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AUTHOR’S NOTE

A VISIT TO THE BDSM CLUB
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The moment Donte’s text buzzed on my phone, I felt that familiar thrill ripple through me. Meet me at 9. Dress to kill. Lingerie underneath. Bring your A-game. His words were always so commanding, so deliberate. He didn’t ask; he told. And God, I loved that about him.

Donte was a powerful mob boss. He’d used his connections to assist my best friend, Laura, and I when things had gotten tough for us. Now, thanks to Donte, our escort service was seeing big profits, and we were back on top of the game.

What had started as a financial arrangement quickly became a love affair. As I spent more time with Donte, my attraction to him deepened. He was powerful and wealthy. He understood my lifestyle, and accepted me for who I was. I couldn’t wait to see what he had planned for tonight.

I smirked as I slipped into the tight black dress Laura had picked out for me earlier—the one with the slit that ran dangerously high up my thigh. Beneath it, I wore a lace set in deep red, the kind that hugged every curve and left just enough to the imagination.

When Donte pulled up in his sleek sports car, I could see the hunger in his eyes before I even opened the door. “You look…expensive,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, like he was already imagining what he’d do to me later.

I slid into the passenger seat, crossing my legs deliberately, letting the slit of the dress fall open just enough to tease.

We drove downtown, the city lights blurring past us in streaks of gold and neon. I didn’t ask where we were going. With Donte, surprises were part of the game, and I liked playing along. When we arrived at an unassuming building tucked between two dimly lit alleys, my curiosity spiked. It didn’t look like much from the outside, but when Donte knocked on the heavy metal door and muttered a password, the air shifted.

The door creaked open, and we stepped inside.

What the hell is this place?

My heart thudded as I took in the scene: leather benches arranged in neat rows, chains dangling from the ceiling, and the faint sound of moans and sharp slaps echoing off the walls. A woman was chained to a post, her back arched as a man brought a whip down against her skin. Another knelt at a woman’s feet, licking the toe of her boot like it was the most sacred act in the world. My breath hitched, and I instinctively reached for Donte’s hand.

He squeezed mine, his grip firm but reassuring. “You good?” he asked, his tone casual, like we’d just walked into a coffee shop.

I hesitated, glancing around again. Although I was very sexually experienced, I’d never been in a place like this before. It was definitely outside my comfort zone. Still, I wanted to impress Donte—show him I could keep up with his desires. “Yeah, I’m good,” I agreed, my heart pounding. “Just a little nervous.”

Donte chuckled, the sound warm and dangerously inviting. “There’s nothing to worry about, Brandi. Tonight I’m in control. You’re mine.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. Mine. Not just tonight, but always. I’d never let a man claim me like that before. With clients, I was the one calling the shots, using them for their money and walking away unscathed. But Donte…he was different. He was everything I swore I’d never want—and everything I couldn’t resist.

He led me to a bench in the center of the room, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. People watched us, their gazes curious, hungry. I could feel their eyes on me, judging, appreciating, anticipating.

Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. “Take off the dress.”

I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling slightly as I reached for the zipper. The air was cool against my skin as the fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but the red lace bra and panties. Donte’s eyes darkened as he appraised me, and for a moment, I forgot about the audience. It was just us, the heat between us crackling like a live wire.

“Kneel,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto the padded bench, my hands pressed flat against the smooth leather. The first slap landed without warning, the sting sharp and immediate. I gasped, my nails digging into the bench.

“Count,” Donte ordered, his palm connecting with my ass again.

“One,” I managed, my voice shaky.

By the time he reached ten, my skin was burning, each strike sending waves of pleasure-pain through me. The crowd murmured their approval, their voices blending into a low hum that only heightened the intensity. When Donte grabbed a whip from the wall, I tensed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Relax,” he murmured, running a hand over the curve of my hip. “Trust me.”

I do, I realized, the truth hitting me harder than any blow. I trusted him completely.

The whip cracked against my skin, the pain sharp but bearable, mingling with the warmth spreading between my thighs. Donte alternated between strikes and gentle caresses, keeping me on edge, my body writhing with need. When he finally stopped, I was trembling, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

“Good girl,” he whispered, helping me to my feet. “Now, let’s take this somewhere private.”

He led me to a secluded room, closing the door behind us with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. Donte moved behind me, his hands deftly unhooking my bra and sliding my panties down my legs. I stood there, naked and exposed, the weight of his gaze making my skin tingle.

“Lie down,” he instructed, pointing to the bench in the center of the room.

I complied, stretching out on the cool leather, my pulse racing as Donte retrieved a vibrator from a nearby table. He turned it on, the low hum vibrating through the air. He teased me with it, tracing lazy circles around my clit but never giving me what I needed.

“Please,” I begged, my hips arching off the bench. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” he said, his voice calm but firm.

He slid the vibrator lower, pressing it against my entrance before pushing it inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, my muscles clamping down around the toy as my body strained for release. But Donte wasn’t done. He pulled the vibrator out, guiding it to my ass instead. I gasped as he pushed it in, the dual stimulation almost too much to bear.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured, his free hand roaming over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples. “So desperate for me.”

I whimpered, my nails scratching against the leather as he withdrew the toy and replaced it with something larger—a thick dildo. He thrust it into me, the stretch delicious and agonizing all at once. I cried out, my pleas falling on deaf ears as he fucked me with the toy, my orgasm hovering just out of reach.

When he finally unzipped his pants and freed his cock, I nearly sobbed with relief. He positioned himself between my legs, the head of his shaft brushing against my soaked folds. “You ready?” he asked, his tone teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. “Please, Donte. I need you.”

He thrust into me with a growl, his pace hard and unrelenting. The bench creaked beneath us, the sound lost in the symphony of our moans. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing more, always more.

“Cum for me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

And I did, my body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. He followed soon after, his release filling me as he groaned my name. We stayed like that for a moment, our breaths mingling, until he finally pulled out and handed me my clothes.

As we left the private room, the stares of the other patrons burned into me. They knew. They all knew what we’d just done, and the thought made my cheeks flush. Donte’s cum dripped down my thighs as we walked out of the club, his arm draped protectively around my shoulders.

In that moment, I realized something terrifying: I wasn’t just falling for Donte. I was already gone. And as much as I wanted to fight it, I couldn’t. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just using someone for their money. I was letting someone use me—on my own terms. And strangely, it felt...right.

Back in the car, Donte glanced at me, a sly smile tugging at his lips. “So? How’d you like your surprise?”

“I loved it,” I replied, my mind still racing. “Thank you for taking me.”

As we drove back to my apartment, I knew the night was far from over. I’d finally met someone who could keep up with me, sexually, financially, and emotionally. I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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The phone buzzed on the marble countertop, interrupting my moment of peace. I glanced at it, the name “Quentin” flashing across the screen in bold letters. My heart skipped a beat. Quentin—the Quentin? The porn star and producer with a reputation that made even seasoned veterans blush? I hesitated for only a second before swiping to answer.

“Brandi Moore,” I said, trying to sound casual, but my voice betrayed me, laced with excitement.

“Brandi, it’s Quentin.” His voice was smooth, like honey dripping over velvet. “I’ve seen your work. You’re good. Really good. I think you and I could make something… unforgettable together.”

I bit my lip, already feeling the heat rising in my cheeks. Quentin wasn’t just famous; he was legendary. His cock was practically its own celebrity, and now he wanted me.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, trying to keep my tone steady, though my pulse was racing.

“A scene. Just you and me. College co-ed seduces her professor. Think you can handle it?” There was a playful challenge in his voice, one that sent a shiver down my spine.

“I think I can manage,” I replied, grinning despite myself.

He laughed, low and throaty. “Good. Be on set tomorrow at 10. And Brandi… don’t be late.”

The call ended, and I stared at the reflection in the mirror above the counter. My tan skin glowed under the soft lighting, my dark hair cascading over my shoulders, hazel eyes sparkling with anticipation. This was it. My chance to work with one of the biggest names in the industry. Laura would lose her mind when she heard.

—

The next morning, the set was buzzing with activity. Cameras, lights, a crew moving with purpose—it felt real. Professional. Quentin had spared no expense. He stood in the corner, reading over the script with a thoughtful expression. When he noticed me, his lips curled into a sly smile.

“Brandi.” His voice carried across the room, and heads turned. “Glad you could make it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I replied, walking toward him. Up close, he was even more striking than I remembered from his videos. Tall, commanding, with an air of confidence that was impossible to ignore.

He handed me the script. “Scene starts with you ‘accidentally’ stumbling into my office after hours. You’re flustered, innocent—at least, at first. Then things escalate. Think you can channel that?”

I nodded, scanning the lines. It was straightforward enough. A little playful banter, some teasing, then the inevitable. But Quentin’s presence added a layer of electricity to the whole thing. I could already feel the tension building.

“Let’s do this,” I said, meeting his gaze.

The director called for positions, and we took our places. Quentin sat behind the desk, playing the part of the polished professor. I adjusted my tiny skirt and cardigan, the costume designed to scream naive college girl. The camera rolled.

“Professor Hall?” I said, knocking lightly on the imaginary door as I stepped into frame. “I’m so sorry to bother you, but I—oh!” I pretended to trip, catching myself on the edge of his desk. “I-I just wanted to ask about the extra credit assignment…”

Quentin leaned back in his chair, smirking. “Miss Carter, isn’t it? It’s quite late. What makes you think I’d still be here?”

His tone was playful, but there was an undercurrent of something darker. Something dangerous. I felt my breath catch.

“I-I didn’t mean to—” I stammered, stepping closer. “It’s just… I really need the points. Please, Professor.”

He studied me for a moment, then stood, circling the desk. “Maybe I can help you earn those points… but it won’t come easy.”

The dialogue was cheesy, sure, but the way he delivered it made my stomach flip. The cameras followed as he moved closer, his eyes never leaving mine. I could feel the heat radiating off him, smell the faint hint of cologne mingling with something distinctly masculine.

“What do I need to do?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from my face. His fingers lingered, trailing down my cheek, sending a shiver through me. “Let me show you.”

And just like that, the gloves were off. Quentin spun me around, pressing me against the desk. His hands roamed over my body, quick and deliberate, pulling at the hem of my skirt. I gasped, partly for the camera, partly because it felt so damn good. He leaned in, his breath hot against my ear.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Now let’s give them something to remember.”

His hand slid between my legs, fingers slipping beneath the fabric of my panties. I moaned, arching into his touch as he teased me, his fingertips finding all the right spots. The cameras zoomed in, capturing every detail, every reaction. I could feel the pressure building, my body responding instinctively.

Then he pulled back, and I whined at the loss of contact. But Quentin wasn’t done. Not even close. He unzipped his pants, and my eyes widened as he freed himself. Good god, the rumors hadn’t lied. His cock was huge, thick and veiny, almost intimidating.

“Think you can take it?” he asked, his smirk returning.

I dropped to my knees without hesitation, wrapping my hand around the base. My mouth watered as I leaned in, taking him into my mouth. The taste of him, the weight of him on my tongue—it was overwhelming. I gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.

“That’s it,” he groaned, tangling his fingers in my hair. “Take it all.”

I bobbed my head, doing my best to accommodate him, but it was impossible. Still, I kept going, spurred on by his praise. The sounds I made, the way I struggled—it was all caught on camera, raw and unfiltered.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless, my lips swollen and wet. Quentin lifted me onto the desk, spreading my legs wide. The cameras angled in, capturing everything as he trailed kisses down my thighs, his tongue flicking against my clit. I cried out, gripping the edge of the desk as pleasure surged through me.

“Please,” I begged, not entirely sure what I was asking for. More? Harder? Faster? All of it.

Quentin obliged, his fingers sliding inside me while his mouth worked magic. I was teetering on the edge, my hips bucking uncontrollably, when he suddenly stopped.

“Not yet,” he said, standing up. “We’re just getting started.”

He positioned himself between my legs, his cock pressing against my entrance. I braced myself, but nothing could have prepared me for the way he filled me, stretching me to the limit. My nails dug into his back as he thrust into me, each movement sending shockwaves through my body.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, his pace relentless.

I could barely form words, reduced to incoherent moans and gasps. The cameras captured it all—the sweat on my brow, the way my breasts bounced with each thrust, the desperate hunger in Quentin’s eyes. It was primal, exhilarating.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he pulled out. I whimpered in protest, but then I felt his fingers circling my asshole. My eyes flew open, meeting his gaze.

“Trust me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I nodded, trembling with anticipation as he pushed inside. The stretch was incredible, almost too much, but I loved it. Every sensation, every inch—it was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Quentin fucked me hard, his grip bruising as he drove me closer to the edge.

“Harder,” I pleaded, my voice hoarse. “Please, harder.”

He obliged, slamming into me with a force that left me breathless. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I screamed his name. Quentin followed soon after, his release filling me as he groaned, his body shuddering with the intensity of it.

For a moment, we stayed like that, frozen in place. Then he pulled out, and I collapsed onto the desk, completely spent. The sound of the director calling “Cut!” barely registered as I lay there, basking in the afterglow.

Quentin leaned down, brushing a kiss against my forehead. “Told you we’d make something unforgettable.”

I smiled weakly, still catching my breath. “Guess we did.”

He straightened up, offering me a hand. “Come on. Let’s get cleaned up. We’ll talk about the next shoot later.”

As I stood, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride. This was just the beginning. Quentin was impressed, and I knew it. The possibilities were endless.

MILTON’S GAME
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The marina was alive with the sound of waves lapping against the docks, the salty air tangling in my hair as I adjusted the strap of my tote bag. My phone buzzed again—Milton’s number flashing on the screen. Twenty grand. The number lingered in my mind like a promise, one I wasn’t about to let slip away. I tugged at the hem of my white bikini under my sheer cover-up, making sure everything was in place. Tonight was going to be mine.

