of her wine. They were down to the last drops of the bottle, saving the final few sips for their dessert, which was a slice of chocolate cake. Cinnamon set her glass on the table as she caught her breath.

“You have to warn a girl before you say something that funny.”

“You know, it’s fascinating to me.”

“What?”

“How feminine you are. I honestly can’t tell that you’re not a natural-born woman. Is that bad for me to say?”

“No, it’s okay. I spend all day practicing, ever since I moved into Liz’s house. Well, except when I’m at work, but I’ve been going to the office less and less.”

“You’re balancing both identities?” Yolanda asked, completely fascinated by Cinnamon’s abilities. She couldn’t imagine how difficult it must be to compartmentalize oneself enough to pull off such a feat. “How can you do it?”

“I honestly don’t know sometimes,” Cinnamon answered honestly. “I guess in some ways, I’m meant to do this. I’ve always had this feel like maybe, but now I know for sure that there has always been something of a woman inside of me.”

“Amazing,” said Yolanda.

Cinnamon chuckled. The slice of cake had already been dropped off, so Cinnamon pulled it to the center of the table. She picked up a fork from the plate and cut into the cake. She guided the bite to Yolanda’s lips. Yolanda grinned before opening her mouth, closing her lips gently around the fork.

Cinnamon’s cock jumped beneath the tape that was holding it down. She couldn’t wait to get back to Yolanda’s, so that the sexy woman could free her erection and take it into her mouth like she’d just done with the fork. Cinnamon was desperate to feel the warmth of Yolanda’s opening.

“You’re so beautiful, Yolanda.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“So, should we go back to your place?”

Yolanda grinned. She called over the server and got the check. Cinnamon took a bite of the cake, turned the fork upside-down in her mouth, and pulled it out slowly, running her tongue along the prongs to lick them clean. Yolanda’s mouth parted slightly as she watched.

***

“This place is incredible. I had no idea there were townhouses this cute in Los Angeles,” Cinnamon said as they walked into Yolanda’s living room. Cinnamon had followed her over, and Yolanda met her on the sidewalk before they went into the house.

“Yeah, it’s a newer build, but I hope they make a lot more of them. I love this place.”

“Me too,” Cinnamon said. “It screams I’m-a-powerful-bitch.”

Yolanda laughed and threw herself against Cinnamon as they stood in the living room. Cinnamon braced herself and wrapped her arms around the small of Yolanda’s back, staring into her gorgeous eyes. She looked so much softer now that they were in her safe place. Her home.

“You’re so hot, Cinnamon.”

Cinnamon reached around and grabbed Yolanda’s ass with a firm hand. “So are you. I’ve been thinking about taking this dress off you all night.”

Yolanda yelped, but she loved Cinnamon’s firm grip. She loved how Cinnamon whispered nasty words into her ear while licking her neck. It felt so good, but Yolanda backed away as she pushed Cinnamon’s shoulder.

“What’s wrong?”

“Don’t leave any hickeys on me.”

“I won’t. I promise,” said Cinnamon.

“I have to look professional in the morning. Not like some young slut.”

Cinnamon giggled and pressed herself up against Yolanda, so turned on by the woman in white. She reached up to push her fingers into Yolanda’s brown hair, savoring her gorgeous scent. Yolanda closed her eyes when Cinnamon moved her mouth close to her neck, trusting that Cinnamon would keep it professional.

Cinnamon licked. She kissed. She pulled on Yolanda’s hair and made the woman moan. Yolanda held Cinnamon, submitting to the woman, letting her worries run free. She couldn’t spend her entire life dedicated to work. She needed to have some fun!

“Can I see?” Yolanda asked.

“My cock?”

“Yeah,” she said in a breath.

Cinnamon’s dick twitched. She was more than ready to have Yolanda use her cock. “You want my dick?”

“I need it! It’s been months since I’ve had any.”

Cinnamon was hungry for Yolanda’s pussy. She wanted Yolanda to feel amazing. She wanted Yolanda to stop worrying about all those rich people and start worrying about herself, her pleasure, her time. Cinnamon held Yolanda close against her body as she reached her hand slowly up Yolanda’s dress until she was cupping the space between her ass and her pussy.

Yolanda moaned as Cinnamon slowly curled her fingers toward her pussy. She moaned more loudly when Cinnamon massaged her pussy lips, which were getting wetter by the second. Cinnamon’s cock was now throbbing so hard that she couldn’t stand it.

“Take it off!” Cinnamon removed her hand from Yolanda’s pussy and took a step back. She lifted her dress to reveal her tiny black thong with her taped-down bulge. “Take off the tape.”

