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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Hi! I’m Brandi Moore, professional escort and porn star. Many people have asked me how I got into the adult industry. Here is the spicy story of how I went from a struggling college student to a successful sex worker. Names (including my own) and details have been changed to protect privacy.

TURNING MY FIRST TRICK

MF / Professor Student / Strip Club / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The first time I saw him at the club, my stomach dropped. Professor Mitchell. Of all people, him. He was sitting in the back corner of Velvet Dreams, a glass of bourbon in his hand, his eyes scanning the room like he owned it. I was on stage, halfway through my set, when our eyes met. His froze—narrowed, then widened in recognition. My heart hammered in my chest, and for a split second, I wanted to bolt off that stage and never look back. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. This job paid my tuition, and I wasn’t about to let embarrassment ruin that.

I kept dancing, my hips swaying to the beat of the music, but I could feel his gaze burning into me. When my set ended, I grabbed my robe from the edge of the stage and wrapped it tightly around myself. Before I could slip away, though, he was there, standing in front of me with a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice smooth, almost teasing. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

I forced a smile, my cheeks burning. Keep it together, I told myself. “Professor Mitchell,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “What brings you here?”

He chuckled, low and deep, and took a sip of his drink. “Just unwinding after a long day. And what about you? Is this where you spend your evenings?”

There was no judgment in his tone, just curiosity, but it still made me squirm. “It pays the bills,” I said, shrugging like it was no big deal. Inside, though, I was spiraling. What if he told someone? What if word got back to the school?

But then he leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re incredible up there, Brandi. Truly mesmerizing.”

Was he flirting with me? I glanced up at him, searching his face for some kind of clue. His eyes were dark, intense, and they held mine for a moment too long. A shiver ran down my spine, part nerves, part something else entirely. Before I could respond, he pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to me.

“How about a private dance?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated, my mind racing. This is wrong, I thought. He’s my professor. But another part of me was intrigued—aroused, even. There was something dangerously thrilling about the idea, something that made my skin tingle and my breath hitch. And then there was the money. I needed it. Badly.

“Okay,” I said, nodding. “Follow me.”

Professor Mitchell grinned, and I led him to one of the private rooms at the back of the club. It was dimly lit, with plush couches and a small stage. I turned to him, my heart pounding, and began to peel off my robe. His eyes followed every movement, hungry, devouring. I stepped closer, my body swaying to the music that played softly in the background.

He sat down, and I climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Our faces were inches apart, and I could smell the bourbon on his breath, mixed with something faintly musky. His hands rested on my hips, firm but not demanding. Slowly, I started to move, grinding against him as the rhythm of the music pulsed through me. His breath hitched, and I felt his cock hardening beneath me.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Professor Mitchell muttered, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I smiled, leaning in so my lips brushed his ear. “You like that, Professor?”

His groan was answer enough. I continued to move, my ass pressing against his crotch, my breasts brushing against his chest. The air between us was thick, charged, and I could feel the heat radiating off his body. When I finally slid off his lap, he was practically panting.

“Come home with me,” he said, his voice rough.

I hesitated again, knowing this was crossing a line I hadn’t crossed before. But the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing he wanted in the world—made it impossible to say no. “Okay,” I whispered.

His condo was everything I expected: sleek, modern, and expensive. The moment we stepped inside, he was on me, his hands roaming, his mouth claiming mine. We stumbled into the bedroom, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I lay there, staring up at him as he undressed, my breath catching at the sight of his cock, hard and ready.

Then he reached into the nightstand and pulled out a dildo, handing it to me with a wicked grin. “Show me how much you want this.”

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs and positioned the dildo at my entrance, sliding it in slowly. The sensation was electric, and I moaned, arching my back. Professor Mitchell watched, transfixed, his hand stroking his own length in time with my movements.

When I was dripping wet, he knelt between my legs and buried his face in my pussy. His tongue worked magic, licking, sucking, driving me wild. I came hard, screaming his name as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Then he climbed on top of me, his cock pressing against my soaked folds.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded, wrapping my legs around him. He thrust into me, filling me completely. The feeling was overwhelming, and I cried out, clawing at his back as he moved inside me. His pace quickened, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. When he finally came, spilling himself deep inside me, I came again, my body trembling with ecstasy.

Afterward, the professor handed me five hundred dollars. I stared at the cash, shocked, confused, but also…relieved. I needed the money, and he clearly had more than enough to spare. As I left his condo that night, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. It was the beginning of something dangerous, something addictive. And I didn’t care. I wanted more.

“Same time next week?” he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

I smiled, folding the money into my purse. “Absolutely.”

MY PROFESSOR’S WIFE
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I was sprawled on my bed, textbooks strewn around me, highlighting a particularly dense chapter on attorney-client privilege when my phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Professor Mitchell’s name. My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice deliberately casual.

“Hello?”

“Brandi,” his smooth baritone came through the receiver. “I have a special surprise for you tonight. Can you come over?”

A shiver ran down my spine. My mind raced. Special surprise? I wasn’t sure what to expect, but the promise of more money, more excitement, was enough to make me agree without hesitation.

“I’ll be there.”

I hung up and immediately started getting ready. I wanted to look irresistible. I slipped into a tight black dress that hugged every curve, paired with my sexiest lingerie—black lace that barely covered anything. I styled my long, dark hair in soft waves and accentuated my hazel eyes with smoky makeup. By the time I was done, I looked every bit the part of the seductive vixen I was becoming.

When I arrived at his luxurious condo, he greeted me at the door with a smirk. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my cleavage. “You look stunning, Brandi.”

“Thank you,” I purred, stepping inside.

That’s when I saw her. A woman, maybe in her late thirties, with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, sitting casually on the couch. She was elegant, refined, and strikingly beautiful. My stomach twisted. What is this?

Professor Mitchell took my hand and led me closer. “Brandi, this is Katie. My wife.”

I froze, my heart pounding. His wife? I shot him a questioning glance, but he only smiled reassuringly. Katie stood, extending her hand. Her grip was firm, her smile warm.

“Nice to meet you, Brandi. Mitchell has told me so much about you.”

I forced a smile, though I felt completely out of my depth. “Nice to meet you too.”

Mitchell wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me close. “We thought we could all have some fun together tonight. If you’re comfortable with it, of course.”

My mind raced. I’d never been with a woman before, but the idea excited me more than I cared to admit. And then there was the thought of the money. The last time I’d visited, the professor had paid me well. I hoped I’d make even more money this time.

I nodded slowly. “I’m in.”

Katie’s grin widened, and she exchanged a knowing look with Mitchell. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

The three of us made our way upstairs, the anticipation building with every step. My heart pounded in my chest, my body already tingling with desire. When we entered the bedroom, Mitchell closed the door behind us, locking it. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with tension.

Katie turned to me, her eyes dark with lust. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

She reached for the zipper on my dress, sliding it down slowly. The fabric fell away, revealing the black lace lingerie underneath. Katie’s breath hitched as she took me in, her gaze raking over my body.

“God, you’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” she whispered.

Professor Mitchell stepped forward, his hands roaming over my skin as he kissed me deeply. I moaned into his mouth, my body responding instantly. Katie began undressing herself, peeling off her clothes until she stood before me completely naked. Her body was perfect—curvy, toned, and utterly mesmerizing.

We moved to the bed, the sheets cool against my heated skin. Katie leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. Her mouth was soft, her tongue exploring mine with a slow, deliberate rhythm. I melted into her touch, my hands roaming over her body, tracing every curve.

As we kissed, Mitchell stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his boxers. He pulled down his boxers, revealing his thick cock. The professor climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Katie. He grabbed her hips thrusting into her from behind. She gasped, breaking the kiss, her head falling back against his shoulder.

He pulled out and motioned for me to scoot to the edge of the bed. I did as he asked, lying down with my legs spread. He knelt between them, his big dick poised at my entrance. With one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. I cried out, my nails digging into the sheets as he began to move.

Katie straddled my face; settling her wet pussy against my mouth. I licked and sucked eagerly, reveling in the unfamiliar taste of a woman. Her moans filled the room, mingling with mine as Mitchell continued to pound me relentlessly.

I lost myself in the sensations – the stretch of his cock inside me, the tangy sweetness of Katie on my tongue, the electric pleasure coursing through my body. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced in my life, and I loved every second of it.

Katie came first, her body trembling as she gushed into my mouth. I swallowed greedily lapping up every drop. Her orgasm triggered my own, and I screamed as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my body convulsing beneath them both. Mitchell groaned, his thrusts growing erratic before he climaxed deep inside me, filling me with his hot cum.

We collapsed in a heap on the bed, sweaty and sated. The room was silent except for our labored breaths. After a few moments, Mitchell got up and retrieved an envelope from the nightstand. He handed it to me wordlessly. Inside was a stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills – a thousand dollars in total.

I stared at the money, my mind reeling. It was more than I could ever make with my college degree, and it had taken less than an hour to earn. As I drove home later that night, I couldn’t help but think of all the things I could buy with my newfound wealth, all the opportunities it would give me. But even more than that, I couldn’t wait for next time.

Towards the end of the trip, while still about 10 minutes from home, my phone rang. It was professor Mitchell again.

"Hey baby," he said, "on Friday, I want you to bring your friend, Laura, with you."

I spoke faster than I expected, "Yes sir."

INTRODUCING LAURA
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I hung up the phone, my heart racing. Laura was going to be so surprised when I told her about Professor Mitchell’s request. She’d always been the wild one, the adventurous friend who never shied away from a challenge. And whatever I was into, Laura was into. I knew my girl would be down.

Sure enough, when I pulled up to her apartment on Friday night, she was waiting outside, leaning against the railing in a tight tank top that clung to her curves and a denim skirt so short it barely covered her ass. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her bright red lipstick made her look like she was ready for anything.

“You look… hot,” I said, rolling down the window and grinning at her.

Laura smirked, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “Well, you said this guy likes a show, right? Thought I’d give him something to remember.”

She slid into the passenger seat, and I couldn’t help but glance at her legs as she crossed them, the skirt riding even higher. My stomach fluttered with nerves—or excitement. I wasn’t sure which. Maybe both.

When we arrived at Professor Mitchell’s house, he opened the door wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely clung to his broad shoulders. His eyes lit up when he saw Laura standing beside me, and he grinned like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice low and smooth, “and this must be Laura.” He stepped aside to let us in, his gaze lingering on Laura’s figure as she walked past him.

We followed him to the bedroom, the same luxurious space where I’d been with him—and his wife—just days before. The memory sent a shiver down my spine. Mitchell sat on the edge of the bed, his robe falling open to reveal his muscular chest and the thick, erect cock that jutted out between his legs. He wrapped his hand around it, stroking slowly, his eyes locked on me and Laura.

“Get naked,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I glanced at Laura, who was already pulling off her tank top, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her breasts. I followed suit, slipping out of my dress and letting it pool at my feet. Laura’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her skirt, and she winked at me as she slid it down her hips, leaving her in nothing but a matching thong. Seeing her like that, so confident and sexy, made my breath catch in my throat.

Soon, we were both naked, kneeling in front of Mitchell on the soft carpet. His cock stood at attention, inches from our faces, and the scent of his arousal filled the air. Laura reached out first, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. Mitchell groaned, his head falling back as she leaned in and flicked her tongue over the tip.

My turn came next, and I opened my mouth, taking him in as far as I could. The taste of his precum mixed with Laura’s spit was intoxicating, sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. We took turns, alternating between sucking him and teasing him with our tongues until Mitchell’s breathing became ragged, his hands gripping the edge of the bed.

“Fuck,” he growled, his hips jerking forward as he came. A thick stream of cum shot into Laura’s mouth, and she swallowed most of it before leaning over and kissing me, sharing what was left. The salty, musky flavor made me moan, and I found myself craving more.

Mitchell wasted no time pushing Laura onto the bed, moving behind her, and spreading her legs wide. I watched, transfixed, as he thrust into her, his cock disappearing inside her again and again. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and Laura’s moans grew louder with each stroke. The professor slapped Laura on the ass as he fucked her hard.

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself in front of Laura. She pulled me closer and began licking my pussy. Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible against my sensitive flesh, and I ground against her, lost in the sensation. Mitchell’s rhythm faltered as he watched us, his eyes dark with lust.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Laura gasped, her voice muffled by my pussy. “You’re so fucking hot.”

