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BACHELOR PARTY ORGY
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“Fuck, Brandi,” Kyle groaned, his voice strained as he gripped my hips tighter, his cock buried deep inside me. “You feel so goddamn good.”

I arched my back, letting out a low moan as his thrusts grew harder, faster. My fingernails dug into the leather couch beneath me, and I glanced over my shoulder just in time to see Laura on her knees in front of Shawn, his dick sliding in and out of her mouth. Her lips were wrapped tight around him, and she looked up at me, her dark eyes glinting with mischief. This was what we did best.

—

But let’s rewind. It had all started that morning when the phone rang. Laura and I had been lounging in my penthouse apartment, sipping mimosas and scrolling through potential clients on our phones. A few months ago, we’d broken away from Sam—our slimy, controlling pimp—and since then, we’d built our own escort service—something luxurious, exclusive, and entirely under our control. The phone buzzed again, and I picked it up without hesitation.

“Brandi Moore speaking,” I said, my voice smooth and confident, the kind of tone that made men weak.

“Hi, Brandi,” came the reply—deep, masculine, and dripping with money. “My name’s Kyle. I’m looking for… entertainment for an exclusive bachelor party tonight. How many girls do you have available?”

I smirked, catching Laura’s eye across the room. She raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Four,” I replied. “Me, Laura, Cheyenne, and Kayla. All stunning, all experienced. What did you have in mind?”

Kyle chuckled, low and dirty. “Oh, I think you know exactly what I have in mind. Let’s just say… the groom-to-be deserves a night he’ll never forget.”

And now here we were.

The moment we stepped into Kyle’s high-rise apartment, I knew this wasn’t going to be your average job. The place was massive—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, sleek modern furniture, and a fully stocked bar that practically screamed wealth. Kyle greeted us at the door, flanked by three other guys: Mike, Richard, and Shawn, the groom himself. They were already half-drunk, their laughter loud and uninhibited, their eyes raking over us like we were the main course.

“Welcome, ladies,” Kyle said, his grin darkening as he took me in. His gaze lingered on my tan skin, my long dark hair cascading down my back, and the curve of my hips hugged by a tight black dress. “Let’s get this party started.”

Laura, Cheyenne, Kayla, and I exchanged knowing looks. We’d done this before—countless times, in fact—but there was something about this group that felt… different. Maybe it was the way Kyle watched me, his eyes hungry and calculating, or the way Shawn kept glancing nervously at Laura, like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to run or rip her clothes off.

We didn’t waste any time. Within minutes, the music was pumping, the drinks were flowing, and we were peeling off our clothes one by one, revealing lace lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. The guys cheered, their eyes wide as we strutted toward them, each of us claiming a man.

Kayla went straight for Mike, dropping to her knees in front of him and twerking against his lap with a fierceness that made him groan. Cheyenne moved to Richard, grinding against him in slow, deliberate circles, her hands roaming over his chest. And Laura? She sauntered over to Shawn, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she sank to her knees and unzipped his pants without a word.

As for me, I climbed onto Kyle’s lap, straddling him and pressing my bare tits into his face. He groaned, his hands gripping my ass as I rocked against him, feeling the hard length of him through his pants.

“That’s it, baby,” he muttered, his breath hot against my skin. “Fucking tease me.”

But teasing wasn’t enough—not for Kyle, and not for me. Soon, things escalated. Of course, Laura, my daring best friend, was the first to step it up a notch. She unzipped the groom-to-be’s pants, taking his cock in her mouth. Laura’s head bobbed furiously in front of Shawn, her tongue working him with expert precision while his hands tangled in her hair.

Cheyenne had stripped Richard completely, her lips wrapping around his cock as he threw his head back and moaned. Kayla was riding Mike now, her movements fast and desperate, her breasts bouncing with every thrust.

And then there was me. Kyle flipped me over, bending me facedown over the arm of the couch. His hands squeezed my ass, spreading me open as he knelt behind me. I gasped as his tongue found my pussy, licking and sucking with a hunger that made my legs tremble.

“Fuck, Kyle,” I moaned, my fingers clutching the edge of the couch. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. When he finally slid his cock inside me, it was all I could do not to scream. He fucked me hard, his hips slamming into mine, his hands gripping my waist so tightly I knew I’d have bruises tomorrow.

But I didn’t care. This was what I lived for—the raw, unfiltered pleasure of being used, of giving myself completely to the moment. I felt the pleasure building. With another thrust of his cock, Kyle pushed me over the edge. My eyes rolled back as he continued to pound me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Shawn pulling out of Laura’s mouth, his hand stroking himself as he stumbled toward me. “Open wide, Brandi,” he slurred, his voice thick with lust.

I obeyed without hesitation, tilting my head back just as he exploded all over my face. The warmth of his cum splattered across my cheeks, my lips, my chin. I licked some of it off, savoring the taste, the sheer depravity of it.

When it was over—when Kyle had finished inside me, when the others had collapsed in sweaty, satisfied heaps—we dressed quickly, collected our cash, and left. The ride home was quiet, the hum of my luxury SUV cutting through the night as Laura counted the money. Over fifty grand in one night. Not bad for a day’s work.

“Looks like we’re in business,” Laura said, flashing me a grin.

I smiled back, but my mind was already elsewhere. I was planning our rise to the top of the game, and this was just the beginning.

LAURA’S RESCUE
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The phone rang in the middle of the night, jolting me awake. My heart raced as I fumbled for it, my hazel eyes struggling to adjust to the darkness. It was Laura’s number, but when I answered, it wasn’t her voice on the other end. It was Sam.

“Brandi,” Sam drawled, his tone dripping with menace. “I’ve got your little friend here. Thought you might want to come and… negotiate.”

My stomach twisted into knots. Sam, our former pimp, was a dangerous man who would stop at nothing to regain control. With his dark hair, darker eyes, and an air of dominance that made even the bravest girls tremble, he was not someone you crossed lightly. But we had—Laura and I. We’d left him months ago, started our own escort service, and things had been going well. Until now.

“What do you want, Sam?” I asked, my voice shaking more than I wanted it to.

He chuckled, low and cruel. “You know what I want. Come alone, or Laura might find herself in a very uncomfortable position.”

The line went dead, and I sat there, gripping the phone so tightly my knuckles turned white. Alone? No way. I needed backup. Someone who could match Sam’s power, someone who wouldn’t balk at the idea of getting dirty. There was only one person I could think of: Vince Nealey.

Vince was my famous sugar daddy, a Hollywood actor with charm, wealth, and connections. He’d always had a soft spot for me, and I knew he’d help if I called. I dialed his number, my fingers trembling. He picked up on the third ring.

“Brandi? Everything okay?” His voice was deep, soothing.

“No,” I said, fighting back tears. “Sam’s got Laura. I need your help.”

There was a pause, then, “Where are you? I’ll pick you up.”

Fifteen minutes later, Vince’s luxury SUV pulled up outside my apartment. I climbed in, dressed in a sleek black outfit that hugged my tan skin and accentuated my curves. My long dark hair tumbled down my back, messy from sleep, but I didn’t care. Laura was all that mattered.

Vince glanced at me, his expression serious. “You sure about this?”

I nodded. “I can’t let him hurt her, Vince. She’s my best friend.”

He reached over, squeezing my hand. “We’ll get her back.”

The drive to Sam’s mansion felt endless. My mind raced with worst-case scenarios, each one more terrifying than the last. When we finally arrived, the imposing gates loomed like a barrier between us and Laura. Vince parked, and we approached the door together.

Sam opened it himself, a smirk playing on his lips. “Well, well. Brandi Moore and… Vince Nealey. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Cut the crap, Sam,” I snapped. “Let her go.”

His smirk deepened. “And why would I do that?”

Vince stepped forward, his presence commanding. “Name your price.”

For a moment, Sam seemed startled, but then he chuckled. “Alright, let’s talk.”

Negotiations were tense, each word a battle. But eventually, Sam agreed to release Laura—for a hefty sum. He disappeared into the depths of the mansion, leaving us standing in the grand foyer. The wait was agonizing. When Sam returned, dragging Laura behind him, my heart broke. She looked so fragile, her normally vibrant spirit crushed.

“Laura!” I rushed to her, pulling her into my arms.

She clung to me, her body trembling. “Brandi… I…”

“Shh, it’s okay,” I whispered, stroking her hair. “You’re safe now.”

Vince paid Sam, his expression cold. “This isn’t over,” he muttered under his breath.

Sam just laughed, letting us leave without another word.

Back at the luxurious apartment Vince had rented for me, I helped Laura into the shower. The warm water cascaded over us, washing away the grime and fear. Her hazel eyes met mine, filled with gratitude and something else—desire.

“Brandi,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

I didn’t hesitate. I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her passionately, pouring all my relief and love into it. Our lips moved together, frantic and needy. My hands roamed her body, reassuring and possessive. She moaned softly, her arms wrapping around my neck.

Breaking the kiss, I trailed my lips down her neck, across her collarbone, and lower still. I knelt before her, my mouth finding its way to her most sensitive spot. She gasped as my tongue flicked against her clit, her fingers tangling in my long dark hair.

“Oh, God, Brandi,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against my mouth.

I slid a finger inside her, feeling her walls clench around me. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. I added a second finger, curling them just right, and she came undone, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

When she finally caught her breath, we stepped out of the shower, wrapped in towels. Vince was waiting in the living room, his gaze intense. Laura looked at him, then at me, seeking permission. I gave her a nod, and she approached him slowly.

“Thank you,” she said softly, her eyes shining with gratitude. Then, without hesitation, she sank to her knees and unzipped his pants.

I watched, captivated, as she took his cock into her mouth, deepthroating him with ease. The sight was enough to make me ache with desire. I joined her on my knees, my lips closing around his balls, sucking gently.

Vince groaned, his hands tightening in our hair. “Fuck,” he muttered, thrusting deeper into Laura’s mouth.

It didn’t take long for him to reach his peak. With a guttural moan, he came, his seed spilling over both our faces. Laura licked her lips, a sly smile spreading across her face.

Vince wasted no time. He lifted me off the floor and carried me to the bed, throwing me down and climbing on top of me. His cock pressed against my entrance, and I gasped as he pushed inside, stretching me deliciously.

“God, you feel amazing,” he growled, pounding into me with relentless energy.

Laura watched, her fingers drifting between her legs as she pleasured herself. Vince’s thrusts grew harder, faster, until he buried himself deep inside me, releasing another wave of cum.

As he pulled out, Laura couldn’t wait any longer. She crawled between my legs, her tongue lapping at the mess he’d left behind. The sensation was electric, sending shocks of pleasure through my body.

“Oh, Laura,” I moaned, arching into her touch.

She sucked and licked, drawing every drop from me. When she finally sat up, she leaned in, capturing my lips in a kiss. I tasted Vince on her tongue, and the mingling of flavors turned me on even more.

As Laura and I lay tangled together, Vince watched us with a satisfied grin. “Now,” he said, his voice low and dangerous, “let’s talk about how we’re going to deal with Sam permanently.”

Vince was confident. He had gotten the best of Sam this time, but I knew the true danger we were in. Sam was a very powerful man, and even Vince’s money and Hollywood connections couldn’t save us from him.

A NEW RECRUIT

FFF / Lesbian / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The hotel bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where shadows clung to corners and secrets lingered in the air like perfume. Laura and I slid onto stools at the bar, our legs crossed just enough to catch attention without screaming desperation. Subtlety, that’s what we were going for tonight. Subtlety and opportunity.

We hadn’t been sitting there long when Danielle walked in. She moved with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she wanted—and how to get it. Her eyes swept the room, pausing briefly on us before she sauntered over. She’s looking for something, I thought. Or someone.

“Hey,” she said, her voice smooth as silk as she leaned against the bar beside me. “You two look like you’re waiting for something.”

I exchanged a glance with Laura, who smirked faintly before turning back to Danielle. “Maybe we are,” I replied, my tone playful but guarded. We didn’t know this woman, and after everything with Sam, trust wasn’t something we handed out freely.

Danielle tilted her head, studying us with an amused glint in her eye. “I’m guessing you’re not here for the drinks.”

Laura laughed softly, leaning forward slightly. “What gave it away?”

Danielle shrugged, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Call it intuition. I’m Danielle, by the way.”

“Brandi,” I said. “This is Laura.”

“Independent?” Danielle asked, her tone casual but her gaze sharp.

