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“Five thousand bucks? For both of us?” Laura’s voice was sharp, skeptical, but her blue eyes gleamed with the kind of greed only fast cash could ignite.

I stood beside her, arms crossed, trying to keep my face neutral, but I could feel the heat rising in my chest. Five grand was five grand, and it wasn’t like we hadn’t done this before—two guys at once. Still, these weren’t just two guys. They were brothers—wealthy ones, and apparently the kind that like to get their rocks off at the same time.

Manny, the one who had called us, was leaning against his marble countertop, a smirk playing on his lips. He looked like money—crisp white shirt, tailored slacks, and a watch that probably cost more than my car. His brother, Tyler, stood a few feet away, quieter but no less confident. He had the same dark hair, the same sharp jawline, but his energy was… edgier. Like he was holding back something dangerous.

“That’s right,” Manny said, his voice smooth, almost too smooth. “Five thousand. Cash. And if you’re as good as they say…” He let the sentence hang, his gaze sliding over me, then Laura, slow and deliberate. “You might even get a bonus.”

Laura glanced at me, a smile spreading across her face. I knew what she was thinking. This encounter was worth our time. I gave her the smallest nod, and she turned back to Manny, her lips curling into a smile.

“Alright, big spender,” she said, stepping closer to him. “Let’s see the cash.”

Manny chuckled, low and deep, and pulled out a thick envelope from his pocket. Counting it out on the counter, he made sure we saw every bill. Five stacks. Crisp and clean. I felt my heart skip a beat. This was real. This was happening.

—

The drive over had been uneventful, the kind of quiet that comes when two people know each other too well to need words. Laura and I had been friends since high school, back when we were just two girls dreaming of getting out of our small town. We ended up in the city instead, chasing something bigger, something brighter. But dreams have a way of turning sour, and life has a way of bending you until you break. Or bend back.

Breaking away from our former pimp, Sam, had been messy—literally and figuratively. He didn’t take kindly to losing control of his escorts, and there were nights we spent looking over our shoulders, wondering if he’d come crashing through the door. But we made it work. We built something for ourselves, something that felt like ours. Our escort service was classy and served only the most distinguished clientele… for the most part.

Tonight was supposed to be another job, another paycheck. But walking into Manny’s house—a sprawling estate on the outskirts of the city—felt like stepping into another world. Everything was polished, from the gleaming hardwood floors to the abstract art hanging on the walls. It screamed wealth, power, control. And here we were, two women intent on succeeding in a game where the stakes were high.

—

Now, in the bedroom, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Laura and I exchanged a look, the kind that spoke volumes without a word. Two brothers? her eyes seemed to say. What kind of family is this?

But the money was already in the bag, and there was no backing out now. So, we did what we did best. We took control. Slowly, deliberately, we began to undress. My fingers traced the zipper of my dress, pulling it down inch by inch, letting the fabric slip off my shoulders and pool at my feet. Laura followed suit, her movements fluid, practiced. She stepped out of her heels, letting them clatter softly against the floor, and unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spill free.

The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, quick and shallow. Manny and Tyler watched us, their eyes dark, hungry. I could feel their gazes on me, hot and heavy, like they were already touching me. When I finally stepped out of my underwear, I saw Manny’s throat bob as he swallowed hard.

“Damn,” he muttered, his voice rough. “You two are something else.”

Laura laughed, soft and sultry, and moved toward Tyler. I stayed where I was, letting Manny come to me. When he did, his hands were rough, impatient. He grabbed my face, pulling me into a kiss so fierce it knocked the breath out of me. His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming me, marking me. I kissed him back, matching his intensity, letting my hands roam over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.

He broke the kiss long enough to pull his shirt over his head, tossing it aside, and then his mouth was on my neck, sucking, biting, leaving marks I’d have to cover later. His hands found my breasts, squeezing them roughly, his thumbs flicking over my nipples until they hardened under his touch. I arched into him, my body responding despite the little voice in the back of my head warning me this was too much, too fast.

Behind me, I heard Laura giggle, then moan. I glanced over to see Tyler pushing her onto the bed, her legs spread wide, his head between her thighs. His tongue worked her pussy with a skill that made my stomach tighten. Her hands fisted in his hair, her hips bucking against his face. She caught my eye and grinned, winking at me as if to say, This is gonna be fun.

And then Manny was spinning me around, his hands on my hips, guiding me toward the bed. He pressed me down onto all fours, his cock pressing against my entrance. I gasped as he slid into me, filling me completely. He groaned, low and guttural, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

Tyler positioned Laura next to me, her back to him, and I heard her gasp as he entered her. The bed creaked under our combined weight, the rhythm of their thrusts making the whole thing shake. Manny leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear.

“You like that, baby?” he growled, his hips snapping against mine. “You like being fucked by a real man?”

I couldn’t answer, not with the way he was hitting that spot inside me, sending sparks shooting up my spine. All I could do was moan, loud and desperate, my nails digging into the sheets. Next to me, Laura was whimpering, her cries growing louder as Tyler pounded into her.

And then, out of nowhere, Manny reached over and slapped Tyler’s hand. They high-fived, laughing as they fucked us hard. I felt a flare of anger, but it was drowned out by the pleasure building inside me. Holy shit, they were arrogant. But God, they were good.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Manny grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “I’m gonna—”

He didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, he came with a roar, spilling himself inside me. I felt his cock pulse, felt the warmth spreading through me, and I clenched around him, milking every last drop. Next to me, Tyler groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself into Laura.

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Laura sat up, giving me a mischievous grin.

Laura crawled over to me, positioning herself between my legs. Manny’s cum dripped between my thighs. Laura started licking and sucking Manny’s cum out of my pussy. Damn, she was a freak. It felt so good. I wanted to make her feel good too.

I nudged Laura, positioning her on top of me, in the sixty-nine position. Her pussy was full of Tyler’s cum, but I didn’t care. We ate each other with abandon, our sighs of delight filling the room. Manny and Tyler just watched, unable to take their eyes off of us.

Laura slipped a few fingers inside me, pushing me over the edge. I felt her body tense as she climaxed. We fell to the bed exhausted. Laura pulled me into a passionate kiss, sharing their cum.

After Laura and I got dressed, Manny handed us an extra thousand dollars. “Consider it a tip,” he assured us.

Laura and I got in my sleek black SUV, heading towards my penthouse apartment. I gripped my designer purse full of cash tightly.

“You had fun, didn’t you?” asked Laura.

“Yeah, I did,” I replied. I’d enjoyed it more than I cared to admit.

We laughed and joked on the way home, but I had a feeling that things were about to get serious. The past few months had been smooth sailing, but trouble had a way of popping up when we least expected it.

VINCE’S DECISION

MF / Romantic / Kissing / Blow Job / PIV Sex

“I can’t do this anymore, Brandi.” Vince’s voice was low, almost a whisper, but it hit me like a sledgehammer. His blue eyes, usually so full of mischief and heat, were clouded with something I couldn’t quite place—guilt? Fear? Both?

I blinked at him, feeling the weight of his words settle in my chest. “What are you talking about?” I asked, though deep down, I already knew. I could feel it in the way he wouldn’t meet my gaze, in the stiffness of his shoulders beneath the crisp white shirt he always wore so effortlessly.

He sighed, running a hand through that perfect blonde hair of his. God, even now, he looked like he belonged on a movie poster. “Our… arrangement,” he began, choosing his words carefully. “Someone found out. A journalist. They’re threatening to go public. I’m scared, Brandi. This could ruin my career. My lawyer advised me to cut ties with you.”

My stomach dropped. Cut ties. The words felt cold, clinical, like I was nothing more than a business transaction to him. But then again, wasn’t I? Sure, we’d shared moments that felt real, intimate even, but at the end of the day, I was just another girl he paid for. Wasn’t I?

“Vince…” I started, but he held up a hand, silencing me.

“I’m sorry, Brandi,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “If this gets out, it could ruin everything.” He paused, swallowing hard. “I can’t risk it.”

I stared at him, trying to process what he was saying. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. When Laura and I had started our escort service, I never imagined I’d find myself here, standing in a luxury hotel suite with one of Hollywood’s biggest stars, watching as he broke things off with me. Not because he wanted to, but because he had to.

“I understand,” I finally managed to say, though the words tasted bitter on my tongue. And I did understand, or at least, I tried to. Vince Nealey wasn’t just some guy—he was a household name, a brand. And brands didn’t have room for scandals like this.

“Do you?” he asked, his voice soft, almost pleading. “Because I don’t think I do. I don’t want to lose you, Brandi. But…”

But what? I wanted to scream. But I’m not worth it? But I’m expendable? Instead, I forced a smile and nodded. “I get it, Vince. It’s your career. You can’t throw that away for… for this.”

For me. I left the words unspoken, but they hung in the air between us anyway.

He stepped closer then, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek. His touch was warm, familiar, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “Brandi,” he murmured, his breath ghosting over my lips. “You have no idea how much you mean to me.”

And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t like the other kisses we’d shared—those had been hungry, desperate, fueled by lust and adrenaline. This was different. Slow, almost tender, like he was trying to memorize the feel of my lips against his. For a moment, I let myself sink into it, let myself believe that maybe, just maybe, he’d change his mind.

But then reality came crashing back in. I pulled away, shaking my head. “No, Vince. Don’t. Don’t make this harder than it already is.”

His face fell, and he took a step back, dropping his hand to his side. “You’re right,” he said quietly. “Maybe I should go.”

He turned toward the door, and something inside me snapped. Before I could stop myself, I grabbed his arm, pulling him back to me. Our lips met again, but this time, there was no hesitation, no tenderness. Only raw, unbridled need.

We stumbled backward, our hands clawing at each other’s clothes. His shirt hit the floor first, followed closely by my dress. My fingers fumbled with his belt, and within seconds, I was on my knees in front of him, his cock already hard and throbbing in my hand.

I looked up at him, my hazel eyes meeting his piercing blue ones. “Let me give you something to remember,” I whispered before taking him into my mouth.

The taste of him was familiar, intoxicating, and I savored every inch as I worked him with my lips and tongue. His hands tangled in my dark hair, guiding me, urging me on. I could feel his pulse quicken, hear the way his breathing hitched as I took him deeper, until he was buried to the hilt.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

I smiled around him, my tongue swirling along his length. If this was going to be the last time, I was determined to make it unforgettable.

When I finally released him, he pulled me to my feet, kissing me fiercely as he lifted me onto the bed. I wrapped my legs around his waist, grinding against him as he positioned himself at my entrance.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

I nodded, biting my lip. “Yes. Please, Vince.”

And then he was inside me, filling me completely. I moaned, my nails digging into his back as he began to move. Each thrust was slow, deliberate, as if he was savoring every second. But I didn’t want slow. I wanted to feel him, to lose myself in him one last time.

“Harder,” I begged, arching my back to take him deeper. He obliged, his pace quickening, his hips slamming into mine with a force that drove me wild.

“God, Brandi,” he panted, his hands gripping my hips. “You feel so fucking good.”

I could feel the tension building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body trembling as pleasure washed over me. I cried out, clutching him tightly as waves of ecstasy rolled through me.

Vince wasn’t far behind. With a strangled groan, he buried himself deep inside me, his release hot and intense. We clung to each other, our breaths ragged, our hearts pounding in unison.

For a long time, we just lay there, neither of us willing to break the silence. Finally, Vince spoke, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’m going to miss you, Brandi. More than you know.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat, forcing a smile. “I’ll miss you too.”

But even as I said the words, I knew they weren’t enough. How could they be? How could I possibly explain what he meant to me, what we had meant to each other?

He leaned in, pressing one last kiss to my lips. It was gentle, fleeting, but it carried the weight of everything we’d shared, everything we were leaving behind.

As he stood to leave, I reached for his hand, stopping him. “Promise me something,” I said, my voice trembling. “Promise me you won’t forget this. Forget me.”

He looked at me, his eyes filled with emotion. “Never,” he promised. “You’ll always be a part of me, Brandi. No matter what.”

And then he was gone, the door closing softly behind him. I sat there, staring at the empty space where he’d been, feeling the weight of his absence settle over me.

I lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I’d ever see him again. Wondering if I’d ever stop missing him. Wondering if I’d ever be able to let go.

“Goodbye, Vince,” I whispered into the empty room, my heart breaking all over again.

DANIELLE’S BETRAYAL

FFFF / Group Sex / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

I couldn't believe the situation we found ourselves in. Laura sat beside me on the plush couch in my penthouse apartment, her stunning blue eyes filled with tears. We had just made a shocking discovery that would change everything. There I was, Brandi Moore, a confident and experienced escort with hazel eyes that had seduced countless men, and now, I was broke.

It all started when Laura and I decided to take control of our lives. We were tired of working for that sleazy pimp, Sam. He started treating us like objects, taking a significant cut from our earnings and showing no respect for our well-being. So, we gathered our courage and broke away from his grasp, starting our own escort service. It was a bold move, but we were determined to make it work.

Our team was small but mighty. Besides Laura and me, there were two other women who joined our venture—Cheyenne and Kayla. Cheyenne, with her tall and elegant stature and caramel complexion, exuded a certain air of sophistication. Kayla, on the other hand, was petite and feisty, her black hair always styled in a playful manner. Together, we formed a tight-knit group, relying on each other for support and camaraderie. Later, we met Danielle and she joined our crew. We trusted her, giving her access to our cash, client lists, and business secrets.

We had been working hard, building our reputation and client base. Every day was a new adventure, filled with sensual encounters and the thrill of satisfying our clients' desires. We were making good money, enough to support ourselves and even save for the future. Or so we thought.

The revelation hit us like a ton of bricks. Danielle had betrayed us. She was the one we had assigned to keep our earnings safe, hidden away from prying eyes. But greed got the better of her. She had stolen our hard-earned cash, leaving us penniless and devastated. I felt a mix of anger and betrayal as I realized we had been so naive.