Her words sent me over the edge, and I came hard, my juices dripping onto her lips as she continued to lick and suck. Moments later, Mitchell groaned, his hips slamming into Laura one last time as he emptied himself inside her.

He collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily, while Laura and I lay side by side, our skin glistening with sweat. Mitchell reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out two stacks of cash, handing one to each of us.

“One thousand,” he said, his voice still husky with desire. “Don’t spend it all in one place.”

Laura and I exchanged glances, grinning as we tucked the money into our bags. As we left the condo, the cool night air hit our flushed skin, and Laura turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“So,” she said, linking her arm through mine, “when’s the next session?”

GOING TOO DEEP?

MMMMF / Gangbang / PIV Sex

It was a quiet evening in my apartment, the kind where the hum of the television fills the silence but doesn’t really distract. I was sprawled on the couch, my long dark hair fanned out behind me, one arm draped lazily over the edge as I scrolled through my phone with the other. My hazel eyes flicked between the screen and the TV, not really paying attention to either. That’s when my phone buzzed—a sharp, intrusive sound that made me jump slightly.

It was Mitchell. My stomach did a little flip. He wasn’t just my former professor anymore; he was something else entirely now, a man who’d introduced me to a side of life I never thought I’d explore. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice soft but steady. “Hello?”

“Brandi,” his voice came through, smooth and low, like it always did. “I’ve got some new friends I’d like you to meet. Think you can come over tonight?”

My heart raced. I knew what this meant. It wasn’t just about meeting people; it was about work. Stripping had been one thing, but since I’d started seeing Mitchell, I’d been doing things I’d never imagined. I could feel the heat creeping up my neck, a mix of nerves and anticipation.

When I thought about how much money I could make, I couldn’t turn down his offer. “Um, yeah. Yeah, I can be there,” I agreed.

“Good girl,” he purred, and I swear I could hear the smirk in his voice. “See you soon.”

The call ended, and I sat there for a moment, staring at the blank screen of my phone. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts—excitement, fear, curiosity. Mitchell had already gotten me to have sex with his wife and invite my best friend, Laura, for a threesome. What else could he have in store? And yet, there was a part of me that couldn’t deny how turned on I was by it all—the danger, the taboo, the sheer intensity. It was intoxicating.

I took a deep breath and stood, smoothing my hands down my thighs as if that could calm the nervous energy buzzing through me. I dressed carefully—something simple but sexy, a tight black dress that hugged my curves just right. I didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard, but I also wanted to make an impression.

By the time I arrived at Professor Mitchell’s house, my pulse was racing, and my palms were slightly damp. I knew he’d be raising the stakes this time, pushing my boundaries.

He opened the door with that same confident smile, his eyes raking over me appreciatively. “You look stunning, Brandi. Come in.”

I stepped inside, the familiar scent of his cologne wrapping around me like a warm embrace. The house was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. As we walked into the living room, I saw them—three men, each distinct in their own way. There was Sam, tall and broad-shouldered with dark hair and a dark complexion. He had a cocky grin that made my stomach flutter. Kenny, leaner with sharp features and piercing eyes that seemed to see right through me. And Tom, older, more rugged, with a presence that demanded attention.

“Gentlemen, this is Brandi,” Professor Mitchell said, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back. “Brandi, meet Sam, Kenny, and Tom.”

I forced a smile, my voice coming out softer than I intended. “Hi.”

They greeted me with nods and sly smiles, their eyes lingering in ways that set my skin on fire. I could feel the tension in the room, thick and heady, like a storm waiting to break. Professor Mitchell led me upstairs, his touch firm but gentle, and I followed without protest. The bedroom was spacious, the bed neatly made, but it felt charged with energy, like the walls themselves knew what was about to happen.

“Why don’t you get comfortable?” he suggested, his tone casual but with an edge that made my heart skip a beat.

I nodded, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the hem of my dress. I pulled it over my head, letting it fall to the floor, and then unhooked my bra, tossing it aside. My panties followed, leaving me completely bare. The air felt cool against my skin, but it did nothing to quell the heat building inside me. I climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows, my body exposed and vulnerable.

Sam was the first to approach, his obsidian eyes dark with desire as he stripped off his clothes. His cock was already hard, thick and uncut, and he stroked it slowly as he knelt between my legs. I bit my lip, my breath hitching as he spread my thighs wider, his fingers brushing against my slick folds.

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

I nodded, unable to speak, and then he was pushing inside me, filling me in one swift motion. I gasped, my back arching as he began to thrust, his pace quick and desperate. It didn’t take him long—he groaned, his hips stuttering as he came, hot and thick inside me.

Kenny was next, taking his time as he climbed onto the bed. He kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth as his fingers teased my nipples, pinching and rolling until they were hard and sensitive. When he finally entered me, it was slow, deliberate, every thrust designed to draw out my pleasure. I moaned, my hands gripping the sheets as he fucked me, his eyes locked on mine.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Professor Mitchell sitting in a chair, his pants undone as he stroked himself, watching us intently. The sight only heightened my arousal, and I couldn’t help but whimper as Kenny’s movements grew more urgent. He came with a groan, his hips jerking as he emptied himself inside me.

Tom was last, his huge cock making my breath catch in my throat. But he was patient, easing into me inch by inch until he was fully sheathed. He fucked me with a power that left me gasping, my nails digging into his shoulders as I clung to him.

And then it was Professor Mitchell’s turn, his cock sliding into me with ease despite the mess the others had left behind. He fucked me hard, his rhythm relentless. I felt the pleasure growing, and I climaxed beneath him, screaming his name. I couldn’t believe I’d let all those guys fuck me, but I was so turned on.

When it was over, I lay there, my body spent and trembling, their cum leaking out of me in sticky trails. Professor Mitchell handed me a towel and then an envelope filled with cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it, my mind reeling.

“Sam likes you,” he said casually, lighting a cigarette. “And he knows some very important people. This could be the start of something big for you, Brandi.”

I nodded, but my stomach churned with unease. Was I getting in too deep? Or was this just the beginning of something amazing?

A NEW KIND OF PLEASURE
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“You’re going to take it, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding as he tightened the leather cuffs around my wrists. The bench beneath me was cold, but my skin burned with anticipation—or maybe fear. I wasn’t sure which one yet.

I clenched my teeth as he reached for the dildo on the table next to us, its size making my stomach flip. This was not how I thought today would go. But then again, when did anything in my life go according to plan?

—

It had started innocently enough. Laura and I were out shopping, laughing as we tried on designer clothes that I could now afford thanks to Professor Mitchell’s generosity. My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see Sam flashing across the screen. My heart skipped a beat.

“Who is it?” Laura asked, her eyes narrowing as she caught the look on my face.

“It’s Sam,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. “The guy from Professor Mitchell’s… uh, gathering.”

Laura raised an eyebrow. “The rich one? The one who couldn’t take his eyes off you?”

I nodded, hesitating before answering the call. “Hey, Sam.”

“Brandi,” his smooth voice came through the line, sending a shiver down my spine. “I’ve been thinking about you. How would you like to come over to my place? I promise it’ll be worth your while.”

I glanced at Laura, who was pretending not to listen but failing miserably. “Uh… what exactly are you offering?”

He chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made my knees weak. “Let’s just say I’m willing to pay for your company. Two thousand dollars, upfront. And if you enjoy yourself, there’s more where that came from.”

Two thousand dollars. That was more than I made in a month stripping. I could almost hear my tuition bills screaming at me to say yes. But still, I hesitated. Having sex with my professor for money was one thing, but Sam was practically a stranger. “I don’t know, Sam. What exactly are we talking about here?”

“Trust me, Brandi,” he said, his tone softening just enough to make me feel a little less nervous. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll be safe. And if you want to leave at any point, you can. No questions asked.”

I chewed my lip, glancing at Laura again. She shrugged, giving me a small nod of encouragement. “Alright,” I finally said. “I’ll come over. Text me the address.”

When I hung up, Laura immediately grabbed my arm. “Brandi, are you sure about this? You barely know this guy.”

Laura was usually carefree, while I worried about everything. If she was concerned, maybe it was a bad idea. But I couldn’t pass up the cash.

“I know he’s rich,” I said with a smirk, though inside I was trembling. “And I need the money. Don’t worry, I’ll text you as soon as I’m done.”

She looked skeptical but didn’t argue further. We said our goodbyes, and I called an Uber to take me to Sam’s sprawling mansion on the outskirts of town.

—

The moment I stepped inside, I was struck by the sheer opulence of the place. Marble floors, high ceilings, expensive art—it screamed wealth. Sam greeted me at the door, looking even more handsome than I remembered. His dark complexion was flawless, his black hair perfectly styled, and those obsidian eyes seemed to see right through me.

“Welcome, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “Come on, let’s head downstairs.”

I followed him, my heart pounding in my chest as we descended into the basement. When he flipped on the lights, I froze. It wasn’t a typical basement. It was a BDSM dungeon, complete with whips, chains, and all sorts of equipment I couldn’t even name.

My jaw dropped. “What is this?”

Sam turned to me, a sly smile playing on his lips. “This is where I come to play. And I’d like you to join me.”

I felt a mix of panic and arousal swirling in my gut. “I… I don’t know anything about this kind of stuff.”

“That’s okay,” he said, stepping closer. “I’ll guide you. Just trust me, Brandi. You’ll enjoy it.”

I hesitated, but the memory of that two thousand dollars flashed in my mind. “Alright,” I said softly. “But if I want to stop, you’ll let me?”

“Of course,” he said, cupping my chin gently. “Your safeword is ‘red.’ Got it?”

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a thrill through me. “Now, strip for me.”

My hands trembled as I removed my clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable under his intense gaze. When I stood completely naked, he walked around me, his fingers trailing lightly over my skin.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, before suddenly landing a sharp spank on my ass.

I yelped, more from surprise than pain.

He chuckled. “Get on the bench.”

I obeyed, lying down on the cold surface. He hit me again, this time harder. My ass stung where he’d slapped me, leaving a big red hand print. Before I had time to think, his meaty hand came down again, the sound echoing through the room. The pain mingled with pleasure, arousal even. I didn’t know how to respond.

“You’re doing great, babe,” he reassured me as he landed another blow.

I felt a growing warmth between my legs, and a confusion wrapped around my mind. Was I enjoying this? I’d agreed to do it, because Sam was paying me. I never thought I’d like it.

Sam quickly secured my wrists and ankles to the bench with leather cuffs. My heart raced as he grabbed the dildo, lubing it up with slow, deliberate movements.

“Ready?” he asked, his obsidian eyes locking onto mine.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He pushed the dildo into me slowly, stretching me in ways I hadn’t expected. I gasped, my back arching as he began to fuck me with it. It was overwhelming, but god, it felt good.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he slid a bullet vibrator into my ass, turning it on low. The dual sensations sent me spiraling, my body writhing against the restraints. Just as I was about to cum, Sam pulled out the dildo. I whimpered in protest, but I knew it was useless.

Sam pulled out his thick cock. “Just relax, Brandi,” he purred, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself between my legs. In one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. The vibrator continued to buzz inside my ass, driving me wild.

The combination of the vibrator, and his cock was too much. I came hard, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam groaned, his pace quickening until he spilled inside me, his warm cum coating my walls.

For a moment, we both just lay there, breathing heavily. Then Sam released me from the restraints, helping me sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle now.

I blinked, trying to process everything. “I… I think I liked it.”

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Good. Because I’d like to do this again. You make an excellent submissive, Brandi.”

I flushed, unsure of how to respond. After I got dressed, Sam handed me an envelope filled with cash. It looked like at least five grand, and judging by Sam’s mansion, he had enough money to afford many more sessions.

“Thank you for trusting me,” Sam said. “I’ll be in touch.”

As I left his house, my mind was racing. Did I really just do that? But more importantly… When was he going to call me again?

I pulled out my phone to text Laura, my fingers trembling slightly. "I’m safe," I typed. "But you’re not going to believe what just happened."

As I hit send, I couldn’t help but smile. Maybe this was the start of something… interesting.