“Something like that,” I replied carefully. “We run our own show now.”

Her smile widened. “I like that. Mind if I join you? Could be… mutually beneficial.”

Laura and I shared another look. We were here looking for customers, but another opportunity had landed in our laps. Danielle was the perfect recruit. Someone who understood the game, who could bring value without bringing baggage.

But still, caution lingered. We couldn’t let just anyone join our team.

“Depends,” Laura said, her voice low. “Are you freaky enough to keep up with us?”

Danielle raised an eyebrow, a spark of challenge in her expression. “Why don’t we find out?”

—

Upstairs in our hotel room, the air felt electric. The tension between us was thick, almost palpable, as we stood there sizing each other up. Danielle took the lead, stripping off her dress with effortless grace, revealing curves that made my mouth water. Laura followed suit, her hands trembling slightly as she unzipped her skirt. I didn’t miss the way her eyes flicked toward the door, though—Sam had left his mark on her, and not just physically.

But tonight wasn’t about him. Tonight was about us. About freedom. About taking control of our lives, one decision at a time.

I stepped out of my heels, letting my hair fall loose around my shoulders before slipping out of my dress. Danielle’s gaze raked over me, appreciative and hungry, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. She lay back on the bed, her body sprawled invitingly, and Laura wasted no time climbing over to her.

Laura’s lips found Danielle’s inner thigh, teasing before moving higher, her tongue flicking against slick folds. I straddled Danielle’s face, feeling her breath hot against me as I sank down. The first touch was electric. Her tongue was skilled, exploring every inch of me with precision that made my hips buck instinctively.

“That’s it,” I murmured, tangling my fingers in Danielle’s hair as pleasure coiled tight in my stomach.

It didn’t take long before I came, my thighs clamping around her as I let out a shaky moan. Above me, Laura was working Danielle just as hard, her tongue driving Danielle closer to the edge.

Danielle’s back arched as she reached her climax, her muffled cry vibrating against me. The sensation sent another wave of pleasure through me, and I shuddered, collapsing onto the bed beside her. For a moment, we all just breathed, the room filled with the sound of our ragged breaths and the faint hum of the air conditioner.

Then Laura grabbed the dildo from the nightstand, its size making me bite my lip in anticipation. She positioned herself behind me, her hands gripping my hips as she pushed inside. The stretch was delicious, and I moaned, arching back against her. Danielle watched intently, her fingers finding my clit and circling it with just the right amount of pressure.

The combination was overwhelming. Laura thrust deep, hitting that spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids, while Danielle’s fingers worked magic on my clit. My second orgasm hit me hard, my body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

When it was over, I lay there boneless, a satisfied smile tugging at my lips. Danielle looked equally pleased, and even Laura seemed more relaxed than she’d been in weeks.

As we dressed, I turned to Danielle. “You’re hired,” I said, my tone firm but warm. “If you’re interested.”

She grinned, sliding her shoes back on. “Oh, I’m very interested.”

We exchanged phone numbers with Danielle, eager to see her again. She would be the perfect addition to our crew. She loved sex, and she was very adventurous.

The door clicked shut behind her, and Laura turned to me, her expression suddenly serious. “Brandi, I need to tell you something.”

I frowned, sensing the shift in her tone. “What is it?”

She hesitated, her hands clasped tightly in front of her. “Ever since Sam… ever since he took me, I haven’t felt safe. Not really. I keep thinking he’s going to show up again, that next time, it might be worse.”

My heart ached for her. I reached out, taking her hands in mine. “I won’t let that happen, Laura. I promise. We’re stronger together.”

She nodded, but her eyes still held that lingering fear. “Do you think it’s worth it? All of this? The danger?”

I squeezed her hands, my mind racing. Was it worth it? The freedom, the money, the thrill of being our own bosses? Or was Sam’s shadow too big to escape?

THE BIGGEST DICK I’VE EVER SEEN

MF / Big Penis / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

LAURA’S MISTAKE

FF / FFF / Romantic / Threesome / Lesbian / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Vibrator / Anal Play

I was already wet, already aching for more. My lips were still pressed against the curve of Laura’s neck, my hands gripping the leather couch beneath us, when I heard the door click open.

I turned my head just enough to see Cheyenne standing there, her tall frame silhouetted by the dim light of the hallway. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her caramel skin glowed softly under the muted chandelier. She froze mid-step, her eyes widening as she took in the scene before her: Laura sprawled on the couch, her legs spread wide, her breath coming in shallow gasps; me kneeling between them, my mouth hovering inches from her heat.

“Shit,” Cheyenne muttered, shaking her head. “I’ll… uh… come back later.”

She started to turn, but Laura’s voice stopped her. “No, stay.” The plea in her tone was unmistakable, raw and vulnerable. It wasn’t like Laura to ask for something like this, but then again, nothing about tonight had been normal.

Cheyenne hesitated, her hand still on the doorknob. Her gaze flicked to me, and I could see the uncertainty in her eyes. But there was something else there too—curiosity, maybe even desire. Slowly, she closed the door behind her, leaning against it with crossed arms. “You sure about this?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Laura nodded, her hazel eyes locking with mine. “Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m sure.”

—

The day had started out great. We were taking a day off to relax. Just a few hours ago, we’d all been sitting around the suite, sipping champagne and laughing like the world owed us everything. After everything Sam had put us through—after he’d kidnapped Laura—we deserved this moment.

Las Vegas was our fresh start, our chance to leave the chaos behind and build something better. Our escort service was thriving, and for once, it felt like we were in control, safely away from Sam’s iron grip.

But then Laura dropped the bomb.

“Brandi,” she’d said, her voice shaking as she set her glass down on the coffee table. “I need to tell you something.”

I remember the way my stomach twisted at the look on her face. Laura wasn’t one to get rattled easily. But now, she looked fragile, like the weight of the world was pressing down on her.

I reached out, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “What is it?”

She took a deep breath, her hands trembling as she clasped them together. “I… I gambled some of our money. At the poker tables.”

My heart sank. “How much is ‘some’?”

Her eyes filled with tears, and I knew the answer before she even spoke. “All of it.”

For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. All of it? The money we’d worked so hard for, the money that was supposed to keep us safe, to provide us a sense of protection against Sam? Gone.

“Laura,” I started, but she cut me off.

“I’m sorry, Brandi. I thought… I thought I could double it. I thought I could make things easier for us. But I lost it all.” Her voice broke, and she leaned into me, burying her face in my shoulder. “I’m so sorry.”

I didn’t know what to say. Anger bubbled up inside me, but it was tempered by the memory of what she’d been through. The incident with Sam had traumatized her, and it had left scars—scars that none of us could see. Maybe she wasn’t thinking straight.

So instead of yelling, I pulled her closer. “It’s okay,” I murmured, my lips brushing against her forehead. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

And then, without thinking, I kissed her.

It wasn’t the first time we’d kissed, but it was different this time. Softer. More desperate. Like we were both trying to find something we’d lost. Her lips parted beneath mine, and I could taste the salt of her tears. My hands moved of their own accord, sliding under her shirt to feel the warmth of her skin. She moaned softly, her body arching into mine, and suddenly, nothing else mattered.

We ended up on the couch, our clothes discarded somewhere on the floor. I kissed every inch of her—her neck, her collarbone, the swell of her breasts. When my mouth found her core, she shuddered, her fingers tangling in my hair. I loved the way she tasted, the way she melted under my touch. And just as she was about to fall over the edge, that’s when Cheyenne walked in.

—

Now, with Cheyenne still standing by the door, I could feel the tension in the room thickening. Laura’s hand reached for mine, pulling me back to her. “Stay with me,” she whispered, and I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from her.

Cheyenne must have seen something in my expression, because she stepped forward, her hips swaying with every movement. She didn’t speak, didn’t ask for permission. Instead, she let her actions do the talking. Slowly, she reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head, revealing smooth, caramel skin. Her bra followed, leaving her bare except for the lacy panties that barely covered her.

I couldn’t help but stare. Cheyenne was stunning, her body a work of art. And when she knelt beside me, her lips meeting mine, I forgot how to breathe. Her kiss was hungry, demanding, and I gave in completely. My hands roamed over her body, memorizing every curve, every dip.

Laura watched us, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Don’t stop,” she begged, and I didn’t intend to. My fingers found their way between Cheyenne’s legs, teasing her until she was writhing against me. I glanced at Laura, who was biting her lip, her fingers moving absently over her own clit.

“Here,” I said, handing Laura the dildo we’d kept tucked in the side table.

She took it eagerly, positioning herself above me as I bent her over the armrest of the couch. I could feel the heat of her pussy as she slid the toy inside me, each thrust sending waves of pleasure rippling through my body.

Cheyenne wasn’t idle either. She grabbed a small vibrator, her eyes dark with lust as she trailed it along my asshole. The sensation was electric, and I cried out, my nails digging into the leather of the couch. “Yes,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “Yes.”

The room was filled with the sounds of our combined moans, the slap of skin against skin, the hum of the vibrator. It was too much and not enough all at once. I could feel myself teetering on the edge, ready to fall.

Finally, my eyes rolled back as Cheyenne and Laura pushed me over the edge. My pussy and ass contracted around the toys as I looked at my girls, my eyes full of love. Cheyenne and Laura pulled back, and I slumped to the couch, satisfied.

And then, as if on cue, Danielle and Kayla walked in. We had to tell them about Laura’s mistake. Luckily, they were very understanding.

We would have to work extra hard during our trip to make back the lost money. That meant taking dates we would normally turn down, and spending extra time looking for customers. All that mattered was that we were a family, and we were safe.

ARRESTED BY AN UNDERCOVER COP

MF / Police / BDSM / Bondage / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal / Dildo / Buttplug

The lights of Las Vegas blurred around me as I strutted through the casino floor, my heels clicking against the polished marble. The air smelled like money, desperation, and a faint hint of stale whiskey. This city never sleeps, I thought, and neither do I.

Not tonight, anyway. Laura had really done it this time—gambled away a chunk of our earnings, leaving us scrambling to make up the difference. We were in Vegas for work, not play, but try telling that to Laura when she’s got a cocktail in one hand and a poker chip in the other.

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, feeling the weight of my fake ID tucked safely in my clutch. My tan skin glowed under the chandelier lighting, my long dark hair cascading down my back like a silken curtain. My hazel eyes scanned the room, searching for someone who looked like they could afford me. That’s when I saw him.

Charlie.

He was sitting at the bar, nursing a glass of something amber-colored. His suit was tailored, crisp, expensive—definitely not off-the-rack. He had this aura about him, like he owned the place without even trying. When his gaze landed on me, it wasn’t the usual leer or the hungry stare I was used to. No, his eyes were sharp, calculating, like he was sizing me up for something more than just a night of fun.

I approached him with my signature smile, the one that said, I’m worth every penny. “Hi,” I purred, sliding onto the stool next to him. “You look like you could use some company.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Depends on the company.”

“I’m Brandi,” I said, extending a manicured hand. “And I promise, I’m the best kind of company.”

He shook my hand, his grip firm, almost too firm. “Charlie. Nice to meet you, Brandi.”

We made small talk for a while, though I could tell his mind was elsewhere. There was something off about him, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. But business was business, and I needed the cash. When he suggested we take things up to his room, I didn’t hesitate. Why would I? This was what I did.

The elevator ride was quiet, the tension between us palpable. I kept stealing glances at him, trying to figure out what made him tick. But Charlie was an enigma, his expression unreadable. When we reached his suite, he ushered me inside, closing the door behind us with a soft click.

That’s when everything changed.

Before I could even turn around, he had me pinned against the wall, his body pressed against mine. I gasped, my heart racing, but not from fear. No, there was something thrilling about the way he handled me, like he already knew exactly how far he could push me.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ve been a busy girl, haven’t you?”

My stomach dropped. How does he know my name? I started to protest, but he cut me off, pulling out a badge and flashing it in front of my face.

Undercover cop.

Shit.

“You’re under arrest,” he said, his tone cold, clinical. “Solicitation, prostitution—take your pick. You’re going to jail.”

Panic surged through me. Laura and I had worked so hard to build our escort service, to be independent of Sam. And now, we were going to lose everything. Laura had gambled away our money, so we couldn’t afford my bond. I could be stuck in the dilapidated county jail for weeks. Vince, my celebrity sugar daddy, was halfway across the world, filming some movie in Paris. There was no way he could bail me out, not in time.