I spotted Milton standing near his yacht, his tailored shirt clinging just enough to hint at the muscle underneath. He was exactly what you’d expect from the son of an oil tycoon—polished, confident, and dripping with money. His smile widened as he saw me approach, but before I could say a word, another figure stepped out from behind him.

Danielle.

My stomach dropped. She looked different—blonde highlights, a tighter outfit than she used to wear when she worked for us—but it was her. The same woman who’d stolen from Laura and me, then teamed up with Sam, our former pimp. Her betrayal still burned like a brand, even after all this time.

Thanks to Donte’s powerful connections, Sam and Danielle had been arrested, their escort service shut down. But now, Danielle had been released from jail, and she was back in the game.

I managed to force a smile, my lips curling into something that might pass for politeness.

“Brandi,” Danielle cooed, her voice dripping with faux sweetness. “Long time no see.”

“Danielle,” I replied, keeping my tone neutral. I reminded myself to stay calm and focused. This was about the money.

Milton watched us both, his gaze flicking between us like we were pieces on a chessboard he was about to play.

“Ladies,” he said finally, extending his hands toward the yacht. “Shall we?”

The yacht was a monster—gleaming white, sleek lines, and enough space to make even the most jaded gold digger drool. I stepped aboard, my heels clicking softly against the polished deck, and followed Milton inside. Danielle trailed behind me, her perfume wafting over me like a challenge. She thinks she’s got this, I realized. That smugness of hers hadn’t changed a bit.

Milton steered the yacht into open water, the city skyline shrinking behind us until it was just the three of us and the endless expanse of ocean. He anchored somewhere quiet, the waves gently rocking the boat. “Let’s swim,” he suggested, stripping off his shirt without waiting for a response. His torso was lean, defined, and I caught Danielle’s eyes lingering a little too long. Game on.

We swam, laughed, and drank champagne—at least, Danielle and I did. Milton watched us like a predator, his dark eyes calculating every move. When the sun dipped low, casting golden light across the water, he led us back inside. The cabin was spacious, the centerpiece being a massive bed draped in silk sheets. My heart quickened. This is where it begins.

“I have a proposition,” Milton said, his voice smooth as velvet. He sat on the edge of the bed, leaning back casually. “A game. Whoever can make me cum first wins twenty grand. The loser walks away with nothing.”

I felt a spark of adrenaline. Twenty grand was a lot of money, and the thought of beating Danielle made it even sweeter. She smirked at me, clearly thinking the same thing.

“I’m in,” I said, meeting Milton’s gaze head-on.

“Me too,” Danielle purred, already stepping closer to him.

Milton grinned. “Good. Strip.”

I didn’t hesitate. My fingers hooked under the straps of my bikini top, sliding them down slowly. I let the fabric fall, revealing my tanned skin to the warm cabin air. Milton’s eyes darkened as I slipped out of my bottoms, standing bare before him. Danielle mirrored my movements, her confidence unshaken.

But I wasn’t about to let her take the lead. I dropped to my knees in front of Milton, my hands resting on his thighs as I looked up at him through my lashes. “May I?” I asked softly, my voice a whisper.

He nodded, and I reached for his belt, unfastening it with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free, already hard and throbbing. I wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep, my tongue working along his length.

Danielle joined me moments later, her mouth hot and eager. We took turns, our competition unspoken but undeniable. I sucked him harder, deeper, savoring the way his breath hitched. But Danielle wasn’t backing down—she bent over the bed, presenting herself to Milton with a brazenness that made my jaw clench.

He pulled away from me, moving to Danielle without hesitation. My chest tightened as I watched him slide into her, her moans filling the room. No. I couldn’t let her win. Not again.

I climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs wide. “Milton,” I whispered, my voice sultry and demanding.

He turned to me, his cock slick and glistening as he pulled out of Danielle. In one swift motion, he was inside me, his hips slamming forward with a force that stole my breath.

It felt good—too good. His hands gripped my hips, his thrusts relentless as he claimed me. I arched against him, matching his rhythm, my nails digging into his shoulders. Danielle watched from the side, her expression unreadable, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was Milton, the way he filled me, the way he made me feel.

I came first, my body shuddering as pleasure washed over me. Milton groaned, his pace faltering as he neared his own release. I flipped us over, straddling him, my hips grinding in slow, deliberate circles. His hands roamed my body, his touch electric. I felt him tense beneath me, his orgasm cresting as he spilled inside me.

Danielle looked furious, but I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face. I’d won.

The ride back to the marina was quiet, the weight of what had happened hanging heavily in the air. Milton handed me the cash as soon as we docked, his smirk telling me he’d enjoyed every second of our little game. Danielle stormed off without a word, and I couldn’t help but feel a small thrill of victory.

But as I stood there, the money clutched in my hand, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t over. Not with Danielle. Not with Milton. My heart raced as I glanced back at the yacht, the memory of his hands on my body still burning.

MILTON’S DOMINANCE
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I was sprawled on the plush couch in my penthouse, one leg dangling over the edge, sipping an apple martini. Laura was across from me, her blonde hair catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. We’d built this empire together, our escort service, and it had turned us into the queens of this city. But tonight, something was off. I could feel it in my bones.

“Danielle’s out,” I said, swirling the olive in my glass. My voice was calm, but the tension in the room thickened instantly.

Laura froze, her glass halfway to her lips. “Out? As in… out of jail?”

I nodded, my hazel eyes meeting hers. “Yeah. Out. Free. Walking around like she didn’t steal from us, like she didn’t betray us.” The bitterness in my voice was sharp, cutting through the air.

Danielle—former friend, former employee, and now permanent enemy—had crossed us one too many times. We’d made sure she paid for it, with Donte’s help. But now she was back, and I wasn’t naive enough to think she’d let bygones be bygones.

I described my encounter with Milton to Laura—a kinky competition where he invited Danielle and I to compete against each other to see who could make him cum first. Of course, I walked away with the twenty grand.

I was surprised Danielle had remained so professional during our encounter with Milton, but I was convinced it was an act. She was planning something. And, I’m sure that losing Milton’s freaky sex game made her even more vengeful.

Laura leaned forward, her green eyes narrowing. “What’s the plan, Brandi? You know she’s coming for us.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the glass coffee table. I glanced at the screen and felt a jolt of excitement. Milton. The name alone made my heart race. Our last encounter had been intense. What would he want this time? I picked up the phone, my voice smooth as silk. “Milton. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Brandi,” his deep voice purred through the speaker. “I’ve got another proposition for you. Something… exciting. You in?”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. I didn’t even need to ask her; she was already nodding, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m listening,” I said.

“Meet me at the Regal Crescent in an hour. Oh, and bring a friend. Someone who can keep up.” The line went dead before I could respond.

I set the phone down, my pulse quickening. “Looks like we’ve got a date.”

—

The Regal Crescent was the kind of place where money screamed louder than words. Marble floors, chandeliers that looked like they belonged in Versailles, and a staff so polished they probably didn’t even sweat. Laura and I strutted through the lobby like we owned the place, our heels clicking in unison. We took the elevator to the top floor, the anticipation building with every passing second.

When the doors slid open, we were greeted by the sight of Milton himself, leaning against the doorway of the suite. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—tall, impeccably dressed, with eyes that seemed to see everything. His smile was crooked, dangerous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ladies,” he said, stepping aside to let us in. “Welcome to my playground.”

The suite was luxurious, but it wasn’t the decor that caught my attention. It was the BDSM equipment scattered around the room. Leather benches, restraints, whips, and toys that made my stomach twist in a mix of nerves and excitement. I glanced at Laura, her eyes wide, but there was a spark there too. We both knew Milton was worth it—both the cash and the experience.

Milton shut the door behind us, his gaze sweeping over us like he was assessing a pair of racehorses. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitated for only a second before reaching for the zipper on my dress. The fabric pooled at my feet, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen for the occasion. Laura followed suit, her movements confident, her red hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Milton’s eyes darkened with appreciation, but there was no warmth there. This was business, and we all knew it.

“On the bench,” he said, gesturing to the leather piece of furniture in the center of the room. “Side by side.”

We obeyed, our bodies pressed together as Milton secured us with restraints. The leather was cool against my skin, the smell of it heady and intoxicating. My heart was pounding now, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely exhilarated.

Milton picked up a whip, the sound of it cutting through the air making me flinch. The first strike landed on my thigh, the pain sharp and immediate. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but the sting was followed by a rush of heat that made me squirm. He moved to Laura next, her gasp echoing in the room as the whip connected with her skin.

The next part came quickly. I felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure as Milton slid a butt plug into me. I gasped, the sensation both strange and intoxicating. He teased my clit with a small vibrator, the buzz building until I was panting, begging for release. But he stopped, leaving me aching and frustrated, before turning his attention to Laura.

He took a large dildo, the sight of it making my stomach clench. Laura moaned as he thrust it into her, her body arching against the restraints. But just as she seemed on the edge, he stopped, leaving her as unsatisfied as I was.

When Milton finally released the restraints, I was trembling, my body humming with need. He unzipped his pants, and I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, the taste of him making my head swim. Laura joined me, our lips and tongues working in tandem as we took turns pleasing him.

Then it was time for the main event. Laura and I bent over the bench, our bodies side by side. I heard Laura’s moans as Milton entered her from behind, her pleasure spilling out in a cascade of gasps and cries. When it was my turn, I braced myself, knowing what he wanted.

He removed the butt plug, the sensation making me shiver. I felt the coolness of the lube, then the pressure as he pushed into me. It was intense, overwhelming, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. He moved with a precision that left me breathless, his thrusts building until I felt him release inside me.

When it was over, Milton handed us each an envelope filled with cash—ten grand apiece. Laura and I showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and the remnants of the night. We dressed in silence, our hearts pounding with excitement.

As we walked out of the hotel, the city lights sparkling around us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

“What’s next?” Laura asked, her voice low.

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. But I knew one thing for sure—Milton and his wealth would be very beneficial to us. He was a good person to have on our side, but I was experienced enough to know that crossing someone like him could be very dangerous. We’d have to be careful.

NYLON LUST

MF / Pantyhose / Lingerie Fetish / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The lights of the city flickered like distant stars as I sat across from Donte at Il Cielo, the kind of place where the wine cost more than some people’s rent. The soft hum of conversation and the clink of silverware against fine china filled the air, but all I could focus on was the way his dark eyes lingered on me, like I was the most intriguing puzzle he’d ever encountered.

Donte was a man who commanded respect, his presence as heavy as the tailored suit he wore. His power was intoxicating, but so was the way he looked at me—like I was the only woman in the room. My romance with the handsome mob boss was heating up.

“You’re quiet tonight, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth and low, the kind that made my stomach twist in the best way. He swirled the red wine in his glass, watching me with that half-smile of his. “Something on your mind?”

I leaned forward, letting the neckline of my dress do some of the talking. “Just enjoying the view,” I replied, my lips curving into a smile. “And the company.”

He chuckled, a rich, deep sound that made me shiver. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“So I’ve been told.”

Our dinner was a slow, sensual affair. The filet mignon melted in my mouth, the asparagus was crisp and perfectly seasoned, and the wine tasted like liquid velvet. But it was Donte’s attention that had me feeling like the most important person in the world. He didn’t just listen; he absorbed every word I said, his gaze never wavering. It was easy to forget he was a powerful crime lord when he looked at me like that. Easy to pretend we were just two people enjoying a night out.

And then my phone buzzed.

I glanced down at the screen, surprised. It wasn’t often I got calls during dinner, especially not from clients. I hesitated, debating whether to silence it, but Donte leaned back in his chair, his smile widening.

“Go ahead,” he said, gesturing toward the phone. “Get your money, baby. Business is business.”

I picked up, my voice soft but professional. “This is Brandi.”

“Brandi, it’s Eric,” the voice on the other end said, smooth and confident. “I’ve heard a lot about you. I was hoping we could meet tonight.”

I glanced at Donte, who raised an eyebrow but said nothing. “Tonight’s a bit last-minute,” I replied, keeping my tone light. “What did you have in mind?”

“I have a… specific request,” Eric said, his voice dropping just enough to send a thrill through me. “I’d love for you to wear your sexiest nylon stockings.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I think I can manage that. Let’s say an hour?”

“Perfect.” He gave me the address, and I hung up, slipping my phone back into my clutch.

Donte was already signaling for the check. “Nylons, huh?” he said, his tone casual but his eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite place. “Sounds like someone’s got expensive taste.”

“You don’t mind?” I asked, though I already knew the answer. Donte wasn’t the type to get possessive. He enjoyed the freedom of our arrangement as much as I did.

“Of course not, baby. Just don’t forget who you belong to when the night’s over.”

I reached across the table, brushing my fingers over his. “Always you, Donte.”

We finished our wine in comfortable silence, the weight of his words settling over me like a warm blanket. When the check came, he handed the waiter a black card without even glancing at the bill. Power, I thought, watching him. It suited him.

I kissed him goodbye at the valet, his lips lingering on mine for just a moment too long. “Be safe,” he murmured against my ear, his breath warm. “And don’t let him forget who you are.”

“Never,” I promised, slipping into the driver’s seat of my luxury SUV.

I made a quick stop at a lingerie boutique, the kind of place where the lights were soft and the air smelled like vanilla and silk. The saleswoman didn’t bat an eye as I picked out a sheer black bra and panties, a garter belt, and a pair of stockings so smooth they felt like liquid against my skin. I changed in the dressing room, admiring the way the lingerie hugged my curves, the stockings pulling the whole look together. Eric’s going to love this, I thought with a grin.