UNEXPECTED DESIRES

FF / Lesbian / Best Friends / Romantic / Rimming / Cunnilingus

I fumbled with my keys, my hands still trembling from the intensity of the evening. The lock clicked open, and I slipped inside, leaning against the door for a moment to catch my breath. My ass was sore from the spanking. The welts Sam had left during our session throbbed faintly beneath my skirt.

Laura was already on her way over, curious to hear the details of my encounter with Sam. And I couldn’t wait to tell her everything.

By the time she arrived, I was already pacing the living room, nerves buzzing like live wires under my skin. Laura let herself in, her eyes widening as she took in my disheveled appearance.

“Brandi,” she said, her voice soft but laced with concern. “What happened?”

I hesitated, then sighed, sinking onto the couch. “Sam… he was intense tonight.”

Laura sat beside me, her hand hovering over mine before deciding against it. She knew this wasn’t just a hookup—this was work. And yet, there was something about the way she looked at me that made me feel like she saw more than just the surface.

“Tell me everything,” she urged, her voice barely above a whisper.

So I did. I told her about the leather restraints, the spanking, the way Sam’s voice had commanded me so effortlessly. I described the sting of his hand against my flesh, how it had left me raw and aching but craving more. As I spoke, I noticed the way Laura’s breath hitched, the way her cheeks flushed as if she were reliving it with me.

When I got to the part where he’d stuck a bullet vibrator in my ass and fucked me hard until my juices soaked the leather bench, Laura’s lips parted slightly, her eyes darkening with something I couldn’t quite place.

“You liked it,” she said, her voice husky. It wasn’t a question.

I nodded, my heart pounding. “Yeah. I did.”

Her gaze dropped to my skirt, and I could practically feel the heat radiating from her as she imagined what lay beneath. I shifted slightly, the movement sending a jolt of pain—and pleasure—through my body.

“Can I see?” she asked, her voice trembling.

I hesitated, then stood, turning my back to her. Slowly, I pulled up my skirt, revealing the reddened hand prints that marked my ass. Laura inhaled sharply, her fingers brushing lightly over the marks.

“God, Brandi…” Her touch was feather-light, almost reverent.

I turned to face her, catching the hunger in her eyes. It mirrored something deep within me, something I hadn’t fully acknowledged until now. When we’d been with Professor Mitchell, it had been about exploration, about pushing boundaries. But this… this was different.

I had to admit that I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since our threesome. I was starting to realize that I was bisexual. Mitchell had helped me discover that I liked women.

I reached for Laura’s hand, pulling her to her feet. For a moment, we just stood there, our breaths mingling, the air between us crackling with tension. Then, without thinking, I leaned in, pressing my lips to hers.

She froze for a split second before responding, her mouth opening to mine as her hands tangled in my long dark hair. The kiss deepened, becoming something desperate, something primal. I could feel her heart racing against mine, her body pressing closer until there was no space left between us.

We stumbled toward the bedroom, shedding clothes as we went. By the time we reached the bed, we were both naked, our skin slick with sweat and desire. I lay down on my stomach, glancing over my shoulder at her.

“Touch me,” I whispered.

Laura knelt beside me, her hands skimming over my back, my hips, my ass. Her lips followed, kissing the tender skin where Sam had left his mark. Each kiss sent shivers down my spine, making me arch into the mattress.

Then her tongue traced the curve of my ass cheek, teasing the edge of my hole. I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets as she kissed lower, her breath hot against my skin.

“Laura—”

Her name caught in my throat as her tongue flicked over my asshole, probing gently before delving inside. I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily as waves of pleasure washed over me. Her finger found its way to my pussy, slipping inside with ease as she continued to eat my ass.

The dual sensations were overwhelming, building inside me until I came hard, my walls clenching around her finger as I cried out her name.

When I finally caught my breath, I rolled over, pulling Laura down beside me. We lay there for a moment, our bodies entwined, before I shifted my focus to her.

“Your turn,” I murmured, kissing my way down her body until I reached her thighs.

Laura’s breath hitched as I spread her legs, my tongue tracing the delicate folds of her pussy. She tasted sweet, addictive, and I couldn’t get enough. I lapped at her clit, coaxing little whimpers from her.

When I slipped two fingers inside her, she arched off the bed, her moans growing louder, more urgent. I curled my fingers, finding that spot that made her gasp, and didn’t stop until she came undone, her juices flooding my mouth.

Afterward, we lay together, our bodies still humming with the aftershocks. Laura rested her head on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin.

“Brandi…” she started, her voice hesitant.

“Yeah?”

She lifted her head, meeting my gaze. “This… us… is it just sex?”

I blinked, my heart skipping a beat. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “Maybe.”

Laura was my best friend, and I knew a romance could destroy our bond. I was making fast cash, and I wasn’t ready for a relationship. But as I looked into her eyes, I realized it was more than friendship. It always had been.

SAM MEETS LAURA

MFF / BDSM / Best Friends / Bondage / Dildo / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Facial / PIV Sex / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism

“You should’ve asked permission, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding, as his hand gripped the back of my neck, forcing me to look up at him.

My heart raced, my body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. His eyes were dark, intense, and I could feel the weight of his dominance pressing down on me. He wasn’t just watching—he was in control.

I glanced over at Laura, who was lying on the leather bench, her body glistening with sweat, her nipples hard and erect. She was panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy still quivering from the orgasm I had just given her with the dildo. The sight of her like this, so vulnerable and exposed, sent a shiver down my spine.

Sam’s hand tightened around my neck, pulling me back to the present moment. “Do you understand?” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My throat felt dry, my mouth parched, but I knew better than to ask for water right now. I had messed up, and I needed to own up to it.

“Good,” he said, releasing his grip on my neck. He took a step back, crossing his arms over his chest as he stared down at me. “Now, clean yourself up.”

—

I was sitting in my bedroom, scrolling through my social media feed, when my phone rang. When I saw Sam’s name, my heart started racing. Our last encounter had been quite intense. I answered, my voice cautious. “Hello?”

“Brandi?” Sam asked. His voice was deep, confident, and immediately sent a thrill through me. “I was hoping to see you again.”

“That would be great,” I replied, sitting up straighter.

I’d been working as an escort for a few months now, but there was something different about Sam. Something that made my stomach tighten with anticipation. Our last session had left me shaken, yet wanting more.

“I want you to bring a friend, this time,” Sam requested. “Someone pretty and submissive.”

I knew just who to call. When I’d told Laura about my encounter with Sam, she seemed pretty curious. And when she saw the money I made, she was excited. So, I knew she’d be down for an adventure.

But when I brought up the idea to Laura, she hesitated. She had seen the marks Sam left on my ass from our last encounter—big red welts that still stung whenever I sat down—and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to subject herself to that kind of treatment.

“Are you sure about this, Brandi?” she asked, her voice filled with uncertainty. “I mean, what if it’s too much? What if I can’t handle it?”

“You can,” I assured her, placing a hand on her arm. “I’ll be there with you every step of the way. And think about the money we could make.”

In the end, the promise of financial reward was enough to sway her. So, I found myself standing in Sam’s basement once again, this time with Laura.

—

“Strip,” Sam commanded, his voice firm and authoritative.

Laura and I exchanged a glance before complying, our hands trembling slightly as we removed our clothes. The air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. I could feel Sam’s gaze on us, taking in every inch of our bodies, and the intensity of his stare made my heart race.

“Laura, get on the bench,” Sam ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Laura hesitated for a moment before climbing onto the leather bench, her movements slow and uncertain. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the dark leather, and her chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to calm her nerves.

Sam handed me a large, black dildo, its surface smooth and cold against my palm. “Fuck her,” he said simply.

My mouth went dry as I stepped behind Laura, my heart pounding in my chest. I positioned the dildo at her entrance, pausing for a moment to look up at Sam. He was watching us intently, one hand wrapped around his thick, erect cock as he stroked himself slowly.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed the dildo into Laura, sliding it into her with careful precision. Her body tensed momentarily before relaxing, accommodating the intrusion. With each thrust, I could feel her walls clenching around the dildo, her juices coating the shaft as I worked it deeper inside her.

Sam moved closer, his hand still pumping his cock as he watched us with hungry eyes. As I continued to fuck Laura, he began jerking faster, his breaths becoming heavier and more labored.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and started licking Laura’s pussy, my tongue moving in lazy circles around her clit. Her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me as she approached her climax.

“Brandi!” Sam barked, his voice slicing through the heated atmosphere like a whip.

I froze, my breath hitching as I looked up at him, his expression stern and unrelenting.

“You should’ve asked permission,” he repeated, his tone icy, dangerous.

My cheeks burned, a mixture of arousal and humiliation coursing through me as I swallowed my pride. “Please, sir… may I taste her?”

His smirk was slow, deliberate, as he gave a curt nod. “Finish what you started.”

As I returned to Laura, savoring her sweet nectar, I felt Sam looming closer. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as his cock throbbed inches from my face.

“Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting as he aimed his swollen tip toward my open mouth. Just as Laura’s orgasm erupted around my tongue, Sam unleashed his own release, hot ropes of cum splattering across my face.

It dripped down my cheeks, pooled on my lips, and clung to my lashes. My vision blurred, but I managed to hold steady, my own body trembling with restrained need.

Sam tilted my chin up, smearing his seed across my skin with his thumb. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Wiping his hand clean on my shoulder, he stepped back, glancing toward Laura. “Both of you—follow me.”

Still reeling, I helped Laura off the bench, her legs shaky from her climax. We trailed after Sam, moving toward a luxurious bathroom illuminated by soft, ambient lighting.

“Get cleaned up,” he instructed, gesturing toward the marble shower. “Then we’ll discuss your next task.”

I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the cool floor, and followed him into the bathroom. It was massive, all marble and glass, with a shower big enough for three people. Laura trailed behind me, her fingers brushing against my arm as if to remind me she was there.

Sam turned the water on, steam rising almost instantly, fogging up the mirrors. He glanced at us, his gaze steady, calculating. “Laura, you first,” he said, nodding toward the shower.

She didn’t hesitate, stepping under the spray. I watched her for a moment, the way the water cascaded down her body, how she tilted her head back, letting it soak her blonde hair. She looked beautiful, relaxed, and completely at ease—something I couldn’t quite manage yet, not with Sam’s eyes on me.

When she was done, Sam gestured for me to take her place. I stepped in, the water hot against my skin, washing away the sweat and tension of the night. But before I could fully relax, I felt him behind me, his hands on my shoulders, sliding down to my back. His touch was firm, deliberate, as he began to wash me. Soapy bubbles slid over my skin, his fingers tracing every curve, every dip. My breath quickened, my heart pounding in my chest.

His hands moved lower, and I braced myself against the wall, my palms flat on the cool tiles. When he pressed himself against me, I could feel the hardness of him, the heat radiating off his body. He didn’t say a word, but his intentions were clear. One hand gripped my hip, pulling me back against him, while the other tangled in my long dark hair, forcing my head to tilt to the side.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

I did. Through the fogged-up glass, I could see Laura standing outside the shower, watching us with a hunger in her eyes that mirrored my own. There was something about being seen, being exposed like this, that made my pulse race. Her gaze lingered on me, on the way Sam’s body moved against mine, and I couldn’t look away.

He entered me then, thrusting hard and deep, making me gasp. My nails scraped against the tiles as he set a relentless pace, each movement driving me closer to the edge. The sound of the water hitting the floor mixed with the slap of skin against skin, filling the room with a rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest. I could see Laura biting her lip, her hands drifting to her own body as she watched us, and the sight of her touching herself pushed me even further.

I came with a cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam didn’t stop, though. He kept going, his grip on me tightening as he chased his own release. When he finally came, spilling inside me, I felt the warmth of it, the possessive claim of it, and it made my knees buckle. He held me up, his arms strong and steady, until I could finally stand on my own.

We dressed in silence, the air heavy with the aftermath of what had just happened. Sam handed Laura and me each a stack of cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it for a moment, disbelief warring with satisfaction. I was making more money than I’d ever dreamed of. But before I could say anything, Sam stepped closer to me, his eyes locking on mine.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a collar, black leather with a small silver tag. Without a word, he fastened it around my neck. It fit snugly, the weight of it unfamiliar but not uncomfortable.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. What did this mean? Was I ready for this? But when I looked at him, at the power and confidence radiating from him, I knew the answer.

Laura took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine as we left the mansion. The night air was cool against my skin, but I barely noticed. My thoughts were consumed by what had just happened, by the collar around my neck, by the promise—or maybe the threat—of what was to come.