Charlie must have seen the fear in my eyes because his expression softened, just slightly. “There is… another option,” he said slowly, releasing me and taking a step back.

I straightened my dress, trying to regain some semblance of composure. “What kind of option?”

He walked over to the bed, where a large black duffel bag sat unzipped. Inside was a collection of items that made my pulse quicken—ropes, clamps, a vibrator, a buttplug, and a dildo that looked… intimidating, to say the least.

“One night,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “You submit to me, let me do whatever I want, and I let you walk out of here a free woman. No charges, no record. Just you and me.”

My mind raced. Was he serious? Here was my chance to avoid an arrest. If I refused, I’d be going to jail. But if I agreed, I wasn’t sure what awaited me. It couldn’t be worse than spending the night behind bars. Right?

“Fine,” I said, my voice trembling. “One night.”

Charlie’s lips curved into a smirk, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of something darker in his eyes. Something that made my breath hitch.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.

He wasted no time. Before I knew it, he had my wrists bound to the bedposts with silk ropes, the material rough enough to remind me of my predicament but soft enough not to leave marks. My ankles followed suit, leaving me spread-eagled and completely at his mercy.

The first touch of the clamps on my nipples sent a jolt of pain through me, but it was quickly replaced by a strange, tingling warmth. God, why does that feel so good? I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but Charlie wasn’t having it.

“Let me hear you,” he commanded, his voice firm yet gentle. “Don’t hold back.”

As the vibrator buzzed against my clit, I couldn’t help but cry out, squirming against the restraints. Every nerve in my body was on fire, every sensation amplified tenfold. I wanted to cum, needed to cum, but Charlie pulled the vibrator away just as I was teetering on the edge.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice laced with authority. “Patience is a virtue.”

I groaned, frustration mixing with arousal in a heady cocktail. “Please,” I begged, my voice barely above a whisper.

He ignored my plea, instead reaching for the buttplug. I tensed as he lubed it up, the cool gel sending shivers down my spine. When he pressed it against my asshole, I winced, the initial stretch painful but not unbearable. Slowly, inch by inch, he worked it inside me until it was fully seated, the base pressing snugly against my skin.

Then came his fingers, slipping easily into my wet pussy. He curled them just right, hitting that sweet spot that made my toes curl. I was so close, so fucking close, but again, he stopped before I could tip over the edge.

“You’re not ready yet,” he said, his breath hot against my ear. “But don’t worry, I’ll get you there.”

He removed the buttplug, picking up the massive dildo. My eyes widened as I realized what he intended to do. “I-I can’t,” I stammered, panic rising in my chest.

“You can,” he said firmly, his hands steady as he applied more lube. “And you will. Think of it as… anal training.”

The first push was excruciating, the stretch almost too much to bear. But Charlie was patient, working the toy into me slowly, giving my body time to adjust. As the pain began to subside, an unexpected wave of pleasure washed over me. It felt… good. Really good.

When the vibrator returned to my clit, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my juices soaking the sheets beneath me. The dildo still buried deep in my ass, I writhed against the restraints, desperately chasing that sweet release.

Finally, Charlie released me, the ropes falling away as I collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. He helped me get dressed, his touch surprisingly tender after everything we’d just done.

“You’re free to go,” he said, handing me my clutch. “Remember our deal.” He gave me a business card. “Call me, if you’re ever back in town.”

I nodded, too exhausted to speak. As I walked toward the door, my legs still shaky, I couldn’t help but glance back at him. For a brief moment, our eyes met, and I saw something in his gaze—something that made my stomach twist in a way I couldn’t explain.

I stepped into the hallway, the heavy hotel door clicking shut behind me. I knew I was lucky to avoid getting arrested, and there was something about Charlie that turned me on more than I cared to admit.

SEX IN THE STRIP CLUB

MF / Strip Club / Public / Lap Dance / Hand Job / PIV Sex

The lights of Las Vegas blurred past the taxi window as Laura and I slumped in the backseat, exhausted and defeated. The neon glow felt mocking now, like it was laughing at our misfortune. We’d come here to make money, not lose it.

But Laura had a habit of chasing losses, and a few nights ago, she’d gambled away nearly everything we had. My run-in undercover cop hadn’t helped either—my heart still raced when I thought about how close I’d come to spending the night in a Vegas jail cell.

“We’re screwed,” Laura muttered, her voice tight with frustration. She ran a hand through her blonde curls, her usually bright blue eyes dulled by regret. “I don’t know how we’re gonna get out of this.”

I sighed, leaning my head against the cool glass. My dark hair fell over my shoulder, and I absently twirled a strand around my finger, trying to think. Think, Brandi. Think. We had a plane ride home to cover, and right now, we didn’t even have enough to pay for our hotel room. But then it hit me—a memory from my early days, when I’d first started in sex work. Stripping had been my entry point, and I remembered the rush of cash that could come from a good night on stage.

“I have an idea,” I said suddenly, sitting up straight. Laura turned to me, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “Amateur night at a strip club. We could clean up if we play our cards right.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You mean…?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “All of us. You, me, Danielle, Kayla, Cheyenne—we go all in. Dress to kill, work the crowd, and walk out with more than enough to cover our asses.”

Laura’s lips curved into a slow smile, the kind that told me she was already counting the cash in her head. “Let’s do it.”

—

The Phoenix Cabaret was unlike any strip club I’d ever seen. It was sleek and opulent, with velvet curtains, chandeliers that sparkled like diamonds, and a stage bathed in soft pink light. The air smelled faintly of perfume and expensive whiskey, and the hum of chatter and laughter filled the room. This wasn’t just a club—it was an experience, and the men here weren’t just looking for a show; they were looking for a fantasy.

Danielle stepped forward first, her confidence radiating as she strutted onto the stage. Her skin glowed under the lights, and her curves were accentuated by the skimpy red outfit she’d picked—something that hugged every inch of her body. She moved effortlessly, her hips swaying to the beat of the music as she twerked and shook her ass. The men went wild, throwing bills onto the stage like they were confetti.

Next up was Laura. She always had a way of commanding attention, and tonight was no different. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back. Her blue eyes locked onto the crowd, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she danced. She was slower, more deliberate, teasing the audience with every move. By the time she finished, the floor around her was littered with cash.

Then it was my turn.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment. This wasn’t just about making money anymore—this was about proving something to myself. I stepped onto the stage, my heels clicking softly against the polished wood. The lights shifted, and the music slowed, a sultry beat that matched the rhythm of my heartbeat. I wrapped my fingers around the pole, letting my body remember the moves I’d spent years perfecting.

As I danced, I caught the eye of a man in the front row. He was older, maybe in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and a tailored suit that screamed wealth. His gaze was intense, almost predatory, but there was something else there too—respect. He watched me like I was the only woman in the room, and when I leaned down, sliding a dollar into my g-string, he smirked.

“You’ll have to do better than that,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the music.

He raised an eyebrow, then reached into his pocket, pulling out a crisp hundred-dollar bill. Slowly, deliberately, he slid it between my ass cheeks, his fingers brushing against my skin in a way that sent shivers down my spine. I smiled, biting my lip as I moved away, working the pole with a newfound energy.

When I finally left the stage, he called me over, patting the seat next to him. I hesitated for just a moment before walking over, my hips swaying with every step. He didn’t say a word as I straddled him, my legs framing his body as I began to grind against him. His hands gripped my thighs, his touch firm but not rough, and I could feel the heat of his arousal pressing against me through the fabric of his pants.

The club was loud, but in that moment, it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of us. His breath hitched as I moved, and when I reached between us, finding the bulge in his pants, he groaned softly. I undid his belt with practiced ease, freeing his cock and wrapping my fingers around it. He was big, thick and hard, and I couldn’t help but stroke him, feeling the way he pulsed in my hand.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Fuck, you’re good.”

I glanced around quickly, making sure no one was paying too much attention, then pulled my g-string to the side, positioning myself above him. The anticipation burned in my core as I lowered myself onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was buried inside me. His grip tightened on my hips, and I began to move, riding him slowly at first, then faster as the pleasure built.

The music pulsed around us, the bass thrumming through my body as I let myself get lost in the rhythm. His thrusts matched mine, driving deeper with every movement, and I could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside me. When I finally came, it was with a quiet gasp, my pussy clenching around him as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. He followed moments later, his release filling me as he groaned.

I stayed there for a moment, catching my breath, then slid off him, adjusting my clothes as discreetly as possible. He handed me a stack of bills without a word, his eyes never leaving mine. I counted it quickly—two thousand dollars. My heart skipped a beat.

Across the room, I caught Laura’s eye. She was watching me with an amused smirk, clearly entertained by what she’d just witnessed. I gave her a small shrug, tucking the money into my bag as I made my way back to her.

“Not bad,” she said, raising her glass in a mock toast. “Not bad at all.”

Not while there was still so much more to explore.Not while there was still so much more to explore.

—

Later that night, the five of us gathered in our hotel suite, champagne glasses in hand. The mood was triumphant, the tension from earlier replaced by laughter and relief. We’d made twenty grand in one night—more than enough to cover our expenses and then some.

As the bubbles tickled my nose, I couldn’t help but smile. We’d pulled it off. Against all odds, we’d come out on top. And as much as I hated to admit it, part of me had enjoyed every second of it.

“Here’s to Amateur Night,” Laura said, raising her glass.

“To Amateur Night,” we echoed, clinking our glasses together.

But as the laughter died down and the conversation shifted, I found myself thinking about the man from the club. About the way he’d looked at me, the way he’d touched me. There was something there—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Brandi?” Laura’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. “You okay?”

I nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She studied me for a moment, then grinned. “Don’t tell me you’re already planning our next move.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Not yet. But give me time.”

The truth was, I wasn’t ready to stop—not yet. Not while there was still so much more to explore. Even though we’d had our share of difficulties recently, It was all worth it.

A VISIT TO PARIS

MF / MFF / Cheating / Kissing / Blow Job / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex / Polyamory

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My breath caught. “Wait… what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ANAL WHORES WRECKED BY HUGE COCKS

MMFF / Group Sex / Rough Sex / Porn / Exhibitionism / Blow Job / Face Fucking / PIV Sex / Anal

The plane touched down in Las Vegas, and I felt the familiar rush of excitement that always came with returning to the city. My tan skin glistened under the fluorescent lights of the terminal as I adjusted my long dark hair over my shoulders. My hazel eyes scanned the bustling crowd, searching for Laura.

She better be here, I thought, clutching the handle of my Louis Vuitton suitcase. I couldn’t wait to tell her about my wild threesome with Vince and Jada. I knew she’d share my excitement.

It didn’t take long before I spotted her—blonde, bubbly, and wearing a smile that could light up the Strip. "Brandi!" she squealed, rushing toward me with open arms.

We hugged tightly, and for a moment, I forgot about the stressful business we were involved in.

"Girl, you won’t believe what happened while you were gone," Laura said, practically bouncing on her heels as we walked toward the car.

I raised an eyebrow. "You didn’t lose more money gambling, did you?" I asked, half-joking but fully prepared to throttle her if she had.

Laura waved me off with a laugh. "No, no! And I made up for my mistake. Big time." She turned to me, her blue eyes sparkling with pride. "We’re booked for a porn shoot."

I stopped mid-step, nearly dropping my suitcase. "What?"

"I know, I know, it sounds crazy," she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me along. "But hear me out. It’s legit. They’re paying us a lot. Like, a lot a lot. And I already signed the releases."

"Laura!" I hissed, my voice low but sharp. "You can’t just sign me up for something like that without asking me!"

She pouted, her lips forming that look she always gave me when she wanted me to cave. "Come on, Brandi. You’re the queen of adaptability. Remember that client last month who wanted you to dress up like a French maid while he read poetry? You nailed it. This is just... another job. Plus, think of the money."

I sighed, knowing she was right. Laura had this uncanny ability to talk me into things, even when every fiber of my being screamed no. But deep down, I trusted her. She’d been my best friend since college, and we’d built our escort service from the ground up together. If anyone had my back, it was her.

—

The set was surprisingly professional. Bright lights illuminated the room, cameras on tripods stood ready, and a small crew buzzed around, prepping equipment. Laura led me to a table where two guys were sitting. One was pale and lean, with spiky black hair and a punk rock vibe. The other was a muscular cowboy type, complete with a Stetson hat and boots.

