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      The door to the luxury limousine open. Dakota Love placed her name brand sunglasses on her face and took the hand that was waiting for her. She grabbed her leather bag and hoisted it up on her shoulder. Stepping out of the car, she smiled at the driver.

      “You have a wonderful meeting, Ms. Love.” The driver nodded to her. She stepped onto the side walked and bestowed her bright smile upon him.

      “Thanks, Frank. I’m sure Ms. Rufford and I will be leaving here in a few hours.”

      “Give me a ring when you are ready.”

      “I will.” With a wave of her hand, Dakota turned and made her way toward the glass doors of the downtown skyscraper. Her steps carried her through the doors that were opened by the doorman. She smiled her gratitude when she walked past the pleasant older man holding the door.

      The cold air of the building hit her. She adjusted her bag on her shoulder as she walked toward the elevators. Today was the day her executive client had reserved her. The main entrance of the building was decked out in luxury with gold and glass decor.

      She walked past the security desk and arrived at the gold-plated elevators. Pushing the button she waited. She adjusted the belt on her black trench coat to ensure it was secured. Her gazed connected with her own in the reflexion of the elevator.

      Letting loose a sigh, she glanced around at the five elevators seeing that they all were on different floors. It was almost four thirty, and her client would be expecting her promptly at five.

      Finally, an elevator arrived, packed with employees rushing to leave the building.

      Quitting time for them.

      Unlike Dakota, she was starting her workday.

      In her profession, she worked at all times of day and night. She was even on call for her clients, but for a hefty price.

      This appointment was a standing appointment.

      Dakota brushed past the last passenger and entered the car, hitting the button for the top floor. The door closed, sealing her off from the rest of the world. She was sure that it would go straight up to the top seeing how it was time for most of the employees to go home.

      Light classical music was floating through the speakers. It was a beautiful touch that kept Dakota from being alone with her thoughts. She took in her reflection and patted her thick, long dark hair. Her make up was flawless as was her body hidden beneath the trench coat. Her stockings and name brand shoes eluded to her wealth. She held an unusual job, but she loved every minute of it.

      She was a high priced call girl.

      A prostitute.

      For women only.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t like men or appreciate a tasty cock deep in her pussy, it was just that women enjoyed her more.

      But then again, there was nothing better than a soft, supple woman with a slick pussy.

      She breathed a sigh of relief when the elevator announced she’d made it to the top floor. Her client for the night was a regular.

      Myrna Rufford was a banking executive of one of the most prestigious banks in the city.

      Because of her power and position, she had to hide her sexual desires for women.

      And Dakota would honor her trust and wishes.

      She had paid for Dakota for the entire night, and with the plans that Dakota had, Myrna would get her monies worth.

      The doors opened revealing the luxury waiting area that smelled of old money. Dakota stepped off the elevator and headed toward the receptionist who was in the process of packing up for the night.

      “Hello. May I help you?” the woman asked with a small smile.

      Dakota could see the irritation in the woman’s eyes. She did feel for her, but she wouldn’t need to do much for Dakota. Once Dakota was in the office with Myrna, it would be her working. So she turned on the charm.

      “Yes, I have a five o’clock meeting with Ms. Rufford,” Dakota announced.

      “And you are?” The woman turned to her computer, her hands pausing over the keyboard.

      “Dakota Love. I’m Ms. Rufford’s executive liaison.” Dakota watched the woman type a few commands on the computer, before reaching for the telephone. She spoke softly in it before hanging it up and turning back to Dakota.

      “She’s just finishing up and should be with you soon. Please, have a seat,” the woman waved her hand at one of the plush leather chairs.

      Dakota nodded, biting her tongue. She stalked over to the chair and took a seat, resting her bag on the chair next to her. She crossed her legs and settled in, waiting for Myrna to complete her appointment.

      Dakota didn’t like to be kept waiting. The minute she stepped foot into the building her clock began running.

      She was worth every penny, and a woman of Myrna’s status could easily afford it. A few minutes passed before Dakota was glancing down at her watch. Her client would be punished for making her wait.

      There was nothing more important than Dakota on a Friday night. All of her clients were powerful women who did what they could to become a private client of Dakota’s. She ensured that all of her clients got their monies worth. Whatever or whoever they needed her to be, she would comply.

      The sound of a door opening echoed in the air. Dakota glanced down the hall and watched an older man step out of Myrna’s office. Their conversation was low as they made their way to the reception area.

      Myrna, a woman in her early forties, was a beautiful woman who didn’t look a day over thirty-five. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back and her sharp blue eyes met Dakota’s.

      Dakota stood from her chair and grabbed her messenger bag.

      “Thanks, Charles. Call the office Monday and set up our next meeting. Let’s let my administrator go for the night.” Myrna nodded to the receptionist.