The timing was terrible. My famous sugar daddy, Vince, had just broken up with me, cutting me off financially. I was already strapped for cash, struggling to pay the rent on my luxurious apartment. Now, our savings had been wiped out.

Gathering our crew, we broke the devastating news. Cheyenne and Kayla, who had become like family to us, were shocked and hurt. Their eyes filled with tears, not just for the loss of money, but for the violation of trust. We had all worked so hard, and now it felt like our efforts were in vain.

As we sat there, processing the betrayal, something unexpected happened. Laura took my hand, her touch comforting and familiar. I looked into her eyes, seeing the determination and resilience that I had always admired. Without a word, she pulled me closer, her lips meeting mine in a passionate kiss. It was a kiss born of comfort and solidarity, a way to remind each other that we were still here, still strong.

The kiss ignited a fire within me, and I responded eagerly, my hands entwining in her soft blonde hair. Our tongues danced, exploring each other with a hunger that went beyond physical desire. It was a desperate need to feel alive, to forget the pain and betrayal, if only for a moment.

Across the room, I caught a glimpse of Cheyenne and Kayla. They had also found solace in each other's arms. Cheyenne's hands were roaming over Kayla's petite frame, her fingers gently caressing her neck and shoulders. Kayla's eyes were closed, her lips parted in a silent moan as Cheyenne's touch sent shivers down her spine.

As Laura and I continued our passionate embrace, I could hear soft moans coming from the other side of the room. Kayla had moved her hands to Cheyenne's breasts, her thumbs teasing the hardened peaks through her shirt. Cheyenne's head fell back, exposing her long, graceful neck as she surrendered to the pleasure.

Laura's hand slowly trailed down my body, her touch sending shivers of anticipation down my spine. She knew my body so well, and her fingers expertly found the button on my jeans, deftly undoing it with a swift motion. I gasped as her hand slipped inside, her fingers brushing against the damp fabric of my panties.

Kayla's hands were now sliding down Cheyenne's body, her fingers deftly unbuttoning her jeans. Cheyenne's breath hitched as Kayla's hand slipped beneath the fabric, her fingers seeking the warm, wet core between her thighs.

Laura's fingers gently stroked my folds, her touch sending waves of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, pressing myself into her hand, silently begging for more. Her thumb found my clit, circling it with just the right amount of pressure, driving me wild.

Kayla's fingers were equally skilled as she explored Cheyenne's pussy. She teased the entrance, dipping her fingers in and out, making Cheyenne squirm with anticipation. With a swift motion, Kayla slid two fingers deep inside, eliciting a loud moan from Cheyenne's lips.

The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure—moans, gasps, and the wet, erotic sounds of fingers sliding in and out of our pussies. Laura's fingers worked their magic on me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a delicious tension coiling in my core.

Kayla's mouth found Cheyenne's clit, her tongue flicking and teasing the sensitive bud. Cheyenne's body trembled, her hands gripping the couch cushions as she neared her climax. Kayla's fingers worked in perfect harmony with her tongue, driving Cheyenne to the brink of ecstasy.

"Oh, Laura, yes!" I cried out as my body exploded in a cascade of pleasure. My pussy clenched around Laura's fingers, milking them as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss washed over me. Laura's hand moved in rhythm with my contractions, prolonging my pleasure.

Cheyenne's release came soon after, her body arching off the couch as she cried out, "Kayla, yes, don't stop!" Her pussy pulsed around Kayla's fingers, soaking them with her juices as she climaxed. Kayla's mouth never left her clit, continuing to suck and lick, drawing out every last bit of pleasure.

As our orgasms subsided, we collapsed into each other's arms, our breathing ragged and our bodies glistening with sweat. Laura and I, still entangled on the couch, shared a satisfied smile, our bond stronger than ever. Cheyenne and Kayla, equally spent, cuddled together, their eyes sparkling with a newfound intensity.

Despite the betrayal we had endured, I felt a sense of comfort and strength in that moment. We were more than just business partners; we were a family. Together, we had experienced the highs and lows of this industry, and we would get through this, just as we had overcome other challenges.

The thought of Danielle's disloyalty still stung, but I knew we would find a way to rebuild. Our resilience and the unbreakable bond between us would carry us through this difficult time. We would start over, stronger and wiser, and no one, not even Danielle, could take that away from us.

As we lay there, our bodies still buzzing with post-orgasmic bliss, I knew that this was just the beginning of our journey. We had each other, and with our combined strength and determination, we would rise again, ready to conquer the world of pleasure and passion.

HITTING THE STREETS

MF / Car Sex / Blow Job / PIV Sex

“You’re kidding me, right? A hundred dollars?” I crossed my arms over my chest, feeling offended by the offer.

The streetlights cast a faint glow on Walter’s face as he leaned against his car. His dark eyes flicked down to my legs—bare under the short skirt I’d thrown on earlier—and then back up to meet mine. God, he was handsome, with that rough-around-the-edges look that screamed blue-collar confidence. But still, a hundred bucks? That wasn’t even half of what I usually charged.

But things were tough. My sugar daddy, Vince, had cut me off, and we’d recently been robbed by one of our trusted escorts, Danielle. Although I consistently updated our website with sexy photos and new advertisements, we weren’t getting many calls. It seemed like the customers were going somewhere else. We needed to make some money badly if we wanted to stay afloat.

“Look, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, like he’d been chain-smoking since high school. “Times are tough for everyone. I’ve got a hundred. Take it or leave it.”

I glanced down the street, where Laura and Cheyenne were leaning against a lamppost, their tight dresses catching the occasional glare of passing headlights. Kayla was nowhere in sight—probably off with some john who’d promised her more than pocket change. The night air was thick with exhaust fumes and desperation, the kind that clung to your skin and made you feel like you’d never scrub it off.

I sighed, running a hand through my long, dark hair. Desperate times, indeed. “Fine,” I muttered, stepping closer to him. “But it’s just a blow job. Nothing more.”

Walter grinned, his teeth flashing white under the dim light. “Deal.”

He opened the passenger door for me, and I slid into the seat, the leather cool against my thighs. The interior of his car smelled faintly of pine air freshener and old coffee. He climbed in beside me, pulling away from the curb with a smooth ease that told me he’d done this before. My stomach twisted, but I pushed the feeling down. This is just business, I reminded myself. Just get it done and move on.

—

It hadn’t always been like this. There was a time when I felt like I was on top of the world, living the kind of life people only dreamed about. Laura and I had broken away from Sam, our pimp, a year ago. We’d been tired of handing over most of our earnings, tired of being treated like property instead of people. So we’d started our own escort service—just the two of us, plus a few friends we trusted. Then we met Danielle.

Danielle. Just thinking her name made my jaw tighten. She’d seemed so loyal, so reliable. Until she’d taken off with all the cash we’d been saving up. Fifty grand, gone in the blink of an eye. She left us scrambling to make ends meet. And now here I was, working the streets, trying to scrape together enough money to keep us afloat.

Laura had tried to talk me out of it—she always did—but even she couldn’t deny how bad things had gotten. Bills were due, and we weren’t even close to having enough. So tonight, we’d decided to hit the “ho stroll,” a stretch of road notorious for its late-night activity. It wasn’t where either of us had ever imagined ending up, but what choice did we have?

—

The car turned down a narrow alley, the headlights cutting through the darkness like a knife. Walter pulled to a stop, killed the engine, and turned to me. For a moment, neither of us spoke. Then he reached for his belt buckle, his fingers fumbling slightly. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the way they lingered on my mouth before dropping lower, to the curve of my breasts beneath my tight top.

“You’re stunning, you know that?” he said, his voice rough.

I forced a smile, though it didn’t reach my eyes. “Thanks. Now let’s get this over with.”

He unzipped his pants, and I shifted in my seat, leaning toward him. His cock was already hard, straining against his boxers. I reached out, wrapping my fingers around the base, feeling the heat of him even through the fabric. When I finally freed him, he let out a low groan, his head falling back against the seat.

I took him into my mouth, working him slowly at first, my tongue teasing the tip before sinking deeper. He tasted faintly salty, his skin warm against my lips. His breathing grew ragged, his hands tangling in my hair as he urged me on.

“Oh, fuck, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re so good at this.”

Normally, I’d have rolled my eyes at the compliment—it wasn’t exactly original—but something about the way he said my name sent a shiver down my spine. Focus, I told myself. This is just another job.

But then he grabbed my shoulders, pulling me up until our faces were inches apart. “I need to fuck you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

I hesitated. This wasn’t part of the deal. And yet… there was something in his tone, something raw and desperate, that stirred something deep inside me. My body betrayed me, my nipples hardening under my top, my panties growing damp.

“It costs more,” I said, though my voice sounded weak even to my own ears.

“I don’t have more,” he admitted, his hands sliding down to grip my hips. “But I can’t stop thinking about how good you’d feel wrapped around me.”

I should have said no. I knew I should have said no. But the heat between my legs was unbearable now, and I found myself nodding before I could think better of it.

“Fine,” I whispered. “But you owe me.”

I hiked up my skirt, straddling him in the driver’s seat. His hands roamed over my thighs, squeezing lightly as I positioned myself over him. I guided him inside, gasping as he filled me completely. He was big—bigger than I’d expected—and the stretch was deliciously intense.

His hands gripped my hips as I began to move, riding him with a rhythm that quickly left us both breathless. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the car, mingling with our muffled moans. My nails dug into his shoulders as I chased my pleasure, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he growled, his fingers digging into my flesh. “You feel incredible.”

I could feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. I cried out as I came, my body trembling with the force of it. Moments later, he followed, spilling himself inside me with a guttural groan.

For a long moment, we stayed like that, our bodies tangled together in the cramped space of his car. Then reality came crashing back, and I reluctantly pulled away, smoothing down my skirt as I caught my breath.

Walter drove me back to the corner in silence, his eyes occasionally flicking to me as if he wanted to say something. But I didn’t give him the chance. As soon as the car stopped, I was out the door, walking straight toward Laura and Cheyenne.

They looked up as I approached, their expressions a mix of curiosity and concern. “How’d it go?” Laura asked, her voice tinged with skepticism.

I shrugged, forcing a smile. “Made a hundred bucks. Not great, but it’s something.”

Laura nodded, though her brow furrowed slightly. “Kayla’s still out. Thought she’d be back by now.”

Before I could respond, a pair of headlights appeared at the end of the block. My heart leapt into my throat, but it wasn’t Kayla. Just another car, slowing down as it approached.

“Looks like it’s your turn,” I said to Cheyenne, nodding toward the vehicle.

She straightened, pasting on a practiced smile as she stepped toward the curb. I watched her go, my mind already racing ahead to the next problem. We weren’t making nearly enough, not fast enough. And if we didn’t figure something out soon, we’d lose everything we’d worked so hard for.

SATISFYING TWO CELEBRITIES

MMFF / Group Sex / Celebrity / Blow Job / Facial / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Brandi, focus! You’re making Chuck wait,” Laura hissed, her voice low but urgent as she nudged me with her elbow.

I blinked, pulling myself back into the moment. My lips were wrapped around Chuck Jones’ cock, his thick shaft pulsing against my tongue. The taste of him was salty and warm, and I could feel the tension building in his body as he gripped the back of my head. His breathing was heavy, and the way he looked down at me—those piercing blue eyes filled with raw desire—sent a shiver through me. He was famous, for god’s sake. A-list famous. And here I was, kneeling between his legs like it was just another night on the job.

But it wasn’t. Not even close.

—

Let me rewind a bit. It had been a rough few weeks. Business was bad, and we’d been working the streets to make ends meet. That night, I was standing outside with Laura and Cheyenne, trying to drum up some clients. Kayla had been gone for hours, and we were starting to get worried. And then, Kayla pulled up in her car, waving a wad of cash like it was nothing.

“Girls, get in,” she said, her voice practically dripping with excitement. “I’ve got a lead on something big.”

We didn’t need to be told twice. We piled into her car, and before I knew it, we were walking into one of the fanciest downtown hotels I’d ever seen. The lobby was all marble floors and chandeliers, and the elevator ride up to the penthouse suite felt like it took forever.

When the doors finally opened, there they were: Chuck Jones and Nick Riley. I recognized them immediately. They were huge stars, in town filming some blockbuster movie. And now, they were looking at us like we were the main event.

“You ladies ready to have some fun?” Chuck asked, his voice smooth and confident. He unzipped his pants without waiting for an answer, and that’s when things really kicked off.

Laura and I dropped to our knees in front of him, while Kayla and Cheyenne focused their attention on Nick. My hands found Chuck’s hips as I took him deeper into my mouth, feeling the heat of him against my lips. Laura was right beside me, her tongue flicking along the underside of his shaft. We worked together, taking turns sucking and licking, watching as his muscles tensed and his breathing grew heavier.

Across the room, Nick let out a low groan as Kayla and Cheyenne stroked him. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Keep going.”

Kayla leaned forward, pressing her ample breasts together around his cock, and he thrust into the softness of her flesh with a growl. The sound sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Chuck’s hand tightened in my hair, tugging gently as he groaned. “Fuck, you two are good,” he muttered, his voice strained.

I could tell he was close. So could Laura. She glanced at me, a mischievous glint in her eye, and then took him deep, her throat working around him in a way that made him curse under his breath.

When he came, it was with a long, guttural moan. His release hit my face first, warm and thick, and then spilled over Laura’s lips as she continued to suck him through it. I wiped my cheek with the back of my hand, laughing softly as Laura grinned up at him, clearly proud of herself.

“Good girl,” Chuck said, still catching his breath. He reached down to help us to our feet, his touch lingering on my arm for just a moment too long.

Meanwhile, Nick was practically vibrating with need. He grabbed Kayla by the shoulders, turning her so that her back was to him. “Bend over,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Kayla did as she was told, her hands braced on the edge of the bed as he positioned himself behind her.