"This is Billy," Laura said, gesturing to the goth guy. He smirked and tipped his head in greeting. "And this is Tex." The cowboy tipped his hat, his grin wide and confident.

"Nice to meet y’all," Tex drawled, his southern accent thick and smooth.

I forced a smile, though my stomach was doing flips. Behind them, I noticed the title of the video displayed on a monitor: Anal Whores Wrecked by Huge Cocks. My heart skipped a beat. What the fuck? I shot Laura a look, but she just shrugged innocently.

"Don’t worry," she whispered, squeezing my hand. "We’ve got this. These guys are pros. And honestly, between you and me, they’re kinda hot."

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help glancing at their crotches. Even through their jeans, it was clear they were packing serious heat. Great.

The director called us over, explaining the scene. Billy would be taking me anal, while Tex worked on Laura. Then we’d switch. Oh, and there’d be facials. Of course. I nodded along, trying to seem unfazed, but my brain was screaming. This is insane. This is insane. This is—

"We’re rolling in five!" the director announced, snapping me out of my spiraling thoughts.

Laura grabbed my arm, her excitement infectious. "Let’s do this, girl. Just pretend it’s one of our normal gigs, but with cameras. You’ll be fine."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. The lights dimmed slightly, and the crew fell silent. Tex was already on the couch, his jeans off, revealing a cock that made my eyes widen. Holy shit. Laura climbed onto his lap, moaning as he slid into her. The sound of her pleasure filled the room, and suddenly, I wasn’t nervous anymore. This was just another performance. Another job.

Billy stepped in front of me, his expression dark and intense. He unzipped his pants, freeing a thick, vein-covered monster that seemed to pulse in the low light. I dropped to my knees, letting my instincts take over. My lips wrapped around the tip, tasting the salty warmth as I eased him into my mouth. His fingers tangled in my hair, tightening as he began to thrust, fucking my face with a rhythm that left me gasping for air.

Tears welled in my eyes as he pushed deeper, my throat stretching to accommodate him. The sound of my gagging mixed with Laura’s moans, creating a symphony of sex that echoed in the room. Billy pulled back, leaving me panting, strands of saliva connecting my lips to his cock.

He spun me around, bending me over the couch next to Laura. I glanced at her, her cheeks flushed as Tex hammered into her, his hands gripping her hips. Billy slicked up his fingers with lube, pressing one, then two digits into my ass. I winced at the stretch, but the sting quickly melted into a dull, pleasurable ache.

"This gonna hurt," Billy murmured, his voice low and gravelly. I barely had time to brace myself before his cock pressed against my entrance, the head pushing past the tight ring of muscle.

A sharp gasp escaped my lips as he buried himself inside me, his grip on my hips bruising. The camera zoomed in, capturing every twitch, every ripple of pain and ecstasy on my face.

Tex pulled out of Laura with a wet pop, his cock glistening with her juices. He stepped behind me, shoving his length into my mouth, filling it completely. I struggled to breathe, tears streaming down my cheeks as both men used me, their cocks pistoning in and out relentlessly. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch of my ass, the fullness in my mouth, the way my body trembled with each powerful thrust.

Billy’s pace quickened, his balls slapping against my skin as he drove deeper. Tex groaned above me, his hips stuttering as he painted my face with thick ropes of cum. The warm streaks landed on my cheeks, my lips, dripping down my chin. I closed my eyes, swallowing the taste of him as Billy finally let go, flooding my ass with his release.

For a moment, everything went still. Panting, trembling, I looked over at Laura. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared, but she was grinning ear to ear. "See?" she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Told you we could handle it."

I couldn’t help but laugh, even as my legs threatened to give out. "You’re insane," I muttered, shaking my head. But deep down, I knew she was right. We had handled it. And if I was being honest, part of me had loved every second of it.

Back at the hotel suite, Laura flopped onto the bed, counting out the fat stacks of cash we’d earned. I sat beside her, still buzzing from the adrenaline. "You really pulled this off," I said, nudging her playfully.

She grinned, tossing a wad of bills into the air. "Anything for the team, babe. Besides, I told you—trust me."

I leaned over, wrapping her in a hug. "I do," I said softly. "Always have."

THE MILE HIGH CLUB

FF / Lesbian / Public / Plane / Fingering / Oral

The hum of the plane’s engine was a monotonous lull, one that had already put most of the cabin to sleep. I shifted in my seat, the leather pressing against my bare skin under my short skirt. No panties. It had been a last-minute decision, one of those little indulgences I allowed myself when I felt particularly daring. Laura sat beside me, her head tilted back against the headrest, eyes closed, but I knew better. The subtle curve of her lips told me she wasn’t asleep.

My gaze drifted to the other girls scattered around the cabin. Danielle was out cold, her headphones slipping down her neck. Kayla and Cheyenne were engrossed in some romantic comedy, their laughter muffled by the low drone of the plane. No one was paying attention to us. And then, out of nowhere, I felt it—Laura’s fingers brushing against my thigh.

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. Her touch was soft at first, exploratory, like she was testing the waters. My heart hammered as her hand slid higher, her nails grazing my sensitive skin. I glanced at her, and her eyes met mine. There was something in them—hunger, mischief, maybe both. She smirked, her expression daring me to stop her.

Should I? The thought flickered through my mind, brief and fleeting, before vanishing entirely. I couldn’t. Something about the secrecy, the thrill of possibly getting caught, made my body ache with anticipation. Instead of pulling away, I spread my legs just a fraction, giving her easier access. Her grin widened.

Her fingers crept higher still, slipping beneath the hem of my skirt. My pulse quickened as they danced along the inside of my thigh, teasing, taunting, until finally—finally—they found what they were looking for. I bit my lip hard, suppressing the gasp that threatened to escape as she brushed against my slick folds.

“Brandi…” Laura murmured, her voice barely audible over the hum of the engines. “You’re so wet.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. Her fingers were already moving, circling my clit with a practiced precision that made my toes curl. I grabbed my jacket and draped it over my lap, hoping it would conceal the way my hips were subtly rocking into her touch. The fabric pooled around me, but the warmth of her hand was impossible to ignore.

Her movements were slow, deliberate, each stroke sending jolts of pleasure through me. I clenched my teeth, willing myself to stay silent, but it was a losing battle. Every breath came out shaky, every exhale trembling. I could feel the tension building, coiling deep in my core, threatening to unravel me right there in my seat.

“Laura,” I whispered, my voice strained. “We can’t… not here.”

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Why not? No one’s watching.”

Her fingers dipped lower, sliding inside me with ease, and I nearly lost it. A strangled moan escaped my lips, and I quickly covered my mouth with my hand, my eyes darting around the cabin. Still, no one noticed.

“Come on,” she urged, her tone playful yet commanding. “Let’s go somewhere more private.”

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She withdrew her hand, leaving me aching and desperate, and stood up, stretching lazily as if nothing was amiss. I followed suit, clutching my bag tightly to my chest as I trailed behind her down the narrow aisle. The bathroom light was green—vacant—and Laura slipped inside, pulling me in after her.

The space was cramped, barely big enough for one person let alone two, but we managed. I perched on the edge of the tiny sink, my skirt hiked up around my waist, while Laura knelt before me. Her eyes locked onto mine, dark and filled with intent, as she leaned in.

The first swipe of her tongue sent shockwaves through me. I gripped the edges of the sink, knuckles white, as she licked a steady, torturous rhythm. My thighs trembled, and I had to bite down on my fist to keep from crying out. Her hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as she devoured me, her tongue flicking against my clit with expert precision.

“Oh god, Laura,” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “Don’t stop…”

She didn’t. Her tongue worked faster, harder, and I could feel myself teetering on the edge. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, she slipped a finger inside me, curling it just right, and I came undone. My back arched, my entire body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. I clamped my mouth shut, stifling the scream that threatened to burst free.

Laura didn’t let up, drawing out my orgasm until I was a trembling mess, gasping for air. Finally, she pulled back, a satisfied grin spreading across her face. “Told you it’d be fun,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

I laughed, breathless and giddy, as I straightened my dress and tried to tame my wild hair. My reflection in the mirror was flushed, my cheeks pink and my eyes sparkling. I looked… alive. Laura reached past me to grab a paper towel, cleaning herself up before tossing it into the trash.

“Ready?” she asked, offering me her hand.

I took it, feeling a rush of adrenaline as we stepped back into the aisle. The flight attendant gave us a polite smile as we passed, completely oblivious to what had just happened. We returned to our seats, and Laura leaned back, looking as calm and collected as ever, while I struggled to steady my racing heart.

As I settled back into my seat, I couldn’t help but smile. The mile-high club. It had always been a fantasy, something I’d joked about but never thought I’d actually do. But now… now it was real.

AN UNEXPECTED REUNION

MF / Professor Student / Romantic / BDSM / Kissing / Blow Job / Spanking / Teasing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

I sat back on the plush couch in my penthouse apartment, my bare legs stretched out on the soft fur rug, as I sipped a glass of chilled champagne. The luxurious surroundings, with its floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline, were a far cry from my humble beginnings.

I, Brandi Moore, had come a long way from my college days. My long dark hair cascaded over my shoulders, framing my face, and my hazel eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint. I was a vision of sensuality, and I knew it.

My phone buzzed, interrupting my peaceful moment. I glanced at the screen, and my heart skipped a beat. It was a number I hadn't seen in awhile, but one I'd never forget. With a mix of curiosity and hesitation, I answered, "Hello?"

"Brandi, it's Marshall," the deep, familiar voice purred. Professor Marshall, my former college professor, the man who had introduced me to a world of pleasure and pain, was calling me after all this time.

"Professor Marshall," I purred, a smile playing on my lips. "What a surprise. I thought you'd forgotten about me."

"Impossible, my dear. I've been thinking about you ever since our last encounter. I knew you'd make a name for yourself, but I never imagined you'd become..." His voice trailed off as he took in my opulent surroundings.

I chuckled softly. “I've been doing well, Professor. Las Vegas was good to me and Laura. We made lots of money.“ I paused, taking a sip of my champagne. "And what about you? Still teaching those eager young minds?"

"Oh, I've moved on from teaching, Brandi. I have my own business now, but I never forgot the lessons I learned from you." His voice was thick with desire, and I could almost see the hunger in his eyes. "I'd love to catch up, perhaps over dinner? I'm staying at the hotel downtown."

I bit my lip, torn between my past and my present. I had fond memories of Marshall, but I was hesitant to rekindle that flame. Yet, the thought of seeing him again, of feeling his intense gaze on my body, was tantalizing.

"I suppose I could make some time," I said, my voice laced with a seductive tone. "Come over, Professor. I'll give you a tour of my new apartment."

An hour later, the doorbell rang, and my heart raced as I opened the door to reveal a handsome, older man. Professor Marshall stood before me, his eyes widening at the sight of my revealing silk robe.

"Brandi, you look... stunning," he breathed, his eyes roaming over my body.

I smiled, stepping aside to let him in. "Thank you, Professor. It's been a while, hasn't it?"

As he entered, his gaze took in the opulence of my apartment. "You've certainly come a long way. I always knew you had potential, but this..." He shook his head, clearly impressed.

I poured us each a glass of wine and led him to the living room. We sat close together on the couch, our legs touching. I could feel the electricity between us, the unspoken desire that had always been there.

"So, tell me, Brandi, what have you been up to all these years?" he asked, his voice low and intimate.

I leaned back, my robe falling open slightly, revealing a hint of cleavage. "Oh, you know, this and that. I've been keeping myself busy." I smiled, taking a sip of wine. "And you, Professor? How's married life treating you?"

Marshall's face clouded over. "It's... complicated. My wife and I have grown apart. She doesn't understand my... needs."

I placed my hand on his thigh, feeling the muscle tense beneath my touch. "I understand, Professor. Some people just don't appreciate our... unique tastes."

He turned to face me, his eyes darkening with desire. "You always did understand me, Brandi. You were the only one who could keep up with my... appetite."

I felt my cheeks flush at his words. Marshall had always been a dominant lover, pushing my boundaries and introducing me to new pleasures. I had been his eager student, hungry for knowledge and experience.

"I've missed you, Brandi," he said, his voice husky. "I've missed this connection."

Before I could respond, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue danced with mine, and I felt a familiar heat building within me. I moaned softly, opening my mouth to him, and he deepened the kiss, his hands roaming over my body.

Breaking away, he stood and pulled me up, his hands on my waist. "Come, let's take this to the bedroom."