Eric’s home was exactly what I expected—expansive, elegant, and nestled in one of the city’s nicest neighborhoods. I knocked on the door, my heart racing just a little. When he opened it, I was struck by how handsome he was. Tall, with sandy blonde hair and a smile that could’ve been on a billboard. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on the way the stockings hugged my legs.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice warm. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

“Thank you,” I replied, stepping inside. The house was immaculate, all clean lines and modern furniture. He handed me an envelope—I didn’t need to count it to know it was more than enough.

We made our way to the bedroom, the tension between us growing with every step. I turned to face him, slowly unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor. His breath hitched as he took in the lingerie, his eyes darkening with desire.

“You weren’t kidding about the stockings,” he said, stepping closer. His hands skimmed over my hips, tracing the edge of the garter belt. “You’re perfect.”

I smiled, feeling a rush of satisfaction. “I aim to please.”

He led me to the bed, his touch firm but gentle as he guided me onto the mattress. He started with my legs, his hands gliding over the smooth nylon, his fingers teasing the sensitive skin of my thighs. I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. His lips followed, pressing soft kisses to the tops of my feet, the curve of my calves. The stockings added an extra layer of friction, heightening every touch.

I reached for him, pulling him closer, but he shook his head, his eyes locked on mine. “Patience,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “I want to savor this.”

He took his time, his hands and mouth exploring every inch of my body. By the time he finally slipped off my bra and panties, I was trembling with anticipation. He settled between my legs, his breath warm against my skin before his tongue dipped inside, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

I arched my back, my fingers tangling in the sheets as he worked me over, his mouth relentless. The orgasm hit me like a wave, crashing over me and leaving me breathless. But he wasn’t done.

He pulled me onto his lap, his cock sliding inside me with a groan that made my stomach clench. I rode him slowly at first, savoring the way he filled me, but it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I moved, his eyes never leaving mine.

When I came again, it was with his name on my lips, my body trembling with the force of it. He flipped me onto my back, my legs draped over his shoulders as he thrust into me, hard and deep. The sound of skin against skin, the way his breath hitched with every movement—it was intoxicating.

He pulled out just in time, his release spilling over my feet and the stockings I’d worn just for him. I lay there, catching my breath, feeling a heady mix of satisfaction and exhaustion. Eric collapsed beside me, his hand brushing over my thigh.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice soft but sincere.

I smiled, tracing patterns on his chest. “Glad I could make your night.”

I quickly got dressed. I grabbed my designer handbag and said goodbye to Eric. He promised to call me again soon, and I hoped that he would. The night was still young and full of possibility.

I got in my car. As soon as I sat down in the driver’s seat, I texted Donte, letting him know I was safe. “Got the cash. On my way home.”

He texted me back right away. “Okay babe, I’ll meet you there.”

My heart raced with excitement. I couldn’t wait to see what Donte had planned for us. Life was great—business was booming, and I’d finally met a man who could keep up with my lifestyle of fast cash and freaky sex.

WORSHIPPING BIG COCK

MFFF / BDSM / Big Penis / Group Sex / Cock Worship / Blow Job / Rimming / Facial / Spanking / PIV Sex / Anal

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, and I reached for it without looking, my mind still fogged with sleep. Quentin. His name flashed across the screen, and I sat up instantly, the sheets pooling around my waist. I hadn’t expected to hear from him again so soon.

“Hey, Quentin,” I answered, my voice still rough from sleep but laced with curiosity.

“Brandi,” his voice was smooth, confident, almost smug. “I’ve got a proposition for you. Something… special. You in?”

I ran a hand through my long dark hair, already intrigued. Quentin was a name that carried weight in the industry, and not just because of his reputation as a porn producer. He was the guy with the ego as big as his… well, you know. I’d worked with him once before, and it had been intense, but profitable. Very profitable.

“What’s the gig?” I asked, my tone casual but my heart already picking up speed.

“BDSM. I need you and two other girls. You’ll be submitting to me, worshipping me, and really selling it. Think you can handle it, Brandi?”

I smirked, even though he couldn’t see me. “You know I can. Who else are you thinking?”

“Your friend Laura, for starters. And maybe that tall one—Cheyenne? She’s got the look. Bring them both. You’ll all be well taken care of.”

I didn’t need to think twice. Quentin’s shoots paid well, and the exposure… well, that was priceless. “Alright, I’ll make the calls. When and where?”

“Tomorrow. 10 a.m. My studio. Don’t be late.” The line went dead before I could respond. Classic Quentin.

I called Laura first. She picked up on the second ring, her voice bright and bubbly. “Brandi! What’s up?”

“Got a job for us. Quentin’s shooting a BDSM video tomorrow. He wants you, me, and Cheyenne.”

There was a pause, then a laugh. “Sounds great! I’ll be there.”

Next was Cheyenne. She was an experienced escort, and she had a natural confidence that translated well on camera. “BDSM, huh?” she said after I explained. “Sounds intense. I’m in.”

—

The next morning, the three of us arrived at Quentin’s studio, a sleek, modern space that screamed both luxury and professionalism. We were ushered into a dressing room stocked with lingerie. The outfits were skimpy—tiny bras and panties in black lace, designed to leave little to the imagination.

“Well,” Laura said, holding up a bra that looked more like a suggestion than actual coverage. “This should be fun.”

We changed quickly, the air buzzing with a mix of nerves and excitement. When we stepped onto the set, Quentin was already there, dressed in black leather pants and a smirk that made my stomach tighten. The cameraman was setting up angles, and the room was lit to highlight every curve, every movement.

Quentin’s eyes swept over us, lingering a fraction too long on each of us. “Ladies,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “You know the drill. This is a BDSM shoot. You’re here to submit to me, to worship me. And most importantly, to worship this.”

He undid his pants, and there it was—Quentin’s infamous cock. It was huge, thick and long, and it almost seemed to command attention all on its own. I felt a flush creep up my neck, but I kept my expression neutral. This was business, after all.

“Strip,” Quentin ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

We exchanged glances, then began to peel off the lingerie, letting it fall to the floor. The camera caught every move, every shift of our bodies as we bared ourselves. Quentin stepped closer, his cock swaying slightly with each step.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice cutting through the silence. “On your knees. Now.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sinking to my knees on the cold floor. Quentin’s cock was right in front of me, and I could smell the faint musk of him, a primal scent that made my mouth water. I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the weight of him, the heat. Then I leaned in, taking him into my mouth.

He was massive, stretching my lips wide as I tried to take as much of him as I could. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop, working my mouth up and down his length. Behind me, I heard Laura move. She gripped Quentin’s ass, her tongue flicking out to tease his hole. Cheyenne joined us, her hands cupping Quentin’s balls, her mouth sucking and licking with practiced precision.

The camera zoomed in on us, capturing every detail—the way my lips stretched around Quentin’s cock, the look of pure bliss on his face as Laura’s tongue worked its magic, the way Cheyenne’s mouth moved over his balls. It was a symphony of pleasure, and I was right in the middle of it.

Quentin’s hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he thrust into my mouth. I gagged again, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I was lost in the sensation, in the sounds and smells and feel of him.

“That’s it,” Quentin growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it, Brandi. Take all of it.”

I felt him tense, his cock swelling in my mouth, and then he was coming, his release shooting down my throat and covering my face. The camera caught it all, the moment immortalized in high definition.

Quentin pulled back, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl,” he said, his hand patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Now, over the bench. All of you.”

We moved quickly, bending over the leather bench with our asses in the air. Quentin started with Laura, his hand landing on her ass with a loud slap. She yelped, but there was a grin on her face. Next was Cheyenne, her caramel skin flushing red under Quentin’s palm. Then it was my turn.

The first slap took my breath away, the sharp sting of pain quickly turning into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Quentin’s hand came down again and again, each slap leaving a red mark on my ass. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he finally stopped.

“Well done,” Quentin said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now, let’s finish this.”

He stepped behind Laura, his cock sliding into her with a practiced ease. She moaned, her head falling forward as he started to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Cheyenne and I were handed dildos, and we didn’t need to be told what to do. I pressed the toy against my entrance, gasping as it slid inside, filling me perfectly. Cheyenne did the same, her moans joining Laura’s as we fucked ourselves in time with Quentin’s thrusts.

The room was filled with the sounds of flesh against flesh, of moans and gasps and the occasional slap of skin. Quentin’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he drove into Laura, his cock hitting her in just the right spot. She came with a cry, her body shuddering under his.

Quentin pulled out, his cock glistening with her slickness. He grabbed a bottle of lube, slicking himself up before turning to me. “Your turn, Brandi.”

I bent over the bench, my heart pounding as I felt him position himself against my asshole. He pushed in slowly, the stretch almost unbearable but so, so good. I bit down on my lip, my nails digging into the leather as he started to move, his cock pistoning in and out of me with a rhythm that left me breathless.

The camera was right there, capturing every thrust, every expression on my face as Quentin fucked my ass hard and deep. I could feel the pleasure building, coiling tight in my belly, but I didn’t want it to end. Not yet. Quentin’s pace quickened, his hands gripping my hips as he drove into me one last time, his release filling me with a warmth that made me moan.

He pulled out, stepping back as the camera zoomed in on his cock, still slick with lube and cum. “Cut,” he called, his voice steady despite the exertion.

We were given a moment to catch our breath, then ushered off to shower. The water was hot, soothing against my skin as I washed away the sweat and cum. Quentin paid us well, as promised, and as I counted the bills, I couldn’t help but smile.

“You did good,” Quentin said, his hand resting on my shoulder. “The fans are going to love this. And they want more of you, Brandi. Think you can handle it?”

I looked up at him, my hazel eyes meeting his with a confidence I didn’t have to fake. “Just watch me.”

Quentin grinned, his hand squeezing my shoulder before he walked away. I turned to Laura and Cheyenne, the three of us exchanging knowing smiles. This was just the beginning. And Quentin… well, he was the key to something big.

SEX ON THE BEACH

MF / Romantic / Public / Kissing / Vibrator / Dildo / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The sand was warm beneath my feet as we walked, the sun dipping low, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. Donte’s hand was firm in mine, his presence as commanding as ever. He was dressed in a crisp white shirt rolled up to his elbows, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders in a way that made my heart skip a beat. His dark eyes gleamed with mischief, and I knew this wasn’t going to be just any ordinary date.

“You’re quiet today, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth and laced with amusement. “Nervous?”

I laughed, shaking my head. Nervous wasn’t the word. More like excited, curious, and a little reckless. “Not even a little. But you’ve got that look in your eye, Donte. What are you planning?”

He smirked, his gaze flicking to the small bag he carried in his other hand. “You’ll see. Trust me, you’re going to love it.”

We found a secluded spot near the water, far enough from the main path that we wouldn’t be disturbed. Donte spread out a blanket, and I sat down, the breeze off the ocean brushing against my skin. He settled beside me, his arm brushing mine, and for a moment, we just watched the waves, the sound of the water soothing in its rhythm.

Then he turned to me, his eyes dark with intent. He reached for me, his fingers brushing my cheek before sliding into my hair, pulling me into a kiss. It wasn’t gentle—Donte didn’t do gentle. It was possessive, demanding, and it set my body on fire. My hands found his chest, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart beneath my palms.

When he pulled back, he was holding something in his hand. A vibrator, sleek and small, its smooth surface gleaming in the fading light. My breath hitched as he turned it on, the low hum vibrating in the air between us.

“Donte…” I started, but he cut me off with another kiss, his free hand sliding up my thigh, pushing my dress higher.

“Relax, Brandi,” he murmured against my lips. “No one’s watching.”

I glanced around, the beach deserted except for the distant figures far down the shore. My body was already responding to his touch, heat pooling low in my belly. He teased me with the vibrator, the tip brushing against my clit through my panties, sending shocks of pleasure through me.

“God, Donte,” I gasped, my hips arching into his touch.

He chuckled, the sound low and dark, and slid my panties to the side, the cool air meeting my heated skin. The vibrator pressed against me again, this time directly, and I moaned, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

“That’s it,” he whispered, his lips trailing down my neck. “Let go.”

I did, the pleasure building with every pass of the vibrator, every stroke of his fingers. My eyes fluttered closed, the world narrowing to the sensations he was creating, the way my body was coming alive under his touch.

When I came, it was with a gasp, my body trembling as the waves of pleasure crashed over me. Donte watched me with a satisfied smile, his hand still holding the vibrator, letting me ride out the aftershocks.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with desire. He reached into the bag again, pulling out something larger this time—a dildo, thick and veined, the sight of it sending a fresh wave of anticipation through me.

“Fuck yourself with it. I want to watch,” he said, handing it to me. His eyes never left mine as I took it, his gaze burning with intensity.

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I knew what he wanted, and I wanted it too. I positioned the dildo at my entrance, the tip pressing against me, and slowly slid it in, the stretch delicious, the sensation overwhelming. Donte’s eyes were locked on me, his hand reaching for his phone, the camera pointed at me.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Show me how much you enjoy it.”

I did, moving the dildo in and out, my body responding to every movement, every stroke. I was lost in the pleasure, in the way his eyes watched me, in the knowledge that he was capturing every moment. My breath came in short gasps, my moans mixing with the sound of the waves crashing on the shore.

When I finally came again, it was with a cry, my body shuddering with the force of it. Donte was on me in an instant, his hands on my hips, pulling me to my feet. He guided me to the rocks near the water, the cool surface pressing against my knees as he bent me over.

“Donte, wait—” I started, but he was already there, his cock pressing against me, sliding in with one firm thrust.

I gasped, the stretch of him filling me completely, the sensation overwhelming. He didn’t go slow, didn’t tease. He fucked me hard, his hands gripping my hips, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. The sound of the waves mixed with the sound of our bodies meeting, the rhythm of his thrusts driving me higher and higher.

“You’re mine, Brandi,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “All mine.”

I didn’t argue, couldn’t argue. My body was his, and I loved every second of it. When he came, it was with a groan, his body shuddering against mine, his grip on me almost painful. We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing hard, the world slowly coming back into focus.