Cheyenne climbed onto the bed, her fingers already sliding between Kayla’s thighs. “Let’s see how wet you are,” she teased, her voice sultry as she dipped her head down to taste her.

Kayla gasped, her hips jerking forward as Cheyenne’s tongue went to work. Cheyenne ate Kayla’s pussy, getting her wet and ready for Nick. Finally, Cheyenne pulled back, calling Nick over to take her place.

By the time Nick positioned himself behind Kayla, her pussy was dripping with desire. With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside Cheyenne, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. “Fuck, that’s tight,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he set a brutal pace.

Cheyenne moaned, her body rocking with each of his thrusts, her cries only spurring him on.

The room was alive with sounds—moans, gasps, the slap of skin against skin. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and I could feel my own body responding to it all.

Chuck reached for me again, pulling me close. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I climbed onto the bed, straddling him as he lay back. His cock was still hard, still slick from earlier, and I guided him inside me with a slow, deliberate motion. The feeling of him filling me was incredible, and I couldn’t hold back the loud moan that escaped my lips.

Laura joined us, positioning herself above Chuck’s face. He didn’t hesitate, his tongue finding her folds as she lowered herself onto him. She let out a strangled cry, her hands clutching the headboard for support as he ate her out with expert precision.

I rode Chuck hard, my hips moving in time with his thrusts. Each movement sent waves of pleasure crashing through me, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. Laura’s cries grew louder, more frantic, and I knew she was close too.

When she came, it was with a scream, her body trembling as Chuck brought her over the edge. That was all it took to push me over as well. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my pussy clenching around Chuck’s cock as I cried out his name. He followed soon after, groaning as he filled me with his release.

For a moment, everything was quiet except for the sound of our ragged breathing. Then Nick let out a shout, his hips jerking as he came inside Cheyenne. Kayla looked on, pleasuring herself as she watched.

When it was all over, we collapsed onto the bed, our bodies tangled together. I could feel the weight of exhaustion settling over me, but there was also a sense of satisfaction. This was the kind of night that could change everything. As I lay there, catching my breath, I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

We got dressed and got ready to leave. This encounter had been exactly what we needed. It seemed like things were finally turning around.

As we walked out of the hotel, I looked at Kayla and smiled. “Thank you for finding those guys. They were amazing!” I exclaimed, my heart racing with excitement.

“Don’t worry about it,” Kayla replied, nonchalantly.

As Laura, Kayla, Cheyenne, and I got back into Kayla’s car, I felt lucky to have my girls. We were a real team, and together we would make it out of this difficult situation.

MEETING A MOB BOSS

MF / Gangster / Romantic / Kissing / Blow Job / Vibrator / PIV Sex / Anal

The night was thick with the hum of city life, neon lights reflecting off the wet pavement like a kaleidoscope. I stood on the corner, the hem of my red dress brushing against my thighs, the fabric silky and just tight enough to catch attention without looking desperate.

My heels clicked softly as I shifted my weight from one leg to the other, the cool breeze teasing the ends of my long dark hair. The air smelled faintly of rain and exhaust, but I didn’t mind—it was familiar, almost comforting in its chaos.

Laura had texted me earlier, her words flashing across my phone screen, “Be careful out there, Brandi.”

Things had been rough lately, and Laura was right to be worried. Ever since Danielle ran off with our money, things had spiraled. Starting over wasn’t easy, especially now that we were working the streets instead of running calls from a cushy apartment. But Laura and I? We were fighters. Resilient. And damn good at what we did.

I was about to light a cigarette to pass the time when a sleek black Mercedes Benz rolled up to the curb. The tinted window lowered with a smooth mechanical whir, revealing a man who looked like he’d stepped straight out of a magazine. His dark skin glowed under the streetlights, his short black hair meticulously styled, and his eyes… God, his eyes were sharp, calculating, yet they held a warmth that made my stomach flutter.

“You look like you could use a drink,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet dipped in whiskey.

I raised an eyebrow, folding my arms over my chest. “That depends. You offering?”

He chuckled, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “Name’s Donte. And yeah, I’m offering. Hop in.”

There was something about him, something magnetic. Dangerous, maybe. But dangerous in a way that made my heart race, not run. I hesitated for only a moment before sliding into the passenger seat, the leather cool against my legs. The car smelled like expensive cologne and power, and I couldn’t help but feel a little thrill as it pulled away from the curb.

We didn’t talk much during the drive, but the silence wasn’t uncomfortable. Instead, it felt charged, like the calm before a storm. Donte kept glancing at me, his lips curved in a subtle smirk, as if he knew exactly what I was thinking. Within minutes, we arrived at a hotel so luxurious it might as well have been a palace. Gold accents gleamed in the lobby, and the elevator ride to his suite was so smooth I barely felt it move.

The room itself was breathtaking—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the city skyline, a king-sized bed draped in pristine white linens, and a champagne bottle chilling in a silver bucket. Donte gestured toward the sofa, his movements effortless, confident.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he said, pouring two glasses of champagne. He handed one to me, our fingers brushing briefly, and something electric passed between us.

I took a sip, the bubbles tickling my nose, and let myself relax into the plush cushions. For the first time in weeks, I felt like I could breathe. Like maybe, just maybe, things were about to turn around.

“So,” Donte began, leaning back in his chair, his glass dangling lazily from his fingers. “Tell me about you. What’s a woman like you doing out there all alone?”

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. But there was something about the way he looked at me, like he genuinely wanted to know, that made the truth spill out before I could stop it.

“My best friend and I started an escort service,” I admitted, swirling the champagne in my glass. “But we hit a rough patch. Someone we trusted stole from us. Business is bad, and now…” I trailed off, shrugging. “Now we’re working the streets.”

Donte nodded slowly, his expression unreadable. “Trust is hard to come by in this business. People always want something more than what you’re willing to give.”

His words struck a chord, and I found myself leaning forward, drawn to him in a way I hadn’t expected. “You get it,” I said softly. “This life… it’s not easy.”

He set his glass down on the table, his gaze never leaving mine. “I know exactly what it’s like. Maybe better than most.”

Before I could respond, he leaned in, closing the distance between us. His lips brushed against mine, tentative at first, then deeper, hungrier. I kissed him back, my hands moving instinctively to unbutton his pants. He moaned softly as I wrapped my fingers around his cock, already hard and throbbing. I stroked him slowly, savoring the feel of him, the way his breath hitched when I tightened my grip.

When I lowered my head and took him into my mouth, he groaned louder, his hand tangling in my hair. God, he tastes good, I thought, my tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper.

Donte’s hips bucked slightly, and I could tell he was close, his muscles tensing beneath my touch. “Brandi…” he breathed, his voice strained.

I felt him pulse in my mouth as he came, his release warm and salty on my tongue. But this was just the beginning.

Donte reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out a Hitachi vibrator, handing it to me with a devilish grin. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice husky with desire.

I didn’t hesitate, parting my legs and positioning the vibrator against my clit. The sensation was immediate, intense, and I moaned loudly as I worked myself into a frenzy. Donte watched intently, stroking himself as I writhed on the bed, my orgasm building with every second.

Finally, he climbed on top of me, his cock sliding effortlessly inside me. He fucked me hard, his thrusts deep and purposeful, each one sending waves of pleasure through my body. It felt so good. I was close to cumming when he pulled out.

He flipped me over. I gasped as he lubed up and pressed himself against my asshole, pushing in slowly until he was fully sheathed. I felt his huge cock stretching my asshole, a mix of pain and pleasure.

“Fuck, Brandi…” he growled, his pace quickening.

Donte’s strokes made my eyes roll back with pleasure. I moaned, clutching the sheets as he pounded into me, our bodies moving in perfect sync. When we came together, it was explosive, his cum filling me as I cried out in ecstasy.

Afterward, as we lay tangled in the sheets, Donte reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a wad of cash—twenty grand, crisp and clean. “Take it,” he said, his tone gentle but firm. “And call me. I want to see you again.”

I stared at the money, then at him, my heart racing. This man… he was different. Powerful, yes. Dangerous, absolutely. But there was something else, something real. And for the first time in a long time, I felt like maybe, just maybe, I’d found someone who could change everything.

DONTE’S DESIRES

MF / BDSM / Whipping / Blow Job / Fingering / PIV Sex / Spitting / Anal

Laura raised an eyebrow at me over her mimosa, the midday sun catching the gold flecks in her hazel eyes. “So, how was that guy last night? You’ve been holding out on me, Brandi.” She leaned forward, her dark hair brushing against the table as she grinned. “I want all the details.”

I smirked, swirling my straw in my iced tea. The memory of Donte’s hands on me sent a shiver down my spine. “Well, his name’s Donte. He’s tall, dark, and dangerous. Just my type,” I teased, though my cheeks flushed slightly. I hadn’t told her everything yet—about the way he’d looked at me like I was something to be devoured.

“Dangerous?” Laura’s voice dropped, her playful smile tightening into concern. “You know how I feel about those kinds of guys. Sam was dangerous too, remember?”

I waved her off, shaking my head. “Donte’s different. He’s… controlled. Like, he knows exactly what he wants, and he doesn’t hide it. It’s refreshing.” I paused, biting my lip. “And, honestly, he might be able to help us. He’s connected, Laura. Cops don’t mess with him.”

She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms. “And what does he get out of it? Men like that don’t do favors for free.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the table. Donte’s name lit up the screen, followed by three ominous dots: … My heart skipped a beat as I swiped to answer.

“Brandi.” His voice was low, commanding, and it sent a ripple of heat through me. “I need to see you. Now.”

“Now?” I glanced at Laura, who was watching me intently. “I’m kind of in the middle of—”

“Downtown Hotel. Room 812. Don’t keep me waiting.” The line went dead before I could protest.

Laura frowned. “What did he want?”

I stood, grabbing my bag. “He needs me downtown. I have to go.”

“Brandi—” Her voice cut through the chatter of the café. “Be careful, okay? This guy sounds… intense.”

I flashed her a reassuring smile. “I’ll be fine. Trust me.”

—

The elevator ride to the eighth floor felt endless. My reflection stared back at me from the mirrored walls—tan skin glowing under the harsh fluorescent lights, dark hair cascading over my shoulders. I adjusted my dress, smoothing the fabric over my hips. Why am I nervous? I asked myself. But deep down, I knew. Donte wasn’t just another client. He was something else entirely.

When the doors slid open, I stepped out onto the plush carpet, my heels sinking into the fibers as I made my way to room 812. I knocked twice, the sound echoing down the empty hallway.

The door opened almost instantly. Donte stood there, shirtless, his muscular frame casting a shadow over me. His dark skin glistened under the soft light, and his black hair was cropped close to his scalp, revealing sharp cheekbones and a jawline that could cut glass. He smirked, stepping aside to let me in.

“Took you long enough,” he said, his voice dripping with amusement.

I walked past him, my breath catching as I took in the room. The suite was luxurious, but my attention was immediately drawn to the array of BDSM equipment scattered across the space—a leather-bound bed, restraints dangling from the ceiling, a chest overflowing with toys. My pulse quickened.

“Uh… what’s all this?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Donte closed the door behind me, locking it with a click that echoed in the silence. “Insurance,” he said simply, crossing the room to stand in front of me. “I’m not just offering protection, Brandi. I’m offering power. Control. Everything you’ve been missing since Sam screwed you over.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. “And what do you get out of it?”

His gaze darkened, and he stepped closer, crowding my space until I could feel the heat radiating off him. “You,” he said, his voice a low growl. “I want you, Brandi. All of you. Your loyalty. Your obedience. And your submission.”

My stomach twisted, but not from fear. Anticipation. Excitement. Something about the way he looked at me—like I was his already—made my knees weak. “And if I say no?”

He smiled, slow and dangerous. “Then walk away now. But we both know you won’t.”

I hesitated, memories of Sam flashing through my mind. The way he’d used me, taken advantage of my trust. But Donte… he was different. I could feel it. He wasn’t asking for blind obedience; he was offering a partnership. A dangerous one, sure, but one where I had something to gain.

“You really think you can handle me?” I challenged, raising an eyebrow.

Donte chuckled, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “Oh, sweetheart. I know I can.”

Before I could respond, his hand slid around my waist, pulling me against him. His lips crashed into mine, hot and demanding, and I melted into him, my body betraying any lingering doubts. When he pulled away, his eyes locked on mine.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the zipper on my dress, my heart pounding in my chest. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me exposed in nothing but my lace panties. Donte’s gaze raked over me, and I felt a surge of power—not from him, but from me. This was what I wanted. What I’d been craving.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping back to retrieve a whip from the chest. The leather strap glinted in the dim light, and my breath hitched. “Bend over the bed.”

I obeyed without hesitation, bracing myself against the cool leather. The first strike came swiftly, the crack of the whip echoing through the room as pain bloomed across my skin. I gasped, arching my back, but the sting quickly faded into pleasure, setting my nerves on fire.

“Again,” he ordered, and I nodded eagerly, craving more.

The next strike landed lower, and I moaned, gripping the edge of the bed tightly. Donte chuckled, his hand caressing the sensitive flesh he’d just marked. “You take pain so well, Brandi. I knew you were perfect for this.”

I turned my head to look at him, my vision swimming with desire. “What else do you want from me?”

He smirked, dropping the whip and stepping closer. “Everything.”

With a sharp tug, he yanked me upright, guiding me to my knees in front of him. His fingers threaded through my hair, tilting my head back as he unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and I licked my lips instinctively.

“Open wide,” he growled, pushing himself into my mouth.

I took him eagerly, my tongue working along his length as he thrust deeper, forcing me to accommodate him. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as he fucked my face, his grip on my hair tight and unyielding. The taste of him filled my senses, and I moaned around him, the vibrations earning a groan from his throat.

