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RECKLESS

Beverly Hills Trap House

(Book 3)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always


1

Cinnamon was doing her best to ignore all the drama in the house. She usually went shopping with the girls, but it was about time that she started venturing out by herself. It seemed they couldn’t go anywhere without getting into a fight, and the other night Raven and Tangerine crossed a line. Cinnamon hoped Liz would put them in their place, but so far, there was nothing.

Sparkle told Cinnamon that she should mind her business, so that was exactly what she would do going forward. Cinnamon had a safe filled with cash at the house, a wad in her purse, and a little black book of clients that was growing by the day. Cinnamon was becoming quite the star, and she kind of loved it.

Cinnamon pulled her car into a parking spot. She sold one condo the day before, but she was more excited about her date later that night. A woman named Louise Fabiano. Her father was a famous actor, and Louise had no problems spending all the money that was passed down to her. Cinnamon worried she would blow through it before she became an old woman, but that really wasn’t Cinnamon’s problem. She didn’t worry too much about how Liz’s clients got their money as long as she got hers.

Her dates with Louise and Yolanda and everyone else were starting to give her a cushion that she’d be able to carry through to old age if she was lucky, which she thought she might be. Why else would she have been given this chance to work with Liz?

Cinnamon also hadn’t invited along the girls because she wasn’t exactly at the mall. She was down the street at the strip mall of discount fashion stores. Those stores that still had all the designer names but from a season or two ago at a much lower price. Cinnamon didn’t care about buying something when it first came out. She wasn’t that rich. Not yet.

Cinnamon tossed her hair over her shoulder as she adjusted her purse. She looked forward and started strutting toward the door. If she were anywhere besides Los Angeles, she would probably look ridiculous, but there were two other girls in the parking lot doing the exact same thing.

They pretended not to notice Cinnamon, and she did the same with them, pulling open the door and stepping inside the store. There was one of the same exact stores over by where she used to live in San Pedro, and she’d gone there to get Solomon his first suit jacket.

She went to a nicer store for the second suit, which got her a job at the real-estate agency where she worked. The very place where she ran around as an assistant to the fabulous Poppy. She was the girl who got Cinnamon the spot at Liz’s, and Cinnamon basically owed her everything, but Poppy was living in New York.

Cinnamon wasn’t looking for men’s suits now, though. She needed to add a lot of clothes to her feminine wardrobe. There were a few cute dresses in her closet, but she couldn’t let her dates see her in the same ones twice. Not with the money they were spending on her, so Cinnamon flipped through the clothes until she found a few options to try.

Cinnamon whistled as she went over to the fitting room, loving her day out alone. She liked it when the girls were there to tell her what looked cute or drab, but as more time passed, Cinnamon was finding it harder to trust the girls with whom she shared a house, especially after the fight between Raven and Tangerine.

Cinnamon still shivered when she thought about how Raven had lunged at Tangerine and wrapped her hands around the woman’s neck, but Tangerine wasn’t all innocent. Who in the world thinks it’s a good idea to release a bunch of crickets into someone else’s bedroom? Cinnamon might have done the exact same as Raven under the circumstances.

It took forever to pick up all those bugs, which Sparkle and Cinnamon did while Liz berated the other two in her office, yet she hadn’t spanked their asses. She said she would think of another punishment. The bad girls had no idea what was coming their way, once Liz decided what she wanted to do.

Cinnamon pulled a flowy, teal dress with floral accents up her body. She had on her fake boobs, so the dress fit rather nicely, but it was a little tight in the middle. She loved the colors and design, so she would definitely check to see if there was another one that wasn’t so damn tight around the waistline.

The next dress was a fitted white dress not too different from what Yolanda was wearing on their first date. It had no fabric on the shoulders, but there were two super short sleeves in line with the fabric that stopped above her breasts. She liked the dress a lot, especially how it hugged her booty in the back.

The third dress was a pink number with a puffy skirt bottom. Needless to say, it looked much better on the hanger than it did on Cinnamon. She sighed and took the two dresses she didn’t love and hung them on the rack outside of the fitting room before going to find some more options.

She looked at skirts, blouses, and anything that looked cute enough to wear on a date with one of the rich clients that Liz sent her way. Cinnamon eventually found a few things in addition to the white dress, but she knew she would have to shop at a lot of different stores to find those pieces that fit her body well and made her look like magic, so beautiful that nobody could possibly look away from her when she entered a room.

“That’ll be eighty-four dollars and twenty-nine cents.”

Cinnamon pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and handed it to the cashier with little thought, but then she remembered how much one hundred dollars used to be before she got this position at Liz’s. She thought of her family in San Pedro, imagining they’d found some random cousin or distant relative to fill the bed Cinnamon left empty, which was one half a bunk bed in a room shared by four people total.

Cinnamon didn’t miss living in a room with three other guys. She hated how she always used to feel like she would never escape, like she was destined to live in a room stuffed to the brim until she became old, which was never an option. Cinnamon worked her ass off to get out of there, but her prize came earlier than expected.

Cinnamon always thought that her escape would be through selling mansions or condos, but it’d been through the generosity of her mentor slash boss slash friend, Poppy. Now Cinnamon had more money than she ever thought she would, and she felt a bit guilty spending it on cute dresses and lingerie.

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said, taking the change and her bag. She turned and strutted to the door, loving how her heels clicked against the polished tile. She flipped her hair back before reaching out to open the door. She felt comfortable as a woman, almost more so than she did as a man.

Maybe it was the makeup. The heels. The styled hair. Perhaps it was the power she felt when every man in a room pretended not to steal glances of her. Cinnamon couldn’t pinpoint exactly why she felt amazing as a woman, but she did, and she had no plans on stopping soon. Every day that passed, Cinnamon wondered if she should just put her real-estate career on hold to be Liz’s girl full time. She already had to refuse a date for a showing, and it left a bit of a hole in her heart.

“Hello?”

Cinnamon cleared her throat, remembering to use the voice her mother knew. Solomon’s voice. She was sitting in her car with something of a heavy heart.

“Hey, mom! How are you?”

Jenna Varela was a strong woman. It was her family who owned the house where everyone lived. They’d gotten it years ago after getting kicked out of a rental for having too many people, so they pooled their money to buy the house. There usually wasn’t too much tension about the shared ownership. Plus, Jenna and her siblings had a plan for how money would be divided when they inevitably had to sell the house.

“Things are okay. We’ve been missing you around the house.”

“I miss you guys too!” Cinnamon wasn’t sure how true that statement was, but she had to pretend. She didn’t want to hurt her mother’s feelings after all that the woman had done for her. “Actually, I’m calling because I have some exciting news.”

“What? Did you meet a girl?” asked Jenna.

“No, mom. Nothing like that,” Cinnamon said. “I sold a condo! Got a pretty fat commission check in the process.”

“What? Really? Congratulations! When did you sell it?”

“A few weeks ago, but we just closed, and I finally got the money. I was hoping to send you some.” Cinnamon hated lying, but she couldn’t afford her mother being suspicious of how she was making money, so she fudged the purchase date of her first sale.

“Oh, Solomon! Thank you, but you don’t have to do that. We’re doing just fine down here.”

“It’s not that much money, but I want you to treat yourself. When was the last time you had a massage?”

“Never?” Jenna asked with a laugh.

“You deserve one. I’m going to send the money now, and I’ll send you the tracking information once I do. No arguing.”

Jenna protested a little more, but she eventually agreed to take the money and promised that she would use it to get a massage or a haircut or something to make her feel as fabulous as she deserved. Cinnamon felt lighter as she walked out of the bank, hoping her mother actually used the money how she’d promised, but it wasn’t her problem now.

Cinnamon didn’t live in San Pedro anymore.

She lived in Beverly Hills, and she had shit to do!
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Tangerine was in her room.

Raven was in hers.

The girls hadn’t spoken much at all since the fight, and neither planned on being the first to apologize. Tangerine knew it was wrong to release crickets in Raven’s room, and Raven knew it was wrong to choke Tangerine, but neither girl cared. All they felt was hate.

Sparkle and Cinnamon were doing their best to avoid Tangerine and Raven, and they especially weren’t about to take sides. They wanted to avoid the drama as much as they could, which was pretty much impossible since there was a thick fog of tension in the room.

It was difficult to be in the living room that the girls shared without feeling guilty for letting the slightest bit of laughter slip their lips, so Sparkle and Cinnamon either talked in the kitchen, or they did their best to stay silent. Everyone was hoping Liz would take care of the drama between Tangerine and Raven.

They were in luck.

Liz had finally come up with a plan on how to punish the girls because clearly a spanking wasn’t enough.

Liz marched into the living room that the girls shared. It was her house after all, so she kept her shoulders held high everywhere she went. She wasn’t about to let these girls think she was weak, even though she hadn’t been feeling much strength recently. She was preoccupied with thoughts about her first real lover, Wren, so she didn’t have the energy for Tangerine and Raven, but they were her girls.

They needed her guidance.

“Tangerine! Raven! Come out of your rooms! I know you’re in there!”

It took a moment, but the girls eventually appeared, looking at each other with daggers in their eyes as they emerged. Liz snapped her fingers to get them to look at her instead.

“You two need to get it together! I’m fed up with this feud between you, and it’s about time it ended!”