Yolanda was confused until Cinnamon pulled her thong to the side. Yolanda nodded and got to her knees in front of Cinnamon. She slowly pulled down her panties, revealing the tape that held her cock in place, but it was now barely holding. It only took Yolanda a few seconds to get all the tape off, and then Cinnamon’s cock started growing quickly. Cinnamon took off the dress too, leaving her in nothing more than her stuffed bra and heels.

It was erect within seconds, standing tall in front of Yolanda’s face. She couldn’t believe all of that was hiding in Cinnamon’s tiny black thong, but she wasn’t at all disappointed. Cinnamon’s cock was huge. It was long and thick and uncut.

“Fuck, that feels so much better.”

“You’re so big,” Yolanda said.

“Yeah, it’s eight inches long.”

“Mmm.”

“Go ahead and put it in your mouth. It doesn’t bite,” Cinnamon said.

Yolanda laughed as she reached up to wrap her hand around Cinnamon’s base. She stared up at the woman as she moved her lips closer and closer to Cinnamon’s cock. She slowly parted her lips as she took Cinnamon’s member into her mouth.

Cinnamon moaned loudly as Yolanda’s mouth encased her shaft. Yolanda moved her mouth faster and faster, losing herself in the motions. Cinnamon could tell that it had been a long time since Yolanda fucked, and she was enjoying every second, thinking she had the best job in the world.

Cinnamon pushed her fingers into Yolanda’s hair, forcing her lips further down Cinnamon’s thick rod. Cinnamon thrusted her hips, using Yolanda’s mouth like it was that wet pussy she was going to tear up, but her mouth felt pretty fucking good too.

Yolanda moaned as Cinnamon’s dick pushed against the back of her throat, but Yolanda was open for her, accepting Cinnamon’s dick, hungry for as much as she could take. Yolanda breathed through her nose and kept her throat open for Cinnamon as the girly boy fucked her mouth, using more and more of her dick with each thrust.

Yolanda reached between her legs, unable to avoid the call of her aching pussy. She pressed her hand against her soaked panties, swollen and hot and ready to have Cinnamon’s dick inside of her. She needed to feel it stretching her walls, breaking her limits.

“Fuck me!” Yolanda said after moving her lips off Cinnamon’s cock.

“Not until I taste you,” Cinnamon said and dropped to her knees. She reached behind Yolanda and unzipped her dress before pushing the woman to her back. Then Cinnamon pulled the dress down Yolanda’s exquisite body. She tossed it to the side before going back to remove Yolanda’s wet panties, so fucking turned on when she got her first glimpse of Yolanda’s gorgeous womanhood.

“Fuck, your pussy looks so good.”

“Use my pussy!”

Yolanda was weak. She was desperate. She needed Cinnamon to have her way with her, so she reached between her legs to touch herself in an attempt to stifle the desire, but Cinnamon pushed away her hand.

“Mine,” Cinnamon said before dropping her head between Yolanda’s spread legs. She wrapped her arms around Yolanda’s thighs before going in deep to lick her pussy. Yolanda gasped when Cinnamon made contact and lost all control as Cinnamon glided her tongue over her puffy lips.

Yolanda laughed. She moaned. Screamed. There was even a tear or two that slid down the side of her face as Cinnamon worked, and Yolanda knew she couldn’t last, but she didn’t want to because she needed this.

“Fuck!” Yolanda hollered as her back arched. “Yes!” She reached down to grab the back of Cinnamon’s head and held her against her pussy as she came. “Eat my pussy!”

Cinnamon moaned and kept licking as Yolanda came all over her, but she knew Yolanda was ready for more. She could see it in the way Yolanda was rocking and shaking her hips, like she would go crazy if Cinnamon didn’t give her that big dick. Cinnamon broke contact after a moment, ready to give Yolanda what she most wanted.

“You want this dick inside of you?”

“Yes!” Yolanda hollered.

“Good.”

Yolanda grabbed a condom, which Cinnamon rolled on in a second. Yolanda hadn’t been on birth control because of the dry spell, but she was definitely about to go back on it after tonight. She planned on booking Cinnamon every few weeks, minimum.

“Give it to me!”

Cinnamon wiped her hand along Yolanda’s gushing pussy and stroked her dick with sweet nectar. Yolanda was so wet, overstimulated from the dry spell and from cumming so hard. Yolanda was ready, though. Her pussy was nice and loose and open for Cinnamon when she pushed into her.

“Yes!” Yolanda yelled.

Cinnamon moaned as she sank deeper into Yolanda, so turned on and rock hard. She pushed all the way to her base, filling Yolanda with her eight inches, but Yolanda was loose and open for Cinnamon. She melted from the sensations of Cinnamon stuffing her.

It was everything she wanted.

Cinnamon held her cock deep for a moment before pulling out to her tip and thrusting back into Yolanda. She picked up speed and fucked Yolanda harder and harder, filling the room with slapping sounds as she beat that pussy up.