“Such a good little slut,” he praised, pulling back to catch his breath. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

He hauled me to my feet, pushing me onto the bed and spreading my legs wide. His fingers dipped between my thighs, teasing my entrance before slipping inside. I cried out, arching against his touch as he worked me open, adding another finger, then another.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

He pulled away, his fingers slipping out of me with a wet sound that made my cheeks flush. My body trembled, desperate for release, but Donte wasn’t done playing with me yet. He grabbed my hips, flipping me onto my stomach and tugging me toward the edge of the bed. My breath hitched as I felt his hardness press against my thigh, hot and demanding.

“You’re not getting off that easy,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “I own you now, Brandi. Every inch of you.”

I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets as I felt his cock nudge against my entrance. He didn’t wait, didn’t tease—just thrust into me hard and deep, filling me in one brutal stroke. I cried out, the sensation overwhelming as he buried himself to the hilt. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he began to move, driving into me with a rhythm that left no room for resistance.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained. “Take it, slut. Take every fucking inch.”

And I did. I had no choice but to take it, to let him use me however he wanted. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with my gasps and his grunts. He leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back as he angled himself deeper, hitting a spot that made stars burst behind my eyes.

“You like that?” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “You like being my little fuck toy?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t think. All I could do was moan, my body arching instinctively as he pounded into me. He chuckled darkly, clearly enjoying my helplessness, and reached up to grab a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back sharply.

“Answer me,” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Y-yes,” I gasped, the word tearing from my throat. “I… I love it.”

He growled in approval, releasing my hair and spitting into his hand before smearing it across my lips. “Open.”

I obeyed without hesitation, parting my lips as he pressed his thumb against them, forcing me to taste his saliva. It was crude, degrading, and yet something about it sent a thrill through me. I swallowed obediently, my eyes fluttering shut as he continued to fuck me mercilessly.

Suddenly, he pulled out, leaving me empty and aching. Before I could protest, he flipped me onto my back, spreading my legs wide and settling between them. His dark eyes bore into mine, intense and unreadable, as he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand. I watched, my heart pounding, as he slicked his cock generously, his movements deliberate.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for just a moment, the memory of past pain flickering in my mind, but something about the way he looked at me—the way he owned me—made me comply. I rolled onto my stomach again, burying my face in the pillows as I felt him position himself at my asshole.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice softening ever so slightly. “I’ll make it good for you.”

I took a shaky breath, trying to ease the tension in my body as he pressed against me. The first push was slow, almost gentle, as he worked himself inside, stretching me in ways I hadn’t been stretched before. Pain and pleasure collided, making me gasp and squirm beneath him.

“Don’t fight it,” he warned, his hands gripping my hips firmly. “Just let it happen.”

I nodded frantically, biting my lip to stifle a cry as he sank deeper, filling my ass completely. Once he was fully inside, he stilled, giving me a moment to adjust. The stretch was intense, overwhelming, but there was something strangely satisfying about it too. Something possessive and raw.

Then he started to move.

Slow at first, each thrust deliberate and measured, but quickly building in intensity. I clutched the sheets, my knuckles white as he drove into me, his cock pushing me closer and closer to the edge. The pain faded, replaced by a dizzying rush of pleasure that threatened to consume me entirely.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my voice breaking as he hit that spot again, sending shockwaves through my body. “D-Donte… please…”

“Please what?” he taunted, his voice thick with desire. “Tell me what you want.”

“I… I need to cum,” I begged, my words coming out in a desperate whimper. “Let me cum, please!”

He smirked, clearly enjoying my desperation, but didn’t stop. If anything, he sped up, his thrusts becoming harder, more punishing, until I was teetering on the brink of orgasm. And then… he stopped.

“No,” he said simply, pulling out completely and leaving me trembling and unsatisfied. “Not yet.”

I groaned in frustration, my body aching and throbbing with need.

Donte grabbed my hips, driving his cock deeper into my ass. “I’ll tell you when to cum,” he laughed.

His fingers found my clit, massaging me ass he fucked my ass. The pleasure built, and I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore.

Donte picked up the pace. “Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh and demanding. “I want to feel you squeeze my cock when you cum.”

And just like that, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave of intense pleasure rolling through my body as I clenched around him, milking his cock with every spasm. He let out a guttural groan, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release.

“That’s it,” he growled, his grip on my hips tightening. “Take it all, Brandi. Every fucking drop.”

With a final, powerful thrust, he came inside me, his seed filling me as he held me close, his body shuddering with the force of his climax. We stayed like that for a moment, both of us panting and spent, before he finally pulled out and collapsed beside me.

I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, my mind racing even as my body felt satisfied. What had I gotten myself into? Donte was unlike anyone I’d ever met—dangerous, unpredictable, and utterly intoxicating. But as much as I wanted to trust him, to believe that this would be different, a small part of me couldn’t shake the fear that history would repeat itself.

Still, when he reached over, brushing a strand of hair from my face, I found myself leaning into his touch.

“You did good,” he said quietly, his voice softer than I’d ever heard it. “But we’re just getting started.”

Donte grabbed his briefcase. He unzipped it, pulling out a velvet box. Inside was a large silver locket, which he placed around my neck. It wasn’t just a gift, it was a symbol of his dominance and my submission.

After a quick shower, I got dressed, my heart racing. What had I gotten myself into? After everything I’d been through, it was so hard to trust. But somehow, I felt safe with Donte.

THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

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

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

LESBIAN DOUBLE DILDO SHOW

MFF / Group Sex / Lesbian / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Double Dildo / Blow Job

The phone buzzed on the marble countertop of my penthouse kitchen, slicing through the quiet hum of the city outside. I glanced at the screen—Laura’s name flashed bright against the dark background. My lips curled into a smirk before I even picked up.

“Brandi,” her voice was low, smoky, and carried that edge of excitement she always got when a big client was involved. “We’ve got a hit. Two thousand each. You in?”

I leaned back against the counter, my long dark hair spilling over my shoulder as I twirled a strand between my fingers. “Who’s the lick?” I asked, though I already knew the answer would be good. Laura didn’t call unless it was worth my time.

“Tim,” she said, drawing out the name like it was some kind of secret code. “He’s rich, he’s handsome, and he wants a show. He said he wants to watch us.”

I laughed softly, my hazel eyes catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. “Sounds great. Pick me up in an hour.”

An hour later, Laura’s shiny sports car pulled up to the curb. She stepped out, all legs and confidence, her blonde hair gleaming under the streetlights. We exchanged a quick hug, the kind that said we’re in this together, before sliding into the car. The drive was short, but the conversation was electric—laced with anticipation and the faint promise of something wild.

Tim’s house was exactly what I expected: sprawling, modern, and meticulously maintained. The lawn looked like it had been trimmed with a pair of scissors, and the front door gleamed as if it had never seen a fingerprint. Laura rang the bell, and within seconds, Tim answered. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a smile that could melt ice. His eyes raked over us, and I felt that familiar thrill of being appraised.

“Ladies,” he greeted, stepping aside to let us in. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

I shot him a coy smile, letting my hips sway slightly as I walked past him. The interior of his house was just as impressive as the exterior—open concept, high ceilings, and enough glass to make you feel like you were living in a fishbowl. But none of that mattered once we reached the bedroom.

Tim closed the door behind us, sealing us in a space that felt both intimate and charged with expectation. He handed us each an envelope thick with cash, and I didn’t need to open it to know it was good. When you’ve been in this business as long as I have, you learn to trust your gut. And my gut was telling me this night was going to be unforgettable.

“I like to watch,” Tim said, his voice dropping an octave as he settled into a chair by the bed. His gaze was predatory, hungry, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “Give me a show.”

Laura and I exchanged a glance, our silent communication saying everything we needed to say. Without hesitation, we began to undress, our movements slow, deliberate, designed to tease. My tan skin glowed under the soft light of the room, and I caught Tim’s eyes lingering on the curve of my waist, the dip of my hips. Laura, meanwhile, was a vision in contrast—her pale skin almost luminous against the dark sheets of the bed.

She moved first, closing the distance between us until our bodies were pressed together, warm and alive. Her lips found mine, soft at first, then deepening with a hunger that mirrored my own. My hands slid up her sides, feeling the heat of her skin beneath my fingertips. I could hear Tim shifting in his seat, his breathing growing heavier, but I didn’t look. Not yet.

Laura broke the kiss, her mouth trailing down my neck, across my collarbone, until she reached my breasts. Her tongue flicked over one nipple, and I gasped, my back arching instinctively. God, she was good. My fingers tangled in her hair, urging her closer, and she obliged, taking me into her mouth with a skill that made my knees weak.

It was then that I finally looked at Tim. He was watching us intently, his hand gripping himself through his pants. The sight of him stroking himself while staring at us sent a jolt of heat straight to my pussy. I moaned, loud enough for him to hear, and his eyes darkened with desire.

Laura wasn’t finished. She pushed me gently onto the bed, spreading my legs before settling between them. Her tongue teased me at first, tracing lazy circles around my clit before diving in with a ferocity that left me gasping. My hips bucked against her face, and I could feel the tension building, coiling tighter and tighter with every stroke of her tongue.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper.

My eyes fluttered shut, but not before I saw Tim stand, his belt undone, his cock springing free. He stroked himself in time with Laura’s movements, and the sound of his low groan sent another wave of pleasure crashing through me.

We switched positions next, moving into a sixty-nine that had us both trembling within minutes. Laura’s pussy tasted sweet, addictive, and I couldn’t get enough. Our moans mingled, rising in pitch until we both came, shuddering and panting against each other. The air was thick with the scent of sex, and I could feel Tim’s eyes on us, burning with need.

When we finally separated, Tim stepped forward, holding something in his hand. It was a double-ended dildo, sleek and intimidating, and I felt a fresh surge of arousal at the sight of it. He handed it to Laura, who took it with a wicked grin.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice husky with promise.

“Always,” I replied, positioning myself on all fours.

Laura bent over in front of me, sliding one end of the dildo into herself with ease. I followed suit, guiding the other end into my own slick entrance. The sensation was incredible—stretching, filling, so intense it almost hurt. Almost. As Laura began to move, pushing the dildo deeper, I matched her rhythm, our asses brushing together with every thrust.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, my voice breaking as the dildo hit a spot inside me that made my vision blur.

Laura echoed my cry, her body shaking with the force of her pleasure. We moved faster, harder, our cries becoming louder, more desperate. I could feel the heat building again, hotter than before, threatening to consume me entirely.

Tim stood over us, his hand moving furiously over his cock. “You’re fucking perfect,” he growled, his voice rough with lust.

He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, and I barely had time to register what was happening before his cock was in my mouth. I sucked him greedily, my tongue swirling around the head as he groaned above me.

Laura and I came together, our bodies convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over us. The dildo slipped out as we collapsed onto the bed, our juices mixing on the sheets. Tim wasn’t far behind; with a strangled cry, he emptied himself into my mouth, his cum hot and bitter on my tongue.

Good girl, his eyes seemed to say as he pulled away, but I didn’t need the validation. The night had been perfect, exactly what I needed.

As Laura and I dressed, I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, my designer purse hanging from my arm. I opened it, checking the cash again—just to be sure. It was all there, crisp and clean, a tangible reminder of how far we’d come.

We were no longer working the streets. We were climbing our way back to the top, one trick at a time.

CONFRONTING DANIELLE

MFFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Blow Job

“You think you can just steal from us, Danielle? Really?” Laura’s voice was low, dangerous, as she tightened her arm around Danielle’s neck.

I stood a few feet away, my heart pounding, watching the scene unfold. The cheap motel room smelled of stale cigarettes and desperation, but right now, all I could focus on was the rage in Laura’s eyes—and the way Danielle smirked, even as she struggled against Laura’s hold.

“Let me go, you crazy bitch,” Danielle spat, her voice strained but still dripping with defiance. Her blond hair was mussed, her lipstick smeared, but she didn’t look scared. No, she looked like she was enjoying this. Like she had already won.

“Give us our money back,” I hissed, stepping closer. My hands were balled into fists, nails digging into my palms. “Or you’re not walking out of here.”

Danielle laughed—actually laughed—as if this was some kind of joke. “You two are pathetic. You really think you can take me on? You think you’re better than Sam? Please. You’re just a couple of washed-up whores playing pretend.”

Her words stung. Mostly because they hit a little too close to home. Laura and I had worked hard to build something for ourselves after we left Sam. We were done being under his thumb, done letting him call the shots. But Danielle… she had been part of our team. And now, here she was, working for him, flaunting it in our faces like she was untouchable.

I opened my mouth to fire back, but before I could say anything, the door burst open.

The air shifted instantly. It wasn’t just the sound of the door slamming against the wall or the sudden rush of cool air from the hallway. It was the energy—dark, commanding, impossible to ignore. And then he stepped inside.

Sam.

He filled the room in a way that no one else could. Tall, broad-shouldered, with that same sharp jawline and piercing blue eyes that had once made my knees weak. He wore a tailored suit that hugged his muscular frame, and his presence alone was enough to make my stomach churn. Not with fear—though there was plenty of that—but with something else. Something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

“Well, well,” he drawled, his voice smooth and deep, like velvet wrapped around steel. “Looks like I walked in on quite the little reunion.”

Laura froze, her grip loosening just enough for Danielle to slip free. Danielle coughed, rubbing her neck as she stumbled toward Sam, a smug grin plastered across her face again.

“Took you long enough,” she said, flipping her hair over her shoulder. “These two were about to ruin my night.”

Sam chuckled, a low, dangerous sound that sent shivers down my spine. He glanced at Laura first, then me, his gaze lingering a little too long. My cheeks burned under his scrutiny, and I hated how small I suddenly felt. How exposed.

“Brandi,” he said, my name rolling off his tongue like a caress. “Long time no see. Still as feisty as ever, I see.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his eyes. “What do you want, Sam?”

He tilted his head, his expression unreadable. “Oh, I think the better question is… what do you want? Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you’re in way over your head.”