Liz had her hands on her hips, giving the girls a power pose, even though she was feeling weaker than ever inside, but they didn’t know. Raven and Tangerine quivered in place as they stood in front of Liz.

The girls said nothing as Liz stood in front of them, staring with judgmental eyes. She moved her gaze from one to the other, serving up that same cold look that had both girls questioning their place in the house. Neither wanted to leave. The money was too good.

“I’m sorry,” Tangerine said first.

“Me too, Liz. I didn’t mean to react how I did. I’m sorry, Tangerine.” Raven turned her attention to Tangerine.

Tangerine nodded once at Raven, acting like everything was fine between them. She was ready to put the entire situation behind her. She wanted to get back to her full schedule of men. Tangerine knew there was another girl out there who could fill the blonde-hair, blue-eyed void if she wasn’t careful.

“Sorry isn’t good enough, girls. Come with me to my office,” Liz said and waved for the girls to follow her.

They shared a quick glance before hurrying to catch up with Liz. Raven was right behind their mistress. Tangerine was a few steps behind Raven, and neither of them had any idea what Liz had planned, but they knew she was capable of cruel deeds.

They were both nervous as they followed Liz up the stairs to her office. They stepped into the room, which was large with a bookshelf on one side and a huge window along the other. Liz pointed at the chairs in front of her desk for the girls to sit.

They did as she asked, and Liz sat across from them, just staring at them for a moment. The silence had the girls moving from a simmer to a boil, deeply worried that they were about to get the boot.

“You already found our replacements, didn’t you?” Tangerine asked when she couldn’t bear the silence.

Raven glared at Tangerine like she’d lost her mind, but Liz just smiled. She had nothing to lose. It was her house, her rules. The girls only went out on dates, but Liz made all of the arrangements, and that wasn’t easy work.

“It’s nothing like that, Tangerine, but I will find girls to take your place if you two can’t get it together. Crickets? In my house? You clearly lost her mind.”

“She’s demented! I’ve been trying to tell you as much,” Raven pleaded.

“Enough! I can form my own opinions, Raven.”

“You only like her because the clients are obsessed with her blonde hair and big tits! If she were anyone else, you would have kicked her out already! Her attitude has been terrible ever since she moved into the house.”

“Glad to know how you really feel,” Tangerine spat at Raven.

“Girls! You have five seconds to calm the fuck down, or I’ll kick you out! I swear I will!”

Tangerine narrowed her eyes at Raven, and Raven jerked her shoulders like she was about to launch at Tangerine, and their actions made Liz slam her fist on the desk. She screamed at them to stop.

“Thin ice, girls! You’re driving me to my limits!”

“I’m sorry, but it’s her fault!” Tangerine screamed and held her finger in Raven’s face. “She’s been here the longest. I wouldn’t act like this if she weren’t such a bitch!”

“Bitch? I’m not the one who stole someone’s client.”

“Please,” Tangerine said with a scoff. “He asked for me. I didn’t steal anything.”

“Liz!” Raven hollered. She was so close to wrapping her hands around Tangerine’s neck a second time, but she was trying to be the bigger person. She didn’t want to stoop that low. “Do something!”

“I am going to do something. To both of you!”

“Why me? I was only defending myself! She put crickets in my room!”

“Shut up!” Liz screamed. In all her years of having trans girls in the house, she’d never met two who hated each other this much. Liz didn’t want to lose either of the girls because they each filled a specific niche, but she didn’t know how much more of the nonsense she could handle.

Both girls fell silent as Liz caught her breath, giving them death glares as she finally calmed down a bit, angry at them for letting it get this far. There was no reason to bring out Liz’s bad side, but she wasn’t about to let the girls walk all over her.

“Thank you. Now that you aren’t screaming like wild animals, I can show you what I’ve been hiding.”

Liz put up her finger to silence the girls before they could say anything, as any words they uttered led to a fight, and Liz had no time for it. She had a lot on her plate. Liz slowly pulled out the plastic devices and placed them on her desk.

“No!” Raven said.

“Are those what I think they are?” Tangerine asked and bit her lip, hoping Liz didn’t expect her to wear one of them!

“Yes, girls. These are chastity cages. Unfortunately, your behavior has given me no other choice. I thought about spanking you, but that wouldn’t be enough to stop whatever it is that’s going on between you two. I also thought about making you guys fuck on camera, but you’d probably like that too much.”

“As if,” Tangerine gasped and crossed her arms over her chest.

“Yeah, hard pass.”

“Frank has mentioned wanting both of you,” Liz said. “You two really wouldn’t be interested?”

Raven’s heart stung at the mention of Frank Yan, the client Tangerine stole. It was true that Frank had asked for the switch, but he was perfect for Raven. He was Asian. She was half-Asian. He booked her every other week or so, and the sex was out of this world.

Raven missed it.

“Can we not talk about him? Please?” asked Raven.

“Yeah, I prefer to keep him to myself. You know, since he chose me,” Tangerine said in a smug voice.

“Now, come on, Tangerine. Don’t be a bitch. Frank could drop you tomorrow, and I would let him. You can never get too cocky with our clients,” Liz warned.

“Yes, I understand,” Tangerine said softly.

“Anyway, girls, I don’t care if you fuck or don’t fuck, but what you can’t do is fight. Choking her was out of line and unacceptable, Raven. Tangerine, the crickets in the bedroom went too far. I don’t want crickets running wild in my house.”

Both girls nodded as Liz spoke.

“Very well. As you both know, these are chastity cages, and if you want to stay living in this house, you’ll wear them. I haven’t decided for how long, but if you’re not on a date, you’ll be in chastity. No touching yourselves. No getting fully erect. If I don’t give you girls something to miss, you’ll never learn, and I have a feeling you’ll both miss your erections.”

Tangerine and Raven looked at each other. Neither of them wanted to wear chastity cages, but what choice did they have? If they didn’t accept Liz’s rules, they would have to leave the house, and what worse way was there to leave Liz’s?

“Fine,” Raven said first. “I’ll wear it. Are you putting them on now?”

Liz nodded.

Raven and Liz turned their attention toward Tangerine, who was staring at the chastity device with doubtful eyes, like she was considering giving it all up, but then she thought back to her days as a porno star. Was she prepared to go back to that?

She wasn’t.

“Ugh, me too. I’ll do it!”

“You girls think this is easy for me, but it’s not. I don’t want to punish you, but I need you to behave, and I hope this time in chastity teaches you a lesson.”

Raven stood and walked over to Liz’s side of the desk. She stood in front of her mistress and pulled down her bottoms to reveal her manicured cock. Liz admired the beauty of Raven’s package before sliding the chastity device into place and locking it. Then she did the same with Tangerine.

Their cocks were now locked, so Liz sent them on their way. They were both angry, but they just went back to their bedrooms. Liz would only release them when they had a date. Too bad neither of them had a date until much later in the day.
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Raven was getting ready in her bedroom several hours after being locked into chastity, and it made her fucking angry that her dick was locked in a cage. What right did Liz have to lock up her womanhood? Plus, why hadn’t Tangerine shouldered more of the blame?

Everyone was acting like the entire problem started because of Raven’s behavior. Sure, she could be a bitch, but Tangerine was the one who made backhanded comments, and she was a man stealer. People should be angry at her. They should hate her.

Raven couldn’t believe that her dick was now locked up because of a fight she had with Tangerine. She didn’t even consider Tangerine worthy of her time, yet Raven had let it come to this. She would have much rather received a spanking. It was bad enough that she had to tape down her dick before dates.

There were plenty of trans girls who didn’t bother with tape, but Liz wanted them looking perfect. She refused to have any wardrobe accidents. Liz ran a tight ship, and Raven was nothing but a willing passenger. It was so humiliating that she’d agreed to put this thing on her cock.

Raven liked to stroke herself in the darkness of the night. She liked to watch porn that got her excited. She couldn’t give everything to her clients. If she did that, she would lose herself in the process, and that wasn’t acceptable, but now she had this cage encasing her womanhood.

Was engineering so bad?

Raven had a master’s degree in engineering from an esteemed university, yet she hadn’t used it for anything more than an internship in San Francisco when she lived in the area. She moved to Los Angeles right after graduating. She thought she was on top of the world then, yet it had led her to this.

Raven wasn’t even sure what her life was anymore, but her heart wasn’t in it like it used to be. She was also the only girl in the house besides Cinnamon who didn’t have a boob job. Liz didn’t care because Raven knew how to act like a girl without big breasts, but Raven always wondered why she didn’t get the surgery.

Had Raven done all this to get back at her parents? The cage around her cock had her questioning a lot of things. She’d always kind of wondered if becoming a girl instead of an engineer was a mistake, but these past few hours had her hating everything about her life. She could hardly concentrate to put on her makeup.

“Are you decent?” Liz asked as she knocked on Raven’s door. It was open, but Liz hadn’t stepped into the room. Not until she heard Raven say that everything was fine. “Raven, how are you doing?”

“Not great, boss.”

“I’ve always loved how unfiltered you are.” Liz grinned as she went over to sit on the edge of Raven’s bed. Raven was sitting at her desk, and they could see each other through the mirror. Now that Raven had the biggest bedroom, she was living a life of luxury. She had her own private bathroom with a huge walk-in closet.