      “That’s fine, Myrna. You have a great weekend.” The man nodded his head to Dakota, his eyes traveling down her body as he left the area. Dakota rolled her eyes, thankful that she could set her standards for her clients. She did know a call girl or two who did the geriatric population. Dakota shuddered at the thought of the old man trying to stick his wrinkled dick near her.

      “Go ahead and get out of here, Tina. I can close up here,” Myrna smiled to her assistant.

      “Are you sure, Ms. Rufford?” the woman asked. Her facial expression was one of doubt, but she was still standing at her desk and gathering her belongings.

      “I’m sure. I can handle my last appointment for the day,” Myrna’s eyes darkened, taking in Dakota’s heels and stocking clad legs. “We may be a while so go ahead and get out of here. Let security know that it’s just us up here and we are not to be interrupted.”

      “Thanks, Ms. Rufford. Have a great weekend,” Tina rushed, dashing past Dakota toward the elevator as if she were sprinting in the Olympics.

      “Please, Ms. Love. Follow me,” Myrna murmured before turning around to lead the way to her office. Dakota’s eyes dropped down to the sensual sway of the woman’s hips and her core clenched. Tonight, she and Myrna would have one hell of a night.
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      “You know I don’t like waiting, Myrna,” Dakota uttered, closing the door behind her. Her time was precious and expensive.

      “I do apologize. Charles is a lonely old man and doesn’t have someone to speak business with,” Myrna pouted, strolling toward Dakota. Her power suit did nothing to hide her curvy frame. Her large breasts strained against her silk camisole demanding to be let free.

      “Well, next time, don’t schedule him before me.” Dakota leaned back against the door, watching Myrna stop directly before her. The woman pressed herself against Dakota, angling her head to rest her face in the crook of Dakota’s neck. Their breasts pushed up against each other. Myrna rubbed her titties against Dakota’s with a moan.

      A shiver slid down Dakota’s neck with the sensation of Myrna’s hot breath.

      “I’ve been anticipating your arrival all day. My pussy has been drenched for the better part of the day.” Myrna’s wet tongue blazed a trail along Dakota’s neck while her hands got busy untying Dakota’s coat. She nipped Dakota’s skin with her teeth. Dakota released a sighed as Myrna soothed the area with her tongue.

      “Well, I hope you followed the rules, Myrna,” Dakota murmured, feeling the jacket ties loosen before the cold air greeted her body. Her nipples beaded and pushed against the lace contraption that covered her.

      Myrna stepped back to admire Dakota’s body in a barely there lingerie. The lust in her eyes let Dakota know that she had chosen wisely.

      “Yes, ma’am. No panties today. In between meetings I had to wipe my legs because of my juices kept sliding down them.”

      “Really?” Dakota cocked an eyebrow while shrugging off her jacket, leaving her in her lingerie and heels. “Well, then I guess I will have to take care of your problem. You know the routine. Clothes off.”

      Dakota proceeded to walk over to the couch that was positioned over in Myrna’s sitting area of her office. Myrna was the top executive of the banking firm and had the grand office on the top floor. Since it was after hours, they had all the time in the world and would be alone.

      Most of Dakota’s clients were important people in society that were extremely wealthy.

      She placed her bag on the floor alongside the couch and took a seat. She cocked her legs open wide, her eyes finding Myrna completely nude.

      God, she has a great body, Dakota thought to herself.

      Myrna’s breasts were full and high. Her rosy areolas called to Dakota. She never could rate her favorite body part of a sexy woman, but right now, breasts were in the running for first place. Her mouth watered watching Myrna make her way to her.

      “How much did you miss me again?” Dakota murmured. Myrna knelt on the floor before her, eyes locked on Dakota’s waiting pussy.

      It never took much for Dakota to get aroused. This job was the perfect profession for her. She loved to fuck, and she got to do it quite often.

      She had always known that she loved sex. From the first time she’d had her first awkward encounter, she had wanted it. Then she’d discovered women’s body, and her love affair with a slick pussy and big tits was born.

      “I couldn’t even concentrate today. All I could think about was this pussy,” Myrna murmured, running her hands along Dakota’s legs.

      “Show me how much,” Dakota whispered. She slid down on the couch, bringing her ass to the edge. Her legs instantly went up in the air. She stretched them wide so that she’d be able to watch Myrna.

      The woman used both her hands to spread Dakota’s pussy lips wide, revealing her hooded clit. Dakota watched the banker explore her pussy as if seeing it for the first time. Myrna was one of her clients who always wanted to be sure that Dakota was satisfied. Her gentle fingers massaged the nub causing Dakota’s core to clench. Myrna leaned forward and closed her lips around the sensitive flesh.

      Dakota let loose a moan while Myrna continued to suck her flesh. Being on the receiving end of her job was always considered a bonus. Most people would think a prostitute would only give and never receiving pleasure. That was the complete opposite for Dakota. Myrna and her clients were unselfish and always wanted to ensure that she was thoroughly pleased when she left them.