Laura stepped forward, her chin jutting out defiantly. “We’re not afraid of you, Sam. Not anymore.”

His lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “That’s cute. But let’s be honest, Laura. You wouldn’t have lasted a day without me. Neither of you would have.”

My chest tightened, his words hitting a nerve I didn’t want to admit was still raw. He wasn’t wrong. Sam had been the one to teach us the ropes—literally and figuratively. He’d shown us how to survive in a world that chewed people like us up and spit them out. But he’d also used us, controlled us, made us feel like we were nothing without him. And when we finally broke free, we swore we’d never go back.

But here we were.

“Cut the crap, Sam,” I snapped, trying to mask the tremor in my voice. “What do you want?”

He stepped closer, his movements slow and deliberate, like a predator circling its prey. “What do I want?” he repeated, his tone almost playful. “How about a little game?”

Laura and I exchanged a glance. We desperately needed to buy some time. This might be our chance to finally turn the tables on Sam and Danielle.

“What kind of game?” Laura asked, her voice tight.

Sam smiled, and I knew we were already in trouble. “Simple,” he said. “You play by my rules, and maybe—just maybe—I’ll let you walk out of here. Otherwise…” He shrugged, leaving the threat hanging in the air.

I wanted to argue, to tell him to go to hell. But the truth was, we didn’t have a choice. Not with the way he was looking at us, like he already owned us. Like he always had.

“Fine,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “What do you want us to do?”

His smile widened, and I felt a knot of dread tighten in my stomach. “Strip,” he commanded.

The word hung in the air like a storm cloud, heavy and unavoidable. Strip. My heart pounded, and I glanced at Laura. Her jaw was clenched, her eyes darting between Sam, Danielle, and me. I knew she was trying to come up with a plan.

Danielle leaned against the wall, her arms crossed, that smug smirk plastered on her face. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Don’t keep him waiting.”

My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of my shirt. The room felt too small, too hot, the walls closing in around us. I pulled the fabric over my head, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air hit my skin, raising goosebumps across my torso. I hesitated, my fingers hovering over the button of my jeans.

Laura was slower, more deliberate, her movements stiff and unyielding. She undid her belt, the metallic clink echoing in the room, and slid her pants down her legs. Her eyes never left Sam’s, defiance burning in them even as she exposed herself to him.

Sam watched us with a predatory gleam, his gaze crawling over our bodies like he was memorizing every inch. He didn’t say anything, letting the silence thicken until it felt suffocating. His hand moved to his belt, unbuckling it with slow, deliberate motions. My stomach twisted as he pulled his cock out, already hard, stroking himself lazily while he waited for us to finish.

When we were both naked, he finally spoke. “Laura,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Get on your knees. Eat her.”

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. Laura’s eyes widened, her lips parting in protest, but Sam cut her off before she could speak. “You wanted to play this game,” he said, stepping closer to her. “Now you’re going to play by my rules.”

Laura dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands gripped my thighs, steadying herself as she leaned in. I could feel her breath, warm and shaky, against my skin as she hesitated.

“Do it,” Sam growled, and Laura flinched. She pressed her mouth to me, her tongue flicking against my clit in tentative strokes.

The sensation sent a jolt through me, a mix of pleasure and shame that made my head spin. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but it escaped anyway, soft and breathless.

Sam smiled, clearly enjoying the show. He stepped closer, his free hand reaching into the briefcase he’d brought with him. When he pulled out a large dildo, my stomach dropped. He handed it to Danielle, who took it with a wicked grin.

Danielle approached, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. She knelt behind me, her hands gripping my hips, and I tensed as I felt the cold silicone press against my entrance. I gasped, my body instinctively trying to pull away, but Laura’s mouth kept me anchored, her tongue working faster now.

Danielle pushed the toy inside me, and I cried out, the stretch overwhelming. It was thick, almost too much, but she didn’t give me time to adjust. She started thrusting it into me, each movement sending shocks of pleasure rippling through me. Laura’s tongue circled my clit, her rhythm matching Danielle’s, and I couldn’t help but arch into them, my hands gripping the edge of the bed for support.

Sam stood in front of me, stroking himself slowly, his eyes locked on mine. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice dark and possessive. “You always did know how to put on a good show.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him to go to hell, but the words died in my throat as another wave of pleasure crashed over me. My legs shook, my breath coming in shallow gasps, and I could feel myself unraveling, losing control.

“That’s it,” Sam whispered, his hand moving faster. “Let go. Show me how much you love being owned.”

His words should have filled me with rage, but instead, they only heightened the fire building inside me. I came with a strangled cry, my body convulsing as Laura and Danielle kept pushing me higher, driving me further into ecstasy.

Sam stepped forward, his grip tightening on my hair as he pulled my head back. “Open,” he commanded, and I obeyed without thinking, my mouth falling open.

He shoved his cock between my lips, his thrusts rough and unrelenting. I gagged, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but he didn’t care. He used me, fucking my mouth with the same dominance he’d shown from the moment he walked into the room.

When he came, it was sudden and violent, his release filling my mouth with his bitter taste. I swallowed reflexively, unable to do anything else, and he pulled out with a satisfied groan.

Behind me, Danielle withdrew the dildo, leaving me feeling empty and exposed. Laura sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her expression a mix of embarrassment and something else—something darker, more complicated.

Sam tucked himself back into his pants, smoothing a hand over his shirt like nothing had happened. “Good girls,” he said, his tone almost affectionate. Then he grabbed Danielle’s arm, pulling her toward the door. “We’ll be seeing you.”

They were gone before I could respond, the door slamming shut behind them. The room fell silent, the only sound the ragged gasps of our breaths.

Laura stood slowly, her movements stiff, and began gathering her clothes. I followed suit, my hands shaking as I dressed. We’d missed our opportunity to get revenge on Danielle. I felt so defeated, but also strangely turned on.

Finally, Laura broke the silence. “What now?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

I stared at the closed door, my mind racing. Sam thought he’d won, thought he’d humiliated us into submission. But all I felt was a growing determination, a fierce need to prove him wrong.

“Now,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected, “we make him regret ever crossing us.”

DONTE’S ASSISTANCE

MFF / BDSM / Threesome / Kissing / Spanking / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo

I stood on the corner of the street, the cool evening breeze brushing against my naked thighs as I waited for my next client. With my long, dark hair cascading down my back and my hazel eyes scanning the street, I felt nervous, unsure of who was watching me.

My best friend, Laura, and I had escaped Sam’s grasp, starting our own escort service. We were off to a great start, making tons of money. And then, Danielle, a trusted member of our team, robbed us, leaving us broke and desperate. We’d been climbing our way back to the top, when we found out that Danielle was now working for Sam. After a dangerous confrontation with Sam and Danielle, we knew we needed help. And I knew just who to call.

His name was Donte, a handsome gangster with a charming smile and a dangerous reputation. Donte had picked me up from this very corner one night, offering me a ride in his sleek, black car. He was a man of few words, but his intense gaze and confident demeanor had left a lasting impression. Our steamy encounter led to an unexpected attraction. I felt an instant connection, a spark of desire amidst the danger he exuded.

As I reminisced about Donte, my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a car pulling up beside me. It was him. Donte stepped out, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark skin glistened under the streetlight, and his deep brown eyes held a mixture of desire and authority.

"Brandi, I've been looking for you," he said, his voice like velvet, sending shivers down my spine. “I haven’t heard much from you lately. Why haven’t you called me?”

“Things are bad,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “Danielle started working for Sam. Me and Laura tried to confront her, get our money back. And well… things didn’t go as planned.”

“Oh, Brandi, you should have called me right away,” Donte sighed, his eyes full of concern. “I can help, but I want something in return.”

I knew this was a risky move, but desperation clouded my judgment. "What do you want, Donte?" I asked, my voice steady despite my racing heart.

"Your submission," he replied, his eyes flickering with a mischievous glint. "And your friend's. Bring her to my place, and we'll discuss the details."

I took a deep breath, knowing this could be our only chance to get back on our feet. "Okay, Donte. I'll bring Laura with me."

Donte's lips curved into a satisfied smile. "Good. I'll be waiting."

As Laura and I arrived at Donte's mansion, we were both nervous and excited. The place was breathtaking, a sprawling estate with lush gardens and a grand entrance. Donte greeted us at the door, his presence commanding and alluring at the same time.

"Welcome, ladies," he said, his eyes lingering on our bodies, barely covered by our skimpy dresses. "Come inside, and we'll discuss our arrangement."

We followed him into a spacious bedroom, our high heels clicking against the marble floor. The room was dimly lit, with a large bed in the center and various BDSM equipment hanging on the walls. My heart raced as I realized what we had gotten ourselves into.

"Take off your clothes," Donte instructed, his voice firm yet sensual. "I want to see your beautiful bodies."

Without hesitation, Laura and I stripped, letting our dresses fall to the floor. We stood naked, our breasts heaving with anticipation. Donte's eyes roamed over us, taking in every curve and detail.

"You're both stunning," he whispered, stepping closer. "Now, kiss each other. Show me how much you want my help."

I turned to Laura, our eyes locking in understanding. We leaned in, our lips meeting in a passionate embrace. Her lips were soft and warm, and I could taste the sweetness of her desire. Our tongues danced, exploring each other as Donte watched, his eyes burning with intensity.

As our kiss deepened, Donte moved behind us, his strong hands gripping our hips. He bent us both over the bed, our naked bodies pressed against the silk sheets. I could feel Laura's breath on my neck, her soft moans mingling with mine.

"Such beautiful asses," Donte murmured, running his hands over our cheeks. "You both deserve a good spanking."

Before I could react, I felt the sting of his palm on my skin. The sharp smack echoed in the room, followed by a rush of pleasure and pain. Donte spanked me again, his hand leaving a warm imprint on my ass. I bit my lip, suppressing a moan, as I felt Laura's body tremble beside me.

"That's it, girls. Take it like the good little sluts you are," Donte growled, his voice thick with desire.

He alternated between us, delivering firm spanks that left our asses glowing red. The pain was exquisite, a sharp contrast to the pleasure building within us. I could feel my pussy throbbing, aching for release.

Just as I thought I couldn't take any more, Donte stopped, leaving us panting and desperate. He reached for a drawer and pulled out a vibrator, its sleek, pink surface glistening in the dim light.

"Now, let's see how much you can take," he said, his voice laced with amusement.

Donte positioned me on the bed, my legs spread wide, my pussy exposed and glistening with anticipation. He teased my clit with the vibrator, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, my hands gripping the sheets as I begged for more.

"Please, Donte, make me cum," I pleaded, my voice hoarse with desire.

Just as I was on the brink of orgasm, he pulled the vibrator away, denying me the release I craved. I whimpered, my body trembling with need.

"Not yet, Brandi," he said, his voice full of authority. "First, I want to take care of your friend."

Donte moved to Laura, who was watching us with wide eyes, her body glistening with sweat. He positioned the vibrator against her clit, and she let out a sharp gasp as the vibrations coursed through her. Her back arched, and her hands clutched at the sheets, mirroring my earlier desperation.

"Oh, yes, Donte," Laura moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "Please, don't stop."

But Donte did stop, just as I had experienced moments ago. He denied Laura the release she was begging for, leaving her panting and frustrated.

"You girls are so responsive," he said, a satisfied smile on his face. "Now, it's time for something bigger."

With that, he reached for a drawer and pulled out two massive dildos, much thicker than the vibrator. He held one in each hand, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Get on your knees, girls," he commanded. "It's time to show me how well you can take it."

I positioned myself on all fours, my ass in the air, ready to receive him. Donte coated the dildo with lube, his eyes never leaving my body. He teased my entrance, circling the tip around my hole, making me squirm with anticipation.

"Please, Donte," I begged, my voice breathless. "Fuck me. I need it."

With a swift thrust, he plunged the dildo inside me, filling me to the brim. I cried out, my body trembling as the thick toy stretched me in ways I'd never experienced before. Donte gripped my hips, holding me steady as he began to fuck me with long, deep strokes.

"That's it, Brandi," he grunted, his breath hot on my neck. "Take it all, you little slut."

I could feel my orgasm building, my pussy clenching around the dildo with each thrust. I looked over at Laura, who was taking the other dildo with equal enthusiasm. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open in a silent scream as she rode the waves of pleasure.

"Cum for me, girls," Donte urged, his voice hoarse with desire. "Let me see you lose control."

I couldn't hold back any longer. The combination of the dildo pounding my pussy and the sight of Laura's ecstasy pushed me over the edge. I came with a scream, my body shaking as my juices gushed onto the bed.

I opened my eyes to see Laura climaxing beside me, her body convulsing as she surrendered to her orgasm. Donte watched us, his eyes filled with satisfaction and desire.

After our intense session, Laura and I showered, washing away the sweat and remnants of our encounter. We dressed in silence, both of us processing the events that had just unfolded.

"He's something else, isn't he?" Laura said, breaking the silence as we drove back to the city in Donte's luxurious car.

"He is," I agreed, my mind replaying the sensations of his touch, the sting of his spanks, and the pleasure he'd given us. "But we have to be careful, Laura. We've trusted the wrong people before."

She nodded, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. "I know. But I think Donte is different. He has the power to help us, and I think he genuinely cares."

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. "I think you're right. He's a dangerous man, but there's something about him that makes me feel safe. And I can't deny the chemistry between us."

As we pulled up to our apartment building, Laura turned to me, her eyes full of determination. "We'll take it one step at a time, Brandi. We'll get our money back and rebuild our business. And who knows, maybe Donte will be a part of our future."

I smiled, feeling a surge of excitement and anticipation. “Maybe he will.”

The possibilities were endless, and as we stepped out of the car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope and excitement for what the future held. Donte had opened a door to a world of pleasure and submission, and I was eager to see where it would lead us.