“You okay?” Laura asked, her voice soft but filled with curiosity.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She smiled, squeezing my hand. “We’re really lucky to have met Sam. He’s gonna change our lives.”

Lucky. That was one way to put it. As we walked to the car, I couldn’t help but wonder what Sam had planned for us next. And despite the uncertainty, I couldn’t deny the thrill of anticipation that coursed through me.

SAM’S DREAM TEAM

FFFF / Lesbian / Group Sex / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Dildo

The coffee shop was my sanctuary. The hum of espresso machines, the low murmur of conversations, and the smell of freshly ground beans made it the perfect place to study. I was hunched over my laptop, my long dark hair falling over my shoulders, when my phone buzzed.

It was Sam. He’d taken me deeper into sex work than I’d ever planned on going, but I had to confess I was enjoying it.

I hesitated for a moment before answering, my hazel eyes darting around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. “Hello?”

“Brandi,” Sam’s deep, commanding voice came through the line. “I need to see you tonight. I have a proposition you might like.”

My heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t a request—it was an order. Sam had that way about him. He didn’t ask; he told. And something about his tone made my skin prickle with anticipation.

“What is it?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

“We’ll discuss that in person,” he replied, sounding authoritative.

“I’ll stop by your place. Be ready by nine.” He paused, and I could almost hear the smirk in his voice. “Wear something… interesting.”

Before I could respond, he hung up. I stared at my phone, my mind racing. Sam was powerful, dominant, and always had something up his sleeve. Our encounters were intense, but this felt different. I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight was going to change everything.

—

I spent the next few hours preparing. I chose a sleek black dress that hugged my curves and a pair of stilettos that made my legs look endless. My tan skin glowed under the soft light of my bedroom as I applied a touch of makeup, accentuating my almond-shaped hazel eyes. By the time Sam knocked on my door, I was buzzing with nervous energy.

He was dressed impeccably, as always, in a tailored suit that emphasized his broad shoulders. His sharp jawline was shadowed with stubble, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto mine the moment I opened the door.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice dripping with approval. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “We have business to discuss.”

I led him to the living room, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “What kind of business?”

Sam leaned back on the couch, his gaze never leaving me. “I want to start an escort service. High-end, exclusive. You and Laura will be my first two escorts.”

My breath caught in my throat. An escort service? This was bigger than anything I had imagined. “How will it work?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I have connections,” he said simply. “I know the most rich and powerful men, and I know what they want.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“They want beautiful women,” he explained. “But not just any women. They want women who are confident, experienced, and willing to indulge their fantasies. You and Laura fit the bill perfectly.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. The idea was thrilling, but also terrifying. “What about other girls? We’d need more than just us.”

“Exactly,” Sam said, a sly smile playing on his lips. “That’s where you come in. I want you and Laura to find a couple more girls. Someone you trust, someone who’s eager to join our team.”

I nodded, my excitement growing. “When do we start?”

“Tonight,” Sam said, standing up. “Meet Laura at The Velvet Lounge. Scope out some potential candidates. Bring them to the penthouse suite at The Grand Horizon. Let them see what they’re signing up for.”

—

An hour later, I walked into The Velvet Lounge, a chic bar known for its upscale clientele. Laura was already there, sipping a martini and scanning the room. She was a vision in red, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. When she saw me, she smiled and waved me over.

“So, what’s the plan?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

I filled her in on Sam’s proposition, and her grin widened. “This is going to be fun,” she purred. “Let’s find some talent.”

We spent the next hour mingling, our eyes peeled for anyone who stood out. That’s when we spotted them: Kayla and Cheyenne. Kayla was tall and athletic, her caramel skin glowing under the dim lighting. Cheyenne was petite and curvy, her raven-black hair framing her heart-shaped face. They were laughing together at the bar, completely unaware of the opportunity that was about to land in their laps.

Laura and I exchanged a glance before making our move. “Hi there,” I said, flashing them my most charming smile. “Mind if we join you?”

They looked us over, clearly intrigued. “Sure,” Kayla said, her voice smooth and confident. “What brings you ladies here?”

“Business,” Laura replied, her tone playful. “We’re assembling a team of beautiful, adventurous women. Interested?”

Cheyenne raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smirk. “Depends. What’s in it for us?”

“Let’s just say… luxury beyond your wildest dreams,” I said, leaning in closer. “Why don’t we show you?”

—

The penthouse suite at The Grand Horizon was breathtaking. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the city skyline, and the decor was opulent yet tasteful. Kayla and Cheyenne’s eyes widened as they took it all in.

“This is incredible,” Cheyenne breathed, running her fingers over the plush velvet couch.

“And this is just the beginning,” Laura said, her voice low and seductive. “Imagine having access to this kind of lifestyle every night.”

Kayla turned to us, her expression serious. “What exactly are you offering?”

“Freedom,” I said, stepping closer. “Adventure. Wealth. All you have to do is give in to your desires.”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, Kayla nodded. “I’m in.”

Cheyenne grinned. “Me too.”

Laura clapped her hands together, clearly pleased. “Perfect. Now, let’s seal the deal.”

Her fingers moved to the zipper of Cheyenne’s dress, sliding it down slowly. Cheyenne gasped, but made no move to stop her. I watched as the fabric pooled at her feet, revealing her toned body. My own fingers found the hem of Kayla’s shirt, tugging it over her head. Her chest rose and fell as she looked at me, her breathing shallow.

We were all undressed now, our bodies on display. Laura knelt before Cheyenne, her hands gripping Cheyenne’s thighs as she leaned in. The sound of Cheyenne’s sharp intake of breath filled the room as Laura’s tongue flicked against her most sensitive spot. I mirrored her actions, pressing Kayla back onto the bed as I tasted her, savoring the way she writhed beneath me.

After Kayla and Cheyenne climaxed, they looked at each other with lust-filled eyes. They shifted positions, their bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces. Sixty-nine. Their moans mingled as they pleasured each other, their movements synchronized. Laura watched them for a moment before turning to me, a wicked gleam in her eye.

She reached for the dildo resting on the nightstand, her fingers wrapping around the base. “Ready?” she asked, her voice husky.

I nodded, spreading my legs wider. The sensation of the silicone pressing against me was intense, and I bit my lip to stifle a cry. Laura’s thrusts were firm and deliberate, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. It didn’t take long before I unraveled, my climax crashing over me like a tidal wave.

By the time we were dressed, we were all flushed and breathless. I picked up my phone and dialed Sam’s number.

“We found them,” I said, a triumphant smile on my lips. “Two new recruits. You’re going to love them.”

Sam’s voice was tinged with excitement. “Good work, Brandi. Bring them to me tomorrow. I can’t wait to meet them.”

I hung up, glancing at the others. “It’s official. Welcome to the team.”

Kayla and Cheyenne exchanged a look, their smiles mirroring mine. This was just the beginning.

MY FIRST ANAL EXPERIENCE

MF / Cunnilingus / Rimming / Anal

"One thousand," I said, leaning in closer to the older man at the casino bar. His eyes flickered with interest—or maybe calculation. Either way, I had him.

He smirked, swirling the ice in his whiskey glass. "You’re worth it," he replied, his voice low and smooth, like he’d done this before. Maybe a lot. He stood up, extending his hand. "Shall we?"

I glanced over my shoulder toward the poker table where Sam was seated, chips stacked high in front of him. He gave me a subtle nod, his lips curling into that grin that told me he was proud. Laura and Cheyenne were already gone, probably upstairs with their own tricks by now. Kayla was still working the slot machines, her laughter echoing across the room.

The man led me through the glittering chaos of the casino floor, past the clinking of coins and the hum of conversation. His hand rested lightly on the small of my back, guiding me toward the elevators. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and expensive perfume, and I could feel the weight of all those eyes on us. But I didn’t care. This was what I was good at.

—

Our pimp, Sam, had the brilliant idea to start an escort service. My best friend, Laura, and I had recruited Kayla and Cheyenne, two beautiful women we’d met in a bar. Sam called us his "dream team," and honestly, it felt kind of nice. Like I was part of something bigger than myself.

That night at the casino was supposed to be our first big test. Sam had rented a suite for us, complete with champagne and a view of the Strip.

"Tonight," he’d said, pacing the room like a general preparing for battle, "you’re not just selling sex. You’re selling fantasy. These guys are here to let loose, to feel powerful. Make them believe they’re the only one in the world who matters tonight."

Laura had rolled her eyes at that, but I nodded along. I understood what he meant. It wasn’t just about the money—though that was obviously a huge part of it—it was about control. About making someone feel so good they’d forget everything else.

—

The elevator doors slid open on the top floor. The older man who I’d met earlier at the casino bar gestured for me to step out. His suite was everything I expected—opulent, decadent, and dripping with wealth. The king-sized bed dominated the room, its crisp white sheets practically glowing under the soft lighting. A bottle of champagne sat chilling in an ice bucket on the table, next to a vase of fresh roses.

“I’m Garry, by the way” he said, putting his hand on my shoulder.

When he touched me, I felt a spark of electricity. “I’m Brandi,” I replied.

"Do you always go all out for your guests?" I teased, running my fingers along the edge of the table as I walked further into the room.

Garry chuckled, loosening his tie. "Only the ones who catch my eye."

I turned to face him, letting my long dark hair fall over my shoulder as I tilted my head. "And did I catch your eye?"

"From the moment I saw you at the bar," he admitted, stepping closer.

His hands found my waist, pulling me against him. I could feel the heat of his body through his shirt, the faint scent of cologne mixing with the alcohol on his breath.

Then it happened like it always did—fast and intense. Garry’s lips crashed into mine, hungry and demanding, and I kissed him back with equal fervor. My hands fumbled with his belt while his yanked at my dress, the fabric sliding off my shoulders and pooling at my feet. In seconds, we were both naked, our skin pressed together as we tumbled onto the bed.

Garry kissed his way down my body, his tongue tracing a path along my collarbone, my breasts, my stomach. When he reached my thighs, he paused, his eyes locking onto mine. "You’re beautiful," he murmured, and for a split second, I almost believed him.

Then his mouth was on me, and I gasped, arching my back as his tongue worked its magic. He knew exactly what he was doing, alternating between slow, teasing licks and deep, deliberate strokes that had me gripping the sheets for dear life. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he flipped me onto my stomach, his hands spreading my cheeks apart as his tongue dipped lower.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his breath hot against my skin.

I nodded, biting my lip to stifle a moan. I’d never tried this before, but I wasn’t about to stop him now. His tongue delved deeper, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I could feel myself getting wetter, hotter, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

When Garry finally pulled away, I heard the distinctive sound of a bottle cap popping open. I glanced over my shoulder just as he slicked himself with lube, his cock glistening in the dim light.

"Is anal included?" he asked, his voice calm but insistent.

My heart skipped a beat. I should’ve said no—should’ve told him it was extra—but something about the way he looked at me made me hesitate. I wanted this. I wanted to feel him inside me, to surrender completely.

"Yes," I whispered, meeting his gaze.

Garry positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he slowly pushed inside. I tensed at first, the unfamiliar stretch sending a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through me. But then he started moving, shallow thrusts that gradually grew deeper, harder. Before I knew it, I was shaking, my nails digging into the mattress as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me.

"That’s it," he grunted, his pace quickening. "Take it."

I did. Every inch, every thrust, until I couldn’t hold back anymore. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my entire body convulsing as I screamed his name. Garry came moments later, spilling himself inside me with a low groan that sent shivers down my spine.

We collapsed onto the bed, sweat-soaked and breathless. I lay there for a few minutes, staring up at the ceiling as my heart rate returned to normal. Then I grabbed my purse, counting the bills he handed me before slipping back into my dress.

"Until next time," I said, blowing him a kiss as I headed for the door.

FINDING MY DOMINANT SIDE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Bondage / Teasing / Slapping / Spitting / Ruined Orgasm

I never thought I’d enjoy being in control. Not like this, anyway. But there I was, standing in the middle of a luxurious loft, my heart pounding with a mix of curiosity and excitement. The air smelled faintly of leather and money—two things that didn’t usually go together but somehow felt right here.

It started with a call from Sam. “Brandi,” he said, his voice low and serious, “got a new client for you. Wealthy guy. Likes to play.”