I led him to my bedroom, my heart pounding with anticipation. Marshall's eyes lit up as he took in the large bed, covered in silk sheets. He turned to me, his eyes burning with desire.

"You've become quite the woman, Brandi. I can't wait to see what you've learned."

I smiled coyly, untying the belt of my robe and letting it fall to the floor, revealing my naked body. Marshall's breath caught, and he stepped forward, running his hands up my thighs.

"You're even more beautiful than I remembered," he whispered, his fingers trailing up my body, making me shiver.

I pushed him gently onto the bed and straddled his waist, my hands running through his hair. "I've learned a few things, Professor. But I think you still have a few lessons to teach me."

With that, I leaned down and kissed him, my tongue teasing his lips. He responded eagerly, his hands gripping my hips, pulling me closer. I could feel his hardness against my core, and I ground myself against him, eliciting a groan from his throat.

Breaking the kiss, I stood and slowly unzipped his pants, revealing his straining erection. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him. I swirled my tongue around the head, teasing him, before taking him deep, eliciting a low moan.

Marshall's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I sucked him with abandon. His hips thrust gently, meeting my rhythm, and I could feel his control slipping. I looked up at him, my eyes locked with his, as I took him to the edge.

With a final, deep thrust, he came, filling my mouth with his warm essence. I swallowed, relishing the taste of him, and continued to pleasure him until he was spent.

I sat back on my heels, a satisfied smile on my face, and he pulled me up, kissing me deeply, sharing the taste of his release.

"Damn, Brandi, you've only gotten better," he breathed, his eyes dark with desire.

I giggled, a playful glint in my eye. "I learned from the best, Professor."

He stood and slowly undressed me, his fingers trailing over my skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps. "You've been a very naughty girl, Brandi. I think you need to be punished."

I shivered at his words, a mix of excitement and trepidation coursing through me. I knew what he meant by punishment, and I was both eager and nervous.

Marshall sat on the edge of the bed and gently guided me over his lap, my naked body exposed and vulnerable. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I anticipated what was to come.

"You've been a bad girl, Brandi," he said, his voice low and commanding. "You've made me wait for so long, and now I'm going to make you pay."

With that, he raised his hand and brought it down sharply on my bare bottom. The smack echoed in the room, and I gasped, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through me.

"Count, Brandi," he ordered, his hand raised for another strike.

"One," I breathed, my voice shaky.

The next strike landed, harder than the first, and I cried out, my body tensing. "Two!"

Marshall continued, his hand raining down on my tender flesh, each strike sending a shockwave through me. I counted, my voice growing hoarser with each number, until I was sobbing, my body trembling.

"Please, Professor, I'm sorry," I begged, my face pressed into the bed.

He stopped, his hand resting on my stinging bottom. "Shh, it's okay, my dear. You've been punished. Now, it's time for your reward."

I felt his fingers gently caressing my thighs, slowly moving between my legs. I was wet, my body aching for release after the intense spanking. Marshall slid a finger inside my pussy, his touch gentle and soothing.

"You like that, don't you, Brandi?" he whispered, his breath hot on my neck.

I nodded, my body relaxing into his touch. "Yes, Professor," I breathed.

He added another finger, stretching me, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing it in slow circles. I moaned, my hips moving in rhythm with his fingers.

"Please, Professor, I need to cum," I begged, my voice desperate.

Marshall chuckled, his breath hot against my ear. "Not yet, my dear. I want to taste you first."

He moved between my legs, his fingers replaced by his warm, wet tongue. He licked my folds, teasing my clit, driving me wild. I arched my back, my hands gripping the sheets as he brought me closer and closer to the edge.

"Oh, Professor, I'm going to cum!" I cried out, my body shaking.

He continued his relentless assault, his tongue working my clit until I exploded, my orgasm ripping through me. I cried out, my body convulsing, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Marshall moved up my body, his hard length pressing against my sensitive core. I was still trembling from my orgasm, but I wanted him inside me.

"Please, Professor," I whispered, my hands pulling him closer.

He positioned himself at my entrance and slowly slid into me, filling me with his thickness. I gasped, my body adjusting to his size.

"You feel so good, Brandi," he groaned, his voice strained.

He began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts, our bodies moving as one.

"Yes, Professor, fuck me," I panted, my nails digging into his back.

He pounded into me, his pace increasing, his control slipping as he neared his release. I matched his intensity, my body on the brink of another orgasm.

"Cum with me, Brandi," he growled, his voice raw.

I tightened around him, my body convulsing as I came again, my juices flowing around his shaft. Marshall groaned, his body stiffening, as he filled me with his hot seed.

We lay there, our hearts racing, our bodies slick with sweat, as we came down from our shared climax.

Marshall rolled onto his back, pulling me with him, my head resting on his chest. I could hear his heart pounding, and I felt a sense of intimacy I hadn't expected.

"That was incredible, Brandi," he whispered, his fingers tracing patterns on my back.

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. "It was, Professor. I've missed this."

He chuckled, a sad note in his voice. "I've missed you, too, Brandi. More than you know."

I lifted my head, meeting his gaze, and saw a vulnerability in his eyes I'd never noticed before.

"What is it, Professor?" I asked, my voice soft.

He sighed, his hand caressing my cheek. "I've been a fool, Brandi. I've tried to forget you, to convince myself that I could move on. But I can't. I'm in love with you."

My heart skipped a beat at his confession. I had never expected these words from him, not after all this time.

"Professor, I..." I began, not sure what to say.

"I know it's complicated," he continued, his voice desperate. "I'm married, and you're an escort. But I can't deny my feelings any longer. I want you, Brandi. I want you to leave this life and be with me."

I sat up, my heart racing. This was not what I had expected from our reunion. I cared for Marshall, but I had never considered a future with him.

"Professor, I... I don't know what to say. I like my life, my work. I'm not sure I'm ready for a relationship, especially with a married man."

His face fell, and I saw a flash of hurt in his eyes. Marshall was a powerful man. He wasn’t used to rejection. “Come on, Brandi. You can’t tell me you actually like sleeping with all these guys… and girls.” 

“Actually, I do,” I replied, my voice firm.

“Please, just think about it,” he pleaded. “I’ll leave my wife. I’m rich. You’ll never have to work again.”

I reached out, touching his face gently. “I care about you, Professor Marshall, but I don’t want that type of relationship right now.”

I saw a flash of something unreadable in his eyes. He threw his clothes on, the air heavy with unspoken tension. Without saying a word, he stormed out, slamming the door behind him.

I watched as he left, his shoulders hunched, looking more vulnerable than I'd ever seen him. I leaned against the door, my hand over my heart, feeling a mix of emotions I couldn't quite name.

What had I gotten myself into? I thought, as I stood there, my mind reeling. I had never expected Marshall to declare his love, and I’d never wanted to hurt him.

As I stood there, caught between my past and an uncertain future, I knew one thing for certain—my life was about to get a whole lot more complicated.

RELEASING MY FRUSTRATION ON JOHN

MF / Femdom / Shoe Fetish / Foot Fetish / Stiletto Torture / Trampling / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus

“Step harder, Brandi. Please.” John’s voice was a strained whisper, barely audible beneath the rhythmic clicking of my stiletto heels against his body. His face pressed into the plush carpet of his bedroom floor, his back arching slightly as I balanced my weight on the balls of my feet, letting the sharp points of my shoes dig into his flesh.

I smirked, rolling my hips slightly to adjust the black lace lingerie clinging to my curves. The air was thick with the faint scent of leather and sweat, mingling with the heady perfume I’d spritzed on earlier—a sultry blend of jasmine and vanilla. My hazel eyes flicked down at him, watching the way he winced but didn’t pull away. The five thousand dollars he’d placed on the nightstand gleamed under the soft light, a silent reminder of why I was here.

But this wasn’t just about the money anymore.

“Harder,” he begged again, his voice trembling.

I obliged, shifting my weight forward so the spikes dug deeper into his skin. A small gasp escaped his lips, and I felt a surge of power ripple through me. It was intoxicating, this control. For so long, I’d felt like nothing more than a puppet, strings tugged by men who saw me as disposable. Sam, Marshall, Charlie—they’d all taken pieces of me, leaving scars that never fully healed. But not tonight. Tonight, I was in charge.

The memory of Vegas flashed in my mind, brief but vivid. Laura and I had come so far since then. Our escort service was thriving, our bank accounts swelling with every passing week. And for the first time in what felt like forever, I could breathe without feeling the weight of Sam’s shadow looming over me. He hadn’t called, hadn’t shown up unannounced. Maybe, just maybe, he was finally out of our lives for good.

But right now, I wasn’t thinking about Sam. My focus was entirely on John—on the way his body tensed beneath my heels, on the subtle shifts in his breathing as I moved across him.

“You like that?” I asked, my voice low and husky, almost purring.

He nodded eagerly, his hands gripping the edge of the carpet. “Yes, ma’am.”

Ma’am. The word sent a thrill through me, sharp and delicious. I tilted my head, letting my dark hair cascade over one shoulder as I stepped off him, the click of my heels echoing in the large, lavish room. His breath hitched, anticipation written all over his face as I reached for the straps of my shoes, slipping them off one by one.

John’s eyes widened as I stood before him barefoot, my toes wiggling slightly against the cool hardwood floor. He swallowed hard, his gaze darting to my feet, then back up to meet mine. There was something almost reverent in the way he looked at me, like I was some kind of goddess he couldn’t quite believe he was allowed to worship.

“Come here,” I commanded, my tone firm but not unkind.

He scrambled to his feet, his movements awkward and hurried, and dropped to his knees in front of me. His hands trembled as he reached for my foot, his fingers brushing lightly against the arch before lifting it to his mouth.

The sensation of his tongue tracing the curve of my sole made me shiver, a soft moan escaping my lips. I didn’t expect it to feel this good, to be honest. Foot worship had never been my thing, but there was something about the way he lavished attention on every inch of my skin that made my pulse quicken. His lips closed around my big toe, sucking gently, and I bit my lip to stifle another sound.

“Good boy,” I murmured, running my fingers through his hair. His eyes fluttered shut at the praise, and he leaned into my touch, his devotion unwavering.

But I wasn’t done yet.

I pulled my foot away from his mouth and gestured toward the bed. “Lie down.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stretching out on the mattress, his body tense with anticipation. I climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest, and lowered myself until my pussy hovered just above his face. His breath was warm against my folds, sending little jolts of pleasure through me as I shifted my hips, letting him taste me.

His tongue flicked against my clit, tentative at first, then growing bolder as I let out a soft sigh of encouragement. I braced my hands on the headboard, rocking my hips slowly against his mouth, the pressure building with every stroke of his tongue. It didn’t take long for the heat pooling in my core to ignite, my muscles tightening as I teetered on the edge of release.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, my voice shaky.

His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as he devoured me, his tongue working in ways that made my vision blur. I came with a shuddering cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

When I finally slid off him, collapsing onto the bed beside him, I was spent—but in the best possible way. John lay there, panting softly, a satisfied smile playing on his lips.

“Brandi,” he said after a moment, his voice soft but hopeful. “Do you think… would you want to do this again sometime?”

I turned my head to look at him, studying his face. Despite everything, despite the anger and resentment I carried, I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed myself. More than that, I felt… free.

“Yeah,” I said finally, a small smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. “I think I would.”

As I drove home later that night, the city lights flickering past my window, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction settling over me. Things were going well—better than they had in a long time. Laura and I were making money hand over fist, and the future seemed bright.

A THREESOME AT THE TRAP HOUSE

MFF / Threesome / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus / Cum Sharing

The call came as Laura and I were splitting a plate of truffle fries at our favorite little bistro downtown. My phone buzzed on the table. I hesitated to answer, not wanting to interrupt my time with Laura. But she insisted I answer, understanding that money came first.

When I saw Slick’s name flashing across my phone screen, my heart skipped a beat. Slick was a customer, but we’d developed a bond that went deeper than sex work. Sure, he was a drug kingpin with more enemies than friends, but he treated me better than most of the so-called gentlemen in my line of work.

“Brandi,” his voice was low, urgent, but still smooth as whiskey. “I need to see you.”

I felt that familiar pull in my chest, the one that always came when he said my name like that. “What’s up, Slick? You sound… heavy.”