      “Do as I taught you, Myrna. Fuck me with your fingers,” Dakota moaned, her hips thrusting forward onto Myrna’s tongue. Obeying Dakota, Myrna did as she was told and slid two fingers deep within Dakota’s slick channel. “Yes,” Dakota hissed, loving the feeling of her walls getting stretched.

      Myrna hummed her pleasure, pulling back from Dakota’s clit. Her tongue traveled along Dakota’s entire slit, withdrawing her fingers and cleaned them. Dakota watched with bated breath as the mighty female executive knelt before her.

      Dakota would have to admit that it was a complete turn on to see someone with such great power on her knees with her face buried in between her legs.

      Myrna resumed her travels. Her tongue pushed forth into Dakota’s core. She lapped up all of the nectar that poured from Dakota’s channel, before continuing. Her firm hands gripped Dakota’s ass while circling Dakota’s puckered anus with her tongue.

      “Hmmm …someone wants to get a little dirty, I see,” Dakota chuckled. Her eyes rolled back into her head with the feeling of Myrna’s tongue pressing into her anus.

      “Since I have you for the full night, I figured I could get my money’s worth.” Myrna winked at Dakota.

      For what she was getting paid tonight, Myrna could have Dakota any way she sexually pleased. This night would run the executive a cool twenty grand.

      “Oh, you will. I promise it will be money well spent,” Dakota murmured. “Now get back to fucking me with that delicious tongue of yours.”

      Dakota gripped the woman’s head and forced her face back into her pussy. Her release was pending, and she wanted to achieve it. Dakota’s heart raced, with every stroke of Myrna’s tongue. It dove in between Dakota’s folds, lapping up everything. She slid her two fingers in again, causing Dakota to arch her back.

      “Add another one. Stretch me out,” Dakota growled, her legs trembling. Myrna added another one and twisted her fingers around, thrusting them deeply while latching on to Dakota’s clit.

      Dakota cried out from the sensation of being finger fucked. Her walls stretched wide with the invasion. She gripped Myrna’s hair in her fingers tight, riding her tongue. Those magical fingers finally found her G-spot, sending her skyrocketing to the stars. She screamed her release. Her body trembled as Myna continued sucking her most sensitive flesh.

      Her body fell back onto the couch, relaxed. Her client withdrew her fingers and used her tongue to lick Dakota clean.

      “Now, hows that for a way to get our night started.” Myrna chuckled, sitting back on her heels with a pleased look on her face.

      “It sure is. Now go over to your desk. My turn.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Dakota opened her messenger bag to gather what she would need. It was a handbag that she’d had specially made to house her work tools— sexy toys. From the outside, it looked like a regular business accessory, but in reality, it held vibrators, thick dildos, her strap-on and a few other toys.

      Dakota knew that a powerful woman like Myrna loved getting dominated and tonight she would get what she requested.

      Tonight, before they left the office, Dakota was going to fuck the woman on her desk.

      She reached for the strap-on and put it on. She also grabbed her small paddle and was about to turn up their play.  She turned finding Myrna’s eyes locked on the thick cock that stood erected.

      “Like what you see?” Dakota cocked her perfectly sculpted eyebrow at the woman as she ambled over to her. She slowly stroked the cock with her free hand. Myrna licked her lips watching Dakota approach.

      “Yes.”

      “Good, go ahead and lean over your desk,” Dakota commanded, walking behind Myrna. She watched the woman lean her body over the desk, brandishing her ass for Dakota. The sight was beautiful. If Dakota were one of those artsy people, she’d take a picture to save the image.

      God, I love my job, she thought.

      For her age, Myrna certainly had a nice ass.

      Dakota stepped behind her and used her legs to widen the woman’s stance. Satisfied with the woman’s position she gave Myrna’s ass cheek a pinch, causing the banker to jerk and giggle.

      “Now you remember what we’ve always discussed,” Dakota murmured, her smile disappearing. She slid the edge of her paddle along the ridges of Myrna’s spine. The woman squirmed, releasing a gasp anticipating Dakota’s moves.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Dakota nodded knowing that this light display of dominance was as far as she would go with the executive. When Myrna became her client, they had first discussed what she wanted from Dakota and boundaries were set then.

      “Good. Now I hope since you were thinking of me all day that you didn’t make any mistakes,” Dakota began, sliding the edge of the wood along Myrna’s ass cheeks. “You deal with large sums of money and shouldn’t be focusing on me. Imagine what would happen if you accidentally lose millions of someone’s money.”

      “Oh…that would be bad. Punished me for that,” Myrna moaned.

      “You’re going to be punished for not concentrating on your job.” Dakota swung her arm, striking Myrna’s right cheek soundly.

      “Ah!” Myrna cried out. The banker's body jerked with the blow. Dakota watched her grip the edge of the desk as she prepared herself for the next one. A slight rosy hue appeared on her cheek. Dakota reached forward and rubbed it gently with her hand to soothe it.