Finally, he pulled out, and I turned to face him, my body still trembling. He smiled, that dark, dangerous smile that always made my heart race, and took my hand.

“Come on,” he said, leading me toward the water. “Let’s cool off.”

We jumped into the ocean, the cool water a shock against my heated skin. Donte pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me, and I laughed, the sound bubbling up from deep inside me. We swam, the water swirling around us, the world fading away until it was just the two of us.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in deep purples and blues, I couldn’t help but think how lucky I was. Donte was everything I’d ever wanted—a strong and powerful man who accepted my lifestyle and made me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. I couldn’t wait to see where our relationship would lead.

COUNTY JAIL PEEP SHOW

MFF / Jail / Public / Masturbation / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism / Dildo

The café was warm, the kind of warmth that made you forget about the crisp bite of the autumn air outside. Laura and I sat at our usual corner table, cups of coffee steaming between us. The smell of roasted beans mixed with her vanilla perfume, a comforting blend that always made me feel grounded. She was scrolling through her phone, her red nails tapping against the screen, while I stirred my latte absentmindedly, watching the foam swirl in patterns that dissolved almost as quickly as they formed.

“You’re quiet today,” Laura said, glancing up. Her green eyes narrowed teasingly. “Something on your mind?”

I shook my head, but before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the table. The screen lit up with an unfamiliar number. I had a bad feeling. I never gave out my personal phone number. Who could it be?

I picked it up, my fingers trembling slightly.

Laura must have noticed because she leaned forward, her brow furrowed. “Brandi?” she asked, her voice low. “What’s wrong?”

I pressed the phone to my ear. “Hello? Who is this?”

“Brandi,” Donte’s voice cut through, steady but weighted, like he was holding something back. “I need you to listen carefully.”

My heart raced. Donte’s tone was all wrong—too calm, too controlled. He wasn’t the confident, commanding mob boss I knew. Something had happened. I gripped the edge of the table, my nails digging into the wood. Laura reached over, placing her hand on mine, her touch grounding me.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice tight.

He hesitated, just for a second, but it felt like forever. “I’m in jail,” he said finally. “They’ve got me on money laundering, racketeering, conspiracy… drug trafficking.”

Each word hit me like a punch, knocking the air out of my lungs. My vision blurred for a moment, and I blinked hard, trying to focus.

“Donte…” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “How bad is it?”

“It’s bad,” he admitted, his voice still calm, but there was an edge to it now, a tension that hadn’t been there before. “But don’t worry. I’ll figure it out. I always do.”

“We’ll figure it out,” I corrected him, my voice firmer now. Laura squeezed my hand, and I met her gaze. “I’m here for you.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, then, “Thank you, Brandi. Come visit me at the jail. Tonight.”

The line went dead, and I stared at the phone, my chest tight. Laura was watching me, her expression serious now. “What did he say?” she asked.

I filled her in quickly, my words tumbling out in a rush. When I finished, she leaned back in her chair, her lips curving into a slow smile. “Well,” she said, “let’s go see Donte.”

—

The jail was cold, sterile, the kind of place that made your skin crawl. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow on the gray walls and metal furniture. Laura and I sat side by side in the tiny visitation room, separated from Donte by a thick glass window. He looked good, even in the drab jumpsuit. Too good. His dark eyes locked onto mine the moment he sat down, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as honey. “Laura. You came.”

“Of course we did,” Laura replied, her tone playful but edged with determination. “What kind of friends would we be if we left you hanging?”

He smirked, leaning back in his chair. “Good point.”

“What can we do to help?” I asked, looking at Donte through the grimy glass. “Tell us what you need.”

Donte hesitated. Then he finally spoke, his voice lower this time, almost a whisper. “Detective Bradshaw,” he said. “Chief of police. He’s the one leading the case. He’s got a… weakness. For women.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly understanding where the conversation was going. “What are you saying, Donte?” I asked, though I already knew.

“Use it,” he said simply. “Get close to him. Find out what you can. And if you can… get him to drop the charges.”

I exhaled sharply, my mind racing. This wasn’t just some small-time client we were talking about. This was the chief of police. The stakes were higher than anything we’d ever dealt with before. But Donte had done so much for us—for me. He’d protected us, given us opportunities, helped us build our escort service into something real. We owed him. I owed him.

“Okay,” I said finally. “We’ll handle it.”

We spent the next few minutes going over the details. Bradshaw was married, but everyone knew he had a wandering eye. He frequented high-end bars downtown, places where powerful men went to unwind. Donte suggested we start there, but there was something else in his eyes—a spark of mischief that made my stomach twist.

“Before you go,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “why don’t you give me something to remember you by?”

I froze, my cheeks heating.

Laura laughed lightly, but I could see the flicker of excitement in her eyes. “You’re terrible,” she said, shaking her head. But she was already reaching for the hem of her shirt, lifting it slowly, revealing the curve of her breasts beneath her lacy bra.

Donte’s eyes darkened, his gaze fixed on her.

My heart pounded as I hesitated, my fingers trembling where they rested on my lap. Donte turned to me, his expression softening. “Come on, Brandi,” he murmured. “For me?”

I bit my lip, my pulse racing. Slowly, I lifted my own shirt, letting the fabric slide up to reveal my bare skin. Donte’s breath hitched, his eyes raking over me with a hunger that made my knees weak. He reached down, unbuckling his belt, and I watched, wide-eyed, as he freed himself, his cock already hard and straining against his palm.

Laura’s hand brushed my thigh, snapping me out of my daze. She pulled a dildo from her purse, the sleek silicone glinting under the harsh light. My stomach flipped. “Laura,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “We can’t—”

“Relax,” she said, her lips brushing my ear. “Just trust me.”

I glanced at Donte, who was already stroking himself, his eyes locked on mine. The heat in his gaze was enough to make my resistance crumble. I nodded, my breath coming in shallow gasps as Laura positioned the dildo between my thighs. The cool press of it against my wet folds made me shudder, and I bit back a moan as she pushed it inside, filling me completely.

Donte groaned, his hand moving faster as he watched us. My hips rocked instinctively, chasing the pleasure building deep inside me. Laura’s free hand cupped my breast, her fingers teasing my nipple until I was arching into her touch. The sound of Donte’s ragged breathing mingled with the slick slide of the dildo, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Let me see you come.”

His words tipped me over, and I cried out as the orgasm ripped through me, my body trembling with the force of it. Donte followed soon after, his release splattering across the glass with a low groan. Laura removed the dildo slowly, her touch gentle as she helped me readjust my clothes.

“We’ll get you out of here,” I promised, my voice hoarse. “No matter what it takes.”

Donte smiled, but there was a sadness in his eyes that made my chest ache. “Be careful,” he said. “Bradshaw’s not someone to underestimate.”

Laura stood, smoothing her skirt and fixing her hair. “Neither are we,” she said, her tone sharp with determination. “Let’s go, Brandi. We’ve got work to do.”

SEDUCING DETECTIVE BRADSHAW

MF / Seduction / Kissing / Blow Job / PIV Sex

The glass door to the police station felt heavier than usual as I pushed it open, my heels clicking sharply against the linoleum floor. The air inside was stale, like coffee and paperwork had been left out too long. My heart pounded in my chest, but I kept my face calm, composed. I was Brandi Moore, and I knew how to play this game.

Donte’s voice echoed in my head from our last visit. “Mark Bradshaw. Chief of police. He’s got a weakness for women, Brandi. Use that.” Easy for him to say—he wasn’t the one walking into a lion’s den wearing a tiny black dress and stilettos. But Donte had done too much for me, for Laura. He’d saved our escort service from destruction. I owed him this.

At the front desk, a bored-looking officer glanced up from his computer. “Name?”

“Brandi Moore,” I said, flashing him a smile that was just shy of flirtatious. “I have an appointment with Detective Bradshaw.”

He nodded, his eyes lingering on me a little too long before he picked up the phone. A few minutes later, I was being led down a hallway lined with framed photos of officers shaking hands with politicians. My guide stopped at a door marked Chief of Police and knocked lightly.

“Come in,” came a deep, authoritative voice.

The office was larger than I expected, filled with polished wood furniture and a large window that let in the afternoon light. Behind the desk sat Mark Bradshaw, and he looked every bit the commanding presence Donte had described. His broad shoulders strained against the fabric of his button-up shirt, and his tie was loosened just enough to give him that effortlessly rugged look. His dark hair was cropped short, and his jawline could cut glass.

But it was his eyes that caught me. Sharp, calculating, but with a flicker of something else. Something hungry.

“Miss Moore,” he said, standing and extending a hand. His grip was firm, his palm warm against mine. “Please, have a seat.”

I crossed my legs slowly as I sat, letting the slit in my skirt ride up just enough to catch his attention. “Thank you for seeing me, Detective Bradshaw.”

“Call me Mark,” he said, sitting back down. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You mentioned you wanted to discuss Donte Lewis’ case.”

“Yes,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest in a way that accentuated my cleavage. “I’m… concerned about him. I know the charges are serious, but is there any way they could be reduced? Maybe if he cooperates?”

Mark sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Look, Miss Moore—”

“Brandi,” I corrected, leaning forward slightly.

His eyes dipped briefly to my chest before snapping back up. “Brandi. Charges like these don’t just go away. Donte’s involvement in organized crime was extensive. We’re talking years, minimum.”

I let out a soft sigh, feigning disappointment, and stood up to remove my jacket. The air conditioning hit my bare shoulders, and I saw his gaze flicker to the way the tiny black dress hugged my curves. “It’s just… he’s not a bad person, Mark. He’s made mistakes, sure, but doesn’t everyone deserve a second chance?”

I leaned over the desk, allowing my cleavage to spill closer to his line of sight. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, his fingers tapping nervously against the desk.

Then, I dropped my chapstick. It clattered to the floor, and I didn’t hesitate to bend over and pick it up, making sure my ass was perfectly displayed. The silence in the room was deafening, save for the faint sound of his breath hitching.

When I straightened, he was standing. His chair scraped against the floor as he moved around the desk, closing the distance between us in two strides.

“We shouldn’t do this,” he whispered, his voice low and rough.

But I was already reaching for the zipper of his pants, my fingers trembling with purpose. “Why not?” I murmured, looking up at him through my lashes.

He didn’t answer. Instead, his hands found my hips, pulling me against him. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, the hardness pressing against me. When our lips met, it was electric. His kiss was desperate, almost savage, as though he’d been holding back for longer than either of us cared to admit.

I slid to my knees, freeing him from his pants. His cock was thick and heavy in my hand, and I wasted no time taking him into my mouth. The taste of him was intoxicating, and I savored every inch, every throbbing pulse against my tongue.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands tangling in my hair.

I looked up at him, my lips slick and swollen, and smiled. “Do you want more?”

In response, he grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet, spinning me around to face the desk. His hands gripped my hips, pushing me forward until I was bent over the polished wood. The cool surface sent a shiver through me as I felt his breath against the back of my neck.

His fingers slipped beneath the hem of my dress, sliding my panties down my legs. I heard them hit the floor, followed by the sound of him unbuckling his belt.

And then his tongue was on me, hot and relentless, teasing and tasting until I was gasping for air. My fingers clawed at the desk, my entire body trembling with need.

“Please,” I begged, my voice barely a whisper. “Please, Mark.”

He didn’t make me wait. With one swift motion, he sank into me, filling me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, and I cried out, biting my lip to stifle the sound.

“Quiet,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips tighter as he began to move.

Each thrust was deliberate, powerful, driving me closer to the edge. I could hear the desk creaking under our weight, feel the sweat dripping down my back. His name spilled from my lips in broken gasps, each syllable a plea for more.

When he finally came, it was with a ragged groan, his body collapsing over mine. For a moment, we stayed like that, breathing hard, tangled together in a mess of desperation and desire.

As he pulled away, I turned to face him, my dress rumpled and my hair a mess. “About Donte…” I began, my voice still shaky.

He ran a hand through his hair, his expression unreadable. “I’ll tell the court he cooperated. Minimum sentence.”

My heart sank. Minimum sentence was still years. Too long.

I reached for his business card on the desk, scribbling my number on the back before handing it to him. “Call me,” I said, my voice steady now.

He hesitated and then took the card, his fingers brushing against mine.

As I walked out of the police station, I was overwhelmed with disappointment. It didn’t seem like Detective Bradshaw would be able to get Donte out of this mess. The charges were way too serious, and even the chief of police couldn’t make them go away.

Still, I was determined to free my mob boss lover. The next step would be hiring the best lawyers, and we would need a lot of money to pay for them. Laura and I would have to work extra hard, but it was worth it to help Donte.

FINDOM WITH LAURA

FFM / BDSM / Findom / Stilletos / Trampling / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Whipping / Teasing

The phone buzzed on the kitchen counter, interrupting the quiet hum of the TV in the background. I glanced over at Laura, who was sprawled on the couch, her auburn hair spilling over the armrest like a lazy cat.

She raised an eyebrow at me, her lips curling into a sly smile. “That better be money calling,” she said, her voice laced with both hope and exhaustion.

I picked up the phone, my fingers brushing against the cracked screen. “Brandi,” I answered, my tone professional but warm.

On the other end of the line, a deep, smooth voice introduced himself as Andre. He was direct, no small talk, just straight to the point. Rich men always are, I thought to myself. He wanted a session—a special one. He wanted to be dominated. By both of us.

I hesitated for a moment, exchanging a look with Laura. We weren’t new to this, but things had been… different lately. Ever since Donte got locked up, every job felt heavier, more desperate. We needed money—a lot of it—and fast. Andre offered five thousand dollars. My stomach clenched at the number. It was a big score, and it would help us pay for a high-priced attorney.

“We’ll be there,” I said, my voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in my chest.