A VICTORY CELEBRATION

FF / Lesbian / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Nipple Play / Rimming

I couldn't believe it when I heard the news. Sam and that bitch Danielle, finally behind bars, where they belonged. It was a sweet victory, and I intended to savor every moment of it. Donte, the mysterious mafia boss who had become our unlikely ally, had made it happen. He had connections everywhere, including the police force, and he'd used his influence to teach those two scumbags a lesson.

As the sun set on that eventful day, I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my penthouse apartment, admiring my reflection. My long, dark hair cascaded down my back, accentuating my tanned skin and hazel eyes. I felt a sense of empowerment as I slipped into a little black dress, hugging my curves in all the right places. Tonight was about celebration, about reclaiming our freedom from the shackles of our past.

My best friend, Laura, joined me, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, contrasting beautifully with her bright blue eyes. She was a vision, dressed in a sleek red gown that clung to her body, showcasing her stunning figure. We shared a bottle of champagne, toasting to our success and the downfall of our enemies.

"To us, and to the end of Sam and Danielle's reign of terror," I said, raising my glass.

Laura's eyes sparkled with mischief as she clinked her glass against mine. "May they rot in jail, and may our business thrive without their interference."

We finished our champagne and decided to head out, eager to celebrate in style. Stepping into the cool night air, we hailed an Uber, giggling like schoolgirls as we climbed into the back seat. The driver, oblivious to our profession, chatted happily as he drove us to an exclusive bar in the heart of the city.

The bar was buzzing with energy, filled with well-dressed patrons enjoying their evening. We made our way to a cozy corner table, ordering another bottle of champagne to keep the celebration going. As we sipped our drinks, we couldn't help but notice the admiring glances we received from both men and women. Laura and I had always turned heads, but tonight, we felt invincible.

"Do you think they'll leave us alone now?" Laura asked, her voice laced with concern. "I mean, they'll be out soon, won't they?"

I reached across the table, taking her hand in mine. "Donte said they'd be released eventually, but they’ll think twice before messing with us again. We hit them where it hurts, Laura."

Her eyes softened, and she smiled, her worries momentarily fading away. "You're right. And tonight, we deserve to enjoy ourselves. No more thinking about them."

We finished our drinks and moved on to a nearby restaurant, indulging in a decadent dinner. The atmosphere was intimate, with soft lighting and romantic music. We opened a bottle of fine wine and made a toast to success.

After dinner, we headed to a trendy nightclub, our inhibitions fading with every drink. The music pulsated through our bodies, and we danced like no one was watching, our bodies moving in perfect sync. Laura's hands trailed down my back, and I felt a surge of desire as she pulled me closer, our hips grinding together. The club was hot and sweaty, but we didn't care; we were lost in our own world.

As the night wore on, our passion for each other intensified. We stumbled out of the club, giggling and holding each other up. The cool night air hit us, and we realized we were both drunk, but neither of us wanted the night to end. We hailed another Uber, whispering naughty plans to each other as we rode back to my apartment.

The moment we stepped inside, our lips locked in a passionate kiss. Our hands roamed over each other's bodies, eager to explore and possess. I unbuttoned Laura's dress, revealing her lacy black bra and matching panties. She did the same to me, her fingers deftly undoing the zipper of my dress, letting it fall to the floor.

"Your skin is so soft," she murmured, her lips trailing kisses down my neck. "I've wanted to do this all night."

I moaned as her hands cupped my breasts, her thumbs teasing my nipples through the sheer fabric of my lingerie. "Me too," I breathed, my hands sliding down to cup her firm ass. "I want you, Laura. Now."

We stumbled into the bedroom, our lips never parting. Laura pushed me onto the bed, her eyes burning with desire. She wasted no time, sliding her hands under my lace panties and pulling them down my legs. I kicked them off, spreading my legs in silent invitation.

Laura's eyes widened as she took in the sight of my glistening pussy, already wet and ready for her. She dove between my legs, her tongue tracing my folds, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. Her fingers parted my lips, and she sucked on my clit, her skilled tongue bringing me closer to the edge. I arched my back, moaning her name, my hands gripping the sheets as she ate me with abandon.

"Oh, Laura, yes!" I cried out, my hips thrusting against her mouth.

She looked up at me, her blue eyes sparkling with lust. "I want to make you cum, Brandi. I want to taste you."

Her words sent me over the edge, and I cried out her name as my orgasm washed over me in waves of pleasure. My body trembled as she continued to lick and suck, milking every last drop of pleasure from my sensitive pussy.

But our night of passion was far from over. Laura reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out a large, pink dildo. I smiled, knowing what she had in store for me. She straddled my thighs, positioning the dildo at my entrance, and slowly slid it inside me.

"Fuck, yes!" I exclaimed, my hands gripping her hips as she began to ride me.

Laura's blonde hair fell over her shoulders as she moved, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. She leaned forward, her hands braced on either side of my head, giving me a tantalizing view of her perfect body. I reached up, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples as she fucked me with the dildo.

"Harder, Laura," I begged, my voice hoarse with desire. "Fuck me harder."

She obliged, her movements becoming more frantic, her moans mixing with mine. I could feel my second orgasm building, my body on fire with pleasure. Laura's eyes locked with mine, and I knew she was close too. Together, we climaxed, our cries of pleasure filling the room.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, our hearts racing and our bodies glistening with sweat. Laura rolled onto her back, her chest rising and falling with each breath. I propped myself up on one elbow, admiring her beauty in the dim light.

"That was incredible," I whispered, leaning down to capture her lips in a tender kiss.

She smiled, her eyes sparkling. "You're incredible, Brandi. I've never felt so free and alive."

I wanted to show her just how much I appreciated her, so I flipped her onto her stomach, her firm ass presented to me. I trailed kisses down her spine, my hands caressing her soft skin. I reached for the lube, coating my fingers before sliding them between her legs.

"Oh, Brandi," she moaned, pushing back against my fingers. "That feels so good."

I smiled against her skin, my fingers working their magic, circling her clit before sliding one inside her wet heat. I added a second finger, stretching her, feeling her muscles clench around me. I teased her pussy, bringing her to the brink of orgasm before focusing my attention on her tight asshole.

"Please, Brandi," she begged, her voice breathless. "I need more."

I obliged, adding a third finger, slowly preparing her for what was to come. Laura's body trembled as I finger-fucked her, her moans filling the room. I felt her muscles clench around my fingers, and she came with a cry, her body shaking with pleasure.

We lay there, our hearts still racing, our bodies sated but craving more. I spooned her, pulling her close, our legs entwined. Laura's head rested on my shoulder, her breath warm against my skin.

"I love you, Brandi," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "I'm so glad we left Sam and started our own escort service. I feel like we've finally taken control of our lives."

I held her tighter, my heart swelling with love and gratitude. "I love you too, Laura. Tonight was perfect. And I have a feeling our revenge has only just begun."

We fell asleep in each other's arms, our bodies entwined, dreaming of a future free from the shadows of our past. Tomorrow, we would face the world again, but for now, we were content to revel in our passion and celebrate our hard-fought victory.

AN EROTIC COUPLE’S MASSAGE

MFF / Massage / Threesome / Fingering / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed against the marble countertop, and I glanced at the screen. The phone number didn’t ring a bell, but the call was coming through our private line—the one Laura and I reserved for clients who knew how to keep things discreet. I swiped to answer, my voice smooth and professional.

“This is Brandi.”

“Hi, Brandi,” the man on the other end said. His tone was calm, almost too calm, like he’d done this before. “I’m Bob. I heard about your service through a friend. My wife and I are looking for something… special. A couple’s massage. You available tonight?”

I hesitated for just a second. There was always that tiny flicker of caution in the back of my mind. Still, the money was good, and with Sam and Danielle out of the picture, I wasn’t about to turn down easy cash.

“Of course,” I said, already grabbing my bag. “Text me the address. I’ll be there in an hour.”

The house was exactly what I expected—a sprawling modern mansion tucked away in the hills, all glass and angles and money. I parked my car in the circular driveway, smoothing down the hem of my dress as I walked to the door.

Bob answered almost immediately, his smile warm and inviting. He was handsome, no question about it—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that made him look distinguished rather than old. Behind him stood Becca, petite and curvy, her blonde hair spilling over her silk robe. She gave me a shy smile, and I felt the tension in the air shift ever so slightly.

“Come in,” Bob said, stepping aside. “We’ve got everything set up.”

I followed them inside, my heels clicking softly against the polished floors. The living room was pristine, but it was the two massage tables set up in the middle of the room that caught my attention. Soft music played in the background, and the scent of lavender oil wafted through the air. This wasn’t their first time doing something like this, that much was clear.

“You can start with me,” Bob said, slipping off his robe and lying face-down on the table. His body was lean and muscular, the kind of physique that came from hours in the gym.

I poured a generous amount of oil into my hands, warming it between my palms before letting it spill onto his back. He groaned softly as I began kneading the tension out of his shoulders, the sound low and appreciative.

“Feel good?” I asked, my fingers working deeper into his muscles.

“Amazing,” he muttered into the pillow. “You have magic hands.”

I smirked, leaning into the rhythm of the massage. Becca watched from the corner of the room, her eyes heavy-lidded as she sipped from a glass of wine. There was something electric about the way she looked at me, like she was trying to figure me out. When I finally finished with Bob, he rolled onto his back, clearly enjoying the view as I turned my attention to his wife.

Becca stood slowly, her robe slipping off her shoulders as she approached the table. Her skin was creamy and flawless, her curves soft and inviting. I guided her onto the table, my hands trembling slightly as I spread the oil across her back. She sighed, her body melting under my touch.

It started innocently enough—my hands gliding over her shoulders, her spine, the dip of her lower back. But when my fingers brushed against the curve of her ass, she let out a breathy moan that sent a shiver down my spine. I paused, glancing at Bob, who was watching intently from his table. He nodded, silently giving me permission to continue.

I let my hands wander further, my fingertips tracing the outline of her thighs before moving inward. She gasped as I found her wetness, her hips pressing instinctively against my hand. I curled my fingers inside her, feeling her clench around me as she moaned again, louder this time. Bob’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire as he watched his wife come undone under my touch.

When Becca finally stilled, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths, I withdrew my hand and wiped the oil off on a towel. Bob was already standing, his arousal evident beneath the thin fabric of his robe.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against my arm as he leaned in to whisper, “Now it’s my turn.”

I sank to my knees without hesitation, my hands sliding up his thighs as I pushed the robe aside. His cock was thick and hard, and I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the way he groaned above me. Becca rolled onto her side, her eyes glued to us as she bit her lip, her own need clearly simmering just beneath the surface.

By the time we moved to the bedroom, the air between us was charged with anticipation. Becca lay back on the bed, her legs parted invitingly, while Bob positioned himself behind me. I tasted her first, my tongue lapping at her folds until she cried out, her hands tangling in my hair.

Then Bob was inside me, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I came hard, my body shaking as I pressed my face into Becca’s thigh, her own climax following moments later.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, the silence broken only by our ragged breathing. Becca traced idle patterns on my arm, her head resting on Bob’s chest.

“That was incredible,” she murmured, her voice still laced with desire.

Bob chuckled, his fingers playing with a strand of her hair. “We should do this again sometime.”

I smiled, my mind already racing with possibilities. But as I got dressed and headed for the door, a nagging thought crept in. Sam and Danielle were locked up for now, but they wouldn’t stay that way forever. And when they got out, we might be in trouble.

“Call me anytime,” I said, handing Bob my card. His fingers brushed mine, and for a moment, I wondered if he could feel the faint tremor in my hand.

As I drove away, the city lights blurring past my windows, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight had been more than just another job. Something had shifted, something dangerous and intoxicating. And as much as I wanted to believe I was in control, I knew better.

But for now, I would take the win. After all, it wasn’t every day you got paid to play with fire.

PUBLIC PLEASURE IN NYC

MF / BDSM / Remote Control Vibrator / Teasing / Public / PIV Sex

The morning light streamed through the hotel windows, casting a golden glow over the lavish suite. Donte stood by the bed, his dark eyes fixed on me as I slipped into a sleek black dress that hugged every curve. His gaze was intense, predatory almost, and it sent a shiver down my spine. He held something small in his hand, a devilish grin playing on his lips.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and smooth.

I did as I was told, my heart pounding as I felt him step closer. His hands were firm but gentle as he slid my thong down my legs. Then, I felt the cool touch of silicone against my skin. My breath hitched as he pressed the remote-controlled vibrator against my entrance, sliding it inside with deliberate precision. A soft gasp escaped my lips as he adjusted it, making sure it was snug and secure.

Donte pulled my panties back up once the toy was in place. “Don’t move,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “This stays in until I say otherwise.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of it inside me, already buzzing faintly with anticipation. My body tingled with excitement, knowing what was coming. Donte stepped back, his expression smug. He held a small remote in his hand.

“I’ll hold onto this,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

We left the hotel, the vibrant energy of New York City surrounding us as we made our way to the Statue of Liberty. The crowd was bustling, tourists snapping photos and chatting excitedly. Donte kept a possessive hand on the small of my back, guiding me through the throngs of people. We stood at the base of the statue, looking up at her towering figure. The sun glinted off her crown, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe.

And then, just as I was lost in the moment, Donte turned the vibration up.

A jolt shot through me, my knees threatening to buckle as the device hummed softly inside me. Oh god. I bit my lip, trying to keep my composure, but the sensation was overwhelming. Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing against my ear.

“You look so beautiful when you’re struggling,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. “Let’s see how long you can last.”

He increased the intensity, and I nearly gasped aloud. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release. I clenched my thighs together, trying to stifle the moan that threatened to escape. The vibrations were relentless, building and building until I couldn’t take it anymore.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me as I clung to Donte for support. The world blurred around me, the sounds of the crowd fading into the background as pleasure consumed me. When I finally came back to my senses, I realized Donte had lowered the settings, leaving me trembling and breathless.