      “We wouldn’t want a mistake to happen.” She swung again, landing a sound blow. She soothed the area taking note the darkening color.

      “Yes, please. I wouldn’t want to make a mistake. Please, give me more.” Myrna spread her legs wide, displaying her glistening. Trails of her juices slowly slid down her inner thigh. “I need you to correct my behavior.”

      Dakota smirked, landing a few more blows to the delectable executive's ass.

      Her tongue ached to taste the evidence of Myrna’s arousal. She tossed the paddle onto the floor and knelt behind Myrna. She was in the perfect position for Dakota to take what she wanted and right now she wanted a taste.

      She licked the executive’s entire slit to her anus, releasing a groan. Her tongue circled the pretty pink anus, before going back to her dripping core. Myrna’s cries filled the air as Dakota took the time to thrust her tongue deep into her slit. Using her hands, she spread Myrna’s ass to ensure that she could reach every part of the wet slit, drinking in the sweet nectar that poured out.

      “God, you taste fucking good,” Dakota gushed, standing to her feet. She gripped the woman’s hips hard and plunged the thick nine-inch dildo deep within Myrna’s core.

      “Ohh…” Myrna arched off the desk, but Dakota pushed her back down. Dakota began thrusting the cock fully into the woman. She was unmerciful in her plundering of the woman. The executive had made a note for tonight that she wanted to be fucked hard and thoroughly for the full night.

      Dakota always delivered on her client's wishes.

      Myrna thrashed on the desk, taking the cock all the way to the base. Her legs were spread wide, giving Dakota plain view of the cock entering her dripping wet core.

      Dakota had to admit the sight was beautiful and a fucking turn on. She loved taking her cocks and fucking her clients to completion. A benefit to being a high priced call girl, besides the pay, was being able to be the persona the client wanted.

      Dakota continued to ram the thick dick into Myrna with her cries and pleads resonating in the air. Dakota reached out and grabbed Myrna’s hair tight giving her a better anchor.

      “I bet you imagined me fucking you on your desk like this,” she spat, entirely in control of the situation.

      “Oh, fuck yes I did.”

      “Now you won’t be able to work without thinking of me taking you here. I want you to think of me every time you sit at your desk.” Dakota reached her hand around Myrna’s waist and slid her fingers down in search of her button. “Every time you think about me, I want you to play with yourself and climax right here in your chair.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Myrna cried out, holding onto the desk with her head arched back from Dakota’s grip.

      “I want your climaxes even if I’m not here,” Dakota demanded. She knew that Myrna would do it too. Dakota had even gifted her a small dildo to keep in her desk drawer for whenever she got the urge.

      Dakota’s fingers found what she was searching for and began to strum the little bundle of nerves. She continued pumping the cock in and out, watching the woman take every penetrating thrust. Dakota’s hips quickened as she even felt herself be close to a release. She was so turned on by fucking the woman from behind.

      “That feels so fucking good. I’m almost there…ah!” Myrna screamed, her body in full tremors as her orgasm slammed into her. Her cry was long and drawn out. Dakota stilled her movements and pressed further into Myrna’s cunt. Myrna slummed to the desk, out of breath.

      Dakota’s heart was racing, having almost came herself. But that was okay. They had a full night ahead, and she knew that she would have multiple before the night was over.

      “Now, come clean off my cock, you filthy slut,” Dakota murmured. She watched Myrna’s head raise from her where it lay. The executive slid off the desk and dropped to her knees, immediately opening her plump lips.

      Dakota smiled, moving forward and thrust the cock deep into Myrna’s mouth who deep throated the entire thing. Their eyes connected and Dakota reached out a hand and brushed her fingers alongside Myrna’s cheeks as she sucked the cock clean.

      “Good girl. Now hurry so we can get our clothes on. We have somewhere to be.”
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      The women walked out of the building, nighttime having descended upon them. Both women had changed clothes before leaving their little love haven of Myrna’s office. Dakota decked out in a beautiful trendy outfit that Myrna gifted her walked alongside her client. The dress was expensive and stopped mid-thigh, displaying her long legs. It dipped low to showcasing her cleavage.

      In public, there would be no affection. At dinner, the women would appear to be friends to the curious eyes, due to protecting Myrna’s public image.

      The private limo that had brought Dakota arrived, parked by the curb. It was a luxury vehicle with black windows to give the passengers privacy.

      Frank stepped out of the driver seat and came around to open the door for them.

      “Good evening, ladies.” He nodded his head to both of them. He was Myrna’s private driver and had picked up Dakota to bring her to their meeting.

      “Evening Frank. I believe we have reservations at Martine’s tonight,” Myrna announced, allowing Dakota to enter the car first. The inside of the limo was quite roomy with two rows of seats that faced it other. The partition window was up as it was always to be when Dakota rode in the car with Myrna.