“Yes! Yes!” Yolanda screamed as she bit her lip. She was getting close as Cinnamon used her hole. It felt so incredible, and after months of being without any, Yolanda was overjoyed. She smiled through her moans as she stared up at Cinnamon.

Cinnamon kept thrusting her hips as she held herself with one arm, using the other to reach her hand out and cup Yolanda’s face. Her pussy was tight and warm around her cock, and fuck, she was getting close.

“Cum with me.”

Yolanda nodded and reached down to touch her pussy, rubbing it gently as Cinnamon adjusted to hold herself with both her arms and thrust her hips faster, using every inch of her big cock. Yolanda screamed a little each time Cinnamon pushed deep, but it felt so fucking good.

Yolanda wouldn’t last long, on the edge of a second orgasm, but she was ready to release. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum, let alone twice in one night. Cinnamon stared down at Yolanda as she moaned and rubbed her pussy, and then they were cumming a few moments later.

“Yes!”

Cinnamon groaned as she released deep inside Yolanda, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. Yolanda dug her fingers into Cinnamon’s back as she held her dick deep until Yolanda was pushing her out of her pussy.

“Fuck, that was good.” Cinnamon said before she gasped. She placed a hand on her chest.

Yolanda turned her body toward Cinnamon. She curled up by her side, draping a leg over Cinnamon’s body. “Yes, it was. I can’t believe you made me cum twice!”

“I can make you cum a third time if you want.”

“If you did that, I wouldn’t be able to wake up for work in the morning!”

“When was the last time you missed a day? Maybe it’s time,” Cinnamon said as she reached down to grab Yolanda’s ass.

“No! You’re crazy! I can’t miss work,” Yolanda said.

“Fine. You’re loss.”

They laughed and kissed and fooled around a little, but nothing more than Yolanda could handle.
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Tangerine was sitting in the living room that all the girls shared, and she couldn’t stop laughing. Cinnamon and Sparkle were also in the living room, both on their phones, so they couldn’t help but hear how Tangerine was laughing at nothing. It was a touch bizarre and got them to share a few looks.

“What, Tangerine?” Sparkle asked after the fourth or fifth time that she laughed. She couldn’t concentrate on the message she was trying to send. “What’s so funny?”

“You guys won’t believe what I did,” she said in a sinister voice.

“What did you do?” asked Cinnamon.

“I couldn’t help myself.”

Tangerine was sounding more guilty by the second, and neither of the other girls liked the sound of it. Sparkle and Cinnamon were about avoiding drama. They just wanted to get their cash and find ways to invest it without gathering too much suspicion from the government. Cinnamon still wanted to send money to her family, and she’d get around to it, when she had time.

“Tangerine, what is it? What did you do?”

Raven walked into the room just as Sparkle asked Tangerine that question. Raven had a date later that evening. Tangerine did too. Sparkle and Cinnamon had the night off, but Cinnamon had to do something real-estate related later.

“Hey, guys. How’s it going?” Raven asked as she walked toward her bedroom. Sparkle and Cinnamon told Raven they were fine. Tangerine said nothing.

Tangerine folded her lips, watching as Raven entered her bedroom, waiting for the inevitable scream. She could hardly hide the smile on her lips as she waited. She hated Raven, and it was about time that she paid for acting like a complete bitch.

“What the hell!” Raven screamed at the top of her lungs shortly after stepping into her bedroom. She came flying out of the room. She raised her hand and pointed at Tangerine. “You! You did this!”

Tangerine threw her head back and started laughing. She’d released a bunch of tiny crickets in Raven’s bedroom and closed the door, and now that the door was open, they’d started coming out of the room, but Tangerine hardly noticed. She was too busy laughing.

“You fucking bitch! I’m going to kill you!” Raven screamed.

Tangerine gasped, completely caught off guard when Raven lunged at her and wrapped her hands around Tangerine’s neck.

“I’m fucking tired of you!” Raven screamed as she straddled Tangerine’s sides and squeezed her hands more tightly.

“Raven! Stop!” Sparkle yelled.

“Yeah! What the fuck!” Cinnamon added.

Tangerine coughed and struggled as Raven choked her, only stopping when Sparkle smacked Raven on the side of the head and sent her flying to the ground. Raven got right back up and started spewing profanities as Sparkle did her best to hold Raven back.

Cinnamon grabbed Tangerine’s shoulders to look into her eyes and ask if she was okay. They all jumped and fell into silence when Liz walked into the room and screamed.

“Girls! Stop! What in the world is happening?”

Everyone started talking at once, but Liz knew there’d been tension between Tangerine and Raven, and they were clearly the ones being held back and attended to, so Liz took a deep breath and hollered at everyone to shut up.

“Raven! Tangerine! In my office, now!”
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