Laura was already up, moving with the kind of purposeful energy that only she could summon. We headed to the bedroom, where our wardrobe was a mix of lingerie, leather, and lace. We chose black leather—his request. The outfits were tight, the material hugging our curves like a second skin. I slipped into my stilettos while Laura adjusted her corset, her reflection in the mirror sharp and confident.

Laura caught my eye and smirked. “Let’s make him beg,” she said, and I couldn’t help but laugh, though the weight of our situation lingered in the back of my mind.

When we arrived at Andre’s house, it was exactly what I expected—large, modern, and impersonal. He greeted us at the door, his eyes immediately scanning us from head to toe. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and impeccably dressed, but there was something in his gaze that gave him away. Nervousness, I realized. He wanted this, but he was out of his element. Good.

Andre handed me an envelope full of cash. Five neat stacks of one thousand dollars. I stuffed it in my purse, feeling my excitement grow.

“Downstairs,” he said, leading us to the basement.

The space was dimly lit, the air cool and slightly damp. My eyes swept over the room, taking in the assortment of BDSM gear—whips, restraints, paddles. It was all meticulously arranged, like a museum exhibit. Andre wasted no time. He stripped off his clothes, his movements deliberate but jittery, and laid himself on the floor. Submission, I thought, it’s written all over him.

Laura stepped forward first, her stilettos clicking against the concrete floor. She placed one foot on his chest, pressing down just enough to make him gasp. I followed suit, the sharp heel of my shoe digging into his stomach. He groaned, a sound that was part pain, part pleasure, and I felt a strange thrill run through me. Control. We had it, and he wanted us to keep it.

After a while, we stepped off him, and that’s when the real worship began. He started with Laura, slowly unbuckling the straps of her high heels. He held her foot in his hand, his lips brushing against her toes before taking one into his mouth. I watched, my arms crossed, as he moved to me.

Andre gently removed my shoes, placing them aside, his hands trembling as they cradled my foot. His lips trailed up my calf, his breath hot against my skin. When he reached my thigh, I stopped him, guiding his head between my legs.

“Eat me,” I commanded, my voice low but firm.

He obeyed, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles. I grabbed his head, forcing him to focus on my clit, and his moans vibrated against me.

Laura grabbed a whip from the wall, the sound of it cracking through the air as she brought it down on his back. He cried out, but there was no mistaking the pleasure in his voice. I joined her on the bed, my hand wrapping around his cock as I teased him, my fingers light but deliberate.

“Please,” Andre begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

I shook my head, my lips brushing against his ear. “Not yet.”

Laura and I took turns teasing him with our mouths, my tongue tracing the length of his cock while she focused on his balls. We brought him to the edge, then stopped, watching as he writhed beneath us.

“Anything,” he pleaded, his voice desperate. “I’ll do anything.”

I leaned back, a slow smile spreading across my face. “Anything?” I repeated, my tone playful but sharp. He nodded, his eyes wide. I glanced at Laura, who was already grinning. “Another five thousand,” I said, the words hanging in the air like a challenge.

He hesitated, his breathing ragged. But then he nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Laura and I didn’t waste any time. We worked together, our mouths moving in perfect sync, until he came with a cry that echoed through the basement. Afterward, he unlocked his safe, his hands still shaking as he handed over another five grand. We dressed quickly, the weight of the money heavy in my purse as we stepped out into the night.

The ride home was quiet, the hum of the engine filling the silence. I stared out the window, the city lights blurring past as my thoughts drifted to Donte. We’re closer, I told myself, but the fear was still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Laura reached over, her hand resting on mine. “We’ll get him out,” she said, her voice firm.

I nodded, but the worry didn’t fade. It never did.

GANGBANGED BY THE BASEBALL TEAM

MMMMF / Stripping / Lap Dance / Gangbang / Group Sex / PIV Sex / Blow Job / Creampie

The phone buzzed on the edge of the bathroom counter, the vibration sending ripples through the water in my glass. I picked it up, my fingers still damp from the shower. I felt that familiar tingle of opportunity. Laura was perched on the couch, flipping through some glossy magazine, her legs tucked under her. She looked up when I answered.

“Hey, it’s Brandi,” I said, my voice smooth, practiced.

“Hi honey,” he replied, his voice low and easy. “I’m Tom. I was calling to inquire about your services?”

He sounded friendly and outgoing. I was intrigued. “What can I do for you?” I asked, sounding seductive.

“Listen, I’ve got a situation. I’m the manager of a baseball team—the Tom Cats. I’m hosting a party tonight. Twelve guys, and they’re… let’s just say they’re in the mood for some entertainment. I need four girls. Think you and Laura can handle it?”

I raised an eyebrow, glancing at Laura. She was already leaning forward, her magazine forgotten. “Four girls, huh? Yeah, we can handle it. But it’s gonna cost you.”

Tom chuckled, a sound that was half-amused, half-arrogant. “Money’s no issue. Just make sure they’re worth it.”

I smirked. “Oh, they’ll be worth it.”

As soon as I hung up, Laura was on her feet. “What’s the deal?”

“Baseball team,” I said, tossing the phone onto the counter. “Twelve guys. They want four girls. I’m thinking you, me, Kayla, and Cheyenne.”

Laura’s eyes lit up. “That’s easy money. But… twelve guys? That’s three each. You think we can handle that?”

I shrugged, my lips curving into a sly smile. “We’re tough girls, aren’t we? Besides, we need the cash. Donte’s trial is coming up, and if we’re gonna get him out, we need to pull in some serious dough.”

Laura nodded, her expression serious for a moment before it melted into a grin. “Alright, let’s do it. I’ll call Kayla and Cheyenne.”

—

The house was massive, the kind of place that screamed money.

Tom greeted us with a grin, his eyes lingering on me a little longer than necessary. “Ladies,” he said, spreading his arms wide. “Welcome to the party. I hope you’re ready to… entertain.”

He was a burly man in his forties, wearing a large Rolex watch—the kind of guy who thought he was a big shot because he managed a team of overgrown boys who could swing a bat.

I smirked. “Oh, we’re ready.”

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, the fabric clinging to my curves, and exchanged a smirk with Laura. She was in red, her own dress barely covering anything, and I could already see the way the guys were looking at her as we walked in.

The room was alive with energy—music pumping, drinks flowing, and the guys laughing and shouting over each other. Twelve of them. All athletic, all handsome, all looking at us like we were the main course.

We started with a dance, the four of us moving in sync, our bodies swaying to the beat. The guys were cheering, hollering, throwing dollar bills like we were in some seedy strip club. But this wasn’t a club—this was their boss’s house, and they were ready to let loose.

I zeroed in on one guy in particular—Mike. He was the pitcher, tall and muscular, with a cocky grin that told me he knew exactly how good he looked. I sauntered over to him, my hips swaying with every step, and dropped onto his lap. His hands settled on my waist, and I could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of my dress.

“Hey, Mike,” I purred, leaning in close. “You having fun?”

He chuckled, his breath warm against my neck. “I am now.”

I started grinding against him, my ass rubbing against his crotch, feeling him harden beneath me. His hands tightened on my hips, and I could see the hunger in his eyes. Yeah, I thought, this is going to be fun.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Laura with Brett, the shortstop. She had her tits pressed right in his face, and he was eating it up. Kayla and Cheyenne were twerking, their asses shaking as the guys threw more bills at them. The energy in the room was electric, and I could feel it building, like a storm about to break.

Then Tom clinked a glass, and the room fell silent. “Alright, boys,” he said, a sly grin spreading across his face. “You’ve had your fun with the dancing. Now, who’s ready for the main event?”

The guys erupted into cheers, and I felt a shiver of anticipation run down my spine. This was it—the moment where we turned entertainment into serious cash.

Tom gestured to the bedrooms, and the guys started moving, dividing themselves into groups. Mike, Brett, Randy, and Zayne followed me into one of the rooms, their eyes dark with desire.

I kicked off my heels and climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs wide. Mike was the first to move, stripping off his shirt and climbing on top of me. His cock was already hard, and I could feel the heat of it pressing against my pussy.

“You ready for me, Brandi?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

I smirked. “Make it worth my while.”

Mike didn’t need any more encouragement. He pushed into me, hard and fast, and I gasped, my nails digging into his back. He fucked me with a primal intensity, his hips slamming against mine, and I could feel every inch of him stretching me, filling me. When he came, it was with a low groan, his cock pulsing inside me.

Randy was next, pushing Mike away and climbing on top of me. He didn’t waste time, fucking me from behind, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me. I looked over at Zayne, who was stroking his cock, his eyes locked on me.

“Come here,” I said, beckoning him closer.

He didn’t hesitate, sliding his cock into my mouth as Randy continued to fuck me. I sucked Zayne hard, my tongue swirling around his shaft, while Randy’s thrusts grew more erratic. When he came, it was with a grunt, his cock throbbing inside me.

Randy stepped aside, and Zayne took his turn. He slid into me slowly, his big dick stretching me in ways that made me moan. He fucked me with a steady rhythm, his hands gripping my thighs as he made me come. When he finally came, it was with a shudder, his cum joining the rest inside me.

Brett was last. He’d been standing there stroking his cock as he watched the other guys fuck me. Their cum was running out of my pussy, but Brett didn’t care. He positioned himself behind me, filling my pussy with his throbbing meat. I grasped the sheets as his cock pumped deeper and harder. Finally, I reached ecstasy as Brett shot another load in my pussy.

I lay there, panting, my body trembling with pleasure. The guys were all spent, their cocks soft now, and I could feel their cum leaking out of me. I couldn’t believe I’d just let them run a train on me

As I got up, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my makeup smeared, and my body was covered in sweat and cum. But I didn’t care. I’d just made a shit ton of money, and we were one step closer to getting Donte out. Laura, Kayla, and Cheyenne looked about the same when I stepped out of the room—hair tousled, makeup ruined, but all of us grinning like we’d just won the lottery.

We got dressed, the guys still scattered around the house, some of them passed out, others still drinking.

Tom handed us a wad of cash, his grin wide. “You ladies were worth every penny.”

I smirked, stuffing the money into my purse. “Glad to hear it.”

As we walked out, I couldn’t help but think of Donte. This is for you, I thought. Just hang on a little longer.

DANGEROUS DESIRES

FF / Lesbian / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“Get in the fucking van, or I swear to God, Brandi, it’s gonna get ugly!” Danielle snarled, her voice slicing through the cold night air like a knife.

I grabbed Laura’s arm, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The alley was dark, the only light coming from the flickering bulb above the club’s back door. Laura’s breath was ragged, her lips still swollen from where we’d been kissing moments ago. Her hand had just been between my legs, her fingers working me until I came undone against the brick wall.

Now, that warmth was replaced by a chilling fear as Danielle stepped closer, her silhouette framed by the open door of the black SUV. Sam, our former pimp, sat behind the wheel, his face shadowed but his smirk unmistakable. The engine idled, the sound menacingly low.

Sam rolled down the window, his voice dripping with fake concern. “Come on, girls. You know how this ends. Either you get in the van, or Danielle here gets creative. And trust me, you don’t wanna see her creative side.”

Laura squeezed my hand, her nails digging into my palm. “Brandi…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I didn’t think. I just acted.

“Run!” I shouted, yanking Laura with me as I bolted past Danielle, my heels clacking against the pavement.

Her hand shot out, grazing my shoulder, but I ducked, sprinting faster. Laura kept pace beside me, her dress fluttering as we rounded the corner and dashed toward my SUV, parked under a dim streetlight.

Danielle’s curses echoed behind us, but she didn’t follow. Not yet.

—

It all started hours earlier. Donte’s incarceration had left me lonely and depressed. We’d been working so hard to save up money for a lawyer. Laura suggested a night out to help us relax and get our mind off our troubles. We’d put on our sexiest outfits and headed to a downtown nightclub for a night of drinking and dancing.

The bass thumped through the walls, vibrating in my chest as Laura and I swayed on the dance floor. The crowd was alive, bodies grinding against each other under strobe lights. Laura pressed her back against me, her hips moving in sync with mine. She tilted her head, her dark hair brushing my cheek as she glanced over her shoulder, her eyes glittering with mischief.

“You look good tonight,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the music. Her hands slid down my arms, sending shivers through me despite the heat.

“So do you,” I replied, my voice low, almost a whisper. My hands rested on her hips, guiding her movements as we danced. The alcohol had loosened us both, blurring the lines between friendship and something more. When she turned to face me, her eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, the world outside disappeared.

Her lips brushed mine, tentative at first, before deepening into a kiss that left me breathless. My fingers tangled in her hair as she moaned softly against my mouth, her body pressing flush against mine. The club faded away, leaving nothing but the two of us, lost in the moment.

“Let’s get some air,” Laura said suddenly, pulling back slightly. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing uneven.

I nodded, letting her lead me through the crowd, her hand gripping mine tightly. We stumbled into the alley, the cool night air a sharp contrast to the club’s humid interior. The noise of the music dulled to a faint thrum, replaced by the distant hum of traffic and the occasional echo of laughter from inside.

Laura backed me against the wall, her hands sliding up my sides as she kissed me again. This time, there was no hesitation. Her tongue teased mine, her nails scraping lightly against my skin as she pushed my dress up. Her fingers found their way beneath the fabric, and when she discovered I wasn’t wearing panties, she let out a soft laugh.

“Naughty girl,” she whispered, her breath warm against my neck. Her touch was electric, setting every nerve in my body alight as she stroked me, her fingers slick with my arousal.

I gasped, my head falling back against the wall as she dropped to her knees, her mouth replacing her fingers. Her tongue worked me expertly, drawing out moans I couldn’t suppress. My fingers tangled in her hair, urging her on as pleasure coiled tight in my core.

When I came, it was with a cry that echoed off the alley walls, my body shuddering as Laura held me steady. She stood slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

And then the SUV pulled up.