“I am,” he admitted. A beat of silence, then: “Meet me at 1478 Elmwood. It’s a trap house. Don’t worry, though. Nobody here’s gonna mess with you. Just come.”

A trap house? My stomach did a little flip. I’d never been near a place like that, let alone inside one. But this was Slick. He tipped well, remembered my birthday, and actually listened when I talked. That counted for something.

Laura raised an eyebrow as I hung up. “Let me guess. Business?”

I nodded, already sliding out of the booth. “Slick needs me.”

She smirked, rolling her eyes. “Of course he does. Be careful, Brandi. Seriously. You know the stuff he’s involved in.”

I waved her off, trying to ignore the tiny knot of nervousness tightening in my belly. “I’ll be fine. Text you later, okay?”

The drive to 1478 Elmwood felt longer than it should have. The neighborhood got rougher with every block I passed—broken streetlights, boarded-up windows, graffiti tagging crumbling walls. The house itself looked like it hadn’t seen a coat of paint since the ’90s. There were a couple of guys lounging on the porch, smoking something that definitely wasn’t cigarettes. They eyed me as I walked up, but didn’t say a word. Small blessings.

The living room was dim and smelled faintly of weed and stale beer. A few dope fiends were sprawled on a ratty couch, their eyes glazed over like they weren’t even there. I tried not to look too hard as I made my way upstairs.

Slick was waiting in a bedroom at the end of the hall. He looked different—still handsome, still sharp in his baseball cap and blue jeans, but there was something off about him. His usual swagger was muted, replaced by a quiet intensity that I couldn’t quite read. Sitting next to him on the edge of the bed was a woman I’d never seen before. She was striking, with caramel skin and dark curls framing her face. Her expression mirrored Slick’s—somber, almost resigned.

“Brandi,” Slick said, standing up when I walked in. “This is Carrie. She’s part of my crew.”

Carrie gave me a small nod, her eyes lingering on me in a way that made my skin tingle. There was something electric about her, like she carried her own kind of danger.

“Hey,” I said, suddenly aware of how out of place I must’ve looked in my little black dress and heels. This wasn’t exactly the kind of scene I usually walked into.

Slick motioned for me to sit down. “Listen, Brandi… things are bad. Real bad. The Feds are closing in, and I don’t know how much time I’ve got left on the outside.”

My heart sank. “Slick, no…”

He held up a hand, cutting me off. “I’m not here to cry about it. I’m here to make the most of what I’ve got. And that means spending time with people who matter to me.” His eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I forgot where we were. “I want something to remember while I’m locked up. Something that’ll keep me warm at night.”

I knew what he meant. I could feel the weight of it in the air between us. It wasn’t just sex—it was connection, intimacy, something real in a world full of everything fake. I glanced at Carrie, who was watching me with those piercing eyes, and suddenly I understood why she was here.

“Okay,” I said softly, reaching for the hem of my dress. “Let’s make it unforgettable.”

Clothes hit the floor in a blur. Carrie moved first, stepping closer to me with a slow, deliberate grace. Her hands found my waist, pulling me against her. Our lips met, soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. Her tongue slid against mine, and I moaned softly into her mouth.

Somewhere behind me, I heard Slick unzipping his jeans, but I was too focused on Carrie to pay attention. Her fingers trailed down my body, tracing the curve of my hip before slipping between my legs. I gasped as she rubbed me through my panties, her touch teasing and deliberate.

“You really are beautiful,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “No wonder he talks about you so much.”

I didn’t get a chance to respond. She hooked her fingers under the lace of my panties and pulled them down, leaving me completely bare. Her hand returned to my pussy, this time with no barriers, and I whimpered as she slipped two fingers inside me.

“Fuck,” I breathed, leaning into her touch.

She curled her fingers just right, hitting that spot that made my knees weak. My hips rocked against her hand, chasing the pleasure she was giving me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Slick stroking himself, his eyes glued to us. Watching him watch me was its own kind of thrill. Carrie must’ve noticed too, because she leaned in to whisper, “Let’s give him a show.”

She stepped back, her fingers leaving me wet and wanting. Then she reached for a dildo lying on the bed—black, thick, intimidating. My pulse quickened as she knelt in front of me, positioning herself between my legs.

“You trust me?” she asked, looking up at me with those intense eyes.

I nodded, unable to form words.

The first push was slow, deliberate. She stretched me open inch by inch, letting me adjust to the size before sinking it all the way in. I cried out, my hands gripping her shoulders for balance. She started to move, thrusting the dildo in and out of me with a steady rhythm that had me trembling.

“God, yes,” I moaned, my head falling back. The toy filled me perfectly, grinding against all the right places. Carrie kept her pace steady, her free hand caressing my thigh as she worked me closer and closer to the edge.

When I came, it hit me like a wave—my whole body shuddered, my pussy clenching around the dildo as pleasure exploded through me. Carrie slowed her movements, easing me through it until I was gasping for air.

Before I could catch my breath, Slick was behind me, his hands on my hips. “Turn around,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

I did as he asked, facing him now. His cock was hard, throbbing, and without thinking, I dropped to my knees in front of him. He groaned as I took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him as I sucked and licked.

But Slick didn’t let me stay there long. “Up,” he commanded, pulling me to my feet.

He spun me around, bending me over the edge of the bed. I braced myself against the mattress, my heart pounding as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

“Yes,” I whispered, squeezing my eyes shut.

He pushed into me slowly at first, letting me adjust to his size before he started to move. My pussy was still sensitive from the dildo, and every thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, guiding me back against him as he fucked me harder and faster.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering slightly. “You feel so good.”

Carrie appeared beneath me, her face level with my dripping pussy. Without hesitation, she began eating me out, her tongue swirling around my clit as Slick continued to pound into me. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—Carrie’s mouth, Slick’s cock, the pressure building inside me until I thought I might explode.

I came again, screaming their names as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Slick followed soon after, his hips slamming into me as he emptied himself deep inside. For a moment, everything was still except for the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then Carrie was on her feet, kissing me deeply as we shared Slick’s cum. It was messy, raw, and perfect all at once. When we finally pulled apart, I felt dizzy, spent, and strangely fulfilled.

We dressed in silence, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavy in the air. Slick handed me a wad of cash—more than usual—and I stuffed it into my purse without counting it.

“Take care of yourself, Brandi,” he said, his voice softer now. “And don’t let this life drag you down. You’re too good for that.”

I hugged Carrie goodbye, her arms tight around me. “Be safe,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As I walked out of the trap house, the cool night air hit me like a slap in the face. My car was parked just a few feet away, but the distance felt insurmountable. I climbed in, my hands shaking as I turned the key in the ignition.

The drive home was a blur. My mind kept replaying everything—the way Slick had looked at me, the feel of Carrie’s hands on my body, the bittersweet ache of knowing this might be the last time I ever saw either of them.

“I’ll write to you,” Slick had promised as I left.

I hoped he would keep his promise. I knew I would miss him a lot. But for tonight, at least, I had given him something to remember. And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.

BLACKMAILED BY SAM

MMF / BDSM / Blackmail / Spanking / Vibrator / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Spit Roasting

“You thought you could just leave me behind, huh, Brandi? Like I was nothing?” Sam’s voice was low, dangerous, and dripping with all the venom of a man who’d been scorned. His grip tightened on my arm, pulling me further into the dimly lit motel room. The door slammed shut behind me, and my heart pounded so loudly I could barely hear anything else.

My eyes darted around the room, landing on Marshall, who leaned against the wall with a smug smirk plastered across his face. My stomach churned. This can’t be happening.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my voice. “What do you want from me?”

Sam stepped closer, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered, “You owe us, baby girl. And we’re here to collect.”

—

It had started weeks ago with that feeling—the one you get when someone’s watching you. It wasn’t paranoia; it was instinct. Working as an escort, I’d  learned to trust my gut. But no matter how many times I checked over my shoulder or scanned the shadows, there was never anyone there. Until there was.

Laura and I had built something real. Our escort service was thriving, and for the first time in years, I felt like I was in control. No pimps, no handlers—just us. We were making more money than ever, and the crew was tight. But then I got the call. It was the middle of the night. No caller ID. Just a voice, cold and unfeeling, telling me to meet them at some run-down motel off the highway if I didn’t want our operation exposed.

I knew better than to take threats lightly. But what choice did I have? I didn’t want Laura to have to face Sam again, after he kidnapped her. So, I went.

The motel was exactly what you’d expect: flickering neon sign, peeling paint, and the faint smell of cigarettes and desperation clinging to everything. My heels clicked against the cracked pavement as I made my way to the room number they’d given me. Every step felt heavier than the last.

When Sam opened the door, I froze. His dark eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, it was like no time had passed. He still had that same predatory air about him, the one that used to make me feel safe and terrified all at once. Behind him, Marshall straightened up, his expression unreadable but his presence looming.

My rejection must have angered Marshall. My former professor had fallen in love with me, but I wasn’t looking to settle down. I never thought Marshall would team up with Sam. Now, the two men who had turned me out, taking me into a life of sex work, stood in front of me.

“Come in, Brandi,” Sam said, stepping aside to let me through.

My body moved before my brain could catch up, and suddenly, I was standing in the middle of the room, the door slamming shut behind me.

“What is this?” I asked, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to keep it steady.

Marshall stepped forward, crossing his arms over his chest. He looked like a different man than the one who’d been at my apartment a few weeks ago. There was a coldness in his eyes. “You think you’re too good for me, Brandi? You’d rather sleep with strangers than be with me?”

I clenched my fists, nails digging into my palms. “I don’t owe either of you anything. Not anymore.”

Sam chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that sent shivers down my spine. “Oh, sweetheart, you’ve got it all wrong. This isn’t about what you owe us. It’s about what you want.”

I blinked, confused. “What I want?”

He moved closer, his hand brushing against my cheek. I flinched but didn’t pull away. “You miss it, don’t you? The power. The control. Letting someone else take the reins for a while.”

My breath hitched. He wasn’t wrong. As much as I hated to admit it, there was a part of me that longed for that feeling again. The simplicity of surrendering, of not having to think or decide or fight. But I couldn’t let him see that.

“I don’t need you,” I said, though the words sounded hollow even to my own ears.

Marshall stepped closer, his presence towering over me. “Maybe not. But you want us. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

Before I could respond, Sam grabbed my arm again, spinning me around and bending me over the edge of the bed. My heart raced as I felt his hand come down hard on my ass, the sharp sting sending a jolt through my body. I gasped, my hands scrambling for purchase on the scratchy motel sheets.

“Still so fucking perfect,” he murmured, running his fingers over the reddened skin. I bit my lip, refusing to give him the satisfaction of hearing me moan.

But then I felt something else—a vibration against my inner thigh. My breath caught as Sam pressed the vibrator to my soaked panties, teasing but never giving me what I needed. I squirmed, frustration and arousal building with every passing second.

“Open your mouth,” Marshall commanded, his voice firm and unwavering.

I hesitated for only a moment before complying, feeling the thick head of his cock press against my lips. He grabbed the back of my head, thrusting deep into my throat without warning. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes as he fucked my face with ruthless precision.

At the same time, Sam slid his cock inside me, filling me completely. I cried out around Marshall’s length as Sam began to move, each thrust hitting that sweet spot deep within me. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and I could feel myself teetering on the edge of ecstasy.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Sam growled, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

Marshall pulled back, releasing my mouth with a wet pop. “Cum for us, Brandi,” he said, his voice dripping with malice. “Show us how much you missed this.”

And I did. God, I did. Despite everything—the fear, the anger, the betrayal—there was a part of me that craved this. The loss of control. The surrender. I came hard. My pussy gripped Sam’s cock, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

Sam groaned, his movements stuttering as he spilled himself inside me. I whimpered, feeling his cum fill me as he pulled out, leaving me empty and aching.

But Marshall wasn’t done. He positioned himself behind me, sliding into my still-sensitive hole with a groan. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he muttered, his hands grasping my hips as he began to thrust.

I could feel Sam’s cum leaking out of me with every movement, the sensation both degrading and exhilarating. Marshall fucked me harder, his pace relentless as he chased his own release. I clung to the sheets, my knuckles white as I tried to hold on.

Finally, he came with a loud groan, burying himself deep inside me as his climax washed over him. I collapsed onto the bed, my body shuddering with aftershocks as their cum dripped onto the sheets beneath me.

For a moment, there was silence. Then Sam spoke, his voice soft but menacing.

“You’re going to behave now, aren’t you, Brandi?”