I rolled my eyes at first. Play? That could mean anything. But when I heard the price—one thousand dollars for two hours—I couldn’t say no. Fast cash was fast cash, and as much as I tried to tell myself it was just another job, something about the way Sam said it made me feel... intrigued.

The address led me to a high-rise in the financial district, all glass and steel. I smoothed down my tight red dress, adjusted the strap of my purse, and stepped into the elevator, my reflection staring back at me. Tan skin, long dark hair flowing over my shoulders, hazel eyes that always seemed to catch the light just right. I looked good. I knew I did. And tonight, I was going to use that.

The door opened to reveal Shane. He was tall, clean-cut, dressed in a crisp white shirt and tailored slacks that screamed money. His smile was polite, almost shy, which threw me off. Most clients either oozed confidence or desperation. This one? He seemed... nervous.

“You must be Brandi,” he said, stepping aside to let me in.

“That’s me,” I replied, flashing him my most charming smile.

Inside, the loft was minimalist but expensive, the kind of place that looked like it belonged in a magazine. My heels clicked against the polished concrete floor as I followed him into the living room. And then I saw it—the bedroom. Or, more accurately, the playroom.

My breath caught in my throat. Against one wall was a bondage table, its leather straps dangling like promises. On another, a collection of whips, paddles, and cuffs hung neatly on hooks. I hadn’t planned on a BDSM session. My stomach twisted, not out of fear but something else—something I hadn’t expected.

Shane noticed me staring. “I know it’s a lot,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I was hoping you’d be willing to... indulge me.”

I turned to him, my heart racing. “What exactly are we talking about here?”

He took a deep breath, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I want you to take control. Tie me up. Humiliate me. Make me feel... powerless.”

My eyebrows shot up. This wasn’t the usual script. Clients wanted to feel dominant, powerful, in charge. This was the complete opposite. I hesitated, my mind racing. Was I even capable of this? But then I remembered the thousand dollars sitting on the counter, already counted and tucked safely into my bag. Why not?

“Okay,” I said, nodding slowly. “Let’s do this.”

Shane exhaled sharply, relief washing over his face. He gestured toward the bedroom, and I followed, my pulse quickening with every step. Once inside, he began stripping without hesitation, his movements almost mechanical. Soon, he was completely naked, his body lean but toned, his cock already half-hard. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the heat building between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice steady now, confident.

I undressed slowly, letting my red dress fall to the floor, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen specifically for tonight. The lace hugged my curves perfectly, and I could see the effect it had on him—his cock twitched, growing harder under my gaze. I smirked, feeling a flicker of something new. Power.

Shane lay down on the bed, spreading his arms and legs wide. “Tie me up,” he instructed, his voice firm but tinged with anticipation.

I grabbed the cuffs from the wall, my fingers trembling slightly as I secured them around his wrists and ankles. The leather was soft but sturdy, and when I tightened the straps, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill shoot through me. He was completely at my mercy now.

Once he was fully restrained, I stood back, admiring my handiwork. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his cock standing stiff against his stomach. My mouth went dry as I realized how much I enjoyed seeing him like this—vulnerable, exposed, completely under my control.

“Feel good?” I asked, my voice dripping with mock sweetness.

He nodded, his eyes dark with desire. “Yes.”

I ran a finger along his inner thigh, watching as his muscles tensed under my touch. When I reached his cock, I wrapped my hand around it, giving him a slow, deliberate stroke. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily, but the restraints kept him in place.

“Not so fast,” I teased, tightening my grip slightly. “If you want to cum, you’ll have to earn it.”

He let out a shaky breath, his eyes pleading, but I ignored him, focusing instead on the rhythm of my hand. Up and down, squeezing just enough to make him squirm. It didn’t take long before he was fully hard, his cock throbbing in my palm.

“Please,” he begged, his voice breaking. “Let me cum.”

I smiled, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Begging won’t get you anywhere.”

Without warning, I brought my other hand across his cheek, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. His head snapped to the side, and for a moment, he looked stunned. Then, to my surprise, he moaned, his cock twitching in my hand.

“Again,” he gasped, his eyes wild.

I obliged, slapping him harder this time. His skin reddened under the force of my hand, and yet, he only grew more aroused, his cock dripping with precum. I spat in his face, watching as the saliva slid down his cheek. He shuddered, his entire body trembling with need.

I returned my attention to his cock, stroking him faster now, edging him closer and closer to orgasm. His breathing became ragged, his moans louder, more desperate. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, I stopped, releasing him completely.

“No!” he cried out, his hips thrusting uselessly into the air.

A tiny spurt of cum leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough—not even close. He writhed against the restraints, his frustration palpable. I laughed, the sound sharp and mocking.

“Pathetic,” I sneered, wiping my hand on the sheets.

After untying him, we both got dressed in silence. Shane looked dazed, his face still flushed, but there was a hint of satisfaction in his eyes.

“Will I see you again?” he asked, his voice hesitant.

I glanced at him, considering. Despite the unexpected nature of the night, I’d enjoyed myself more than I cared to admit.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “You will.”

A SURPRISING THREESOME

MMF / Threesome / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, snapping me out of my half-asleep state. I squinted as I looked at the screen of my phone. Another client. I sighed, running a hand through my long dark hair before answering.

“This is Brandi,” I said, my voice dripping with that practiced sultriness that always seemed to loosen wallets.

“Hey, Brandi. It’s Clarence,” came the smooth, confident voice on the other end. “I was wondering if you were available tonight. I’m willing to make it worth your while.”

I’d heard that line before, but something about the way he said it made me sit up straighter. The promise of cash wasn’t unusual, but there was an edge to his tone that piqued my curiosity. “Depends on how much ‘worth my while’ we’re talking,” I replied, already slipping into my professional persona.

“Let’s just say… ten grand,” he said casually, as though he were discussing the weather.

My breath hitched. Ten thousand dollars? That wasn’t just a good night—that was a great night. My mind raced. What did he want for that kind of money? But then again, I wasn’t in the habit of turning down that kind of cash. “Alright, Clarence. Where are we meeting?”

He gave me the address to a luxury high-rise downtown. Of course. Men like him didn’t live in run-down apartments. I hung up, quickly throwing on one of my favorite outfits: a form-fitting burgundy dress that hugged every curve, paired with heels that clicked confidently against the floor. A quick glance in the mirror confirmed what I already knew—tan skin glowing, hazel eyes sparkling, lips painted a deep red. Brandi Moore, ready to work.

The Uber dropped me off in front of the building, and I stepped inside, feeling the weight of the doorman’s gaze. He nodded politely, and I flashed him a smile before heading to the elevator. Clarence’s condo was on the top floor, naturally. When the doors slid open, I found myself in a spacious living room that oozed wealth. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcased the city skyline, and the furniture looked like it belonged in a designer catalog.

“Brandi, right?” A tall, broad-shouldered man approached me. Clarence.

He was handsome in that polished, corporate way—clean-shaven, tailored suit, sharp jawline. His eyes raked over me appreciatively, and I felt a flicker of satisfaction. Always nice to be appreciated.

“That’s me,” I said with a smile, stepping closer. “You mentioned ten grand?”

Before he could answer, another man walked into the room. Wait, what? This guy—Jack, as he introduced himself—was just as attractive as Clarence, but in a more rugged way. Dark stubble lined his jaw, and his muscular frame filled out his casual outfit perfectly. He gave me a sly grin, and my stomach did a little flip. Okay, two hot guys. Not bad.

Clarence glanced at Jack, then back at me. “Brandi, this is Jack. We’re… friends.”

I raised an eyebrow. Friends? Something about the way they exchanged looks told me there was more to it than that. Now, I wasn’t one to judge—hell, I’d seen everything in this line of work—but having another guy involved wasn’t part of the deal.

“You didn’t mention anything about an extra person,” I said, crossing my arms. “That’s gonna cost extra.”

Clarence reached into his pocket and pulled out a thick wad of cash. He tossed it onto the table beside us, and my eyes widened. Ten grand, just like he promised. Then, he pulled out another five thousand, adding it to the pile of cash. “Is this enough?” he asked.

For a second, I hesitated. Two men? I’d never done that before. But then again, I’d never been offered this much money either.

“Alright,” I said, scooping up the cash and stuffing it into my purse. “Let’s get started.”

We moved to the bedroom, which was just as lavish as the rest of the place. Plush carpet underfoot, silk sheets on the bed, and soft lighting that cast everything in a warm glow. I took a deep breath, pushing down any nerves. Just another job, Brandi. You’ve got this.

Clarence started undressing first, his movements unhurried and deliberate. Jack followed suit, and soon both men were standing naked in front of me. Holy hell. They were both gorgeous—toned bodies, defined muscles, and… well, let’s just say they weren’t lacking in any department.

But what happened next caught me completely off guard.

Clarence walked over to Jack, his eyes locked on his friend’s. Then, without warning, he dropped to his knees and took Jack’s cock into his mouth. What the— I blinked, unsure if I was seeing things. But no, Clarence was definitely sucking Jack’s dick, his hands gripping Jack’s hips as he worked his tongue expertly.

I stood there, frozen for a moment, my mind racing. I’d never seen two men together like this before, and the sight was… surprisingly hot. My body reacted before my brain could catch up, a warmth pooling between my legs.

“Well, aren’t you going to join us?” Jack asked, his voice rough with desire.

Why not? I thought, stepping forward. I knelt beside Clarence, letting my hand brush against his shoulder as I leaned in to take Jack’s cock into my mouth alongside him. The taste of him was intoxicating, a mix of salt and musk that sent a shiver down my spine.

We worked together, our lips and tongues moving in sync as Jack groaned above us. His hands tangled in my hair, tugging gently, and I moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath. Clarence pulled back for a moment, letting me take over, and I lost myself in the rhythm, savoring every inch of him.

Eventually, we moved to the bed. Clarence lay back, his cock standing rigid, and I crawled over to him, taking him into my mouth as Jack positioned himself behind me. I felt him press against my entrance, and I arched my back, urging him on.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Jack growled, thrusting into me hard enough to make me cry out.

The sensation was overwhelming—Jack pounding into me from behind while I sucked Clarence off, each motion sending waves of pleasure crashing through me.

Clarence’s grip on my hair tightened as he came, his release filling my mouth. I swallowed it down, the taste mingling with the lingering remnants of Jack on my tongue.

Jack’s cock hit at exactly the right angle, pushing me over the edge. My tight pussy contracted around his cock as I orgasmed. Jack didn’t last much longer, his groans growing louder as he spilled inside me, his hips jerking with the force of his climax.

For a moment, the room was silent except for our heavy breathing. Then Clarence chuckled, running a hand through my hair. “Damn, Brandi. You’re incredible.”

“Yeah,” Jack agreed, pulling out of me and collapsing onto the bed beside us. “We’ll definitely be calling you again.”

I smiled, my body still humming with satisfaction. “I’ll hold you to that.”

As I gathered my things, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of exhilaration. Who would’ve thought I’d enjoy that so much? I thought to myself.

I called Sam, my pimp, as I stepped back into the elevator. “Hey, Sam. Just wanted to let you know I’ve got the money.”

“Good job, Brandi,” he said, his voice gruff but approving. “See you back at the house.”

I hung up, leaning against the elevator wall as it descended. My mind wandered back to the evening—the sight of Clarence and Jack, the taste of them, the way their bodies had moved against mine.

“Next time,” I murmured to myself, a smirk playing on my lips.

A DIFFERENT TYPE OF CUSTOMER

FF / Lesbian / Butch Femme / Strap-on / Cunnilingus

It had started hours earlier, with a call that surprised me. Most of my clients were men—wealthy ones, sure, but all variations of the same type. This time, though, it was different.

“I need someone tonight,” the voice on the other end had said. It was smooth, confident, and unmistakably female.

“Of course,” I replied, slipping into professional mode. “What are you looking for?”

There was a pause, and then she chuckled. “You’ll find out when you get here. Name’s Jonnie. I’ll text you the address.”

—

The house was exactly what I expected from a wealthy client: sprawling, modern, and tucked away in a quiet neighborhood. When Jonnie opened the door, I had to stop myself from staring. She was tall, broad-shouldered, and built like an athlete. Her short-cropped hair and chiseled jawline gave her a masculine edge, but her eyes—sharp and piercing—were undeniably feminine.