“Good girl,” he purred, clearly pleased with himself. “Let’s keep moving.”

We spent the rest of the day exploring the city, visiting iconic landmarks and soaking in the sights. But everywhere we went, Donte kept teasing me, turning the vibrations up and down, keeping me on edge. By the time we arrived at the restaurant for dinner, I was desperate, my body craving more than just the sensations from the toy.

The restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and a romantic ambiance. We were seated at a secluded table, and Donte ordered for both of us—steak for him, lobster for me. As we ate, conversation flowed easily between us. But then, without warning, he turned the vibrations up again.

I nearly dropped my fork, the sudden surge of pleasure catching me off guard. My cheeks flushed as I tried to focus on the meal, but it was impossible. Donte smirked, leaning across the table to whisper dirty things to me.

“Imagine all these people watching you right now,” he murmured, his voice a seductive growl. “If they only knew how wet you are, how much you’re enjoying this.”

His words sent another wave of arousal through me, and before I knew it, I was cumming again, my body shuddering with bliss. It took everything in me not to cry out, but I managed to keep quiet, my face burning with embarrassment and exhilaration.

As soon as the waves of pleasure subsided, I leaned in close to Donte, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need more. Please.”

He raised an eyebrow, intrigued by my desperation. Without a word, he stood and took my hand, leading me toward the restroom. He gave the attendant a thick wad of cash and instructed him to keep everyone out until we were done. The man nodded, clearly impressed by the large sum of money, and locked the door behind us.

Inside, Donte wasted no time. He spun me around, pressing me against the counter as he hiked up my dress. He took off my panties and yanked the vibrator out, tossing it aside. His cock was already hard, and he didn’t bother with foreplay. Instead, he thrust into me with a force that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. “Take it, Brandi. You know you want it.”

I did. God, I did. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure coursing through me, and I matched his rhythm, pushing back against him as best I could. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the small space, mingling with our moans and gasps.

It didn’t take long for us both to reach the edge. I came first, my body clenching around him as pleasure ripped through me. Donte followed moments later, filling me with his seed. We stayed like that for a moment, panting and tangled together, before he pulled out.

Cum dripped down my legs, and I reached for my discarded panties, but Donte snatched them away. “You don’t need these,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’ll walk out of here just like this, with my cum dripping out of you.”

I nodded, too spent to argue, and he tipped the attendant generously on our way out. As we returned to our table, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. This man, this dangerous, dominant man, had completely captivated me. And as I sat there, feeling his cum trickle down my thighs, I knew I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Back at the hotel, I stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash over me. My mind drifted to Laura and the escort service. Thanks to Donte, we were thriving, our business booming like never before. He accepted me for who I was, embraced my lifestyle, and in return, I wanted to give him everything.

LESBIAN FEMDOM PORN SHOOT

FFF / BDSM / Threesome / Leather / Spanking / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The smell of coffee beans and the low hum of conversation wrapped around us like a warm blanket as Laura and I sat in our favorite corner booth. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the highlights in her blonde hair as she stirred her espresso with that mischievous smirk of hers. She always looked like she knew something you didn’t, and frankly, she usually did.

I was mid-story about my trip to New York with Donte—his deep laugh, the way his hand felt warm and steady on the small of my back as we walked through the city at night, the way he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world when he looked at me. I couldn’t help but smile as I recounted it all, though I kept my voice low enough not to draw attention. Mob bosses weren’t exactly common coffee shop gossip, after all.

“So, what?” Laura interrupted, leaning forward, her blue eyes sparkling with curiosity. “You’re telling me you’re falling for a mob guy? Brandi Moore, the queen of keeping it casual, is getting butterflies?”

I rolled my eyes, laughing softly. “Don’t make it sound so dramatic. It’s just… different with him. He’s not like the others. He’s…” I trailed off, searching for the right word. “Protective.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “Protective, huh? Sounds like you’re already halfway to writing your wedding vows.”

Before I could fire back, my phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen: a number I didn’t recognize. Normally, I wouldn’t answer, but something told me to pick up. Maybe it was the lingering high from New York, or maybe just boredom. Either way, I slid my finger across the screen.

“Brandi Moore,” I said, keeping my tone professional.

The voice on the other end was deep, smooth, and businesslike. “Miss Moore, this is Malcolm Vega. I run a local production company specializing in, let’s say, adult entertainment. I heard about you, your friend Laura, and another associate of yours—Cheyenne, is it? I need three women for a shoot tomorrow. High-end stuff. You interested?”

I froze for half a second, then met Laura’s curious gaze. She tilted her head, waiting. Without breaking eye contact, I asked, “What kind of shoot?”

Malcolm chuckled lightly. “A lesbian femdom scene. Think leather, lace, and total control. Pays fifteen grand, split between the three of you. You’ll get the details if you agree.”

My heart skipped a beat. Fifteen thousand dollars? That wasn’t chump change, even for us. And yet… lesbian femdom? I’d done a lot of freaky things in my life, but I’d never done anything like that before. But then again, neither had Laura or Cheyenne. I covered the mic on my phone and quickly explained the offer to Laura.

She didn’t hesitate. “Fifteen grand? Hell yes. Tell him we’re in.”

I hesitated for just a moment longer, then nodded. “We’re in. Send the details.”

—

The next day, the three of us arrived at the studio—a sleek, industrial space with high ceilings and soft lighting. Cheyenne stood tall beside me, her caramel skin glowing under the fluorescents, while Laura strutted ahead like she owned the place. They were both stunning, each in their own way, and I couldn’t help but feel a little out of my depth.

Malcolm greeted us warmly, shaking our hands and introducing us to the crew. The set was already prepped: a plush black couch, a few props scattered around, and cameras positioned perfectly to capture every angle. My stomach fluttered nervously, but I pushed the feeling down. This was just another job. Just another performance.

The wardrobe assistant handed us our costumes. Laura and Cheyenne disappeared into the dressing room, emerging later in tight black leather outfits that hugged their curves like a second skin. Straps crisscrossed over their thighs, and their heels clicked sharply against the floor as they walked. They looked dangerous, powerful—like they could command anyone’s attention without uttering a single word.

And then there was me. A tiny lace bra and panties in a pale pink that barely covered anything. The contrast between us was deliberate, and it sent a shiver down my spine. Clearly, I would be playing the submissive. Laura caught my eye, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she approached.

“Ready to play, baby?” she purred, running a finger along my collarbone.

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

The director called action, and suddenly the room shifted. Laura’s playful demeanor vanished, replaced by a cold, commanding presence that made my breath hitch. She circled me slowly, her heels clicking a deliberate rhythm on the floor. Then, without warning, she snapped her fingers.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice low and firm.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached behind me to unclasp the bra. The cool air hit my skin, and I felt vulnerable in a way I hadn’t expected. My best friend’s gaze burned into me, hungry and calculating, as I stepped out of the panties and stood bare before her.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. “Now bend over the couch.”

I obeyed, arching my back as I leaned over the plush cushions. The leather squeaked faintly as Laura moved closer, and then—smack. Her hand came down hard on my ass, the sharp sting making me gasp. Cheyenne stepped into view, her grin feral as she delivered her own slap, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

Over and over, they struck me, each hit sending waves of pain and pleasure coursing through me. My skin prickled under their touch, and I bit my lip to stifle the moan rising in my throat. But it was pointless. When Laura produced a vibrator, pressing it against my throbbing clit, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Laura’s laugh was dark, delicious. “Not yet.”

She pulled the vibrator away just as I teetered on the edge, leaving me gasping and desperate. Cheyenne taunted me, her words dripping with cruel amusement as she spread her legs on the couch and commanded me to my knees.

I didn’t hesitate. My mouth found her slick heat, and I lost myself in the taste of her, the way she gripped my hair and ground against my tongue. Her moans filled the room, spurring me on until she came with a shuddering cry.

Then it was Laura’s turn. She straddled my face, her thighs squeezing my head as she rode me with abandon. The cameraman zoomed in, capturing every flick of my tongue, every drop of her arousal that spilled into my mouth. When she finally came, her juices flooded my senses, leaving me dizzy and craving more.

Cheyenne returned with a dildo, thrusting into me with relentless precision as Laura’s fingers circled my clit. The pressure built and built until I shattered, crying out as waves of pleasure washed over me.

When it was over, we collapsed into the dressing room, our robes clinging to our sweat-drenched skin. The director praised our performance, promising more work soon. As we counted out the cash—five grand each—Laura nudged me with a grin.

“Admit it,” she teased. “You loved every second.”

I laughed, my body still humming with satisfaction. “Maybe I did.”

The shoot had brought out a different side of Laura, one I’d rarely seen. I never thought I’d enjoy being dominated by my friends, but I had to admit it was fun. I really hoped that Malcolm would call us for another shoot.

AN UNEXPECTED DISTRACTION

MF / Kissing / Romantic / Public / Car Sex / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Exhibitionism

I stepped out of the sleek black SUV, feeling a surge of excitement as I entered the exclusive nightclub. The vibrant atmosphere enveloped me, the pulsating music and dimly lit interior setting the tone for the night ahead.

It was a typical Friday evening. I was meeting Donte at the club, and I was ready to let loose and forget about my troubles, even if just for a few hours. My dark hair cascaded down my back, framing my tanned skin and hazel eyes, a look I knew turned heads wherever I went.

As I made my way through the crowded club, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to find Donte, the man who had become an essential ally in our business ventures. His dark, brooding eyes held a hint of mischief as he extended his hand, inviting me to join him at the bar. Donte was a powerful mob boss, but in that moment, he was simply a man exuding raw, masculine charm.

"You look stunning tonight, Brandi," he whispered, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine.

I smiled, feeling a flutter in my stomach as I took in his handsome features—strong jawline, chiseled cheekbones, and those intense eyes that seemed to see right through me.

We ordered drinks, and as the bartender mixed our cocktails, Donte pulled me closer, his hand gently caressing my lower back. I could feel the heat of his body, and my pulse quickened in response. Leaning in, he brushed his lips against my ear, sending a jolt of desire through me.

"I've been thinking about you all week," he murmured, his breath warm against my skin. "I need to feel you, Brandi. Right now."

His words were like a spark, igniting a fire within me. I turned to face him, our bodies pressing together, and kissed him passionately. His lips were firm and demanding, and I could taste the hint of whiskey on his tongue. The bar around us seemed to fade away as we lost ourselves in each other.

As our kiss deepened, I felt Donte's hand slide up my thigh, his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body. I was acutely aware of the people around us, but in that moment, I didn't care. I wanted him, needed him, and the public nature of our encounter only heightened my arousal.

But as our passion continued, I felt eyes on the back of my neck. I turned around, and I spotted Vince sitting at the bar, staring directly at Donte and I. Vince Nealey, the famous Hollywood actor, had been a significant part of my life, but our relationship had ended abruptly when a tabloid journalist threatened to expose us.

Vince’s face held an expression of sorrow. What was he doing here?

Breaking away from our kiss, I looked into Donte’s dark eyes, seeing a mixture of desire and determination. "Let's get out of here," I whispered, my voice hoarse with need.

Donte took my hand, and we weaved our way through the crowd, the music and laughter fading into the background. As we stepped outside, the cool night air hit my heated skin, causing me to shiver. Donte pulled me close, his strong arms wrapping around me.

"Cold?" he asked, his breath forming clouds in the air.

I shook my head, my eyes locked on his. "Just eager to be alone with you."

He smiled, a devilish grin that sent a thrill through my body. Without a word, he guided me to the backseat of his luxury SUV, a vehicle that had become a sanctuary for our secret trysts. The interior was spacious and luxurious, with soft leather seats and ambient lighting.

I wasted no time, my hands eagerly reaching for his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. Donte's eyes smoldered with desire as I unzipped his pants, revealing his hardening length beneath. I knelt on the seat, my dress riding up my thighs, and took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him.

Donte's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I pleasured him. I could hear his sharp intakes of breath, the sound fueling my desire to bring him pleasure. I loved the power I held over this powerful man, the way he surrendered to my touch.

As I teased and sucked, I felt his hands on my shoulders, gently urging me up. I complied, my body tingling with anticipation. Donte lifted me, positioning me above him, and I straddled his lap, my core already throbbing with need. I was wet, more than ready for him.

With a swift motion, I pulled my dress up, exposing my bare pussy, glistening with arousal. Donte's eyes darkened further as he guided his thick cock to my entrance, slowly pushing into me. I gasped as he filled me, the sensation of being stretched around his girth overwhelming me.

"Ride me, Brandi," he growled, his hands gripping my hips.

I began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. The SUV's windows were tinted, providing a sense of privacy, but the thought of being watched, of someone seeing us in this intimate act, only added to the excitement.

I leaned forward, my breasts brushing against his chest, as I set a relentless pace, my body moving in sync with his. Donte's hands roamed over my body, squeezing and caressing, his touch both gentle and possessive.

"You feel so fucking good," he groaned, his voice strained. "I've wanted this all night, needed to be inside you."

His words sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me, and I quickened my pace, my body spiraling towards release. Donte's hands tightened on my hips, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he matched my rhythm.

"Cum for me, Brandi," he demanded, his voice hoarse. "Let me feel you come around my cock."

His command pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing as I climaxed, my walls clenching around him. Donte followed, his body tensing as he filled me with his warmth, his throaty groans filling the confines of the SUV.

As our orgasms subsided, I collapsed against him, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Donte held me close, his hands gently stroking my back. I felt a sense of peace in his arms, a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long time.

I closed my eyes, my mind drifting back to the club, to the moment I'd seen Vince, my ex-sugar daddy, watching us from afar. I had thought I was over him, but seeing him there, his eyes locked on me, had stirred up old feelings. I wondered if he still cared, if he regretted letting me go. But as Donte's fingers gently traced patterns on my skin, I pushed those thoughts aside.