—

“Faster, faster!” Laura urged as I fumbled with the keys, my hands shaking.

The engine roared to life, and I slammed the gearshift into drive, peeling out of the parking spot. Danielle stood in the middle of the street, illuminated by my headlights, her expression furious.

For a split second, I considered hitting the gas, but Laura’s hand on my arm stopped me. “Don’t,” she said quietly.

I swerved around Danielle, my tires screeching as I sped toward my apartment. The streets blurred together, my mind racing as much as the car.

Laura stared out the window, her knuckles white as she gripped the door handle. “What the hell are we going to do?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my stomach churning. “But we can’t let them win.”

We pulled into my building’s parking lot, running inside without looking back. My hands shook as I unlocked the door, dragging Laura inside and slamming it shut behind us. I leaned against it, trying to catch my breath, my heart still pounding.

Laura collapsed onto the couch, her face pale. “They’re not gonna stop, Brandi. They want us out of business—or worse.”

I crossed the room, sitting beside her. “We’ll figure it out,” I said, though I wasn’t sure I believed it myself. “We always do.”

But deep down, I knew this was different. Danielle wasn’t just after revenge—she wanted to destroy us. And Sam? He was the kind of man who wouldn’t hesitate to make that happen. With Donte in jail, we were vulnerable. His connections had protected us in the past, but now we would have to find our own solution.

We needed a plan. Fast.

A RISKY DEAL

MFF / Sex Game / Threesome / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Vibrator / Sixty-nine / Anal Play / Fisting

I sat on the couch in my penthouse apartment. Laura was pacing the floor with a serious look on her face. It was Sam and Danielle. They were like a bad omen, a dark cloud that had been hanging over us ever since they got locked up. But now they were out, and the threats had started again. And this time, we didn’t have Donte to protect us.

I ran a hand through my long dark hair, pacing the room. “Why won’t they leave us alone? What do they want?” I asked, though I already knew the answer. They wanted what they always wanted—control. Our escort service was thriving, and they couldn’t stand it.

Laura hesitated. “They’re serious this time, Brandi. You saw the look in Danielle’s eyes last night. If we hadn’t gotten away…”

“We need help,” I interrupted, my voice full of determination. “We can’t deal with them on our own.”

Who could we ask for assistance? That’s when it hit me. Milton.

Milton was one of our regulars, the kind of client who paid well but demanded... creativity. He was the son of a wealthy oil tycoon, and he had a taste for games—twisted, sexy games. He’d taken a liking to Laura and me. He was dangerous in his own way, but right now, he was our best shot.

I called Milton. His voice was smooth, almost amused when he picked up. “Brandi, to what do I owe the pleasure?”

I skipped the small talk. “Milton, we need your help. It’s serious.”

An hour later, Laura and I were standing in the grand foyer of Milton’s mansion. The place was obscenely luxurious, all marble floors and crystal chandeliers.

Milton greeted us with a smirk, his eyes scanning us like we were pieces of art. “You two look tense,” he said, gesturing for us to follow him into the sitting room.

We sat on the plush velvet couch, and I explained the situation. Milton listened intently, his expression unreadable.

When I mentioned Danielle’s name, his lip curled in distaste. “Danielle,” he said, his voice dripping with contempt. “She’s… uninspiring. You, on the other hand, Brandi, are a masterpiece.”

I chuckled softly, but Laura shot me a look. This wasn’t the time for flattery. Milton leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “I’ll help you,” he said finally. “But it comes with a price. I want to play a game.”

Laura and I exchanged glances. We knew what that meant. Milton’s games were never simple, never safe. But what choice did we have?

“What kind of game?” I asked, my voice steady.

Milton smiled, slow and predatory. “You and Laura will have twenty minutes to have six orgasms between the two of you. I’ll provide all the toys you need. If you win, I’ll make Sam and Danielle pay. If you lose…” He shrugged. “You walk away with nothing.”

Laura opened her mouth to protest, but I silenced her with a look. We didn’t have the luxury of hesitation. “Deal,” I said, my voice firm.

Milton’s smile widened. “Excellent. Strip.”

Laura and I stood, our hands trembling slightly as we undressed. The air was thick with tension, the kind that made my skin prickle. Milton watched us with an appraising eye, his gaze lingering on every curve.

When we were fully naked, he produced a sleek black timer, setting it on the table. “Twenty minutes,” he said. “Begin.”

I didn’t waste a second. I pushed Laura onto the bed, my lips immediately finding her pussy. She gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as I worked her with my tongue. I could feel her trembling beneath me, her arousal already rising. Grabbing a dildo from the pile of toys Milton had provided, I slid it into her, fucking her with steady, deliberate strokes. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and when she finally came, I felt a rush of satisfaction. One point.

Laura didn’t hesitate. She moved between my legs, grabbing a vibrator and teasing my clit with it. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, my breathing quickening as she pressed the vibrator harder, faster. When I came, it was with a cry, my body shuddering with the intensity of it. Two points.

We got into the sixty-nine position, Laura on top. She started licking my clit while I focused on her pussy, my tongue sliding in and out of her. The heat between us was intoxicating, the taste of her on my lips driving me wild. We came together, her juices gushing into my mouth as I felt my own orgasm ripple through me. Four points.

The clock was ticking. We were running out of time. I pushed Laura back onto the bed, grabbing the vibrator again. This time, I focused on her asshole, teasing it with the vibrator while I licked her pussy. She came hard, her body convulsing beneath me. Five points.

We were so close. I spread my legs, and Laura slid her fingers into me, her movements urgent, desperate. I could feel myself getting close, my body tightening with every stroke. She added another finger, stretching me, filling me. And then, her hand was inside me, fisting me with a skill that left me gasping. I came, my pussy clenching around her hand as the waves of pleasure crashed over me. Six points.

Milton stopped the timer, his expression one of genuine admiration. “Impressive,” he said, his voice low and approving. “I’ll handle Sam and Danielle. You don’t need to worry.”

We dressed quickly, the adrenaline still coursing through our veins. Milton walked us to the door, his hand lingering on my arm for a moment. “You’re something else, Brandi,” he said, his eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite place.

On the drive home, I felt a strange sense of confidence. Milton was powerful, and if he said he’d handle it, I believed him. Laura, however, was less convinced. “I’ll believe it when I see it,” she muttered, her arms crossed over her chest. “We’re not out of the woods yet.”

But for now, I let myself feel a little hope. We’d played Milton’s game, and we’d won. Now, it was his turn to deliver.

DONTE’S FREEDOM
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The air in the visitation room was thick, heavy with the scent of desperation and the faint tang of disinfectant that clung to every surface. I sat across from Donte, the man who had captured my heart and soul. The glass between us might as well have been a mile wide. His dark eyes burned into mine, and I could feel the weight of his frustration, his need to be free. Laura, my partner in this twisted life, sat beside me, her fingers tapping nervously on the edge of the chair.

Donte leaned forward, his expression hopeful. “How’s it going with Bradshaw? What did my attorney say?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. I didn’t want to give Donte the bad news, but it wasn’t looking good. We’d spent all of our hard earned money to hire one of the best attorneys, only to be informed that the charges couldn’t be reduced. I’d been trying to seduce Detective Bradshaw, but even the chief of police couldn’t get Donte out of jail.

“I’m sorry, baby. Bradshaw is giving me crumbs, and the lawyer said all he can do is ask the judge for leniency,” I admitted, feeling a sense of defeat. 

Laura chimed in, her voice steady despite the tension. “We’ll figure something out. But you know how it is—men like Bradshaw want more than just a pretty face and a promise.”

Donte feigned a smile, but I could see the sadness bubbling beneath the surface. “I’m gonna get out of here. I always do. This ain’t my first rodeo,” he said, trying to sound confident. “Don’t worry, baby.”

I knew what I had to do. I glanced at Laura, and she nodded almost imperceptibly. We were in this together, always had been. We owed Donte so much, and we couldn’t let him rot in jail. Even though we had to leave him in here, at least we could make his time a little easier.

As if on cue, we stood, stripping off our clothes slowly, deliberately. The glass between us didn’t matter—Donte’s eyes devoured us, hungry and possessive. Laura’s fingers trailed down her body, her hips swaying, while I slid my hand between my legs, moaning softly. It was a performance, a show of loyalty, a reminder of what Donte had waiting for him on the outside.

When we finally redressed and left the room, I felt a strange mix of pride and shame. Pride that I’d done something for Donte, shame that it had come to this—our once vibrant sex life had been reduced to a visitation room peep show. But before we could make it out of the building, a voice stopped us in our tracks.

“Ladies, hold up.”

We turned to see a man in uniform—Officer William. He was handsome, with sharp features and a confident stance. His eyes gleamed with something that made my stomach twist.

“I couldn’t help but notice your little… performance in there,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “You know there are cameras in that room, right?”

My cheeks burned, and I crossed my arms over my chest. “So what? You enjoy watching, pervert?”

William smirked, unfazed by my accusation. “I’m just trying to help you out. Donte’s a good guy. I don’t want you guys to get in trouble.”

Laura and I exchanged a glance. This was an opportunity, a crack in the system that we could exploit. If we could convince William to help us, maybe we didn’t need Bradshaw after all.

I took a step closer to William, lowering my voice to match his. “We need your help, and I’ll make it worth your while.”

“And what exactly are you offering?” he asked.

“Laura and I. A threesome. The best sex of your life,” I replied with a wink.

“It’s a deal.” He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “I can make sure Donte walks out of here. But it better be worth it.”

I felt my pulse quicken, a mix of fear and anticipation. “Oh, it will be,” I promised.

I glanced at Laura again. She nodded slightly, her eyes hard with determination. We’d do it for Donte.

William led us to an empty cell, the air thick with the scent of metal and sweat. My heart pounded in my chest as I began to strip, my fingers trembling slightly as I unbuttoned my blouse. Laura did the same, her movements slow and deliberate. William watched us, his eyes dark with hunger.

I reached for him, my hand sliding down his chest to the waistband of his pants. He groaned softly as I unzipped him, my fingers wrapping around his hard cock. I stroked him slowly, feeling the power of his arousal in my hand.

Laura moaned softly, her fingers working between her legs as she watched us. She bent over the small cot, her ass in the air, and William wasted no time. He slid into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her. Her moans filled the cell, a symphony of pleasure that made my own body ache with need.

When it was my turn, I dropped to my knees, taking William into my mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in my hair as I sucked him, my tongue swirling around his shaft. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop, determined to give him everything he wanted.

He pulled me up onto the cot, spreading my legs wide. I felt him slide into me, his cock filling me completely. I moaned, my body arching against his as he fucked me hard and fast. The pleasure built quickly, my climax crashing over me in waves as he came inside me, his body shuddering with release. When it was over, we dressed in silence, the weight of what we’d done hanging heavy in the air.

William leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest. “Tomorrow night,” he said, his voice low. “After lights out. I’ll unlock Donte’s cell. You two pick him up out back.”

I nodded, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and anticipation. “We’ll be there.”

As we left the jail, I glanced at Laura. “You think he’ll do it?”

She shrugged, her expression unreadable. “We don’t have a choice. We’re in too deep to back out now.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “Let’s just hope this works. For Donte’s sake.”

Laura nodded, her eyes hard with determination. “For Donte’s sake.”

We walked to the car, the weight of our decision pressing down on us. Tomorrow night, everything would change. And if it didn’t work… well, I didn’t want to think about that. For now, all we could do was hope that William would keep his word, and that Donte would be free.

A SAD GOODBYE
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The air was thick with tension, the kind that made your skin prickle and your stomach turn. Laura’s fingers drummed nervously on the steering wheel as we waited in the shadows of the alley, the faint hum of the engine barely audible over the pounding of my heart. The jail loomed in the distance, its cold, unwelcoming walls a stark contrast to the fiery determination burning inside me. We were so close. Just one more minute, one more breath, and Donte would be free.

Laura glanced at me, her eyes wide and unsteady. “Brandi, are you sure about this? If something goes wrong—”

“It won’t,” I interrupted, my voice sharper than I intended. My hazel eyes locked onto hers, pleading for her to trust me. “Donte has done too much for us. He’s helped us when no one else would. We owe him this.”

She nodded, swallowing hard, but I could see the doubt still lingering in her expression. But Laura knew we had to do this for Donte.

My tan skin glowed faintly under the dim streetlight as I leaned forward, squinting toward the jail. My long dark hair brushed against my shoulders, a stark contrast to the black hoodie I wore to blend into the night. Where is he? The minutes felt like hours, each one dragging on as my anxiety crept higher.

And then, there he was.

Donte burst through the side door of the jail, his tall, muscular frame moving with a predatory grace even in his desperate escape. His dark hair was disheveled, his skin glistening with sweat under the moonlight as he sprinted toward us. My breath caught in my throat. God, he looked good. Even now, in the middle of chaos, he exuded power, confidence—everything that had drawn me to him in the first place.

He yanked open the car door and slid into the backseat, his chest heaving. “Drive,” he commanded, his deep voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through him.

Laura didn’t need telling twice. The tires screeched as she hit the gas, the car lurching forward and tearing down the empty streets. I twisted in my seat, my heart swelling as I took him in. His dark eyes met mine, and for a moment, everything else faded away. It was just us, the way it always was.

“You okay?” I asked, reaching back to brush his knee. The touch was electric, sending a shiver down my spine.

He nodded, his lips curving into that half-smile I loved so much. “Thanks to you two.” His gaze flicked to Laura, who kept her eyes glued to the road, her knuckles white on the wheel. “Both of you.”

The drive to the safehouse was quiet, the weight of what we’d just done settling over us like a heavy blanket. Donte sat in silence, his hands resting on his knees as he stared out the window. I couldn’t stop stealing glances at him, memorizing every detail of his face—the sharp line of his jaw, the way his lashes fanned against his cheeks when he blinked.