      Myrna slid in beside Dakota with Frank closing the door behind her. Their eyes connected in the darkened vehicle.

      “Martine’s, huh?” Dakota cocked an eyebrow. From downtown, it would take about forty-five minutes with no traffic. She figured it would be at least that if not longer, knowing that the route to get to the restaurant had some construction along the way.

      An hour.

      Myrna didn’t know what she signed up for a full night of passion with Dakota.

      The car swayed slightly denoting they were on their way.

      “Yes, you know they are a very exclusive and private atmosphere,” Myrna murmured. She leaned her head toward Dakota capturing her lips with hers. Dakota opened her mouth to return the kiss. It grew hot and passionate fast.

      Dakota reached up and gripped Myrna’s head, angling her head to deepen the kiss.

      She shifted her body to bring on her knees before Myrna. She spread Myrna’s legs wide so that she could lean forward. She pressed her lips against her client's again. Her tongue thrust its way back inside of Myrna’s mouth, tasting her.

      She pulled back with a smile.

      “I want your body, Myrna,” she demanded. She gripped the bottom of Myrna’s shirt and pulled it over her head. Dakota tossed it to the other row of seats. In the darkness, she could see the sexy lace bra that barely covered Myrna’s full breasts.

      “Then take it,” Myrna whispered.

      “As if I had to ask,” she chuckled, undoing the front clasp, freeing the large mounds.

      “No, you don’t,” Myrna croaked. Dakota smirked as she pinched the woman’s taut nipple. Myrna leaned back against the plush leather seats and turned her pleasure over to Dakota.

      Dakota leaned forward and claimed the nipple in her mouth. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and sucked the mound far into her mouth. She breathed through her nose as she sucked one breast and fondled the other with her free hand.

      Myrna’s fingers threaded their way through Dakota’s hair as she continued to feast on her breasts. Dakota used her hand to steady the tit, nipping it with her teeth. Myrna jerked from the slight pain. Dakota followed up and a long lick, bathing the tittie with her tongue. She trailed her tongue in between the two breasts. Dakota smashed the breasts together, paying attention to them both with her tongue. She blazed a trail to the other one to give it some affection.

      No tittie left behind.

      Dakota reached down and pushed Myrna’s free-flowing skirt up around her waist.

      There would be no panties.

      Dakota jerked Myrna’s legs up and out of the way, spreading her out on the seats.

      “You are one sexy woman,” Dakota praised. The smell of Myrna’s arousal filled the air.

      “You are too,” Myrna gasped. “I love how you fuck me. You are worth every fucking penny and more.”

      “Good to hear my client is pleased,” Dakota chuckled. She gripped Myrna’s legs in her hand. Dakota covered Myrna’s entire pussy with her mouth. Myrna’s tangy taste exploded on her tongue as she thrust it deep into her core. “Hold these legs open.”

      Myrna instantly gripped her legs and pulled them back as far as she could.

      “Please fuck me. Fuck me good,” Myrna begged.

      Dakota leaned back and rubbed Myrna’s beaded pearl with her fingers.

      “You know I will,” she purred, sliding two fingers deep into her pussy. Dakota gripped Myrna’s tittie in her hand while she pounded her fingers in Myrna’s dripping core. “When you are with me, your pleasure belongs to me.”

      “Yes!” Myrna cried out.

      The car jostled slightly from the bumps in the road, but it didn’t break the concentration of Dakota. She pushed her fingers all the way inside of Myrna and leaned forward to claim her little bud with her teeth. Myrna jerked from the sting of Dakota’s little love bite.

      Dakota withdrew her soaked fingers and gathered some of the moisture and dragged it to Myrna’s puckered anus. Dakota was determined to fuck every hole of Myrna’s, and her ass was not safe from Dakota.

      She slid more of the juices that flowed from Myrna’s core and played with her anus.

      “Relax,” Dakota cooed, sliding one finger past the rim of Myrna’s ass.

      “Oh…” Myrna cried out. Dakota pushed her finger fully into the woman’s forbidden hole, officially claiming it.

      “Yes, take this ass fucking like a slut. Later, one of my cocks will go in here,” Dakota promised. She introduced a second finger, turning her fingers around to ensure that she stretched Myrna good. She began thrusting her fingers deeper and slower.

      “God, yes!” Myrna called out, her legs trembling.

      “Play with your pussy. I want to watch you come,” Dakota demanded, pushing one of Myrna’s legs back with her free hand. She picked up her pace with her fingers, fucking Myrna’s ass at a steady pace.

      Myrna’s eyes locked on Dakota’s as she slid her fingers between her own soaked folds and began to rub her clit fast.

      “Good girl,” Dakota murmured, pouring her fingers deeper.

      Myrna’s eyes rolled in the back of her head as her body arched. She let loose one hell of yell as her orgasm slammed into her. Neither of the women could care less if Frank heard them. There was no telling what he’d heard before, and if Myrna trusted him, then all was good with Dakota.