Raven turned on the bench in front of her desk to face Liz, crossing her legs as she narrowed her eyes and tilted her head to the side slightly. “Is that so? Or are you just saying that?”

“How’s that cage feeling on your cock?” Liz asked in a bitchy voice to match Raven’s.

“Restrictive, but that’s how you wanted it.”

“You did this to yourself, Raven. If you wouldn’t have attacked Tangerine, she would be the only one getting punished.”

“Great,” Raven said and turned to face her mirror. She grabbed her makeup with a new sense of urgency now that anger filled her. She made quick work at dolling up her face while Liz stared at her through the mirror, but she did everything not to meet Liz’s eyes as she applied the makeup.

“You’ve always made such a darling girl, Raven. I’ll miss you when you go.”

“Are you kicking me out?”

“Not at all, but all of my girls spread their wings eventually, and I can sense you getting restless. Is there something you wanted to talk about while we’re alone?” Liz asked.

Raven swallowed, finally meeting Liz’s eyes through the mirror, and there was zero trace of animosity. Raven could never quite wrap her head around how Liz went from sweet to evil and back in the span of five minutes. Raven was dying to talk to somebody, but could she really trust Liz?

“It’s nothing,” said Raven. “Didn’t you come here to take off my chastity device for the date?”

“Yes, but I’m worried about you. You are so bright, Raven, but I can tell that you’re also troubled. There’s something going on in your life, and it’s bringing out a darkness in you that I haven’t seen before.”

Raven felt like Liz had peered into her soul with that comment. It was true that she was battling with her identity as a trans call girl. She loved who she was as Raven, but who had she left behind in the process? Didn’t all those years of studying mean anything?

“Some girls don’t stay girls forever, and that’s okay,” Liz said. “Some of my girls go all the way too. I’ve seen it all, and you can only do what’s right for you. When I first met you, Raven, I could see the pain in your eyes. It’s still there, but you’re older now. You’re more mature. You can handle this.”

Raven wanted to believe Liz, but she was also filled with rage. She hated her parents for never listening to what she wanted. She hated that she had to have sex for money, and more than anything at present, she hated the fucking cage around her cock.

“Yeah,” Raven said in a low voice as she got to her feet and went over to her outfit. She was wearing a businesswoman outfit. A suit jacket with a skirt bottom. They were both blush pink, and she was going to pair them with white heels and a jet-black wig. “So, are you taking off my cage for the date?”

“Yes, but I want to know that you’ll be okay.”

“Why wouldn’t I be okay, Liz? How many dates have I been on now? You’re worried about me when you should be worrying about Tangerine. That girl—”

“Stop right there,” Liz said. “You don’t want to say anything that you’ll regret. A lady doesn’t say things she regrets, and as long as you’re living in my house, you’ll act like a lady. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Liz. I understand,” Raven said and bowed her head.

“Strip down, and I’ll take off your cage, but you have to behave, and you’re putting this cage back on right when you get home tonight.”

“Whatever you say.”

“Please lose the attitude. You have been here the longest, and I’d really appreciate it if you acted like it. Lead by example. Don’t attack the other girls.”

“She had it coming,” Raven said in an unconcerned voice.

Liz wanted to scream at Raven, but it was useless. If she knew what was good for her, she would get it together, but Liz could always come up with a worse punishment if she didn’t.

“Just take off your panties.”

Raven slid down her panties and kicked them to the side. Liz glared at her, like she’d committed a felony for tossing her soiled panties to the side. Raven didn’t care as she would have to tape her dick and put on a cute thong anyway.

“Just take off my cage.”

Liz stopped fishing for the key that she had in her pocket to look up at Raven with a shocked expression. Had the woman lost her mind talking to her mistress like that? Liz honestly wasn’t sure. Raven had a crazed look in her eyes, like she wanted to burn down everything in her path.

“Should I cancel your date tonight?”

“Why? To give the man to Cinnamon? I don’t think so,” Raven said. “Take off this cage, please, so I can put on my suit and wig. I need to get ready, mistress!”

The sarcasm was thick in Raven’s voice, but Liz had no choice but to take off Raven’s cage, and Raven sighed loudly when her cock was finally free.

“Don’t get too comfortable. You have to put tape on it.”

“The tape is better.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to talk, Raven? Is there something going on in your life you aren’t telling us?”

Liz knew that Raven had a lot of problems with her parents, but there was something off about her recently, and it had to have been more than her parents. Liz didn’t know what it was, but she worried that Raven would snap when she was out with a client.

“There’s nothing going on. Now, can you leave me to get ready please? I want to make sure I’m my best for this man,” Raven said as she skipped across the room to grab a thong from her drawer, suppressing laughter as she pulled them up her legs.
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“Thanks for coming with me. I need something to wear on this date tonight,” Sparkle said to Cinnamon as they walked through the mall together.

“No problem. I might grab a thing or two,” Cinnamon said. She’d been stopping at every store she could just to see if there was anything that would fit her exquisitely, something that would make her dates fantasize about her long after they parted ways.

“You are acquiring quite the collection. I’ve seen all those clothes in your closet.”

Cinnamon scoffed. “You’re going into my room when I’m not there?”

Sparkle chuckled. “No, your closet is visible from the doorway, and you don’t exactly close your door.”

“Oh,” Cinnamon said with a light laugh. “I know it’s vain, but I don’t want these people to see me in the same outfit twice.”

“I totally get it,” Sparkle said and gestured toward the entrance of a store. “Shall we?”

Cinnamon nodded and stepped into the store first. Sparkle followed, but they went off in opposite directions. Everything in the store was adorable. The dresses were on the plain and muted side, but they looked like they were top quality.

“What do you think? Going to try on anything?” Sparkle asked.

“Uh, yeah! I can’t not try on a dress,” Cinnamon said.

Sparkle grinned and told Cinnamon that she also found a few things that she wanted to try, so they went to the changing rooms together. Sparkle tried on high-waisted pants with flared bottoms. She paired them with a halter top that left a bit of her midsection showing, and it made her feel fabulous.

Cinnamon tried on a muted pink dress that was boxy and stopped about five inches above the knees. If she bent over the wrong way, she’d give people a show, but she still loved the dress, especially the color and how soft the fabric was on her skin.

“What do you think?” Cinnamon asked, turning her hips from side to side. “Is it ugly?”

“Not at all. I love it! What do you think of these pants? How do they make my ass look?” Sparkle asked, turning her backside to Cinnamon. She looked over her shoulder as she anxiously awaited an answer.

“It looks fucking fabulous!” Cinnamon said and gave Sparkle’s ass a little slap. They giggled before going back into the changing rooms to get ready. They bought their outfits and went down to the food court with their bags swinging by their sides.

“What should we eat?”

“Whatever you’re in the mood for is fine with me,” said Cinnamon.

Sparkle looked around the food court, tapping her chin. She decided on the dessert café. Cinnamon needed a little more than that, though, so she got a wrap at the place next door and a small brownie from the café for after.

“So, what are we going to do about those girls?” Sparkle asked as she opened the small box that held her slice of cake. She stared at it with big eyes before reaching to grab her fork.

“I don’t know,” Cinnamon said. “Is there anything we can do? I don’t want to get involved if I can avoid it.”

“Who do you think is at fault?”

Cinnamon shook her head and pulled back the paper covering her wrap. She pushed her hair behind her ear before parting her painted lips to take a bite of the wrap. She moaned as the explosion of flavors filled her mouth.

“I’m going to ask you again, so don’t act like you didn’t hear me,” Sparkle said.

“Fine!” Cinnamon said after she swallowed the bite. “You girls are always so difficult! Can’t you just let me make my money?”

“Whatever you tell me will stay right here. I’m not going to say anything to anyone else.”

“Yeah? How can I know that for sure?” Cinnamon asked. As much as she wanted to trust Sparkle, there was a chance that she could turn on her. She could run to tell Liz what they talked about or distort what Cinnamon said to one of the other girls.

“Okay, I hear you. What if I tell you what I think first?”

“That might help,” Cinnamon said suspiciously. “We could always just gossip about our clients and all the stuff we do behind closed doors.”

“We’ll get to that too, girl, but we really need to have a plan for what we’re going to do if shit hits the fan with Raven and Tangerine. I’ve seen girls get crazy, and Liz is willing to put up with a little bit of crazy, but there could be a major shakeup in the house if those two get kicked out.”

Cinnamon’s eyes widened at Sparkle’s words as the girl stared at her with fire in her eyes. Cinnamon understood where Sparkle was coming from, but she didn’t want to get her hands dirty. The money was too good, and she’d just sent her mom a couple grand, so she wasn’t trying to jeopardize her money in any way.

“I’m serious, Cinnamon. Stop looking at me with those deer eyes and say something. What are we going to do if they get kicked out, girl?” Sparkle asked.

“We’ll figure out what to do if and when that happens.”

“And if they release more crickets?” Sparkle hollered. “Girl, I can’t be cleaning up so many damn crickets! Do you hear me?”

Cinnamon laughed, remembering how she and Sparkle were racing around the room to pick up as many of the loose crickets as they could find. It was an activity that continued through to the next morning, but they eventually got all of them. They hadn’t seen one since.

“Are you ready for your date tonight?” Cinnamon asked, trying to move on from talking about Tangerine and Raven. She had no idea what she’d do if they fought again, but she hoped Liz didn’t kick them out. That would stress her out even more.