"Are you okay?" Donte asked, his deep voice breaking through my reverie.

I nodded, not yet ready to share my past with him. "Just lost in the moment."

He smiled, his eyes holding mine. "I'm glad I could give you that, Brandi. You deserve all the pleasure in the world."

His words touched me, and I felt a connection with him that went beyond our physical attraction. As he pulled me closer, I rested my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. I knew our relationship was complicated, given his position in the underworld, but in that moment, I didn't care.

"Let's get you home," he said, his voice gentle. "You've had a long night."

I nodded, not wanting the night to end but knowing it was for the best. Donte helped me straighten my dress, his hands lingering on my body, as if reluctant to let me go. I savored his touch, knowing it might be a while before we could steal another moment like this.

As we stepped out of the SUV, the cool air brought me back to reality. Donte opened the passenger door for me, his chivalry a stark contrast to the ruthless man I knew he could be. I slid into the seat, my mind racing with thoughts of Vince and his sudden departure from my life.

Donte got into the driver's seat, his presence filling the space between us. As he started the engine, I felt a pang of sadness, knowing our night had come to an end. He glanced at me, his dark eyes holding a question.

"I'll see you soon, Brandi," he said, his voice low. "And remember, you can always call me if you need anything."

I nodded, offering him a soft smile. "Thank you, Donte. For everything."

He gave me a knowing look, one that spoke volumes about the unspoken understanding between us. Then, with a final wave, he pulled away from the curb, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

As I watched the SUV disappear into the night, I felt a mix of emotions. I was grateful for the passion and pleasure Donte had shown me, but the sight of Vince had stirred up feelings I thought I'd buried. I wondered if I would ever truly be free of my past, or if it would always find a way to haunt me.

VINCE’S RETURN

MF / Old Flame / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Anal

“You’re sure about this, Brandi?” Vince’s voice was low, almost a growl, as he stood in the doorway of my penthouse, his eyes dark and hungry.

God, he looked good. Too good. The deep blue shirt he wore clung to his chest, and his hair—that perfectly tousled mess—made me want to run my fingers through it like I used to. But I wasn’t that girl anymore. At least, I was trying not to be.

“Sure about what, Vince?” I crossed my arms over my chest, leaning against the doorframe. “You showing up unannounced at noon after you dumped me? Or you acting like you have any right to ask me about Donte?”

He flinched at the name, and I saw his jaw tighten. Good. Let him feel it. Let him feel a fraction of what I felt when he unceremoniously walked out of my life.

“Donte,” he repeated, his voice edged with something I couldn’t quite place. Jealousy? Possessiveness? “That guy from last night. You were with him?”

I raised an eyebrow, refusing to let him see how much his presence still affected me. My heart was racing, but I kept my tone cool, detached. “Yeah, I was. And if you saw us, then you already know what we were doing. So why are you here, Vince? To judge me? To remind me how ashamed you were to be seen with me?”

His face softened then, and he took a step closer, close enough that I could smell his cologne—something woodsy and warm, like sandalwood and amber. It sent a shiver down my spine, memories flooding back faster than I could stop them. Late nights tangled in silk sheets, his hands tracing every curve of my body, his lips whispering promises he never intended to keep.

“I’m here because I made a mistake,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. He reached out, brushing a strand of my dark hair behind my ear, his fingertips lingering on my cheek. “A huge fucking mistake. I shouldn’t have let you go, Brandi. I shouldn’t have cared what anyone thought.”

I wanted to pull away, to tell him it was too late, but the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing that mattered—it broke down all the walls I’d worked so hard to build. My stomach tightened, and I felt that familiar ache between my legs, the one that only Vince could satisfy.

“You hurt me,” I whispered, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to stay strong. “You didn’t just leave, Vince. You acted like I was something to be ashamed of. Like what we had was dirty.”

He cupped my face in his hands, his thumbs stroking my cheeks. “It wasn’t you, Brandi. It was me. I was scared. Scared of losing everything I’d built, scared of what people would say. But none of that matters anymore. Not compared to losing you.”

I searched his eyes, looking for lies, for hesitation, but all I saw was sincerity. And maybe desperation. Whether it was real or not, I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that I missed him. More than I wanted to admit.

His lips brushed against mine, tentative at first, like he was afraid I’d push him away. But when I didn’t, when I kissed him back, it was like a dam breaking. His tongue slipped into my mouth, claiming me, reminding me of all the ways he used to make me lose control. I melted into him, my hands gripping his shoulders as he deepened the kiss, his hands sliding down to my waist, pulling me flush against him.

I could feel him hard against my stomach, and the realization sent a jolt of heat straight to my core. Damn him. He always had this effect on me, even after everything. Even after he left.

He pulled back slightly, resting his forehead against mine, his breath ragged. “Tell me you don’t want this,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Tell me you don’t want me, and I’ll walk away. But if there’s even a part of you that does…”

I didn’t answer. Not with words, anyway. Instead, I grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom, my heart pounding in my chest. This was dangerous. I knew that. Vince had already hurt me once, and he could do it again. But in that moment, I didn’t care. All I cared about was the way his hands felt on my skin, the way his lips traced a path down my neck, the way he whispered my name like it was a prayer.

We didn’t speak as we undressed each other, our movements frantic, desperate. His shirt hit the floor first, followed by my dress, until we were standing there, bare and vulnerable, nothing between us but the weight of everything unsaid.

He pushed me onto the bed, climbing over me, his eyes locked on mine. “I’ve missed this,” he said, his voice low and husky. “Missed you.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. All I could do was watch as he lowered himself, his lips finding my breasts, his tongue swirling around my nipples, teasing them until they were hard and aching. My back arched off the bed, a moan escaping my lips as he moved lower, his hands spreading my thighs apart.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, his breath hot against my skin as he kissed his way down my stomach, his tongue dipping into my belly button before finally reaching where I needed him most. His lips closed around my clit, and I gasped, my hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

When he slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, I came with a cry, my body shuddering beneath him. But he didn’t stop. He kept going, his tongue and fingers working together until I was begging for more.

“Please,” I whimpered, tugging at his hair. “Vince, please. I need you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he flipped me onto my stomach, pulling me up onto my knees. The sound of him tearing open a packet of lube made me shiver with anticipation, and when I felt his fingers slick and cool against my ass, I bit my lip to stifle a groan.

“Relax,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the small of my back as he slowly worked a finger inside me.

The stretch burned, but it was a good burn, the kind that made my toes curl and my breath hitch. When he added a second finger, thrusting them in and out, I couldn’t hold back the moan that tore from my throat.

“Fuck, Vince,” I panted, pushing back against his hand. “Don’t make me wait.”

He chuckled, low and dark, before withdrawing his fingers and replacing them with the blunt head of his cock. “Ready?” he asked, his voice strained with restraint.

I nodded, bracing myself as he pushed forward, inch by agonizing inch, until he was buried to the hilt. The fullness was overwhelming, the pressure and heat sending sparks shooting through me. And then he started moving, his hips slamming into mine with a rhythm that left me gasping for air.

“God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he fucked me harder, deeper. “Always so fucking tight.”

The slap of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with the sounds of our moans and heavy breathing. With every thrust, I felt myself unraveling, the pleasure building until it was almost unbearable. And when his hand snaked around my hip, his fingers finding my clit, I shattered, screaming his name as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

He wasn’t far behind, his pace faltering as he chased his own release. “Brandi,” he growled, his cock pulsing inside me as he came, his warmth filling me in a way that sent another shiver through my body.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. For a moment, we just lay there, tangled together, the weight of what we’d done hanging in the air.

“Give me another chance,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my shoulder. “Please.”

I closed my eyes, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. Could I trust Vince again? Should I? But before I could answer, he was already asleep, his arm draped possessively over my waist. And for the first time in months, I felt… something. Something I wasn’t ready to name.

But I knew one thing for sure: this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

MIAMI MAYHEM

MMMMFFFF / Orgy / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / PIV Sex

The Miami heat clung to my skin like a second layer, the salty breeze from the ocean just barely cooling me down as I lounged on the beach with Laura, Kayla, and Cheyenne. The sun was dipping low, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink, and we were sipping cocktails from crystal glasses that glinted in the fading light. This was the life. No stress, no rivals breathing down our necks—just pure luxury.

“To being back on top,” Laura said, raising her glass. Her blonde hair caught the sunlight, making it look almost golden. She winked at me, that mischievous smirk she always wore when she knew we were about to have some serious fun.

I clinked my glass against hers. “And to Miami,” I added, taking a slow sip of my mojito. The mint danced on my tongue, sharp and refreshing. Across from us, Kayla and Cheyenne were already giggling, their cheeks flushed from the alcohol. We’d been through hell this past year, but now? Now, it felt like the universe was finally tipping the scales back in our favor.

The night was young, and after a quick wardrobe change—short, tight dresses that hugged every curve—we hit one of Miami’s hottest clubs. The bass thumped so hard it felt like it was vibrating through me as we stepped inside. Neon lights flickered overhead, casting everything in a kaleidoscope of colors. The energy was electric, and I could feel it pulsing in my veins.

We hadn’t even made it to the bar before four men caught our attention. They were seated in a private booth, surrounded by bottles of champagne and an air of confidence that screamed money. One of them—a tall, dark-skinned man with a chiseled jawline—locked eyes with me immediately. His smile was slow, deliberate, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“You ladies wanna join us?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep, like honey dripping over gravel. Cash. That was his name, I learned later. Cash, Jeremiah, Travis, and Danny. Rappers, producers, and exactly the kind of trouble I loved getting into.

We didn’t need much convincing.

I slid into the booth next to Cash, leaving just enough space between us for him to lean closer, his cologne wrapping around me like a warm blanket. He smelled expensive—bergamot and something darker, richer. Underneath it all, there was a hint of something primal that made my stomach flutter.

“So, Brandi,” he started, pouring me a glass of champagne. “What brings you to Miami?”

I took the glass, letting my fingers brush against his just long enough to make his gaze drop to my lips. “Celebrating,” I said simply, leaning in so my words ghosted over his ear. “A little business success, a lot of freedom.”

He chuckled, low and deep, and the sound sent a thrill through me. “I like a woman who knows how to celebrate.”

The alcohol flowed freely after that, loosening tongues and inhibitions. By the time Jeremiah suggested moving the party to their hotel suite, we were all laughing, flirting, and more than ready for what came next.

The suite was every bit as luxurious as I expected—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Miami skyline, plush furniture, and enough space for all of us to spread out. But we weren’t interested in spreading out.

Cash’s hands were on me the moment the door closed, pulling me into a kiss that was anything but gentle. His lips were firm, demanding, and I couldn’t help but moan into his mouth as his tongue slid against mine. His hands roamed my body, cupping my ass and pulling me closer until there was no space left between us.

I barely registered the sounds of the others around us—Laura’s soft gasp as Jeremiah pulled her close, Cheyenne’s laughter mingling with Danny’s low murmur, Kayla’s breathless “oh” as Travis’s hands found her waist. My world narrowed to Cash, to the way his lips trailed down my neck, nipping lightly at my skin before he spun me around and pressed me against the back of the couch.

His hands slipped under my dress, pushing the fabric up until it pooled around my waist. I braced myself against the armrest, my heart pounding as his fingers teased the edge of my thong. With one swift motion, he yanked it down, leaving me exposed. I gasped, arching my back as his hands gripped my hips.

“Damn, girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re fucking perfect.”

Then his mouth was on me, his tongue diving between my thighs with a hunger that made my legs tremble. I clutched the couch for support, biting my lip to stifle a moan as he lapped at me, his tongue circling my clit before plunging deeper. My knees threatened to buckle, and I could feel the wetness pooling between my thighs, dampening his face as he devoured me.

Across the room, I caught glimpses of the others. Laura was on her knees in front of Jeremiah, her head bobbing as she took him deep in her throat. Jeremiah’s hand was tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, while his other hand groped her breast.

Over by the window, Cheyenne had her legs wrapped around Danny’s waist as he thrust into her, her back pressed against the cool glass. And Kayla was sprawled across the desk, her legs spread wide as Travis knelt between them, his tongue working her with the precision of someone who truly knew what he was doing.

But I couldn’t focus on them for long. Cash straightened behind me, his hands sliding up my back as he leaned in, his chest pressing against me. I could feel his erection straining against his pants, hot and heavy even through the fabric.

“Turn around,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

I did as he asked, my breath catching as I saw the size of him. His cock was thick, perfectly proportioned, and already slick with pre-cum. He grabbed a condom from the table, rolling it on with practiced ease before lifting my leg and positioning himself at my entrance.

The first thrust stole my breath. He filled me completely, stretching me in the best possible way. My nails dug into his shoulders as he set a relentless pace, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. My body trembled with the effort of keeping up, but I didn’t want to let go—not yet.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he fucked me harder, faster. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the room, mixing with the moans and gasps of the others.

I came hard, my vision blurring as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Cash followed shortly after, his movements stuttering as he buried himself deep inside me, his hips jerking as he spilled into the condom.

Breathless, he pulled out, collapsing onto the couch beside me. I glanced around the room, taking in the scene. Laura was still riding Jeremiah, her hair sticking to her sweaty forehead as she pounded herself on him.

Cheyenne and Danny were now on the floor, her legs wrapped around him as they kissed passionately between thrusts. Kayla was bent over the desk, her ass in the air as Travis fucked her from behind, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

“You good?” Cash asked, his hand brushing a strand of hair from my face.

I nodded, a lazy smile spreading across my lips. “Better than good.”

Once our passionate encounter was over, we got dressed and left the hotel. It had been an exciting night in Miami, one that we would never forget. After the stress I’d been dealing with, the trip had been exactly what I’d needed to relax.

Finally, our escort service was back on top. Thanks to Donte, the money was rolling in. Sam and Danielle were behind bars, no longer a threat to us. Nothing was standing in our way, and we were eager to succeed.

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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