      Myrna’s anal muscles clenched on her fingers as she paused to allow Myrna to come down off her euphoric journey. Myrna’s legs flopped down to the floor. She had the look of a woman thoroughly fucked. Dakota slid to the chair opposite her and smiled.

      “Clean yourself up. We should be there soon.” Dakota glanced out the tinted window, reaching for her bag. She pulled out her compact and checked her makeup and hair.

      “Okay. Give me a minute,” Myrna breathed, trying to control her breathing.

      We still have all night, Dakota smirked.
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      “Thank you,” Dakota murmured, watching the waiter refill her glass.

      “This is one of my favorite restaurants. I’m glad you are enjoying it,” Myrna said, bringing her glass to her lips.

      Their small hidden booth away from the general population of the establishment. It faced the wall of windows that looked out onto the beautiful lake. They could gaze out at the moon and nature while they consumed their meal. Indoor trees and bushes ensured their privacy. Only the wealthy who desired privacy while they dined, were granted this discreet dining experience. It was dark and intimate.

      A great place for someone to take a lover.

      For a Friday night, the crowd was thick, and the workers were extremely busy. In their area, they received the personal attention that didn’t impact the general restaurant.

      “Is there anything else I can get you?” their waiter, Sean asked. He was decked out in the standard white button-down shirt, black tie and pants. The establishment was high class and as expensive as the decorations that were a beacon for only those who could afford to eat there.

      “No, I think my friend and I are well. Do yourself a favor and leave the bottle.” Myrna nodded to him. “We wouldn’t want to be much trouble for you. We’ll call if we need you.”

      “As you wish,” he murmured. He presented a bucket filled with ice and settled the bottle in it. He gave them one last smile and disappeared.

      Dakota gazed across the candlelit table and smiled. Their dinner was exquisite. She took her last bite and sat back in her chair.

      “Thank you for bringing me here. The food was wonderful.” Dakota gripped her glass and tipped it toward Myrna. She took a healthy swallow of the sweet wine.

      “My pleasure. Only the best for you.” Myrna leaned forward, teasing her elbows on the table. Her eyes darkened as she took Dakota in. “That dress is lovely on you.”

      “Thank you again. I’ll cherish it,” Dakota relaxed and let a grin overcome her lips. She loved the finer things in life, and this dress was perfect for her. “Slid over here and sit next to me.”She patted the seat next to her.

      Myrna’s eyes lit up as she grabbed her wine glass and slid along the leather seat and stopped next to Dakota. The white tablecloth was long and brushed across their laps.

      Good, Dakota thought.

      She reached down and gripped the edge of her dress and pulled it up to her waist. The cool leather met her bottom, causing her to gasp.

      “You are such a naughty girl,” Myrna murmured, observing Dakota.

      “Always for you,” Dakota purred. “Now, you do the same. I want to be able to dip my fingers in your pussy. I’m sure it's creaming for me right now.”

      Myrna followed suit and did the same. They giggled, stealing a quick kiss and reached for each other beneath the tablecloth.

      “You drive me fucking crazy with your antics. How am I always so fucking horny around you,” Myrna whispered, pressing another kiss to Dakota’s lips before pulling back.

      The sounds of the chatter from the patrons and workers of the restaurant floated through the air, but soon faded off into the background.

      “With me, you can give in to your carnal desires and do what pleases you.” Dakota gasped, feeling Myrna’s slender fingers part her labia. She repeated the same motion, finding Myrna’s swollen bud.

      Their bodies were close as if they were sharing a secret, whispering to each other.

      Myrna bit her lip, thrusting her hips against Dakota’s hand. Her breaths were heavy with each stroke of Dakota’s fingers.

      Dakota rocked her hips against Myrna. She was using her entire hand sliding all her fingers in between Dakota’s slit.

      “Yes, Myrna. Keep doing what you are doing. I love the feeling of these fingers buried deep in my pussy,” Dakota whispered. Her fingers flew across Myrna’s nub, coaxing it, teasing the small bud. “Spread those legs of yours wider. Let me have my pussy.”

      She thrust her fingers deep into Myrna’s core. Myrna bit her free hand to keep from shouting out. Dakota grinned at their game, but she ready to take it a little further.

      “Oh, god. This is so fucking sexy,” Myrna gasped.

      “I want you to do something,” Dakota murmured, gripping Myrna’s hand and pulling it free from her pussy. She brought the woman’s fingers to her mouth and licked her juices from Myrna’s fingers. “Do you trust me?”

      “Yes,” Myrna breathed without hesitation. Dakota smiled and gripped her chin, crushing their mouths together. She thrust her tongue deep into Myrna’s mouth in a passionate kiss.

      She knew that it would be a while until a waiter or anyone would come to the table since Myrna had told him that they’d call when ready.

      Dakota was ready to test Myrna. She tore her lips from Myrna’s and gazed into her lust filled eyes.