“Brandi, right?” she asked, stepping aside to let me in.

“That’s me,” I said, flashing a smile.

She led me to the living room, where a bottle of wine sat waiting. “Drink?”

“Sure.”

We talked for a while—small talk, mostly. She was funny, charismatic, and surprisingly easy to be around. I found myself liking her more than I expected.

Eventually, she leaned back in her chair and studied me. “So,” she said, “you ever been with a woman before?”

I nodded. “A few times. I like women.”

Her grin widened. “Good. Because I plan on making this worth your while.”

We headed straight to the bedroom, where we both undressed. Jonnie grabbed a large strap-on dildo from the nightstand, securing it around her waist with precision. The dildo was so thick, larger than any cock I’d ever taken. I hesitated.

“Just relax, baby,” Jonnie whispered. “I won’t hurt you.”

I felt my pussy start to get wet. I was eager to feel her inside me. She bent me over the bed, positioning the toy at my entrance. I let out a groan as she pushed deep inside me, thrusting with a relentless rhythm.

“You like that, don’t you?” Jonnie’s voice was low, almost a growl, as her fingers dug into my hips, pulling me back onto the thick dildo.

My breath hitched, and I let out a moan I didn’t even know I had in me.

I did. God, I did.

My hands gripped the edge of her bed as she pushed deeper, her rhythm steady and unrelenting. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mixed with my gasps and her heavy breaths.

She leaned over me, one hand tangling in my dark hair, tugging just enough to make me whimper. “Yeah, Brandi,” she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. “Take it.”

I could feel myself unraveling, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body. And then, with a sharp pull on my hair and a deep, final push, I came apart. My legs shook, and I barely managed to stay upright as she slowed, letting me catch my breath.

Jonnie stepped back, and I turned to look at her. Her muscular frame glistened with sweat, her short hair damp and sticking to her forehead. She grinned, cocky but charming, and unhooked the strap-on. “Eat my pussy,” she said, nodding toward the bed.

Back in the bedroom, I knelt on the floor between Jonnie’s legs, my hands resting on her thighs. Her arousal was obvious, her pussy wet and inviting. I looked up at her, waiting for her nod, and when she gave it, I leaned in.

The moment my tongue touched her, she let out a groan, her hand gripping the back of my head. I explored her slowly, savoring the taste of her, the way her body responded to every flick and stroke. Her breathing quickened, her hips moving against my mouth as she urged me on.

“Fuck, Brandi,” she muttered, her voice strained. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I kept going until her thighs tensed, until she cried out and her body shuddered with release. When I finally pulled back, she was panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Damn,” she said, laughing softly. “You’re good.”

I smiled, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “So are you.”

Afterward, we got dressed in silence, the air between us charged but comfortable. She handed me an envelope full of cash—more than I usually made in a night.

“Thanks,” I said, tucking it into my purse.

“Anytime,” she replied, walking me to the door.

As I drove away, I couldn’t stop thinking about her—the way she moved, the way she touched me, the way she made me feel. I called Sam, my pimp, to let him know I was on my way over with the money.

“Good girl,” he said, his tone pleased. “See you soon.”

I hung up, my mind still replaying the night. Jonnie wasn’t like anyone I’d ever met. And I couldn’t wait to see her again.

A DATE WITH A FOOT LOVER

MF / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

I was lounging on the velvet couch in Sam’s mansion, my legs draped lazily over the armrest, scrolling through my phone when the call came in. The ringtone cut through the low hum of the jazz music playing in the background.

“Brandi,” Sam called from across the room, his voice smooth like honey but with an edge that always made me sit up straighter. “Got a date for you. Says his name’s James. Wants something… specific.” He raised an eyebrow, and I could already feel the curiosity prickling under my skin.

I didn’t recognize the name, but that wasn’t unusual. New clients always popped up, especially when word got around about a girl who could handle special requests.

“What kind of specific?” I asked, swinging my legs off the couch and sitting up. My bare feet hit the cool marble floor, and I wiggled my toes absently.

Sam smirked, leaning back in his leather chair. “He wants you to get a pedicure before you head over. Cherry red nails. Said it’s non-negotiable.”

I blinked. A pedicure? That was new. Most of the time, the requests were straightforward—lingerie, roleplay, maybe a toy or two. But this? It felt personal. Intimate even.

“Alright,” I said, standing up and grabbing my heels from where they’d been kicked off by the couch. “Cherry red it is.”

Sam gave me a nod, his gold chain glinting in the light as he leaned forward. “Good luck, kid. And remember—don’t let him push you too far unless it’s worth it.”

The nail salon was just a few blocks away, and soon enough, my toenails were painted a deep, glossy cherry red. I caught myself admiring them more than once on the drive to James’ place. There was something about the color—bold, vibrant, a little dangerous—that made me feel powerful.

When I arrived, James opened the door almost immediately. He was taller than I expected, with broad shoulders and a warm smile that put me at ease. His eyes dropped to my feet instantly, and I saw the way his expression shifted, a flicker of something raw and hungry passing over his face.

“Hi,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. “You must be Brandi.”

“That’s me,” I replied, flashing him my best professional smile. “And you must be James.”

He nodded, closing the door behind us. The apartment was dimly lit, with soft music playing in the background—something slow and sensual. James led me to the couch, and we sat down facing each other.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a stack of cash, setting it on the table between us. “This is for you,” he said, his voice low. “But first, I need to see those feet.”

I hesitated for just a moment before slipping off my heels and placing my feet in his lap. The second his fingers brushed against my soles, I felt a jolt of electricity shoot up my spine. His touch was gentle but firm, and I could tell he knew exactly what he was doing. He ran his thumbs along the arches of my feet, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Perfect.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a heat start to build in my chest. This wasn’t part of the script, not really, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt. His hands moved up to my ankles, then to my calves, kneading the muscles with a practiced ease.

And then, without warning, he leaned down and pressed his lips to the top of my foot. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—warm, wet, intense. I gasped, my back arching slightly as his tongue traced the curve of my arch.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “James…”

He didn’t respond, too focused on what he was doing. He sucked lightly on my big toe, his teeth grazing the nail before moving to the next one. Each touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, and I found myself gripping the edge of the couch, my knuckles turning white.

By the time he reached my heel, I was trembling, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He looked up at me then, his eyes dark with desire, and I could see the effect I was having on him too. His lips were swollen, his cheeks flushed, and his chest rose and fell with each ragged breath.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice rough.

I nodded, unable to form words.

He smiled, a wicked, knowing smile, and then he was kissing his way up my thigh, his hands sliding under the hem of my dress. When his mouth finally reached my core, I nearly screamed. His tongue was expert, relentless, driving me closer and closer to the edge until I thought I might explode.

But then, just as I was about to tip over, he stopped. I whimpered in protest, my hips bucking involuntarily, but he only chuckled, pressing a kiss to my inner thigh before lifting my legs over his shoulders. I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance, and then he was inside me, filling me completely.

As he thrust into me, slow and deep, he kissed my feet again, his tongue swirling around my toes. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—the stretch of him inside me, the heat of his mouth on my skin, the way his breath tickled the sensitive spots between my toes. I cried out, my body convulsing as I came harder than I ever had before.

James groaned, his hips stuttering as he followed me over the edge. He collapsed onto the bed beside me, both of us panting and sweaty, his arms wrapped tightly around my waist.

“That was…” I started, still trying to catch my breath.

“Amazing,” he finished for me, brushing a strand of hair out of my face. “You’re amazing.”

We lay there for a while, tangled together, until my phone buzzed on the nightstand. It was Laura, and I knew she’d want to hear all about my day. But for now, I just wanted to stay here, in this moment, with James’ hand resting gently on my ankle and the memory of his lips on my skin still fresh in my mind.

A KINGPIN’S DESIRES

MF / Romantic / Kissing / Blow Job / Fingering / PIV Sex

The call came in late, just as the sun was dipping below the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple. My phone buzzed on the table, Sam’s name flashing across the screen. I sighed. Another day, another dollar.

His voice was sharp, no-nonsense, like always. “Brandi, got a job for you. Seedy motel on 5th. Guy called Slick. He’s expecting you.”

I hesitated, biting my lower lip. Seedy motel wasn’t exactly my usual scene. I’d grown accustomed to the luxury suites with plush carpets and sparkling chandeliers, not some dingy room with questionable stains on the carpet. But Sam didn’t tolerate excuses. If I backed out now, he’d be pissed—and when Sam was pissed, it wasn’t pretty. So I slipped into my little black dress, the one that hugged my curves just right, and dabbed on my signature red lipstick. Here goes nothing.

The motel was exactly what I expected—faded paint, flickering neon sign, and a faint smell of stale cigarettes lingering in the air. My heels clicked against the cracked pavement as I made my way to room 12. I knocked twice, my heart pounding in my chest. The door creaked open, and there he was.

Slick.

He was taller than I imagined, his broad shoulders filling the doorway. His dark skin gleamed under the dim light, dreadlocks falling to his shoulders. Tattoos snaked up his arms, intricate patterns that told stories I couldn’t even begin to decipher. His piercing brown eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

“You must be Brandi,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like whiskey poured over velvet. He stepped aside, gesturing for me to come in.

The room was hazy, thick with the scent of marijuana. A stack of cash sat on the dresser next to a mirror dusted with lines of white powder. My stomach twisted, but I forced a smile, trying to appear unfazed. Slick leaned against the wall, watching me with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

“Nice place,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

He chuckled, a deep rumble that sent shivers down my spine. “It’s not the Ritz, but it’ll do.”

I crossed my arms, tilting my head as I studied him. “So, Slick… what’s a guy like you doing in a place like this?”

He grinned, showing off a set of perfect teeth. “Could ask you the same thing.”

I shrugged, playing coy. “Just another day at the office.”

“Office, huh?” He reached for the stack of cash, tossing it onto the bed. “Well, consider this your bonus.”

My eyes flicked to the money, then back to him. This guy’s loaded. But there was something about him—something dangerous, intriguing—that went beyond the cash. I started to unzip my dress, but he held up a hand.

“Slow down, sweetheart. You don’t gotta do anything you don’t want to.”

I paused, surprised. Most clients were all hands, no hesitation. But Slick? He was different. His gaze softened, and for the first time, I felt seen—not just as a commodity, but as a person.

“I want to,” I said quietly, letting the dress fall to the floor. His eyes raked over my body, and I felt a heat building between my thighs.

He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against my cheek. “You’re gorgeous,” he murmured. “But I wanna know more about you. Who’s Brandi?”

I blinked, caught off guard. No one ever asked. They only cared about the fantasy, not the reality. But something about Slick made me want to open up.

“I used to be a college student,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly. “Pre-law. Had big dreams, y’know? But then… things got complicated. Professor Marshall, he… turned me out. I got involved with Sam, and now…” I trailed off, not feeling slightly embarrassed and exposed.

Slick’s jaw tightened, his eyes darkening. “Let me guess. You work your ass off turning tricks, and this Sam guy, takes all your money.”

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. “Something like that,” I finally admitted.

I was beginning to realize that the situation with Sam was unfair. But he was my protector, and I’d promised loyalty to him. I couldn’t walk away.

Slick reached for my hand, his touch surprisingly gentle. “I get it. Life throws shit at you, and sometimes you gotta play the hand you’re dealt. But that doesn’t mean you can’t change the game.”

His words struck a chord, and I found myself opening up even more. “What about you? How’d you end up here?”

He let out a bitter laugh. “Feds are on me. A deal went south, so I’m hiding out in this shit hole. But honestly? Tonight, I just needed someone to talk to.”

There was a vulnerability in his voice that surprised me. For all his tattoos and swagger, Slick seemed… lonely. And suddenly, the line between client and companion blurred.

I reached up, putting my hand on his shoulder. “You’re not so bad, Slick.”

He smirked, pulling me closer. “Neither are you, Brandi.”

Our lips met in a slow, tantalizing kiss. His hands roamed over my body, leaving trails of fire wherever they touched. I melted into him, my breath hitching as he explored every inch of me. His lips moved to my neck, nibbling lightly before tracing a path down to my collarbone. I moaned softly, arching into him.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered against my skin.