This could be the last time I saw him. The thought sent a pang through my chest, but I pushed it down. I wasn’t ready to say goodbye. Not yet.

When we finally arrived at the safehouse, an unassuming little house tucked away in the woods, Laura parked the car and cut the engine. None of us moved for a moment, the silence deafening. Then Donte opened the door and stepped out, stretching his arms above his head as if he hadn’t just escaped from prison.

I followed him inside, Laura trailing behind me. The house was modest, almost painfully normal compared to the life Donte used to lead. But it was safe. For now.

Donte turned to us, his expression serious. “This is it,” he said quietly. “After tonight, I have to disappear. New name, new life. No ties. Not even to you two.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I knew this was coming, had known it since the moment Laura and I hatched this insane plan. But hearing it out loud—it broke my heart.

Laura hugged him first, her petite frame dwarfed by his broad shoulders. “Be careful, Donte,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please.”

“I will,” he promised, pulling back to look at her.

Then his eyes found mine, and suddenly the room felt too small, the air too thin. Laura slipped out, giving us a moment alone.

I stepped closer, my fingers brushing against his chest. “Donte…”

His hand cupped my cheek, his thumb tracing the curve of my jaw. “Brandi,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “You know I don’t want to leave you.”

Tears welled in my eyes, but I blinked them away. “Then don’t.”

He shook his head, regret flashing in his dark eyes. “I have to. It’s the only way.”

I swallowed hard, my heart breaking even as I stepped closer, closing the gap between us. My lips crashed against his, unleashing all the passion, fear, and longing I’d been holding back. His hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against mine with a heat that made my knees weak.

My hands fumbled with his belt, tugging it loose before I unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and I dropped to my knees without hesitation. His groan filled the room as I took him into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the tip before I sank down, taking as much of him as I could.

“Fuck, Brandi,” he breathed, his fingers tightening in my hair. “You’re so damn good at this.”

I moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath. The sound of the door creaking open made me glance up, and I saw Laura standing there, her eyes dark with desire. Without a word, she joined me, her lips wrapping around Donte’s shaft as we worked him together, our tongues meeting as we shared him.

Donte’s hands trembled as he pulled us both to our feet, his eyes blazing with hunger. “Get on the bed,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

We obeyed quickly, stripping off our clothes as we climbed onto the mattress. Laura spread her legs, her pussy glistening with arousal, and Donte wasted no time burying his face between her thighs. Her moans filled the room as he devoured her, his tongue working magic that made her writhe beneath him.

But I needed him too. I reached for him, pulling him toward me until his lips met my own slick folds. His tongue flicked against my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through me as I arched my back, my fingers tangling in his hair.

“Donte,” I gasped, my hips bucking against his mouth. “Please…”

He lifted his head, his lips glistening with my wetness, and crawled over me. His cock pressed against my entrance, and I whimpered as he pushed inside, filling me completely. He started slow, each thrust deliberate and deep, but it wasn’t long before he was fucking me hard, the bed creaking beneath us.

Laura straddled my face, her pussy hovering above my mouth. I didn’t hesitate, my tongue darting out to taste her as Donte pounded into me. Her moans mixed with mine, creating a symphony of pleasure that drowned out everything else. She came first, her body shuddering as she cried out, her juices coating my tongue.

Donte wasn’t far behind. With a guttural groan, he emptied himself inside me, his hips stuttering as he rode out his release. I clung to him, my nails digging into his back as I followed him over the edge, my orgasm crashing over me like a wave.

For a moment, we lay there in a tangle of limbs, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. Then reality came crashing back, and I felt the weight of what was coming next settle over me.

Donte kissed me softly, his lips lingering against mine as if memorizing the feel of them. “I love you, Brandi,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” I replied, my voice cracking.

Reluctantly, Laura and I got up and got dressed. We didn’t want to leave Donte here, but we didn’t have a choice. My heart was breaking as I got back into the car to leave.

The drive home was quiet. My mind was spinning as we sped through the suburban streets, looking over our shoulders the whole time.

Finally, Laura spoke. “Do you think Donte will be okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I murmured. He was tough, and he’d been through a lot, but this was a high risk situation even for an experienced mob boss.

RECOVERING FROM HEARTBREAK
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The moment Laura hung up the phone, her eyes lit up like she’d just won the lottery. She spun around in her chair, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, and flashed me a grin that was half excitement, half concern. “Brandi,” she said, her voice low but urgent, “I just got a call from Dave. He wants four girls. You, me, Kayla, and Cheyenne. Big payout.”

My stomach twisted. I couldn’t even muster the energy to look up from my coffee cup. The dark liquid had gone cold, untouched for the last hour. My mind was still stuck on Donte—his deep laugh, the way his hands felt against my skin, the way he’d kissed me before we’d left him at the safe house, driving off into the dark night and leaving him behind. He was gone, and with him, so was a part of me.

“Dave?” I muttered, barely loud enough for her to hear. “Who’s Dave?”

Laura leaned forward, her elbows resting on the table, her expression softening. “New client. Rich as hell. Single guy in his thirties. Apparently, he’s been asking around for us specifically.” She paused, studying me carefully. “You okay? You’ve been… off lately.”

I wasn’t okay. How could I be? Donte had been my rock, my protector, my everything. And now he was gone, cut off from everything and everyone connected to his old life, including Laura and me.

“I don’t think I can do it,” I admitted, my voice cracking. “Not right now. I’m not… in the right headspace.”

Laura reached across the table, her hand enveloping mine. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “Brandi, listen. I get it. You’re hurting. But maybe this is exactly what you need. A distraction. Some fun. And hey, if anything gets too heavy, we’ve got your back. Always.”

I wanted to argue, to tell her there was no way I could put on a show like this, not when my heart felt like it was shattered into a million pieces. But then I looked at her face, at the hope shining in her blue eyes, and I hesitated. Maybe she was right. Maybe I needed something—anything—to pull me out of this spiral.

“Fine,” I sighed, finally giving in. “Let’s do it.”

—

Two hours later, I was standing in front of a mirror, adjusting the straps of a black lace teddy that hugged my curves perfectly. My long dark hair cascaded over my shoulders, framing my hazel eyes, which were rimmed with just enough makeup to make them pop. Beside me, Laura was slipping into a crimson corset, her figure accentuated in all the right places. Kayla and Cheyenne were already ready, their outfits equally enticing—Kayla in a sheer emerald babydoll, Cheyenne in a strappy leather number that left little to the imagination.

We looked good. We always did. But tonight, it felt different. Like I was wearing a mask, hiding the broken girl beneath the polished exterior.

Dave’s condo was exactly what I expected—luxurious, immaculate, and screaming money. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline, the lights twinkling like stars. The air smelled faintly of expensive cologne and leather, and the subtle hum of jazz music played in the background.

He greeted us at the door, his smile wide and inviting. Dave was handsome in a way that made you double-take—tall, broad-shouldered, with a chiseled jawline and piercing blue eyes. His shirt was unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of toned chest, and his slacks clung to his hips in a way that suggested he worked hard for that body.

“Ladies,” he said smoothly, his voice like velvet. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

Laura stepped forward first, ever the professional. “Thanks, Dave. We’re excited to spend the evening with you.”

He handed her an envelope thick with cash, and just like that, the game began.

—

The living room gave way to the bedroom, where the real action started. One by one, we peeled off our lingerie, letting it pool at our feet until we were standing bare before him. Dave didn’t rush. He took his time, his eyes drinking in every inch of us, his lips curling into a satisfied smirk.

“Slow down,” he instructed, his voice commanding but not unkind. “Let me enjoy the view.”

We climbed onto the massive bed, the silken sheets cool against my skin. Laura positioned herself at his side, her lips wrapping around his length as Kayla straddled his face, her moans filling the room. Cheyenne joined in, her mouth trailing down Kayla’s neck to tease her nipples, her fingers playing between her own legs.

And then there was me, kneeling beside Dave, my hands resting on his thighs as I watched the scene unfold. For a moment, I felt detached, like I was an outsider looking in. But then Dave’s hand found mine, guiding it to his cock, and something shifted. The heat of his skin against mine sent a jolt through me, pulling me back into the moment.

I took him into my mouth, matching Laura’s rhythm, my tongue swirling around the tip before sinking deeper. The taste of him, salty and familiar, grounded me, easing the ache in my chest. When he groaned, his grip tightening in my hair, I felt a spark of something—not love, not lust, but connection. It was fleeting, but it was enough.

Soon, I climbed onto him, positioning myself over his hips. As I sank down, taking him inside me, a gasp escaped my lips. He felt incredible, stretching me in ways that made my toes curl. I rocked against him, each thrust sending waves of pleasure rippling through me.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Dave growled, his hands gripping my waist as he urged me to move faster. “You feel amazing.”

I closed my eyes, losing myself in the rhythm, the sensation overriding everything else. When I came, it was sudden and intense, my body trembling as I cried out. Dave followed soon after, spilling inside me with a groan that reverberated through the room.

For a moment, we were both still, catching our breaths. Then Laura was there, her lips pressing against my thigh as she cleaned me up, her tongue lapping at Dave’s cum with a hunger that made me shiver. When she pulled away, her mouth met mine, and we kissed, the taste shared between us.

“More,” Dave demanded, his voice rough with desire. “I’m not done yet.”

Kayla turned onto her hands and knees, offering herself to him. As he drove into her from behind, the sound of skin meeting skin filled the room. Laura, Cheyenne, and I grabbed the toys from the nightstand, each of us lost in our own pleasure, the boundaries between us blurring until it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.

I slid a thick dildo in my pussy as Dave watched, stroking his cock. I looked at Laura. She was fucking herself with a big pink dildo. Cheyenne had a small bullet vibrator, and Kayla had a large hitachi vibrator. We fucked ourselves to ecstasy while Dave jerked off, loving ever second.

The night stretched on, a whirlwind of sensation and heat, until finally, exhaustion claimed us. As we dressed, preparing to leave, Laura caught my eye and smiled. “Feel better?”

I nodded, surprised to find that I did. The weight in my chest hadn’t disappeared, but it was lighter. For the first time in weeks, I felt like myself again.

“Yeah,” I said, returning her smile. “I think I do.”

BIG DICK DOUBLE PENETRATION
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The phone buzzed in my pocket, startling me. I was relaxing in my penthouse apartment after a busy week of turning tricks. I squinted at the screen, the name flashing like a beacon under the pendant lights of my living room. It was Quentin. My heart skipped a beat. It had been months since we last worked together, and I’d been hoping he’d call again. I swiped to answer, my voice ringing with excitement.

“Brandi,” Quentin’s deep, smooth voice came through the line, “sorry for the late notice, but I need you. Got a last-minute shoot. You in?”

I sat up, brushing my dark hair out of my face. “Of course, Quentin. What’s the gig?”

He chuckled, low and knowing. “You ever heard of Jack? The guy with the… monster.”

Oh, I’d definitely heard about him. Jack was legendary in the industry—not just for his size, but for how he used it. “Yeah, I know all about Jack. Bigger than you, isn’t he?”

Quentin laughed again, unbothered by the comparison. “That’s right. Anyway, Danielle flaked on us. No call, no show. I need someone who can handle Jack and me without breaking a sweat. Think you’re up for it?”

Up for it? I almost laughed out loud. Quentin knew damn well I was more than capable. “Send me the address. I’ll be there in an hour.”

By the time I arrived at the set, my long, dark hair was perfectly straightened, my hazel eyes lined with smoky makeup, and my tan skin glowing under the studio lights. The crew was already setting up, cameras angled and ready. Quentin greeted me with that trademark smirk of his, his tall frame towering over me as he leaned in to kiss my cheek.

“You look stunning, Brandi. Thanks for saving my ass today.”

I smiled, glancing around. “Where’s Jack?”

“Getting prepped. He’s… eager.” Quentin’s gaze lingered on me, appreciative. “So, quick rundown. This is a ‘size queen’ flick. You’re the star—obsessed with big dicks. Me and Jack are your co-stars. We’re gonna go hard, so if you need breaks, let us know. But I know you can take it.”

I nodded, feeling a familiar thrill run through me. Quentin always brought out the best in me, both on and off camera.

As I finished touching up my makeup in the vanity mirror, Quentin hovered nearby, his expression turning serious. “Before we start… have you seen Danielle? I know you two used to… work together.”

I paused, lipstick hovering mid-air. The last thing I wanted was to bring up my past drama with Danielle. Still my curiosity was piqued. “No, haven’t seen her. Why?”

“She was supposed to be here. But she’s gone radio silent. Her phone goes straight to voicemail. I called Sam too—no answer.”

A chill ran down my spine. Sam was our former pimp and Danielle’s new boss. Laura and I had asked Milton for help after Sam and Danielle’s threats had reached a new level. Now, it seemed like Sam and Danielle were missing.

Although our rival's disappearance seemed like a good thing, I was worried that Milton may have done something terrible to Sam and Danielle. We wanted him to intimidate them into leaving us alone, not make them vanish into thin air. Milton was a wealthy and eccentric man with a penchant for freaky sex games, but something told me he was dangerous.

“You think something happened to her?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

Quentin shrugged, but his eyes betrayed his concern. “Let’s hope not. Either way, it’s not our problem today. Just stay sharp, okay?”

I nodded, but my mind was spinning. Danielle had never missed a shoot before. She was too ambitious, too greedy. If she wasn’t answering her phone… well, I didn’t want to think about what that might mean.

“Places, everyone!” the director shouted, snapping me back to reality.

Quentin gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before heading to his mark. I took a deep breath, shaking off the unease. Right now, I had a job to do.

The cameras rolled, and the scene began. Jack walked in first, his massive frame filling the doorway. He was dressed casually, jeans slung low on his hips, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to hint at the muscles beneath. His eyes locked onto mine, and my breath hitched. Even from across the room, I could feel the raw power radiating off him.