      “Slid beneath the table and eat my pussy,” Dakota said. Hesitation filled Myrna’s eyes briefly. “If they come back, believe me, I can convince them that you just went to the powder room to fix your make up.”

      Myrna nodded and scooted away slightly. She looked around and be it they were in their private cove, no one would see her disappear. She slid beneath the table, and Dakota reached for the tablecloth and repositioned it, hiding Myrna from sight.

      Warm hands gripped her legs, and Dakota smiled as they were pushed apart. She slid down presenting her slick pussy for Myrna. Dakota could feel fingers part her labia and began to rub her hooded clit. Two lips closed around her bud, and she bit back a gasp.

      “You are going to be rewarded well tonight, Myrna,” Dakota purred. She widened her legs, bringing one up to the booth's seat to ensure Myrna could have full access to her. Myrna entire mouth covered her pussy and began feasting on her dessert. Dakota rested her head back against the plush leather booth and relaxed with a smile on her face.

      There was nothing better than getting head on a full stomach.
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      Dakota opened her eyes and she at first was confused. Then the night came rushing back to her. She looked down and saw that Myrna cradled in the crook of her arm sleeping.

      Their experience at the restaurant was going to be very memorable. Dakota had one of the hardest climaxes she had ever had in public and was proud that she didn’t make one sound.

      They’d arrived at Myrna’s condo and had fallen into the bed a mix of arms and legs. Dakota smiled thinking of everything they had done with each other, and to each other. Myrna should be exhausted.

      She glanced over at the clock seeing it was close to six in the morning. Her time was up at seven in the morning. She slid from the bed careful not to awaken her client. Myrna rolled over onto her stomach and let loose a sigh. Smiling Dakota padded over to the chair in the corner. She went through her bag and reached for her strap-on for one last play before it would be time for her to leave.

      Her car would be there promptly at seven.

      Donning the strap-on, she grabbed her lube and walked back to the bed. She coated the dildo with plenty of lube, knowing that where it was going, it would need it. She had made a promise, and she always kept them.

      She climbed onto the bed and slowly ran her hands along Myrna’s calves. The muscular legs had spent half the night in the air. They were beautiful and showed the work that Myrna put in her body.

      Myrna let loose a slight protest, still sleep as Dakota spread her legs wide.

      “Time to wake up, sleeping beauty,” Dakota murmured, sliding her fingers between the crack of Myrna’s ass. They continued on their journey to Myrna’s slit. She probed Myrna’s labia and dipped her finger into her core finding it still slick from their previous activities.

      “You sure know how to awaken a woman,” Myrna murmured. She thrust her hips back, arching her ass in the air.

      “You know what I want,” Dakota stated, trailing her fingers back to Myrna’s puckered anus. The tight little rim was a beautiful rosy red color. Dakota bent down and licked the hole, letting loose a groan.

      “After the night we just had, this ass is all yours,” Myrna chuckled, thrusting it out. Her new position allowed Dakota to have full access to Myrna’s ass and pussy. Dakota slid her tongue from Myrna’s ass to her newly presented pussy. She thrust her tongue deep within the folds finding the familiar taste of Myrna. Her juices coated Dakota’s face.

      “No time like the present for one last hurrah,” Dakota chuckled, grabbing her tube of lube. She squirted a little more onto the dildo to ensure that it was slick. Dakota applied a little to Myrna’s anus to ready her.  She inserted two fingers into Myrna’s slippery cunt and began finger fucking her hard.

      Myrna cried out, rocking her body to meet Dakota's hand. She reached around Myrna and gripped her bouncing tittie. Dakota had plenty of fun with the mounds. She tweaked the nippled hard, before sliding her fingers out of Myrna. As slick as she was, she was ready for their encore.

      Dakota shifted behind Myrna’s ample ass and lined up her thick dildo. This time she pressed the thick head into Myrna’s tight anus. Dakota gripped her hips tight. The sight of Myrna’s ass taking the thick cock made Dakota’s pussy gush. She patiently eased the thick length into Myrna until it was entirely in her, all the way to the base.

      “Oh, God!” Myrna moaned. Her body shook uncontrollably at first. Dakota paused, allowing her to adjust to the penetration.

      “Relax, my love. I told you my cock would go here. Relax your muscles, and I promise you will enjoy this,” Dakota cooed, running a soft hand along the spine of her client. The many times before when they had been together, Dakota had yet to take Myrna there with a dildo. Only her fingers.

      But now it was time for her to pound her fake thick cock into her client's ass.

      “I trust you. It’s so thick. I’ve never felt so full before,” Myrna groaned. Dakota pulled back and slowly thrust the cock into her again. This time Myrna met her with a rock of her hips. Dakota rubs her hands along the soft skin of Myrna’s as cheeks encouraging her to move.