I turned my head to look at him, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Here I was, falling back under Sam’s control. For now, I had to play along. I couldn’t risk him exposing our escort service to the police. And although I hated to admit it, there was something about Sam that still thrilled me and turned me on.

ESCORT ORGY

FFFFF / Lesbian / Orgy / Vibrator / Dildo / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

The moment I closed the door to my penthouse, I could feel the weight of my encounter with Sam and Marshall pressing down on me like a storm cloud. Sam’s threats to inform the police about or escort service couldn’t be taken lightly.

My fingers trembled as I locked the deadbolt, and I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. The city lights shimmered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow over the luxurious living room. This was supposed to be our sanctuary, our safe space. But tonight, it felt like anything but.

Laura was already there, pacing back and forth in her usual nervous way. Her heels clicked against the marble floor, and she looked up at me with those piercing blue eyes of hers. “Brandi, we need to talk,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “You can’t keep this bottled up anymore.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “I know. That’s why I called everyone here.” I glanced at the clock—Danielle, Kayla, and Cheyenne would be here any minute. I ran a hand through my dark hair, pulling it back into a loose ponytail. My hazel eyes caught Laura’s reflection in the window, and for a moment, I saw the same fear mirrored in her gaze.

When the others arrived, the tension in the room was palpable. Danielle perched on the edge of the leather sofa, her blonde curls cascading over her shoulders. Kayla leaned against the bar, sipping a glass of wine with that mischievous smirk of hers. Cheyenne sat cross-legged on the floor, her dark skin glowing under the soft light. And Laura… well, Laura was still pacing.

“Okay,” I began, clearing my throat. “I called you all here because… something happened. Something big.” I hesitated, watching their faces shift from curiosity to concern. “Sam’s been threatening to snitch on us to the cops. He wants us to start working for him again.”

There was a collective gasp, and then silence. For a few agonizing seconds, no one spoke. Then Kayla slammed her glass down on the counter. “Never,” she growled. “How do we stop this bitch-ass-motherfucker?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But I’m sorry. I should have told you sooner. I just… didn’t want to worry anyone.”

Cheyenne stood up, her movements fluid and deliberate. “This isn’t your fault, Brandi. Sam’s always been a snake. We knew he’d come back to mess with us.”

Laura finally stopped pacing and walked over to me, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “She’s right. We’re in this together. Fuck Sam. We’re not letting him win.”

Danielle nodded in agreement. “Yeah. If he wants a fight, he’s got one.”

A spark of determination ignited within me, and I felt my confidence returning. “We’re going to stand up to him,” I declared, my voice stronger now. “We’re not backing down. This is our business. Our lives. And no one—”

“—is taking it away from us,” Kayla finished, flashing me a wicked grin. “Damn right.”

The mood shifted almost instantly. The anxiety in the room melted away, replaced by an electric energy that crackled between us. We were a team, bonded by more than just our work. We were family. And nothing—not Sam, not the police, not anyone—was going to tear us apart.

“Let’s celebrate,” Danielle suggested, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “We deserve it.”

I didn’t need much convincing. One by one, we shed our clothes, letting them fall to the floor in careless heaps. The air grew warmer, charged with anticipation. Kayla wasted no time; she moved toward Danielle, her lips trailing along her neck before sinking lower. The sight of Kayla’s head between Danielle’s thighs sent a shiver down my spine.

Laura turned to me, her body pressed against mine. “Make me cum,” she murmured, her breath warm against my ear. “Help me relax.”

Before I could respond, she grabbed the Hitachi vibrator from the coffee table and handed it to me. Without hesitation, I flicked it on, the faint hum sending a thrill through my body. I pressed it against Laura’s clit, watching as her eyes fluttered closed and a soft moan escaped her lips.

Cheyenne joined us, straddling Laura’s face and grinding against her mouth. Laura’s tongue worked expertly, and Cheyenne’s hands gripped the armrests of the chair as she arched her back, lost in pleasure.

Beep. Beep.

The sound of the vibrator filled the room, steady and unrelenting. I adjusted the intensity, keeping the pressure on Laura’s sensitive clit.

Laura’s hips bucked, and her breathing quickened. “Oh God, Brandi…” she gasped, her fingers digging into my thigh.

I glanced over at Danielle and Kayla, who were completely absorbed in each other. Danielle’s legs trembled, her toes curling as Kayla’s tongue worked its magic. It wasn’t long before Danielle’s back arched, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure overtook her.

Laura wasn’t far behind. With one final stroke of the vibrator, she came undone, her body shaking beneath me as she cried out. Cheyenne followed suit, her thighs tightening around Laura’s head as she reached her own climax.

Then it was my turn. Cheyenne grabbed a dildo from the drawer, her movements smooth and confident. She positioned herself behind me, and I felt the cool tip of the toy press against my entrance. I bit my lip, my heart racing as she pushed it inside, filling me completely.

Laura crawled over to me, her lips finding my nipples. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling in circles that sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—the thrust of the dildo, the warmth of Laura’s mouth, the rhythmic hum of the vibrator still clutched in my hand.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my head falling back as the pleasure built. “Don’t stop.”

They didn’t. Cheyenne picked up the pace, driving the dildo deeper with every thrust. Laura switched sides, her teeth grazing my nipple before moving lower. When her tongue dipped between my folds, I was done for.

My body erupted in ecstasy, every nerve alight with sensation. I cried out, my voice joining the symphony of moans and gasps that filled the room. For a moment, everything else faded away—Sam, the threats, the looming danger. All that mattered was this. Us. Together.

As I caught my breath, I looked around at the women I loved. We were a mess of tangled limbs and satisfied smiles, but there was a fire in our eyes that hadn’t been there before. We were unstoppable.

“We’ll figure this out,” Laura said, her hand resting on my thigh. “No matter what.”

I nodded, feeling a surge of determination. “We will. And when we do…”

Kayla grinned, finishing my thought. “Sam won’t know what hit him.”

The room erupted in laughter, and for the first time in days, I felt truly at ease. But as I lay there, basking in the afterglow, a small voice in the back of my mind whispered…

“What happens next?”

FACING SAM

MF / BDSM / Begging / Bondage / Whipping / PIV Sex

The sun was high, the air heavy with the scent of summer heat and blooming flowers. I adjusted the strap of my purse on my shoulder, my sandals clicking softly against the pavement as I walked through the upscale shopping district.

My dark hair swayed with each step, catching the light like silk. I was supposed to be enjoying this—a rare moment of freedom, a break from the chaos Laura and I had been navigating since breaking away from Sam. But something nagged at me, a restless tension that wouldn’t loosen its grip.

I paused outside a boutique, pretending to window-shop while my hazel eyes flicked nervously to the reflection in the glass. That’s when I saw it—the sleek black SUV pulling up slowly behind me. My stomach dropped. I didn’t need to see the driver to know who it was. The gold trim on the wheels, the tinted windows, the unmistakable aura of power that radiated from the vehicle. Sam.

The engine purred, and the passenger window rolled down. His voice cut through the air, smooth as honey but laced with danger. “Brandi,” he said, his tone commanding yet almost playful. “Get in.”

I turned, meeting his piercing gaze through the open window. His lips curled into a smirk, one that sent a shiver down my spine—one I hated myself for feeling. “I’m busy,” I said, my voice steady despite the way my heart hammered in my chest.

“Busy?” He leaned closer, his forearm resting on the edge of the window. His suit jacket stretched over broad shoulders, and I could smell his cologne—spicy, warm, intoxicating. “You sure about that? Because I think you’ve got time for me.”

I shouldn’t. Every instinct screamed at me to walk away, to ignore him. But there was something magnetic about Sam, something that pulled at the darkest corners of my mind. I remembered the way his hands felt on my skin, the way his voice could make me unravel with just a few words. It wasn’t just fear that kept me standing there—it was curiosity. And maybe something worse.

“Sam,” I started, my voice softer now, “we both know this isn’t a good idea.”

His smirk widened. “Oh, I disagree. See, here’s the thing, Brandi. You and Laura… you’ve been bad girls. Starting your own little operation, trying to cut me out. But you forget—I know people. Important people. People who might take an interest in your… business. Unless, of course, you decide to play nice.”

My breath hitched. He was threatening me, plain and simple. But it wasn’t just his words that made my pulse race—it was the way his eyes raked over me, hungry and possessive. He knew exactly what buttons to push.

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around the strap of my bag. This is a mistake, I thought. But even as the warning echoed in my mind, I found myself stepping forward. The door clicked open before I reached for it, and I slid into the plush leather seat beside him, my skirt riding up slightly as I settled in.

The drive was silent, the tension between us thick enough to choke on. Sam’s hand rested on the steering wheel, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were enjoying every second of my discomfort. I stole glances at him, taking in the sharp angles of his jawline, the faint stubble that shadowed his face. He looked the same as he always did—polished, powerful, and impossible to resist.

When we arrived at his mansion, he didn’t speak. Instead, he grabbed my wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and led me inside. The house was immaculate, all marble floors and crystal chandeliers, but I barely noticed. My focus was on the door at the end of the hall—the one that led downstairs to his private BDSM dungeon.

He opened it without a word, and I followed, my heels clacking against the stone steps. The air grew cooler as we descended, the walls lined with red velvet and dim lighting casting long shadows. When we reached the bottom, Sam turned to me, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve been very, very bad, Brandi,” he said softly, his voice sending a thrill through me despite my better judgment. “Running off, starting your own little empire. Did you really think I’d let that slide?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “What are you going to do?”

Instead of answering, he stepped closer, his body pressing against mine. His hand cupped my chin, forcing me to look up at him. And then he kissed me—hard, demanding, leaving no room for hesitation. My lips parted instinctively, and I felt myself melting into him, the familiar taste of him flooding my senses.

His other hand slid down, slipping between my thighs, and I gasped against his mouth. God, I wasn’t wearing panties. His fingers brushed against me, teasing, coaxing me to react. And I did, my body betraying me as I arched toward him.

“Beg,” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I shook my head, my pride warring with the heat building inside me. “No,” I said, though it came out more like a whimper than defiance.

He laughed softly, his fingers circling me slowly, maddeningly. “You don’t want me to stop, do you? Admit it. Tell me what you want.”

I clenched my teeth, fighting the words even as they clawed at the back of my throat. But the longer he teased me, the harder it became to hold back. Finally, I broke. “Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Please, Sam. I need you.”

His smile was triumphant as he released me, only to grab my arm and guide me to a leather bench in the center of the room. He pushed me down, his hands rough but controlled, and fastened restraints around my wrists and ankles. The cool leather bit into my skin, and I squirmed, suddenly unsure.

“Before the pleasure comes punishment,” he said, his tone low and dangerous.

He stepped away, and I heard the sound of metal clinking as he selected a whip from the wall. My heart raced, anticipation and fear twisting together.

The first strike landed across my thighs, sharp and stinging. I cried out, but there was pleasure mingled with the pain. He struck me again, and again, each blow ratcheting up the tension until I was trembling, raw and exposed.

Then, just as quickly as it began, the punishment stopped. Sam moved behind me, his hands sliding over my body as if to soothe the sting. I felt him press against me, his hardness undeniable. He positioned himself, the tip of his cock brushing against me, and I moaned, unable to hold it back.

He thrust into me hard, filling me completely. My nails dug into the leather bench as he set a relentless pace, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. I could feel him losing control too, his grip tightening on my hips as he pounded into me.

When we came together, it was explosive, his release spilling inside me as I shuddered beneath him. For a moment, everything else faded away—the threats, the danger, the uncertainty. There was just the two of us, lost in the intensity of the moment.

Afterward, he untied me gently, his touch almost tender. In the shower, he washed my body with surprising care, his hands moving over my skin like he was memorizing every curve. It was confusing, the way he could shift from dominating to almost sweet, and it left my head spinning.

As we dressed, I tried to process everything. Was I still attracted to him? Or was I just falling back into old patterns? I didn’t have time to figure it out. Back in the living room, Sam poured two glasses of whiskey and handed one to me.

“Here’s the deal,” he said, his tone casual but with an undercurrent of menace. “You convince Laura and the others to come back to me. Work under my protection again. I’ll pay you better, treat you right. No more running, no more games.”

I stared at him, the glass cold in my hand. “And if I say no?”

His smile was slow, predatory. “Then you’ll find out just how serious I am about protecting my interests.”