“I guess. It’s this older guy who has a house in the hills. Apparently, he likes to do some freaky shit.”

“Shut up! Like what?”

“Liz mentioned something about wearing a glove to stick my hand you know where.”

“No way! We have to do those kinds of things?”

Sparkle shrugged. “You could always say no, but I don’t mind doing that. Then I’m going to stick my big dick in his ass and watch him cum harder than he has in years.”

Cinnamon looked around nervously to see if anyone had heard as Sparkle cackled. “You’re crazy, Sparkle!”

“Girl, I’m about my money! If you knew what was good for you, you’d do the same!”

“I’m thinking about quitting the real-estate agency,” Cinnamon admitted.

Sparkle made a loud sound. “What? No way! Why would you want to do that? Didn’t they just start giving you listings?”

“Yeah, but I’m making so much more with Liz, and it’s a lot of work to balance the two.”

“I hear that! I never knew how Poppy did it! I need my relaxation time. This face doesn’t happen from being busy all day and night,” Sparkle said and curled her fingers in front of her face to point at it. “So, you might become Cinnamon full time? That’s quite the commitment.”

“I’m having fun,” she said quickly. “I like being Cinnamon.”

“I can tell.”

Cinnamon blushed and picked up her brownie to take a bite. She’d already finished her wrap, wishing she could afford to eat two, but Liz had them on a strict diet. It wasn’t easy being one of her girls, but it was certainly worth it when the money came rolling in.

“Is it really that obvious?” Cinnamon asked.

“Yes, but womanhood suits you. I can’t believe you weren’t trans before this.”

“Nope, and I still have to dress up as Solomon to go to the office. Every day when I wake up, I think about going to the office as Cinnamon, but then I stop myself.”

“You don’t have to rush anything,” Sparkle said. “So, who do you think started the drama? Tangerine or Raven?”

“I’m not talking about it!” Cinnamon said.

“Ugh, fine! Are we still on for the club tonight?”

“Yeah, girl! I need to shake my ass on the dance floor!”

“Me too! Let’s get out of here, though. I have to get ready for my date.”
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Raven was accompanying a man named David Martin to his company’s mixer. David was introducing Raven to everyone as his girlfriend of three months, even though they’d only met a few hours ago. Raven didn’t mind, though. She smiled and knew a lot about business, so everyone was impressed by her smarts.

“Liz wasn’t kidding when she said you were intelligent,” David said as he pulled her from yet another group of his colleagues. Raven kind of hated how David was smiling from ear to ear, but she played along like she was having the time of her life.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me, Mr. Martin.”

“Yes, but I would love to get to know more about you.”

“I bet you would,” Raven said with a sly smile.

“You’re a feisty girl, aren’t you?”

“Maybe… if that’s what you want me to be.”

David Martin looked a little taken aback, but Raven was having fun. She hated how these men wanted her to act perfectly all the time, like she was just some robot performing a function. Good girl here, naughty there. Fuck that.

“Raven! My bosses are here.”

Raven ignored David’s plea and threw her arms over his shoulders. She stared into his worried eyes. “What’s wrong, David? Don’t you like me?”

“Yes, but you need to get it together,” David said in a harsh whisper, taking a step away from Raven until he broke contact. “You can’t act like a whore here.”

Raven glared at David, daring him to make another mistake. She was not afraid to pour a drink over his head. She didn’t give a fuck about the money or the reputation of the golden ‘M’ necklace around her neck. Liz’s girls were always supposed to be prim and proper and exactly how the client wanted, but Raven couldn’t handle it. No man was about to call her a whore and think it was okay.

“Would you like to try again, David?”

“I’m sorry, Raven, but we’re at my office. Can’t that wait until after the party?”

Raven didn’t push David away when he came up and grabbed her side to pull her close. She tried to act annoyed but melted quickly, even though she was boiling inside, she acted like a good girl to appease David. She giggled when he pressed his lips against her neck, and the few people that’d been watching them went back to what they were doing.

“That was close. Don’t let it happen again,” David whispered before pulling away from Raven slowly.

Raven grabbed a fresh glass of wine and went back to following David around the room, mingling when appropriate and keeping her lips shut when it wasn’t. They eventually retired to a sofa in the corner. Raven turned her body toward David’s, listening intently and laughing when she should.

***

“Yeah, girl! Suck that dick!”

David had his hand on the back of Raven’s head as she bobbed her lips up and down his shaft, giving him head down in the parking garage of his office. He didn’t want anything to do with her upstairs, yet this was where he wanted to fuck? He’d mentioned something about a hotel to Raven earlier, but this was probably his plan all along.

Raven seriously didn’t understand people sometimes, but she didn’t care. David was paying twelve grand for her time, and he’d already promised he wouldn’t want to keep her all night, so Raven planned on going out, which was what she thought about as she bobbed her head.

“Yeah, girl! I love how good you suck my dick!”

Raven moaned as she sucked David with more vigor, hoping she could get him to cum before he made her do anything else, but he pulled her off his dick a minute later, gasping loudly.

“What’s wrong, baby? Don’t you want to cum in my mouth?”

David was trying to catch his breath, still half in his suit with his five-inch cock on full display. Raven didn’t mind a five-inch cock. She actually quite liked the smaller ones when she was getting fucked because it hurt a lot less the next morning, but Raven didn’t want to see another businessman’s dick.

She wanted to scream!

She wanted to break the windows of David’s car. All Raven had to look forward to back at Liz’s was a chastity cage, and that was the last thing Raven wanted! She loved control, and she wanted the ability to touch herself at three o’clock in the morning if she wanted. She didn’t want some plastic device covering her womanhood.

“I want you to fuck me. It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked, and you’re so hot, Raven.”

“Thank you,” Raven said brightly. “Turn around, so I can stick this girly dick in your ass.”

David moaned loudly and rushed to take off more of his clothes. His windows were darker than dark, so Raven wasn’t worried about people seeing them, but she was worried how she would ever have enough space to properly pound this man’s ass after he’d called her a whore.

Had he lost his fucking mind?

Raven unzipped her skirt. She pushed it down her legs and kicked it off. Then she did the same with her panties and pulled off the tape, revealing her cock, which was growing more erect by the second. Raven had been craving some ass, and now this guy was serving his up on a silver platter, and his bum looked like it spent time in the gym.

Raven smacked it lightly. “You want my girly cock in your ass?”

“Yes, please! I need it!”

David had pulled out a bottle of lube, and Raven used it to lather her bare cock. She pushed her tip against David’s hole and made him beg for it, telling him that she needed to hear how much he wanted it. David was practically screaming with her tip up against his hole, but then he screamed even more loudly when Raven pushed her cock past his ring.

“Yes!” he cried as Raven sank deep. “Give me that girly cock!”

Raven pushed her chest up against David as she slowly thrusted her hips, giving him her cock, and he couldn’t stop saying how much he loved it. His voice was a broken whisper, and Raven loved how it sounded in her ear as she thrusted more quickly.

“Yes! Fuck me hard!”

Raven used every inch of her cock as she pushed deep and pulled back to her tip, fucking David’s ass like she wanted to get back at him, which she did, so she really started pounding his ass, but he loved it.

If Raven wasn’t getting her aggression out, she would do something to reduce David’s pleasure, but she didn’t even care about him calling her a whore anymore. She just wanted to bury this load, get her money, and move on with her night.

“Take this dick, boy!”

“Yes!”

Raven smacked David’s ass and spread his cheeks before pushing deep. He cried out, but he loved having Raven’s cock inside of him, and he didn’t care if he had to spend another twelve grand, he was definitely about to have another night with her.

Raven grabbed David’s hips and thrusted harder. Her balls were swelling, but she was an expert at holding her load. She could fuck an ass for hours and still cum on command, so she was just waiting for her guy to make the call.

“I want to see you cum,” Raven said as she thrusted, making high-pitched, girly moans.

“Yeah? Turn me around!”

Raven flipped David over and threw his legs into the air. He wrapped his hand around his dick and beat it as he stared up at Raven, who was a lot smaller than him, but he loved that about her. She was so feminine and sexy and her dick, fuck, her dick felt incredible.

“Give me that cock!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, Raven! Now!”

Raven didn’t miss a beat and pushed deep into David’s ass. She held his ankles as she fucked him, watching how he stroked his cock, knowing that he was close, so she let her walls down. She let herself get closer to an orgasm, moaning more loudly as she did.

“Yeah, girl! Cum with me!”

Raven thrusted her hips faster as David beat his cock, and then he gasped, squirting his first loads all over his stomach. Raven moaned and kept fucking him as he came, savoring the feeling of his ass muscles squeezing her cock, giving her exactly what she needed to join him.

Raven pulled out of David and grabbed her cock, stroking it quickly as she stood on her knees above David, and then she screamed, letting her load release and mix with his. He laughed as she came all over him, and Raven let herself laugh a bit too.

She really had to loosen up, which she planned to do at the club before going back to Liz’s prison. Raven thanked David for a good time and kissed him on the cheek before getting out of the car. She was going to get a taxi to where she needed to go.
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“Yeah? You like this?” Sparkle asked as she pushed her gloved hand into Franklin Jenkins’s anal cavity. She’d never used so much lube in her life, but judging by the sounds coming from Franklin, he was enjoying every moment.