I fumbled with his belt, desperate to feel him. When his pants finally dropped, I sank to my knees, taking him into my mouth without hesitation. He groaned, his fingers tangling in my long dark hair as I worked him with my tongue. God, he tasted incredible—salty, masculine, intoxicating.

He pulled me up, turning me around and bending me over the bed. His fingers teased my entrance, sliding inside me with practiced ease. I bit my lip, trying to stifle the whimpers escaping my throat. He was relentless, curling his fingers just right until I was trembling on the edge.

“Ready for me, baby?” he growled, positioning himself behind me.

I nodded eagerly, gripping the sheets for dear life. In one swift motion, he entered me, stretching me in the most delicious way. He started slow, letting me adjust to his size before picking up the pace. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure rippling through me, and I cried out, unable to hold back.

“That’s it, take every fucking inch,” he growled, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a mark. It only spurred me on, pushing me closer to the edge.

We moved together, our bodies perfectly in sync. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, mingling with our ragged breaths and muffled moans. I could feel my climax building, tightening like a coiled spring.

“Slick, I’m gonna—” I gasped, my words cut off by a loud cry as I came undone. He followed shortly after, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside me.

For a moment, we just lay there, catching our breaths. Then he turned me around, cradling my face in his hands.

“You’re somethin’ else, girl,” he said, his voice rough with emotion.

I smiled weakly, still recovering from the intensity of it all. “I’m really glad I met you, Slick.”

He reached for his wallet, pulling out a business card. “Take this. If you’re ever in trouble—or if you just need someone to talk to—call me.”

I glanced at the card, then back at him. There was something in his eyes, something genuine. And suddenly, I found myself wishing things were different—wishing that maybe, just maybe, we could be more than a one-time thing.

“I will,” I promised, tucking the card into my purse.

He kissed me again, this time softer, sweeter. And as I walked out of that seedy motel, my legs still shaky from the encounter, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Slick had changed something in me.

CHEYENNE’S PUNISHMENT

MFF / BDSM / Whipping / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

The call came in the middle of the night, my phone buzzing loudly on the nightstand beside me. I groaned, rolling over to grab it, squinting at the bright screen. It was Sam. My stomach twisted a little. What could he be calling about so late at night?

“Brandi,” his voice was low, steady, and commanding as always. “We have a problem. Get here now.”

I didn’t ask questions. I never did when it came to Sam. He was the kind of man who didn’t tolerate hesitation or excuses. I threw on a pair of tight jeans and a low-cut blouse, ran a brush through my long dark hair, and grabbed my keys. The drive to his mansion was quiet, the streets empty, but my mind was racing. What could be so urgent?

When I arrived, the front door was unlocked, swinging open with a creak that sent a chill down my spine. The living room was dimly lit, the air thick with tension. Sam sat in his usual leather armchair, his obsidian eyes fixed on Cheyenne, who stood in the center of the room, her arms crossed defensively over her chest. Her face was pale, her eyes red-rimmed like she’d been crying.

“Brandi,” Sam said, not looking away from Cheyenne. “Sit down.”

I obeyed, perching on the edge of the couch, my heart pounding. Something was wrong—very wrong.

Sam leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, his gaze piercing. “Cheyenne has been holding back money. Going on dates, taking what’s mine, and keeping it for herself. Do you know what that means?”

I swallowed hard, glancing at Cheyenne. She looked back at me, her expression pleading. “Sam, I—”

“It means,” he interrupted, his voice sharp, “she’s betrayed my trust. Our team’s trust. And you know how I feel about betrayal.”

I did. Sam wasn’t just our boss; he was our protector, our provider. He demanded loyalty above all else. Cheyenne had broken that unspoken rule, and now she was paying the price.

“Cheyenne, I’m gonna have to fire you,” Sam declared, a hint of regret in his voice.

“Please, Sam,” Cheyenne whispered, her voice trembling. “I made a mistake. I’ll do better. Just give me another chance.”

Sam leaned back in his chair, studying her like a predator deciding whether to pounce or spare its prey. Finally, he spoke. “You can stay. But there will be… consequences.”

Cheyenne nodded quickly, relief flashing across her face. “Thank you, Sam. Thank you.”

He stood, towering over her. “Come downstairs.”

We followed him to the basement, the air growing colder with each step. The BDSM dungeon was something out of a fantasy—or a nightmare. Chains hung from the walls, a St. Andrew’s cross stood in the corner, and a large bed with restraints dominated the center of the room. Sam gestured for Cheyenne to strip.

She hesitated only for a moment before obeying, her movements slow and deliberate. When she stood naked before us, I couldn’t help but admire her body—slim, toned, and flawless. But I also felt a pang of guilt. This was my friend, and yet I was standing by, watching her humiliation unfold.

Sam handed me a whip, its leather handle cool against my palm. “Brandi, you’re going to punish her.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Me? Sam, I—”

“Do it,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I looked at Cheyenne, my stomach churning. She met my gaze, tears glistening in her eyes. “It’s okay, Brandi,” she whispered. “Just… do it.”

I took a deep breath, tightening my grip on the whip. My first strike landed lightly across her back, more of a tap than anything.

Sam’s voice cut through the silence. “Harder, Brandi. She needs to learn.”

I swung again, this time with more force. The crack of the whip echoed in the room, and Cheyenne flinched but didn’t cry out. Each strike felt like a betrayal, but I knew I had no choice. By the tenth lash, her skin was red and raw, and tears streamed down her face, though she remained silent.

Sam stepped forward, handing me a vibrator next. “Now, make her beg.”

I hesitated, my hand trembling as I turned the toy on, its low hum filling the room. I pressed it gently against Cheyenne’s inner thigh, watching as her muscles tensed. Slowly, I moved it higher, teasing her in ways I knew would drive her wild. Her breathing quickened, her hips bucking slightly as she tried to chase the sensation.

“Don’t let her cum,” Sam instructed, his voice cold. “She doesn’t deserve it.”

I pulled the vibrator away just as she was on the edge, leaving her gasping and whimpering. “Please, Brandi,” she begged, her voice desperate. “Please, let me…”

But I didn’t. I teased her again and again, bringing her close but never letting her finish. Her moans filled the room, high-pitched and needy. Finally, Sam stepped in.

He unbuckled his belt, his hard cock springing free. Without a word, he positioned himself behind Cheyenne, sliding into her with a rough thrust. She cried out, her hands clenched. Sam fucked her hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips tightly. I watched, my own body responding despite the knot of guilt in my stomach.

When Cheyenne finally came, her whole body trembled, and she collapsed forward, barely able to stand.

Sam pulled out, tucking himself back into his pants. “Remember this feeling,” he said, his voice calm but menacing. “Because if you ever betray me again, it will be much worse.”

Cheyenne nodded weakly, trying to catch her breath. “Thank you for letting me stay,” she finally murmured.

Sam gently caressed Cheyenne’s back. “You have a lot of potential, Cheyenne. Don’t fuck up again,” he said, a hint of kindness in his voice.

Afterwards, Cheyenne and I got in the shower together, washing away the stressful day. As I caressed her body with the washcloth, I was glad Cheyenne hadn’t been fired. She was part of our family, and I needed her around. We got out of the shower and dried off.

“Do you still like working for Sam?” Cheyenne whispered as we got dressed.

I didn’t have an answer for her. Instead, I just hugged her, wondering if loyalty was worth the price we paid.

THE PORN PRODUCER

MFF / Porn / Threesome / Age Gap / Voyeurism / Exhibitiomism / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where secrets felt safe behind the velvet curtains and low hum of jazz music. Laura’s arm brushed against mine as we walked in, her blonde hair catching the soft glow of the chandelier above. We were a pair—me, Brandi Moore, with my tan skin, long dark hair, and hazel eyes that had seen more than their fair share of this world, and her, Laura, all golden and carefree like she hadn’t yet learned to be afraid of it.

Sam had dropped us off an hour ago, his usual gruff orders ringing in our ears: “Make it worth my while, girls.”

He didn’t have to say it twice. We knew the drill. The money wasn’t just for him; it was for survival. And tonight, survival looked like a sleek, exclusive bar in Los Angeles, where the drinks were expensive and the clientele even more so.

Laura leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Let’s find someone worth our time,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mischief. I nodded, scanning the room. That’s when I saw him.

Rob.

He wasn’t just another suit in a sea of them. He had a presence. Tall, with salt-and-pepper hair that spoke of experience rather than age, he sat at the bar nursing a whiskey neat. His eyes caught mine almost immediately, and something about the way he held my gaze made me feel like he already knew every secret I’d ever tried to hide.

Laura noticed him too. “That one,” she said, her voice low but certain. “He’s our guy.”

We approached him together, the click of our heels on the polished floor announcing our arrival before we even spoke. Rob turned, his eyes flicking between us with a slow, appraising look that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Evening, ladies,” he said, his voice smooth as the whiskey he was drinking. “What brings you two here?”

I smiled, leaning against the bar. “Just looking for some fun,” I said, letting the words linger. Laura mirrored my stance, her shoulder brushing mine.

Rob chuckled, a deep, rich sound that felt like it belonged in a room far more private than this one. “Fun, huh? You two look like you know how to have it.”

“We do,” Laura purred, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “If the price is right.”

His eyes darkened, and I could see the wheels turning behind them. He glanced around the bar, then back at us. “How about we take this somewhere… quieter?”

The offer hung in the air, heavy with promise. I hesitated, but only for a moment. Five thousand dollars each. Five thousand. I knew Sam would be impressed if we brought back that kind of cash. Laura nudged me gently, and I nodded.

“Lead the way,” I said.

Rob’s Hollywood mansion was exactly what you’d expect from a man who clearly had money to burn. High ceilings, modern art on the walls, and a view of the city lights that made you feel like you were standing on top of the world. But it was the bedroom that really caught my attention.

It wasn’t just a bedroom. It was a set. Cameras on tripods, professional lighting, and a king-sized bed that looked like it had been staged for a photoshoot. My stomach twisted, but not unpleasantly.

Rob closed the door behind us, leaning against it with a smirk. “So, here’s the deal,” he said, his tone casual, like he was proposing a business venture rather than something far more intimate. “I want to film this. Make it something special. Five grand each, and you walk out of here richer than when you came in.”

Laura didn’t hesitate. She stepped forward, her hand resting on his chest. “Deal,” she said, her voice steady.

I swallowed hard. I’d never been filmed before, and I was a bit apprehensive, but the money was too tempting. “Deal,” I echoed, though my voice sounded smaller than I intended.

Rob grinned, pulling out a stack of cash and setting it on the dresser. “Good choice.”

He started moving the cameras into position, adjusting the angles with practiced ease. Laura and I exchanged a look, the unspoken understanding passing between us. We’d done this before, but never like this. Never with cameras rolling.

When everything was ready, Rob stripped off his shirt, revealing a toned chest and arms that suggested he spent more time at the gym than most men his age. His pants followed, and there was no denying he was well-endowed. Laura let out a low whistle, and I couldn’t help but laugh, despite the nerves twisting in my gut.

Rob motioned for us to join him on the bed. “Let’s make this unforgettable,” he said, his voice thick with anticipation.

Laura climbed onto the bed first, her movements fluid and confident. I followed, feeling the weight of the cameras on us as I settled beside her. She turned to me, her eyes locking onto mine, and without a word, she leaned in and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, familiar in a way that calmed the tension coiling in my chest. My hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

Rob grabbed a handheld camera, and he got a close up. Laura slipped out of her dress, dropping her bra and panties on the floor. I eagerly started sucking Laura’s nipples, looking up at the camera seductively. I could hear Rob’s breathing quicken behind us, but I focused on Laura, on the warmth of her body against mine.

When we pulled apart, Rob was standing by the bed, his cock in his hand, already hard. “Keep going,” he urged, his voice rough.

Laura shifted, her fingers trailing down my body until they reached the hem of my dress. She tugged it up, and I lifted my hips to help her pull it off. Her hands moved to my bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. The cool air hit my skin, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of Laura’s mouth as she kissed her way down my neck to my breasts.

I arched into her, a moan escaping my lips as she teased me with her tongue, kissing my flat stomach. My hands tangled in her hair, urging her on. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rob adjust one of the cameras, zooming in on us.

Laura’s hands slid lower, her fingers dipping between my legs. I gasped, my hips rocking involuntarily against her touch. She smirked, knowing exactly how to make me cum. Then, slowly, she moved down my body, ready to drive me wild.