      “I want you to start the pace. We can go slow,” Dakota suggested. Myna nodded her head and began a slow, steady rock. Dakota’s eyes were mesmerized by the sight of the cock disappearing into her forbidden hole. “That’s it, girl. Take this cock in the ass like the filthy slut you are.”

      “God, I love it when you talk dirty,” Myrna whimpered, the sped of her rocking quickening. Dakota sensing that Myrna was now used to the invasion took control. She pushed Myrna’s head down on the bed, changing the angle.

      “Stop talking and let me fuck this ass,” Dakota growled. When she left, she didn’t want Myrna to be able to walk without remembering their night together. She gripped Myna’s hip in a crushing grip and began to pound the cock deep.

      Myrna cried out, biting the blankets muffling her screams. She continued to rock back meeting Dakota’s hard thrusts as she continued to pump her ass with the thick cock.

      “Oh… yes,” Myrna hissed. “Fuck me good. Fuck me. Fuck this ass.” Myrna continued to spout curses encouraging Dakota to continue.

      “Flip over onto your back,” Dakota snapped, her breaths coming fast. She pulled the cock out, watching the gap in Myrna anus close. Myrna followed instructions and spread her legs wide.

      Dakota held onto them with her hands and pushed them back further. Again she lined the dildo up with Myrna’s anus.

      “I’m going to fuck this ass so good you won’t be able to walk,” Dakota joked with a small smile on her lips. This time there was no resistance when she slid the cock deep into Myrna’s anus.

      “I’m counting on it,” Myrna gasped.

      Dakota grinned as she pulled back and thrust the cock fully into Myrna. She cried out, her eyes locked on Dakota’s. Dakota reached for Myrna’s titties and gripped them tightly in her hands. Their bouncing was proving to be a distraction for her. She held onto them anchoring her to Myrna as her hips thrust the cock in and out of her forbidden hole.

      “Slid those fingers of your into your pussy. Let me see you finger fuck yourself while I fuck your ass,” Dakota commanded. Her release was nearing. Her pussy was gushing her juices, and before she left, she’d be sitting on Myrna’s face for a pussy cleaning.

      Myrna’s face was filled with ecstasy as she proceeded to rub her plump clit. Her eyes locked on Dakota and Dakota refused to look away from her client right before she reached her climax.

      “I’m close. So close,” Myrna cried out. Her face was contorted in what looked to be pain, but Dakota knew it was pure pleasure.

      “Come on baby. You can do it,” Dakota cooed. She repeatedly slammed the cock deep into Myrna.

      Myrna’s pussy gushed so much that the trails of her cream were coating the cock as it slid back and forth inside of her. Myrna’s body arched off the bed as her release slammed into her.

      A bellowing cry escaped Myrna’s mouth. Her eyes were shut tight as her body shook. Dakota pushed Myrna’s legs back further and rested her body against the back of them. She stood on the bed so she could pound the cock deeper. Myrna screamed again as Dakota pummeled her ass with a few more deep strokes. Her body fell back to the bed spent.

      Myrna’s chest was rising and falling fast, but Dakota wasn’t going to let her rest. They only had a few minutes until it would be time for her to get dress and leave. Dakota leaned over her, settling in the valley of her thighs and gripped Myrna’s face in her hands. She slammed her mouth on the woman’s, thrusting her tongue deep into her mouth. Myrna moaned, wrapping her legs around Dakota’s waist.

      Dakota deepened the kiss. It was sloppy and wet. She captured the woman’s bottom lip with her teeth, biting it before she soothed it with her tongue.

      “My pussy needs to feel your tongue once more,” Dakota announced pulled back.

      She stood up on the bed and removed the strap-on. Her pussy was aching, and she needed relapse quick. She turned around and knelt on the bed lowering her soaked pussy to Myrna’s awaiting mouth. Without a word, a tongue slid through Dakota’s slit lapping up her juices.

      “God, you are insatiable,” Myrna murmured against Dakota’s pussy. Dakota pushed Myrna’s legs apart to return the favor. She licked Myrna’s sensitive bud feeling the woman jerk. She smiled knowing that she’d had achieved her goal.

      “Did you get your monies worth?” Dakota asked, getting a mouth full of Myrna’s pussy.

      God, how would she ever survive without a mouth full of pussy?

      She buried her face deep in between Myrna’s thighs and lapped up her release.

      “Fuck yes. Can I move up my next appointment?”

      “We can talk about that after you make me come. Hurry, you don’t want to pay my overtime fee.” Dakota chuckled, nipping the inner skin of Myrna’s thigh. Each hour she was there would be an extra two thousand dollars.

      “With a pussy this good, it would be worth it.” Myrna proceeded to feast on Dakota’s nectar, showing no signs of stopping. “I want to eat your pussy for one hour straight. Charge me for it. You know I’m good for it.”

      Hell, if the woman wanted to pay the extra fee just to eat her pussy, who was she to judge?

      Let the overtime clock begin.
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