“Deeper! Push your hand deeper!”

Sparkle bit her lip and cursed to herself, wondering how this man could handle her big hand up his ass, but he was paying good money to have it there, and fisting him was turning her on, so it wasn’t all bad.

“Take this, Franklin! Take this fist up your ass!”

“Yes!” Franklin cried as Sparkle pushed her curled hand deeper into his ass. “Stretch my ass!”

Sparkle was wearing a sexy pair of navy crotchless panties and a matching bra. They were both lacy and made her womanly parts look incredible. Sparkle reached between her legs with her free hand to stroke her half-hard cock, wondering how it would feel in Franklin’s loosened hole.

Sparkle pushed her hand deep and then pulled it back out, fucking Franklin slowly, listening to his moans for guidance. She didn’t want to push him too far, but he was taking her fist like a champion.

“Keep going, Sparkle! A little deeper!”

Sparkle was already at her wrist, but she kept pushing her hand further, giving Franklin what he wanted, even though Sparkle couldn’t believe how deep he was taking it! She kept going, though, getting at least another inch before Franklin was screaming out for her to stop. He told her to pull back a bit, and then he told her to fuck him with her fist.

“Like this, baby?” Sparkle asked as she slowly thrusted her hand, which was about at her wrist in Franklin’s ass, but she’d been stroking herself the entire time and was rock hard now, and she just wanted to pound Franklin’s submissive ass. “How about some dick? You want this big, girly dick in your ass?”

“Yes! Fuck me with your fist for another minute. I’ll tell you when, but I’ll want you to pull your fist out quickly. Not too quick, but not too slow, and then I want you to shove your cock in me.”

“Whatever you say, daddy.”

Franklin moaned as Sparkle kept fucking him with her fist, getting him ready for her to pull it all the way out of his ass, which she did after another couple minutes of fucking him. He gave the signal, but she barely heard him. She was too focused on that stretched-out hole.

“Holy fuck,” Sparkle said as she pushed her dick into Franklin’s puckered hole, which was a lot tighter than Sparkle would have expected, and the things he was doing with his walls! Oh, my! Sparkle moaned and held Franklin’s hips to steady herself, barely able to concentrate on fucking him.

“You like that?” Franklin asked as he squeezed and released his hole. He started moving his hips back and forth, taking over the fucking. Sparkle moaned and put her hands behind her head. “Fuck, yeah! I love this big dick!”

“Give me that sissy ass!” Sparkle said and spanked Franklin’s cheek.

Franklin hollered out as Sparkle spanked his ass and pushed her cock deep, loving every second of it. Sparkle held Franklin’s hips and lost a bit of control as she pounded his ass, giving him all of her dick, and then he was screaming out.

“You’re going to make me cum!”

“Yes!” Sparkle screamed. “Cum for me, Franklin!”

“Cum with me, Sparkle! Cum deep in my hole!”

Sparkle spanked Franklin’s ass again and held her load until he was screaming out, and then she released the floodgates and let her cum flow into Franklin’s hole, filling it to the brim until it was leaking out past where her cock stuffed Franklin’s hole.

“Yes!” he screamed. “Keep that dick in me!”

Sparkle did as Franklin asked until he was cumming a second time, but then the compression from his walls felt too intense, and Sparkle had to pull out of Franklin’s hole. She gasped as her dick touched fresh air, feeling like she could finally breathe again.

Had she died a second inside of Franklin?

“If I had known your dick would feel that amazing then I would have made you fuck me before you fisted me.”

“Next time,” Sparkle said.

“I’d love that.”

“So, what does a man like you do in a house this big all day?”

“Watch too much porn?” Franklin asked with a laugh.

Sparkle chuckled. “How did you make all of your money?”

“I was a producer, and then I bought a bunch of real estate, and I have investments that are decades old.”

“Same ol’ story then?” Sparkle asked with a laugh.

“Pretty much,” Franklin said.

“Why don’t you give me a tour of the house? Then we should have time for round two before I need to leave.”

“Perfect,” Franklin said with a wicked grin.
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Raven was free from her cock cage, and the music was blaring. There were a few drugs in her system, and she felt on top of the world.

“What was that you just gave me?” Raven asked the stranger standing next to her at the bar. She’d made out with him in exchange for some more drugs.

“It was molly! Enjoy!” he said with a wink.

“Thanks,” Raven said before she threw her hands into the air and screamed. Some girls had given her coke in the bathroom when she first got to the club, and now she had this molly in her system, so she was ready to dance!

Raven shook her hips as she moved toward the dance floor, feeling free from Liz and all her stupid rules. Raven could be doing a lot more stuff than working for Liz. She could work for some of the top engineering firms in the country, yet she was selling her body for thousands at a time.

It wasn’t a bad gig, but what right did Liz have to put a chastity cage on Raven’s cock? Raven was positive the woman had lost her mind, and she was seriously thinking about never going back there, but for tonight, she would dance!

“Woo!” Raven screamed to the DJ. “Drop the beat!”

Raven pushed her hands into her hair, not feeling like she was close enough to the stage, so she moved closer… and closer. Then she was climbing onto the stage and throwing her arms around the DJ, who was rather sexy.

He laughed and pushed her off gently. “You can dance here but don’t touch please.”

“Whatever you say, Mr. DJ!”

The man grinned and winked at Raven as she hollered and threw her arms into the air, feeling on top of the world, like she could do anything, like she could take over this club if she wanted.

“Dance, bitches!” Raven screamed at the crowd. “Shake those hips! I want to see you move!”

The crowd hollered as Raven stood on the stage and commanded them to dance, but she was too lost in the feeling from the ecstasy to hear them. All she really wanted was some hot guy dancing up on her, sliding his tongue down her throat.

Raven screamed as the drugs ran through her, pulling on her hair a bit as she shook her hips, feeling invincible, like nobody could stop her. The DJ finally dropped the beat, and Raven felt transported to another world.

“Yesss! Give me that bass!”

Raven turned her ass to the crowd and started gyrating, giving everyone a show. She even did the splits at one point, but all the dancing made her tired eventually, so she hopped off the stage and pushed through the crowd. She ignored the people giving her weird looks and went straight to the bar.

“I need a shot! Give me some tequila!”

The bartender who approached Raven lifted his eyebrow at her, but she pretended not to notice. Was he the one who’d just sold their body for money? Was he the one who had to put a cage on his dick when he got home?

“Save the attitude and pour my drink,” Raven said with narrowed eyes as she stared at the bartender, daring him to ruin her buzz.

“Bad night?”

“Try bad life.”

“Shots won’t take away the pain forever,” the man said as he poured tequila into a shot glass.

Raven ignored him and threw back the shot, loving how it burned her throat, but it felt like nothing compared to the cocaine and molly in her system, so she asked for another.

She’d been feeling like garbage recently, so she was going to treat her body how she felt.

“You sure?” the bartender asked.

“Don’t I look sure?” Raven chided the man.

“Girl! I thought that was you! What are you doing here?” Cinnamon asked, coming out of nowhere, which delivered a healthy shock to Raven’s system.

The girls had never seen her like this. Raven was usually so good about keeping herself in check, but she’d been coming undone these past few weeks and didn’t know where her bottom was, but she was on a mission to find it.

“Hey, Cinnamon!” Raven screamed and threw open her arms for a hug, and that was when she noticed Sparkle standing right behind them. “Hey, Sparkle!”

Sparkle waved slowly, looking more than a little suspicious of Raven, or maybe it was just the paranoia Raven felt from the drugs. Up was down, left was right, and Raven just wanted to have a good time.

“Looks like you’ve been here for a minute,” Cinnamon said with a light laugh. “We just got here. Guess we have some catching up to do.”

“I snorted coke in the bathroom,” Raven whispered into Cinnamon’s ear as she stood on her toes. “Then this random guy gave me some molly!”

“Oh, wow.” Cinnamon smiled, but it wasn’t at all judgmental. “Didn’t you have a date tonight?”

“Yeah, I came here after. I’m not going back to Liz’s! She’s such a bitch!”

Sparkle stepped forward to insert herself into the conversation. She placed her hand on Raven’s shoulder, rubbing it lightly.

“Liz has her days. I heard what she did to you and Tangerine.”

“Yeah, and it’s fucking bullshit! I hate wearing that cage on my cock!”

A few people turned to glance at Raven, but she didn’t give a fuck about those people or if they knew that she had a dick. Raven wanted to be free. She wanted to leave this life behind, but the money, damn it was good.

“Why do we do this to ourselves, girls? Why do we let her boss us around like we’re nothing more than ragdolls?” Raven asked, slurring her words slightly, but she was still with it. She knew where she was, and she knew that she would remember coming out tonight. She would probably regret it too if Liz’s track record was any indication of what she might do to get back at Raven for disobeying her, but Raven didn’t care.

She had her master’s degree! She screamed as much at the girls, too, which made them laugh, but they were growing embarrassed by all the eyes on them, so they pulled Raven away from the bar once they had their drinks.

“Girl, you’re making me jealous. You must be feeling good,” Sparkle said as she hooked her arm with Raven’s and led her to the outdoor smoking section, where there were chairs and couches and places to relax.