Quentin followed, equally imposing but in a different way. Where Jack was all brute strength, Quentin was sleek and confident, his presence commanding attention. They approached me, their cocks already bulging against their pants. My mouth watered.

I dropped to my knees, looking up at them with wide, eager eyes. “I’ve been waiting for this,” I purred, reaching for Quentin’s belt.

He groaned as I freed his cock, thick and heavy in my hand. Jack stepped closer, his own zipper already undone, his length springing free. It was… insane. Bigger than I remembered, thicker than any man had a right to be.

I wrapped my lips around Quentin first, taking him deep, my tongue swirling around the head. He hissed, his fingers tangling in my hair as I bobbed slowly, savoring the weight of him on my tongue. Meanwhile, my hand found Jack, stroking him firmly, feeling him pulse beneath my touch.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Quentin growled, his hips thrusting gently into my mouth. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

Switching focus, I pulled off Quentin and turned to Jack, my lips parting to engulf him. He was bigger, hotter, harder. I struggled to take him fully, my jaw stretching uncomfortably, but I pushed through the ache, determined to impress. Jack grabbed my hair, guiding my head as he started to fuck my face. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but I didn’t stop. The sound of his groans spurred me on, my throat working desperately to accommodate him.

When Quentin nudged me, I glanced up to see him holding his cock inches from my lips. “Take us both,” he ordered, and I obeyed eagerly, opening wide to fit both of them inside.

It was tight, almost impossible, but I managed to get their heads past my lips, my tongue writhing between them. The sensation was overwhelming, the sheer size of them pushing me to my limits.

Finally, they pulled back, and I gasped for air, saliva dripping down my chin. Quentin helped me to my feet, leading me to the couch where he sat down, his dick standing straight up. I climbed on top of Quentin, his cock pressing against my soaked entrance. With one swift thrust, he filled me completely, drawing a moan from deep within my chest.

The cameraman moved in close, capturing every detail as Quentin began to move, his pace steady and deliberate. I raked my nails down his back, urging him deeper. Then I felt Jack behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he pressed against my other hole. I tensed for a moment, unprepared for the stretch, but then I relaxed, letting him push inside.

They moved in unison, Quentin pounding into my pussy while Jack claimed my ass. The pleasure was intense, bordering on unbearable. My body shuddered with each thrust, my moans growing louder as they drove me closer to the edge.

“Oh God, yes,” I whimpered, my walls tightening around Quentin as I felt my orgasm building.

He grunted, his rhythm faltering as he spilled inside me, warmth flooding my core. Moments later, Jack followed, his release filling my ass as I came apart between them.

When the director called cut, I collapsed onto the couch, breathless and spent. Quentin kissed my forehead before pulling out, leaving me feeling deliciously empty. Jack handed me a towel, his grin lazy and satisfied.

As I cleaned up and got dressed, my thoughts drifted back to Danielle. Wherever she was, I hoped she was gone for good. And Sam… well, maybe he’d finally gotten what was coming to him. But as Quentin handed me a fat envelope stuffed with cash, I couldn’t help but wonder if something awful had happened to them.
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The door to Milton’s mansion creaked open as Laura and I stepped inside. The air was thick with the scent of expensive cologne and something darker, something I couldn’t quite place. My heart pounded in my chest as I glanced at Laura, her face a mirror of my own unease. We’d come here to find answers, but now, standing in the opulent foyer, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we’d stepped into something far more twisted than we’d anticipated.

“Milton,” I called out, my voice steady despite the nerves coiling in my stomach. “We need to talk.”

His laughter echoed down the hallway before he appeared, his tall frame silhouetted against the soft glow of the chandelier. “Ah, Brandi, Laura. Good to see you two beautiful ladies.” His smile was disarmingly charming, but there was something about the way his eyes gleamed that made my skin crawl. “What did you want to discuss?”

“What did you do to Sam and Danielle?” I demanded, cutting straight to the point. “Their website’s gone. They’re just… poof. Did you—?”

He held up a hand, silencing me with ease. “Relax, Brandi. I didn’t harm them. I’m a wealthy man, not a criminal. I simply… incentivized their departure. A generous sum of money can work wonders, believe me.”

Laura crossed her arms, her brows furrowed. “So you just paid them off? That’s it?”

Milton’s smirk widened. “That’s it. They’re out of your lives for good. No more competition, no more headaches. Consider it a gift.”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. Relief washed over me, but it was tinged with unease. Giving our rivals a ton of money? This wasn’t exactly the type of revenge we were going for. Still, as long as we were free from their harassment, it was a good thing.

Milton chuckled, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Brandi, Laura. I have a proposition for you both. Another game, if you will.”

Laura’s eyes narrowed. “What kind of game?”

Milton stepped aside, revealing a table laden with an array of sex toys—massive dildos, oversized butt plugs, vibrating wands, and more. My breath caught in my throat. This was his game?

“The rules are simple,” Milton began, his voice dripping with amusement. “You and Laura take on the biggest toys I have. If you can handle them to my satisfaction, you win one hundred thousand dollars. If you can’t… well, let’s just say the stakes are high.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. A hundred grand was life-changing money, but the thought of what Milton might demand if we failed sent a cold wave of fear through me. Still, I couldn’t back down. Not now. Not after everything we’d been through.

“We’re in,” Laura said before I could respond, her voice firm. “Right, Brandi?”

I hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah. We’re in.”

Milton’s smile was predatory. “Excellent. Now, let’s begin.”

He motioned for us to strip, and we did, our clothes pooling at our feet as we stood bare before him. His gaze lingered on our bodies, and I felt a flush of heat despite the tension in the room.

Laura got on the sofa, spreading her legs. Milton picked up a vibrator and turned to Laura, his touch surprisingly gentle as he teased her clit. She gasped, her body responding instinctively to the sensations.

“Ready?” he murmured, holding up the largest dildo I’d ever seen.

Laura nodded, her jaw set with determination. He lubed it up slowly, the sound of the slickness making my pulse quicken, and then, inch by inch, he worked it into her. Laura’s breath hitched, her fingers gripping the fabric of the sofa as she adjusted to the sheer size of it. Milton moved it with expert precision, fucking her with the toy until she was writhing, her moans filling the room.

“Good girl,” Milton purred, his voice thick with approval. He reached for the butt plug next, lubing it up just as carefully before sliding it into her ass.

Laura groaned, her body trembling, but she took it like a champ, her pussy clenching around the dildo as Milton turned the vibrator back on.

Her climax hit hard, her back arching as she cried out, her body convulsing with the intensity of it. Milton watched her with a satisfied smirk, then turned his attention to me.

“Your turn, Brandi.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding as I bent over the table, my ass on display. Milton picked up the dildo meant for me, and I couldn’t help but shudder at the sight of it. It was even bigger than Laura’s, and the thought of taking it made my pussy throb with a mix of fear and anticipation.

He lubed it up, his fingers brushing against my clit as he did, and I bit back a moan. Then, with a firm grip, he pressed the tip against my entrance and pushed it in. My breath caught in my throat as the toy stretched me impossibly wide, the sensation overwhelming. He fucked me with it, the rhythm steady and unrelenting, and I couldn’t help but cry out, my nails scraping against the table.

The butt plug came next, and I tensed as he pressed it against my asshole. “Relax,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding.

I forced myself to breathe, to let my body open up for him, and then, with a slow, deliberate push, he slid it in.

The fullness was almost too much, the dual sensations of the dildo and the plug making my head spin. Milton kept fucking me with the toy, his pace increasing until I was on the edge, my body trembling with the need to come.

“Let go,” he whispered, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it in tight circles.

And just like that, I shattered, my orgasm crashing over me in waves as Milton continued to fuck me, drawing out my pleasure until I was gasping for air.

When it was over, he pulled the toys out slowly, leaving me a trembling mess on the table. I turned to look at him, my vision still hazy as he smiled down at me.

“Impressive,” he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. “You both handled it beautifully.”

Laura and I exchanged a weary but victorious glance. We’d done it. We’d won.

Milton pulled out a checkbook and scribbled out the amount, handing it to me with a smirk. “As promised. One hundred thousand dollars.”

I took it, my fingers trembling slightly as I stared at the number. It was the most money I’d ever made from one encounter, but as I looked up at Milton, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

“Until next time, Brandi,” he said, his voice low and filled with promise.

LESBIAN ORGY IN TIJUANA

FFFFFF / Lesbian / Orgy / Butch Femme / Strap-on / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

The smell of tequila and salt lingered in the air, the faint twang of a mariachi band playing somewhere in the distance. Tijuana was alive, pulsing with energy, and for the first time in weeks, I felt like I could breathe. The girls had dragged me here to cheer me up, and it was working. My tan skin glowed under the neon lights, my long dark hair swaying as I laughed, tossing back another shot.

Laura clapped me on the shoulder, her grin infectious. “That’s my girl! Let’s keep this energy up, Brandi.”

Laura was my rock, my partner in crime. We’d built our escort service from the ground up, and she’d been there through every high and low. Including the mess with Donte. My chest tightened at the thought of him—his sharp suits, the way he’d look at me like I was the only woman in the room. But he was gone now, on the run, and I had to let that go. Tonight, I was determined to.

Kayla and Cheyenne were already on the dance floor, their bodies moving in rhythm with the music. They’d joined our team a few years ago, quickly becoming part of our little family. I watched them for a moment, my hazel eyes catching the way their hips swayed, the way they leaned into each other. It was hard not to smile.

Then I noticed them—two women at the bar. Their presence was magnetic. One had short, spiky hair, her leather jacket hanging off her shoulders like a second skin. The other’s hair swooped over her eyes, but when she pushed it back, I caught a glimpse of the most stunning green eyes I’d ever seen. My pulse quickened.

Laura followed my gaze and smirked. We both were bisexual, sharing a passion for beautiful women. “Damn, they are hot,” she remarked.

“Think they’d come back to our hotel room?” I shot back, my voice low and playful.

We exchanged glances, and it was decided. Laura sauntered over first, her confidence radiating. “Hey, ladies.” Her voice was smooth, dripping with charm. “You two look like you could use some fun.”

The one with the spiky hair—Beck, I’d soon learn—raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smirk. “Depends on what kind of fun you’re offering.”

Jojo, the one with the green eyes, leaned back in her chair, her gaze sweeping over us. “You two look like you’re up to no good.”

“The best kind of no good,” I chimed in, stepping closer. My heart was racing, but I kept my voice steady.

Laura and I exchanged a look, and then she made the offer. “Why don’t you come back to our room? We’ve got drinks, good vibes, and a view that’ll blow your mind.”

Beck and Jojo exchanged a glance, and then Beck shrugged. “Why the hell not?”

The walk back to the hotel was electric. The five of us—Laura, Kayla, Cheyenne, Beck, Jojo, and me—were a force to be reckoned with. The girls chatted and laughed, the tension building with every step. By the time we reached our room, the air was thick with anticipation.

Laura poured drinks while the rest of us kicked off our shoes and made ourselves comfortable. It didn’t take long for the flirting to turn into something more.

Beck’s eyes locked on mine, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. “You’re stunning,” she said, her voice low and husky.

I smiled, my cheeks flushing. “So are you.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against my arm. “What do you say we make this night unforgettable?”

I didn’t need to think about it. “Let’s do it.”

The clothes came off quickly, each of us shedding our inhibitions along with our outfits. Beck’s athletic body was even more impressive up close, her muscles defined and taut. Jojo was just as stunning, her confidence radiating as she grabbed a strap-on from her messenger bag. My breath hitched as I watched her slide it on, the sight sending a jolt of desire through me.

I spread my legs on the couch, my heart pounding as Beck knelt between them. Her hands gripped my thighs, and then her mouth was on me, her tongue exploring every inch of me. I moaned, my head falling back as pleasure surged through me. God, she was good.

Across the room, Jojo was behind Laura, the strap-on gliding into her with ease. Laura’s moans filled the air, mingling with mine. Kayla and Cheyenne were in the sixty-nine position, their tongues working in perfect harmony.

The room was alive with the sounds of pleasure, each of us lost in the moment. Beck’s tongue worked magic, bringing me to the edge and over. I cried out, my body trembling as the orgasm washed over me.

But it wasn’t over. Jojo was next to me now, her green eyes locked on mine. “Your turn,” she said, her voice dripping with desire.

She guided the strap-on into me, and I gasped at the sensation. Her hands gripped my hips, her thrusts deep and rhythmic. I watched as Kayla moved to Beck, her mouth finding Beck’s pussy with ease. Laura was on Beck’s face, riding her. Cheyenne was lost in her own pleasure, a dildo in hand as she brought herself to orgasm.

The room was a whirlwind of sensation, each of us connected in the most primal way. Jojo’s thrusts grew harder, and I felt myself nearing the edge again.

“Yes,” I moaned, my hands gripping the couch cushions. “Just like that.”

Jojo didn’t stop, her pace unrelenting until I came again, my body convulsing with pleasure. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans, our bodies moving in perfect sync. I glanced around, taking in the sight of my friends—my family—lost in the moment. This was exactly what I needed. Tijuana had given me more than just a vacation; it had given me a reminder that life, no matter how messy, could still be beautiful.

Jojo leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re incredible,” she whispered, her voice sending shivers down my spine. I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could, she leaned in, her lips capturing mine in a kiss that was as intense as the night itself.

After Beck and Jojo got dressed and left, we wanted the fun to continue. Laura poured us a glass of champagne. She made a toast to success. Sam and Danielle were out of our lives, for good this time. Business was booming, and working with Quentin had opened doors for me in the porn industry.

Although Donte’s sudden departure from my life had left me heartbroken, I was glad he was no longer behind bars. His freedom had come at a high cost. Still, I hoped some day we would meet again.

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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