I took a sip of the whiskey, the burn grounding me. “Sam,” I said, my voice firmer now, “we don’t need you anymore. We’re doing fine on our own.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by my defiance. “Is that so?”

“Yes,” I said, meeting his gaze. “I’m not interested in your offer.”

His expression darkened, and I felt a chill run down my spine. But he didn’t respond. I grabbed my purse and walked out the door. As I drove away into the dark night, I knew I could never let Sam back in. He hadn’t changed one bit.

A TABOO THREESOME

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it wasn’t the cops.

It was Max.

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

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

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

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

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

And just like that, everything changed.

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

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

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

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

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

But Max wasn’t done.

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

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

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

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

“That was…” Jasper began, trailing off.

“Something,” Max finished, grinning.

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

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

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

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

RAIDED BY THE FEDS

MF / Prisoner / Guard / Romantic / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The knock on my door was sharp, insistent, and all wrong. I froze mid-step, the half-empty glass of wine in my hand trembling slightly. My hazel eyes darted to the clock on the wall: 10:17 p.m. No one came to my apartment this late unless it was for business—and even then, they’d text first. Something about the rhythm of that knock screamed authority. My stomach dropped.

“Open up! Federal agents!” The voice was deep, commanding, and final. Like a judge’s gavel slamming down. My heart leapt into my throat, choking me.

I set the glass down with a shaky hand, my long dark hair falling over my shoulders as I hurried to the door. Peering through the peephole confirmed my worst fears. Three men in suits stood outside, their badges glinting under the hallway light. Behind them, two uniformed officers lingered like shadows.

This can’t be happening.

I opened the door, forcing a smile that felt more like a grimace. “Can I help you?”

One of the agents flashed his badge. “Brandi Moore? We have a search warrant.” He held up a piece of paper, and before I could protest, they were inside, spreading out like wolves cornering prey.

My mind raced. Warrant? For what? I wasn’t stupid—I knew how to cover my tracks. Cash deposits spread across multiple accounts. Fake IDs. Burner phones. But as I watched them tear through my closets, drawers, and even the small safe hidden behind a framed picture of Vegas skyline, I realized someone had snitched.

And I had a pretty good idea who.

Sam and Danielle.

Those motherfuckers. I’d left Sam to run my own escort service. No more splitting profits, no more answering to anyone. It had been liberating—until now. Sam always had a temper, but I didn’t think he’d go this far.

Danielle had started working for us, quickly gaining our trust. She had access to our cash, and she used it to rob us. Then, she joined Sam’s team.

They’d started their own escort service, and ours was competition. They needed us out of the way. We’d faced late night phone calls, intimidation, and threats. If Sam couldn’t keep us under his control, he would put us out of business. 

The cops found everything. The ledger with client names, the burner phones, the cash stashed in shoeboxes. One agent held up a stack of bills, smirking like he’d just won the lottery. Another handed me a folded document.

“You’re under arrest,” he said matter-of-factly.

“For what?” My voice was sharper than I intended, but I couldn’t help it.

“Money laundering. Promoting prostitution. Conspiracy.” His tone was clipped, dismissive.

My stomach churned. This wasn’t some slap-on-the-wrist misdemeanor. This was serious. Even Vince, my celebrity sugar daddy, wouldn’t be able to sweep this under the rug. And sure enough, when they hauled me into booking, fingerprints and mugshots included, he didn’t show. Just his lawyer—a sleek, expensive-looking man named Mark who promised to do his best but warned me not to get my hopes up.

Days blurred into weeks. The gray walls of my cell closed in on me, suffocating me. Every night, I stared at the ceiling, my mind racing. How much time am I looking at? Will Sam come after me again? What if Vince cuts me loose?

Being a prisoner was humbling. I was used to designer brands, fine food, fur coats, and flashy jewelry. Behind bars, I slept on a hard mat and ate the slop they called food. It was a reality check.

Then there was Mason.

He was different from the other guards—softer, kinder. Tall with broad shoulders and dark eyes that seemed to see right through me. The first time he brought me lunch, he lingered a little too long, his gaze lingering on mine.

“You don’t belong here,” he said finally, his voice low.

I almost laughed. “Tell that to the judge.”

He didn’t smile, just nodded and walked away. But he kept coming back. Small talk turned into longer conversations. He told me about his divorce, his kid, his dreams of moving somewhere warm. I told him about Vegas, the glittering lights, the endless nights.

One evening, after lights-out, I heard the familiar jangle of keys outside my cell. The door creaked open, and there he was, silhouetted against the dim corridor light.

“Brandi,” he whispered, stepping inside.

My heart hammered in my chest. This was dangerous—for both of us. But the look in his eyes made it impossible to think straight.

Before I could speak, he was kissing me, his lips hot and desperate against mine. My hands slid up his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his uniform. His breath hitched as I reached for his belt, pulling it free with practiced ease.

“Mason,” I murmured, sinking to my knees.

He didn’t stop me.

His cock was already hard, straining against his boxers. I took him in my mouth, savoring the taste of him, the way his breath caught as I worked him deeper. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me, pushing me.

When he came, it was with a low groan, his body tense, his grip on me almost painful. I swallowed every drop, my own arousal burning between my legs.

But he wasn’t done.

In one swift motion, he bent me over the cot, his hands gripping my hips. His breath was hot against my neck as he pushed my orange jumpsuit down, exposing my bare skin.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he muttered, his lips trailing down my spine.

I gasped as his tongue found my wetness, teasing me until I was shaking, my thighs quivering with need. Just as I was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving me desperate and aching.

“Please,” I begged, arching my back.

He didn’t make me wait long. His cock slid into me with a slow, deliberate thrust that made me cry out. I bit my lip to stifle the sound, but it was useless. Mason fucked me hard, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. When I came, it was with a shuddering gasp, my nails digging into the thin mattress.

He followed soon after, spilling himself inside me with a low growl. For a moment, we stayed like that, our breathing ragged, our bodies still joined.

Then reality crept back in.

“Mason,” I whispered, turning to face him. “I need your help.”

His brow furrowed. “With what?”

I hesitated, then plunged ahead. “There’s a cop in Vegas—Charlie. He let me go once in exchange for… favors. If anyone can help me, it’s him. His business card is in my wallet. I think it’s in my stuff, down in the property room. Can you find it? Call him?”

Mason’s jaw tightened, but he nodded. “I’ll see what I can do.”

It felt like an eternity before he returned, his expression unreadable. But when he gave me a thumbs-up, relief washed over me like a tidal wave.

“Charlie said he’ll handle it,” Mason murmured.

The next morning, I was released. Laura was waiting for me outside, her eyes wide with relief as she pulled me into a tight hug.

“Thank God,” she breathed.

I glanced back at the prison, a small smile tugging at my lips. Sam thought he’d won, but I’d outsmarted him. Thanks to Charlie—and Mason.

But as we drove away, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t over. Not yet.

JACUZZI SEX IN THE BAHAMAS

MFF / Jacuzzi / Threesome / Kissing / Fingering / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus

“Brandi, you’re such a fucking goddess,” Vince groaned, his voice low and hoarse as he leaned back in the jacuzzi tub, water sloshing around us.

His hands were beneath the bubbles, one gripping my thigh, the other working me—fingers curling so deep inside me I could hardly think straight.

Laura’s lips crashed against mine, her tongue sliding into my mouth like she was claiming me. She tasted like champagne and chlorine from the pool earlier, her hair damp and wild as it clung to her cheeks. Her fingers brushed over my nipple underwater, pinching just enough to make me gasp into her mouth.

I didn’t even know whose hands were whose anymore. All I knew was that I was being consumed, and I loved it.

—

It had started hours ago, though it felt like a lifetime. The Bahamas sun had been relentless, but in the best way possible. Golden rays kissed my skin as I lounged by the infinity pool, cocktail in hand, Laura beside me. She was wearing this tiny white bikini that left almost nothing to the imagination, her curves spilling out in all the right places.

Vince was nearby, sunglasses hiding his eyes, but I could feel his gaze on me. He always looked at me like I was the only woman in the world, even when there were dozens of others around.

“Can you believe this?” Laura had whispered, sipping her mojito. “We made it, Brandi. We actually made it.”

She wasn’t wrong. Just a few months ago, I’d been sitting in a jail cell, staring at the concrete walls and wondering how the hell my life had spiraled so out of control. Sam, our former pimp, had tried to ruin me—tried to keep me under his thumb. But despite his threats and his schemes, I’d gotten out. And not just out of jail. Out of his grip entirely. Vince had taken Laura and I on this luxurious vacation to relax after my harrowing experience.

Now, here we were. A five-star resort, crystal-clear water stretching as far as the eye could see, and the kind of freedom I hadn’t felt in years. After the conditions I’d experienced in jail, I wasn’t taking it for granted. I looked at Laura and smiled.

When we got back to the suite, the view stole my breath all over again. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the ocean, the sky painted in hues of pink and orange as the sun dipped below the horizon. The room was massive—king-sized bed, plush carpets, and a jacuzzi tub big enough for three.

That’s when the idea hit me.

“Let’s take a bubble bath,” I’d said, already untying the straps of my bikini top.

Vince raised an eyebrow, that familiar smirk tugging at his lips, while Laura laughed, shaking her head like she couldn’t believe me.

But they didn’t hesitate. Clothes came off quickly after that, and soon we were stepping into the tub, the warm water and frothy bubbles enveloping us. Vince sat in the middle, his muscular frame taking up space in the most delicious way. Laura and I flanked him, our legs tangling beneath the water.

And then it happened. Vince’s hand slid between my thighs, his fingers finding me so easily it was like he’d mapped my body in his mind. Laura watched for a moment, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief, before she leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t tentative or shy—it was hungry, like she’d been waiting for this moment for years.

—

Now, with Vince’s fingers still playing me like a damn instrument, Laura pulled away from our kiss and trailed her lips down my neck, sucking lightly at my pulse point. Her hand found my breast, squeezing gently before she took my nipple into her mouth, the heat of her tongue sending shivers down my spine.

“You two are going to kill me,” I gasped, arching into their touch.

The bubbles hid most of what was happening, but I could feel every stroke, every lick, every caress. My body was on fire, and I never wanted it to end.

That’s when Laura disappeared beneath the surface, her dark hair fanning out in the water. At first, I thought she was teasing me, but then I felt the shift—Vince’s hips lifting slightly, his breath hitching as she took him into her mouth. I couldn’t see her, but I could imagine her perfectly: lips wrapped around his cock, her hands gripping his thighs as she bobbed beneath the water.

The sight alone had me clenching around Vince’s fingers, my own hands gripping the edge of the tub for support.

“God, both of you…” Vince growled, his free hand reaching for me, cupping my face as he pulled me into a heated kiss. His tongue dominated mine, possessive and demanding, and I melted into him, my body thrumming with need.

We didn’t last long in the tub after that. Hands grabbed towels, bodies dripped water onto the tiles, and laughter filled the air as we stumbled toward the bedroom. Vince collapsed onto the bed, his body stretched out like a feast, and I didn’t waste a second climbing on top of him. His cock was hard and ready, and I sank down onto him with a slow, deliberate roll of my hips.

Laura joined me moments later, positioning herself above his face, her thighs framing his head as she lowered herself to his mouth. Her eyes locked with mine, and in that moment, it felt like we were sharing something sacred. Something primal.

Every thrust, every flick of Vince’s tongue, brought us closer to the edge. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, my nails digging into Vince’s chest as I rode him harder, faster. Laura’s moans filled the room, a symphony of ecstasy that matched my own.

And then, like a dam breaking, it happened. I came hard, my body shuddering as Vince filled me, his release hot and perfect. Laura followed shortly after, her cry echoing through the room as she gripped the headboard for support.

—

Afterward, we lay tangled together, limbs intertwined, breaths slowing. Vince ran his fingers through my hair, his touch soft and tender, while Laura nestled against my side, her head resting on my shoulder.

“This is everything I ever wanted,” I murmured, tracing small circles on Vince’s chest. “Everything I dreamed of.”

Laura smiled up at me, her eyes glistening with something I couldn’t quite name. “Me too, Brandi. Me too.”

The night was young, and the possibilities were endless.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you so much for reading my book. I really enjoyed writing it. Although names and details have been changed, these stories are based on things that really happened to me. It’s been fun recalling these sexy stories from my past, and I plan on writing more books for this series. If you liked these stories, please leave a review.
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