“I feel like shit, Sparkle! Don’t you get it? Would you like to have someone put a cage around your dick?” Raven screamed at the top of her lungs, getting angrier by the second. She was having so much fun until Cinnamon and Sparkle arrived, but they wouldn’t let her out of their sight now that they’d found her, and it dampened Raven’s entire mood.

Cinnamon and Sparkle sat on each side of Raven on an outdoor couch, but Raven’s eyes were glossed over, and she looked like she couldn’t care less about the girls sitting by her. Raven had her eyes on everyone else but them, and then she hopped up randomly at one point, sprinting over to a man who was smoking a cigarette.

“Should we go after her?” Cinnamon asked.

Sparkle grunted and put her drink to her lips, taking a slow sip. She stared at Raven bumming a cigarette from the random guy and pressing her body up against him like she wanted to do nasty deeds to the man, but Sparkle wasn’t about to intervene. Raven was a grown woman, as far as Sparkle was concerned.

“I’m guessing that’s a no,” Cinnamon said with a laugh. “I don’t want her getting into trouble with Liz.”

“That ship sailed the second she entered this club, and it only got worse when she snorted coke up her nose. Liz hates drugs. She can forgive a girl for doing them, but don’t even think about taking them in her house, unless there’s a huge party, then she might turn a blind eye.”

“For her guests, you mean?”

“Yep,” Sparkle said and took another drink. “Never for her girls, though. We have to be perfect all the time.”

“You think Raven will get it together?” Cinnamon asked.

“Maybe, or she might get kicked out. She’ll probably end up leaving on her own, though. Liz loves Raven because she’s so smart, and she can entertain the more difficult clients. Those guys who think they know everything. Raven usually knows more, but she knows when to play stupid or when to push back.”

Cinnamon watched as Raven puffed on a cigarette and laughed hysterically in front of the guy who gave her one. He looked on the younger side, but more than that, he looked completely smitten with Raven. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, like he’d found the prize of his life.

“She’s a wonderful actor, isn’t she?” Cinnamon asked, amazed by how together she looked, even though she was falling apart a few moments ago at the bar.

“The best,” Sparkle said and took another sip from her drink.

Raven turned and looked directly at the girls after acting like they weren’t even there. She waved for them to come over, but Sparkle shook her head no, so Raven ran over to them.

“Guys, Erich told me there’s a huge house party happening over by UCLA! Let’s go! He told me that he’s heading there right now, so we can hitch a ride with him!”

“I can’t leave my car here!” Cinnamon protested.

“Then follow us! Erich can send the address!”

Sparkle and Cinnamon glanced at each other. They hadn’t planned on going to a house party, but they also didn’t want to leave Raven alone when she was acting so naive and vulnerable, so they agreed to go with her.

“At least UCLA is close to Liz’s house,” Cinnamon justified.

“Don’t say her name!” Raven hissed. “I’m trying to have fun! I don’t want to hear that bitch’s name!”

“Okay, okay!” Cinnamon said and threw her arms into the air, giving Sparkle a bit of side eye, but Sparkle only shrugged. “Let’s go then!”

Raven cheered and ran over to Erich, throwing herself against his body, reaching up to push her hand through his blonde hair, and then they kissed. It was a deep kiss with lots of tongue, and Raven lost herself in it. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d just kissed a man for the hell of it, and it felt amazing!

Raven broke the kiss, threw her head back, and screamed. Erich grinned and placed his hand on the small of Raven’s back, pulling her up against his body.

Cinnamon and Sparkle were standing off to the side, bags ready, not quite sure what they’d agreed to, but they wanted to make sure Raven got home safely since they’d found her. They had a feeling Liz would make them pay if they didn’t.

“Raven, honey!” Sparkle interrupted. “Let’s go.”

Raven giggled and wiped her lip, taking a step away from Erich, but she didn’t take her eyes off him. She looked like she wanted to fuck him right there on the outdoor patio, but Cinnamon and Sparkle managed to get those two to leave the club before they got that far.
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Raven wasn’t the only bad girl.

Tangerine knew how to be one too.

Liz had no idea, but Tangerine had snuck into her office to find the keys for their cock cages. Tangerine didn’t hate the chastity device, but she hated that Liz had placed it on her. She hated what it signified more than the mild discomfort it caused.

Tangerine took off her chastity cage before she left the house to do a bit of shopping. The other girls had come in rather late the night before, so Tangerine thought it was the perfect time to get out of the house. She went for breakfast by herself, even going as far as having a mimosa with her fruit bowl.

Tangerine went over to Rodeo Drive next, ready to spend some money. She had five grand in her purse, all hundreds, so she went a little crazy. Five grand could buy a simple purse in some stores, but Tangerine knew how to work the system, so she had bags of fabulous designer clothes when she was walking back to her car, feeling on top of the world.

Tangerine was from the outskirts of Omaha, so she cherished every moment she had in sunny Los Angeles, where the weather was almost always pleasant and where there were a bunch of hunky men who checked her out whenever they passed.

The guys back in Omaha would probably drool over who Tangerine had become, but it’d been a long time since she visited home. Tangerine didn’t know if she would ever go back. She felt separated from that life.

Tangerine didn’t have the worst parents in the world. They were country, but they didn’t care much that Tangerine had transitioned. They only wished she called or visited more, but the more time passed, the less Tangerine felt a connection to her hometown.

Nebraska had queer people, but it wasn’t the same as a mecca like Los Angeles, where there were queer people running around like they were at some sort of theme park, but Tangerine knew the promise of the city had attracted them as it had her.

Tangerine loved going out to the clubs and kissing the hot guys who didn’t mind that she had a bit extra between her legs, but those days stopped when she moved into Liz’s house. Tangerine missed her club nights, but she enjoyed the money she made with Liz more.

It’d been pretty close to perfect until this feud with Raven began. Tangerine felt bad about Frank Yan, but it wasn’t Tangerine’s fault that he wanted a new girl. Tangerine felt she would be understanding if one of her clients wanted to switch girls, except that situation had yet to happen to Tangerine.

She was the star.

Cinnamon’s star was rising, but she had a long way to go before she could catch up with the likes of Tangerine. No girl in the house made as much money as her. Raven got close, but Tangerine still made at least fifty grand more a month than she did.

Tangerine was stacking paper faster than she could count it, but what girl would be mad at that? She knew the others were a little jealous, but that didn’t mean that Raven should choke her! Tangerine feared for her life during those seconds Raven had her hands around her neck.

Tangerine’s phone rang as she was getting into her car. The caller ID read Liz, which made Tangerine’s heart sink, but she took a deep breath before she answered the call. Tangerine had hidden her chastity cage and put the key back into Liz’s office, so she hoped the call wasn’t about that.

“Hey, boss. What’s up?”

“Not much,” Liz said in an easygoing voice. “Just confirming dates for the evening.”

“Yes, I’ll be ready for mine tonight!” Tangerine said.

“Perfect, are you out shopping for a new dress?”

“I am! How did you know?”

Tangerine was trying to keep her voice light, but Liz usually sent messages to confirm dates. She would call every now and then, but she usually only picked up the phone when she was annoyed, so Tangerine didn’t understand why Liz was acting so kind.

“You love shopping,” Liz said simply.

“I do! You know me so well,” Tangerine said with a light laugh. She felt like there was something Liz wasn’t saying, and she desperately hoped it had nothing to do with stealing the key from her office! It never even occurred to Tangerine that there was probably a camera in there! Not until she was sitting in her car with sweat running down the side of her neck.

“Can you do me a favor while you’re out shopping?” Liz asked in a suspiciously sweet voice.

“Yes! Anything you need, Liz.”

“I need you to pick up some lingerie. I already placed the order and paid for it with my credit card, but I don’t have time to leave the house today. Something important came up.”

“Sure, send me the address, and I’ll go pick up the lingerie! Anything else?” Tangerine asked softly, hoping Liz would hint at whatever she was hiding, but Liz said nothing.

“That’ll be all. Thank you for doing this for me! You’re the best, Tangerine! See you back at the house!”

“You too. Bye, Liz.” Tangerine hung up the phone slowly. Liz hadn’t said anything out of the ordinary, yet Tangerine felt more unsettled than she had in a very long time.
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Tangerine was back at the house after picking up the bag from the lingerie store. There were two boxes in the bag. They were both wrapped with gift paper, so Tangerine couldn’t peek to see what they were, and the store had given her a gift receipt, which provided no information about what was inside the boxes.

“Has Liz been acting weird?” Tangerine asked Cinnamon and Sparkle. The three of them were sitting in their shared living room.

“Define weird,” Sparkle said with a laugh.

“I don’t know. I’m worried,” Tangerine said and chewed on her nail. Sparkle shrugged. Cinnamon just went back to staring at her phone. There was so much drama in the house, and Cinnamon wanted nothing to do with it. She wanted to keep her hands clean and start adding more regulars to her calendar.

Yolanda had already been back for more, but so far, Yolanda was Cinnamon’s only steady regular. Joseph Green, Cinnamon’s first client, set a second date with Cinnamon but had to cancel at the last second. Cinnamon still got half the money she was supposed to get from the cancellation, but he hadn’t called to have her since.

Sidney, Liz’s assistant, ran into the room. She normally only worked office hours and ran everything in Liz’s life outside of the illegal prostitution ring Liz had, like managing the staff at the cute bakery that Liz owned on Rodeo Drive.

“Girls, how are you doing?” Sidney asked.

“Fine,” Sparkle said. The other two shrugged. Sidney didn’t interact with the girls often, but she always seemed so frantic when she did. “You?”

“Busy!” Sidney said loudly.

Sparkle, Cinnamon, and Tangerine all glanced at each other, wondering why in the world Sidney had come into their space, completely throwing off the energy in the room.

“Where’s Raven?” Sidney asked.

“She’s sleeping. Still hungover,” Sparkle said and pointed at Raven’s closed bedroom door.

Sidney charged toward the closed door and threw it open. The girls jumped when Sidney yelled at Raven to get out of bed. Raven groaned loudly enough that everyone in the shared living room heard, and then she stumbled out of her bedroom a minute later.

“What do you want, Sidney?” Raven asked as she rubbed her eyes, looking a lot worse than she had the night before. Her makeup was running down her face, and her lipstick was all over the place. “I’m trying to sleep!”

“Girls, I have a big announcement!” Sidney said now that all four of them were in the living room. Nobody said anything as they all stared at Sidney with blank expressions, waiting for her to continue. “Guess you guys aren’t in the mood today, but we need you to act fifty times more excited! Liz is having a party!”

Sidney shouted brightly, but the girls groaned at the mention of a party.

“What?” Sparkle asked. “A party? Here?”

“Yes, tonight! It’s a last-minute ordeal, so we need all the help we can get! That’s why I’ll be here all day.”

“Because you’re Liz’s lackey?” Raven asked smugly.

“I’m her assistant, Raven, and we have a special job for you! You and Tangerine both,” Sidney said with a wicked grin.

Tangerine and Raven shared a quick glance, and they both knew that they were in hot water if they were paired to do anything after the fight they’d had. Raven had known her punishment was coming, but she had yet to discover that Tangerine had also discarded her chastity device.

“Come on! We don’t have all night! I’m extremely busy,” Sidney said and clapped her hands.

Raven was stuck in place, but seeing Tangerine stand shook her from her paralyzed state. Raven watched as Tangerine walked up by her side, giving her a knowing look, but Raven had no idea why Tangerine was in trouble. She hadn’t spent all night at a college party, making out with every guy she could find.

Raven was still embarrassed by her behavior the previous night, but the feelings would pass. She’d done worse in her life than suck face with some hot jocks who were practically begging to get a look at Raven’s dick once they found out that she had one, but the other girls pulled her away because Raven was doing too much.

“Where are we going?” Tangerine asked.

“To Liz’s office. I’ll be back for you two after I drop them off. I need help decorating the main room.”

“Okay,” Sparkle said, even though decorating sounded more like torture than fun. “We’ll be here.”

“Perfect,” Sidney said and turned on her heels. She snapped her fingers for Tangerine and Raven to follow, and the girls kept their heads held low the entire trip to Liz’s office. Sidney opened the door to the office, but she didn’t step inside. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

“What does she want?” Raven asked in a hushed whisper.

Sidney ignored Raven and pushed her into the room. She about pushed Tangerine too, but Tangerine threw her arms into the air, showing that she could move her own feet without a push from the bossy assistant.

“Girls! I’m so glad to see you,” Liz said as she sat behind her desk. Her arms were crossed, and she had a huge smile on her face, even though they both knew that she was pissed. Tangerine knew why she was in trouble, and so did Raven.

“Hi,” Tangerine said as she took a seat across from Liz. Raven waved at Liz and took the chair next to Tangerine’s.

“No words for me, Raven?”

“What do you want me to say, Liz?”

“Sometimes you girls act like you have it so hard living in my house. If it’s really that difficult, why do you stay?”

Tangerine glanced at Raven, but Raven wasn’t about to say a word. She’d learned that it was better to be silent in Liz’s presence. Liz would do what she thought was right no matter what Raven said. Tangerine was smart enough to follow Raven’s lead.

“Got nothing to say for yourselves, girls?”

Raven crossed her arms and gave Liz the smuggest look she could muster. At the end of the day, Raven was the talent, and Tangerine was the star. They had power, at least until Liz could find their replacements, but what they didn’t know was that Liz was far too busy with her own struggles to worry about finding new girls. All she wanted was the girl she’d lost.

Wren.

“Why don’t you tell us why we’re here, Liz?” Raven asked with her arms still crossed over her chest. “I’m sure you have a plan, so why don’t you just say it?”

“Raven, what attitude! Do you want me to wash your mouth out with soap?”

“If you want,” Raven said in a cold voice. “Doesn’t make a difference to me.”

Liz chuckled. Sometimes she didn’t know what to do with Raven, but she hoped this punishment she came up with tonight would get them to stop the bad behavior. Liz had few rules, and there was nothing she hated more than a back-talking bitch, but Liz planned on giving Raven another chance.

Her last chance.

“Anyway, girls, I know that you aren’t wearing your chastity devices. Tangerine, I’m disappointed that you would come into my office to steal the key, but even the most innocent looking girls can commit crimes.”

Tangerine swallowed, feeling flush. She wished she could go back to never take that key, but now she was going to be stuck as a bad girl with Raven. Tangerine had worked so hard to make a name for herself in Raven’s house, and she felt like it was all falling apart.

“I’m sorry, Liz!” Tangerine about had tears in her eyes as she said the words. She certainly had them in her voice. “I shouldn’t have stolen the key! I felt so constricted, and I didn’t want the chastity cage ruining the form of my dress when I went shopping. I should have just stayed home! Can’t you forgive me?”

“I wasn’t even going to make you girls wear the cages for more than a few days, a week tops, but you both went behind my back.”

“Oh, Liz! I won’t let it happen again. You can put the cage back on me, and I promise not to—”

“Too late, Tangerine!” Liz said and put her hand in the air to silence the blonde. She loved how much of a catch Tangerine was with the clients, but she couldn’t let her girls run wild. She couldn’t let them take control.

This was her house!

“I’m sorry!” Tangerine wailed. Tears were now streaming down her cheeks, and Raven glanced at her with a look of utter disgust.

“And you, Raven? You think you’re above it all, don’t you?” Liz asked.

“I’m not about to cry over what I did. I had fun last night,” Raven said with a purr. “You should have seen all the hot jocks that I kissed.”

Liz slammed her hand on the desk. “I thought I told you no giving out the goods for free.”

“I didn’t have sex with them, but there were a lot of tongues in my mouth.” Raven giggled as she said the words, not at all afraid of Liz. She already had a ton of money saved and had been looking at condos in San Francisco. The rent wasn’t cheap, but she could afford something nice until she found a decent engineering job.

“Raven, don’t test me.”

“You tested me! Putting me in that damn chastity cage like I’m a prisoner! Do you know how humiliating that was?”

“I know, but look at you, Raven. You’re out of control!” Liz said and threw her arms into the air. Tangerine was lost in her tears, and Liz was over all of it. She just wanted Wren back in her life, but she had to take care of these girls. She had to teach them a lesson.

“I’m fine,” Raven said.

“If you want a therapist, tell me. I’ll get you one, but until then, I’m going to fix you the only way I know how.”

“By humiliating me?”

“That’s right,” Liz said and reached down to grab a bag from the floor. She placed it on the desk, and Tangerine recognized it instantly.

“That’s the bag I picked up,” she said in a soft whisper.

“Yes, Tangerine, it is.” Liz reached into the bag and grabbed the two boxes, passing one to each girl. “Why don’t you girls open them?”

Raven ripped the paper off hers first, eager to find out what punishment Liz had in mind. Part of Raven was thinking about grabbing her bag and walking out of the door, but thoughts of all the money she made stopped her cold.

“Crotchless panties?” Raven asked, holding up a pair of black crotchless panties.

Tangerine’s panties were pink. She held them up in front of her, wondering what Liz would make the girls do with their crotchless panties, but she didn’t keep them in suspense for long.

“Girls, you’re the entertainment for tonight’s party! I’m going to have you dancing in cages all night with your cocks locked up in cages too!”

“Shut the fuck up,” Raven said without thinking. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, honey, I’m serious. Why else would I have Sidney here running around like she got her head cut off?”

Raven and Tangerine shared a glance. They had two choices. They could either leave or do what Liz asked, and they both knew what they were going to do.
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Hours passed. Nightfall had arrived, and the party was in full swing. It wasn’t a huge party, maybe twenty people or so. Liz had invited over some of her best customers. Everything was perfect, especially Raven and Tangerine dancing in the cages.

They both had on wigs to match their panties, Raven’s was black. Tangerine’s wig was pink. She quite liked the pink hair and crotchless panties, but she could go without dancing in front of a room full of people with her tits on full display.

“I can’t believe Liz did that,” Yolanda said to Cinnamon. “They must have been very naughty.”

“I’m thinking so,” Cinnamon said with a laugh. She didn’t want to go into all the details about Raven and Tangerine. Wasn’t it bad enough that they were naked and caged in front of everyone?

“Oh, come on! I know you know the details,” Yolanda said, batting those sexy lashes.

Cinnamon grinned and shook her head, changing the subject to how amazing Yolanda looked in that pink dress she was wearing. It showed lots of cleavage, but Yolanda had the breasts for it. Cinnamon couldn’t stop thinking about how delightful it would be to waterboard Yolanda’s chest.

“A girl can’t spill all her secrets,” Cinnamon said.

Yolanda giggled and placed her hand on Cinnamon’s chest. She had a glass of wine in her hand. Her cheeks were covered in blush from the alcohol, and she looked rather adorable.

“Oh, I would tell you if the roles were reversed.”

“You’d never last as one of Liz’s girls then.”

“She likes to pretend everything here is paradise, doesn’t she?” Yolanda asked.

“Yeah, but we clearly see that it isn’t,” Cinnamon said, talking about the girls who were at the front of the room, continuously shaking their hips. “Things aren’t bad, though. Liz just likes to make sure everyone knows she’s the boss.”

“I’ve never met a badder bitch in my life than Liz!”

Cinnamon chuckled at Yolanda’s comment. Yolanda hadn’t paid for any services that night, so Cinnamon was having to watch herself. All she wanted to do was press her lips against Yolanda and slide her hand into those panties of hers to touch Yolanda’s wondrous pussy.

“Will you excuse me? I need to freshen up my drink,” Cinnamon said and shook her empty champagne glass.

“Go ahead. There’s someone I want to talk to on the other side of the room. Now that I’ve seen him here, he won’t have a choice but to do business with my office.”

“Always working, aren’t you?”

“Networking, yes. Working, no. See you in a bit,” Yolanda said and ran off with her glass of wine.

Cinnamon smiled as she watched Yolanda go, hoping that they would be able to get some personal time soon. Yolanda’s pussy felt so fucking amazing, and Cinnamon wanted to cry every time she realized that she got paid for fucking her.

“Another champagne please,” Cinnamon said to the bartender when she got to the bar.

The bartender nodded and popped open a fresh bottle that was sitting on ice. He poured the cold bubbles into Cinnamon’s glass, and she left a five-dollar bill in his tip jar.

“Bet you’ve never seen anything this crazy, have you?”

“Are you kidding?” the bartender asked with a laugh. “This is Beverly Hills. I’ve seen it all.”

Cinnamon nodded and turned back to the party. Tangerine made eye contact with her. She had a smile on her face, but Cinnamon could tell that she didn’t want to be in there in that cage with her body on full display. Cinnamon didn’t blame her and would do everything in her power not to get on Liz’s bad side.

Raven wasn’t smiling nor looking at anyone in particular. She was dancing more sexily than Tangerine though, dropping her ass and shaking her chest, like she actually had a pair of tits. Raven never let being flat-chested stop her. Cinnamon imagined that her lack of breasts was even a selling point for some clients.

Cinnamon gasped when someone tapped on her shoulder. She turned so quickly that a bit of her champagne spilled over the rim of the flute glass.

“My goodness, you scared me!”

“Sorry about that,” a handsome man said in a smooth voice, laughing lightly. He was of Asian descent and had a muscular body that looked delicious beneath that tight-fitting shirt he was wearing. His teeth were also perfectly straight and white, like he’d spent a ton of money to have them looking like that. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Well, you did!”

“You must be Cinnamon, the new girl.”

“Oh, and who are you knowing my name?”

“I’m Frank,” the man said and held out his hand. “Frank Yan.”

Cinnamon shook Frank’s hand, wondering why his name sounded so familiar, and then it hit her. Frank was the guy who went from Raven to Tangerine when Tangerine was the new girl.”

“Nice to meet you, Frank. Are you enjoying the party?”

“I am. Why wouldn’t I enjoy watching two of my favorite girls dancing in cages? It’s like Liz read my mind when she threw this party.”

“You must have a dirty mind,” Cinnamon said, flipping her hair over her shoulder. The longer Frank stared at her, the weaker she felt, the more she wanted him. The man was easy on the eyes, and his smile was dangerously charming.

“It’s not not dirty.” Frank chuckled and stepped closer to Cinnamon. She could now smell his cologne and felt like he’d lassoed her with it, pulling him into his bubble, and she didn’t want to escape. “So, when can you put me on your calendar?”

“Wouldn’t the other girls get jealous?” Cinnamon asked.

“I think we’ve passed that point,” Frank said and glanced at Tangerine and Raven. They were both staring with intense eyes, like they wanted to break out of their cages to attack Cinnamon.

“You love stirring the pot, don’t you?”

“What’s life without a little competition and drama?”

“Hmm, maybe I’ll add you to my calendar. If you’re lucky,” Cinnamon said and held her champagne glass tightly as she walked away from Frank. He was so attractive, but Cinnamon couldn’t cross that line.

She couldn’t do that to the girls.

Raven and Tangerine looked a little more at ease as Cinnamon walked away from Frank, but then Liz stood between them and tapped a microphone to get everyone’s attention.

“Thank you all so much for attending this impromptu party to see our amazing girls. Tangerine,” Liz said and gestured at Tangerine’s cage. She gave everyone in the room time to applause before moving her arms towards Raven’s cage. “We also have Raven, who has now been in the house the longest.”

Everyone roared for Raven, but she looked like she hated the praise, like she just wanted to be out of her cages and free to do what she wanted, but she tried to smile when Liz gave her evil eyes. Everyone pretended not to notice the tension, or maybe they didn’t even notice it, as most people in the room were decently drunk by that point.

“Thank you all for the applause, but you haven’t seen anything yet! Our girls have prepared a special final dance for you! They’ve been working on it for countless hours, and they’re ready to perform! Right, girls?”

“Yes, Liz.”

Tangerine and Raven answered Liz at the same time, sharing a look like they were teammates and not enemies, like they wanted to get through the routine and move on with their lives.

“Excellent! Give it up for Raven and Tangerine, everyone! DJ, play the song!”

The song started slowly, and the girls moved their hips to the slow beat, looking like they were slithering through the air, but the song quickly became more upbeat, and the girls were dancing in sync, completely in tune with the music.

The crowd roared when they dropped their hips and started gyrating their asses for everyone to see. The crowd got even louder when the girls reached through the cages for each other before popping up to their feet and throwing one leg in the air, resting it against the cage, putting their locked-up dicks on full display.

Their dancing was sensual and romantic, and it was hard to believe that they’d learned the moves in one day, but Liz put them to work, and she really hoped they learned their lesson.
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It was past midnight. All the guests had already gone, and the girls were free from their cages, standing in Liz’s office. Liz had the keys out to take off their chastity devices, but she wanted to talk first.

“Tangerine. Raven. I’m sorry that it came to that, but you two were incredible. Who knew that you could dance so well?” Liz asked.

“I guess neither of us want to leave,” Tangerine said. “Please, Liz. You must know that I’ve learned my lesson.”

Liz nodded once, turning her attention to Raven. “And you? Have you learned your lesson, Raven?”

Raven wanted to be a smart ass, but she bit her tongue. If she wanted to leave, the door was there, but she didn’t want to go yet. As much as Raven hated to admit it, she loved living in the house. She just wished other aspects of her life weren’t a complete disaster, but that didn’t mean she had to take out her anger on the girls.

“I have, Liz.” Raven turned her attention to Tangerine. They were sitting close enough that Raven could reach out to touch Tangerine’s forearm. “I should also apologize to you for putting my hands around your neck. That was uncalled for, and it won’t happen again. I promise.”

“Thank you,” Tangerine said compassionately. “I promise not to release crickets in your room too.”

“I hope not,” Raven said with a soft smile.

Tangerine moved her hand down to grab Raven’s, lacing her fingers with the enemy turned frenemy. Tangerine still didn’t know that she could trust Raven, but after dancing in the cages together, they were bonded, at least a little bit.

“Look at you two! So mature! I knew that you two would be able to work it out with the right punishment.”

Raven narrowed her eyes, but she wouldn’t say anything. She had to change her mindset. Raven knew deep down that she would miss this house once she left, so she would try to make the best of it going forward. She had to, or Liz might kick her out, and Raven didn’t want that.

“Weren’t you going to take off our cages?” Tangerine asked in a voice so sweet it sounded like it was dripping with sugar.

“Yes,” Liz said and hopped to her feet. “Take off your robes, girls! I can’t do this with them on!”

Tangerine and Raven laughed as they got to their feet. Both of them were practically giddy as they pulled off their robes and revealed the crotchless panties they were still wearing from when they danced.

“You two are so sexy! Let’s not have something like this happen again, okay?” Liz said.

Both girls agreed, and then Liz freed them. They both expelled deep sighs of relief. Liz sent them on their way, and they practically skipped out of the room. Liz waited until they were gone before she collapsed against the back of her chair and groaned.

It was so much work keeping up with the girls, but there was something else on her mind. Steven Smith. Wren. The love of her life. Ever since she found out that he was working in a car dealership in California, Liz couldn’t stop thinking about what she lost.

Liz opened the draft email she’d started too many times to count and deleted the words that were there. There was so much she wanted to say, but it was possible that she wanted to say too much, so she decided on something simple while she was still a bit tipsy and tired.

Dear Wren,

I miss you terribly.

Liz

It was her thousandth time drafting a message, but it was her first time sending one. Liz screamed into her hand after hitting the send button, wondering if she’d just made the biggest mistake of her life.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Reckless. This is the third book in the Beverly Hills Trap House series. What will happen to these girls next? Will Cinnamon be able to keep out of the drama forever? Will Liz finally reconnect with her long-lost love Wren? Check out my Amazon page to find the other books in this series!
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