When she reached my thighs, she paused, her breath hot against my skin. I could feel myself trembling with anticipation. “Taste me,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Laura didn’t need further encouragement. Her tongue slid over me, and I threw my head back, a strangled cry tearing from my throat. She ate me like it was her last meal, and I lost myself in the sensation.

I heard movement on the bed and opened my eyes to see Rob positioning himself behind Laura. He spread her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. Laura moaned into me as he pushed inside, and the sound sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

Rob thrust into her, his pace steady but deep. Laura’s rhythm faltered for a moment, but she quickly recovered, her focus split between pleasuring me and enjoying the sensation of Rob filling her.

I reached down, grabbing a handful of Laura’s blonde hair and pulling her mouth harder against me. She obliged, her tongue working faster, harder. The combination of her mouth and the sounds of her being fucked pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

When I finally came, it was with a cry that seemed to echo off the walls. Laura kept going, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until I was gasping for air.

Rob pulled out of Laura, his cock slick with her arousal. He grabbed my hips, positioning me on all fours. I felt the tip of him press against me, and I tensed for a moment before relaxing. He pushed inside, and I groaned at the stretch, the fullness.

Laura crawled up beside me, her hand finding its way between my legs again. She rubbed me in time with Rob’s thrusts, keeping me on the edge as he pounded into me.

“Cum for me, Brandi,” Rob growled, his pace increasing.

And I did. With a scream, I came again, my body shaking as Rob continued to drive into me. A few moments later, he stiffened, his grip on my hips tightening as he emptied himself inside me.

Laura collapsed beside me, panting. Rob pulled out, and I rolled onto my back, staring up at the ceiling as I tried to catch my breath.

Rob stood, towering over us with a satisfied grin. “That,” he said, “was worth every penny.”

Laura laughed, the sound light and carefree. “Glad we could help.”

But I didn’t say anything. I was too busy thinking about Sam. Cheyenne’s betrayal, and the way Sam had punished her, had left me shaken. I knew he’d be happy when he saw how much money we’d made. But was it worth it?

As if sensing my thoughts, Laura reached over and squeezed my hand. “It’s gonna be okay, babe,” she whispered, her voice reassuring.

I nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. It is.”

But as we got dressed and gathered the cash, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning of something much bigger—and much darker.

And when we walked out of Rob’s mansion, leaving behind the video of our steamy encounter, I wondered if we’d made the right choice after all.

A BIG DECISION

FM / Celebrity / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Creampie / Kissing / Cum Sharing

“You’re crazy,” I said, my voice trembling as I stared at Vince Nealey—yes, the Vince Nealey—his piercing blue eyes locked on mine like he was trying to read my soul. “I’m just an escort. And you’re…you’re married.”

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against my cheek, and whispered, “I don’t care about any of that. I want you, Brandi. Only you.”

My heart raced, my mind spinning. This wasn’t supposed to happen. I was supposed to show up, do my job, collect my money, and leave. But now…now everything felt different.

—

The call came in around noon.

Sam, my pimp, had that excited tone in his voice he always got when there was a big client on the line. “Brandi, I need you at the Regency downtown by three. VIP suite. I got a big customer. Don’t mess this up.”

I didn’t ask questions. When Sam said jump, I jumped. Besides, the promise of a fat paycheck was enough to get me moving. I spent the next hour getting ready—shaving, lotioning, picking out the perfect outfit: a tight red dress that hugged every curve, paired with black heels that made my legs look endless. My long dark hair cascaded down my back in loose waves, and I finished the look with smoky eyes and a bold red lip. I looked good. And I knew it.

When I walked into the hotel lobby, all eyes were on me. I reveled in it for a moment before heading straight for the elevator. The ride up to the suite felt longer than it should have, my stomach fluttering with anticipation. Who was this client? What did he want? I’d been in this business long enough to know that “VIP” could mean anything from a wealthy businessman to a bored housewife. But nothing could have prepared me for who opened that door.

Vince Nealey. Holy shit.

He stood there, tall and ridiculously handsome, dressed in a simple white T-shirt and jeans that somehow made him look even more like a Greek god. His smile was effortless, the kind that could melt panties from across the room. And here I was, standing in front of him.

“Come in,” he said, stepping aside to let me pass. His voice was smooth, confident, the kind that made you want to listen to whatever he had to say.

I stepped inside, my heels clicking against the marble floor as I took in the suite. It was massive—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city, plush furniture that screamed luxury, and a king-sized bed in the center of the room that caught my eye immediately.

“So,” I said, turning to face him, trying to keep my composure. “What can I do for you, Mr. Nealey?”

He chuckled softly, closing the distance between us in two strides. “Call me Vince. And I think you know what I want.”

I did. But this wasn’t just any client. This was Vince Nealey. I’d seen his movies, dreamed about him, fantasized about nights like this. And now here he was, standing in front of me, looking at me like I was the only woman in the world.

We didn’t waste time with small talk. He reached for the hem of my dress, pulling it up and over my head in one smooth motion. I helped him undress, my fingers trembling slightly as I unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips at the sight.

Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth. He groaned, his hands tangling in my hair as I worked him, my tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He thrust gently, not wanting to hurt me, but I could feel the hunger in him, the need to take control. And I loved it.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his grip tightening as I swallowed him whole. “You’re so good at this.”

I smiled around him, enjoying the way his body reacted to my touch. But he wasn’t content to let me be in charge for long. With a growl, he pulled me to my feet and spun me around, bending me over the leather couch. His fingers slid between my legs, finding me wet and eager, and he wasted no time diving in.

His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting me until I was moaning uncontrollably, gripping the edge of the couch to steady myself. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he stood, positioning himself behind me and sliding his cock inside in one fluid motion.

I cried out, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, each thrust sending shockwaves through my body. He gripped my hips, guiding me back onto him with every stroke, our bodies moving together in perfect rhythm. It was raw, primal, and unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

When he finally came, filling me with his warmth, I felt a rush of satisfaction knowing I’d done that to him. But he wasn’t done yet. He knelt behind me again, his tongue working its magic as he licked the remains of our coupling from my body. The sensation was incredible, my legs trembling as I fought to stay upright.

Then, without warning, he pulled me down onto the floor, his lips crashing into mine as we kissed deeply, passionately. The taste of us mingled on our tongues, intoxicating and forbidden. It was messy, filthy, and so damn hot.

When we finally broke apart, he looked at me with those intense blue eyes and said the words that changed everything.

“Be my girlfriend.”

I laughed, thinking it was a joke. But he was serious. Deadly serious.

“Let me take care of you,” he continued, his voice low and earnest. “You’ll never have to work another day in your life. You don’t have to work as an escort anymore.”

My heart pounded in my chest. This was insane. He was famous, married, and I was… me. A hooker. A nobody. But the way he was looking at me, how he’d touched me, kissed me, made me feel things I hadn’t felt in years.

“I…I need time to think about it,” I stammered, grabbing my clothes and hastily dressing.

I liked being a sex worker—the adventure, the freaky encounters, and fast cash. But I had to admit that the situation with Sam was bad. Us girls did all the work, and he sat back and collected the money. Escorting had seemed like a way to independence, but instead, I’d become increasingly dependent on Sam. I needed a way out.

Before I left, Vince handed me an envelope stuffed with cash, his fingers brushing mine as he placed it in my hand. “Take your time,” he said softly. “But know this, Brandi. I meant every word.”

I nodded, clutching the envelope tightly as I slipped out of the suite and into the elevator. My mind was racing, trying to process everything that had just happened. Part of me wanted to run back to Sam, tell him everything, and let him handle it. But another part—a much bigger part—knew this could be the opportunity of a lifetime.

Could I really settle down with Vince, and leave the game forever? Or would I choose my loyalty to Sam over Vince’s promise?

As I stepped out into the bustling city streets, I made a decision. I wouldn’t tell Sam. Not yet. I needed to figure this out on my own. And deep down, I think I already knew what I was going to do.

MY FAMOUS SUGAR DADDY
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The first time I met Vince Nealey, I knew he was different. Not just because of the tailored suits that clung to his broad shoulders like they were made for him, or the way his voice carried a smooth confidence that made my knees weak. No, it was the way he looked at me—like I was more than just a body for hire. Like I was someone worth knowing.

When Sam sent me to meet Vince, I didn’t expect much. Men like Vince didn’t usually see women like me as anything more than a fleeting distraction. But after our steamy encounter, something in me shifted.

Sam was my pimp, my so-called protector. Protector. The word felt hollow now, like a cheap promise whispered in the dark. He’d been the one who pulled me into this life, promising security and control. But over time, the cracks in his facade started to show. His temper flared too easily, his demands grew harsher, and the safety he once promised felt more like a cage. Still, I stayed. What else was I supposed to do?

Then Vince came along.

It started off with a bang—instant attraction, followed by passionate lovemaking. It turned into a private dinner here, a discreet meeting there, and of course lots of sex. Vince wasn’t shy about what he wanted, but he also wasn’t pushy. There was a respect in the way he treated me, a kindness that made me feel seen.

“I don’t like the way Sam treats you,” Vince said one night, his voice low and steady. We were in a dimly lit hotel room, the city skyline glittering through the window. “You deserve better, Brandi.”

When Sam discovered our affair, I thought my world would collapse. His anger was volcanic, his threats sharp and cutting. “You think some rich prick is gonna save you?” he spat, his face inches from mine. “He’ll toss you aside the second he’s bored. You’ll come crawling back to me, begging to sell your ass.”

But Vince didn’t back down. “She’s under my protection now,” he told Sam, his tone icy. “If you come near her again, you’ll regret it.”

And just like that, Sam was gone. At least, for now.

That’s how I ended up standing in the middle of a penthouse apartment that could’ve been ripped straight from a magazine. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the city, the furniture sleek and modern, the kind of place I never dreamed I’d call mine.

“Do you like it?” Vince asked, his hands resting on my shoulders.

I turned to face him, my heart pounding. “Like it? Vince, it’s… it’s incredible. I don’t know what to say.”

“Say thank you,” he teased, a smirk tugging at his lips.

“Thank you,” I breathed, still in awe. This wasn’t just an apartment; it was a sanctuary. A place where Sam couldn’t touch me, where I could breathe without looking over my shoulder.

Vince cupped my face, his thumb brushing my cheek. “You’re safe here, Brandi. I won’t let anything happen to you.”

I believed him. Maybe I shouldn’t have, but I did.

I kissed him then, hard and desperate, pouring all my gratitude into that one moment. His hands slid down my back, pulling me closer until there was no space left between us. My fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, eager to feel his skin against mine. He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down my spine.

“Impatient, aren’t we?” he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

“You have no idea,” I shot back, grinning as I finally got his shirt open. His chest was solid, sculpted, and I couldn’t resist running my hands over it.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom right away. My dress hit the floor somewhere near the couch, followed by his pants. His hands explored every inch of me, his touch igniting a fire I hadn’t known I was capable of feeling. When his fingers dipped between my legs, I gasped, clutching his shoulders for support.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered, his lips trailing down my neck. “Every part of you.”

Those words should’ve been just another line, another trick to get what he wanted. But coming from him, they felt real.

Finally, he scooped me up, carrying me to the bedroom like I weighed nothing. The bed was huge, the sheets soft and cool against my skin. He laid me down gently, his intense blue eyes drinking me in as if I were the most precious thing in the world.

I reached for him, pulling him down on top of me. His weight pressed me into the mattress, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, needing him closer. He kissed me again, deep and hungry, his tongue claiming mine.

When he entered me, it was slow, deliberate, giving me time to adjust. But I didn’t want slow. I wanted to lose myself in him, to forget everything else.

“Harder,” I begged, my nails digging into his back.

He obliged, his pace quickening until I was gasping for air. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through me, building until I thought I might break. And when I finally came, it was with his name on my lips, my body trembling beneath him.

He wasn’t done yet. Pulling out, he flipped me onto my stomach, his hands gripping my hips. I knew what was coming next, and I wanted it. Wanted him.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as his lubed fingers circled my asshole.

Soon, I felt the tip of his cock entering me. The initial stretch burned, but soon it gave way to a full, intense sensation that had me moaning into the pillow. He moved slowly at first, letting me adjust, but it wasn’t long before he picked up speed. Each thrust drove me higher, the mix of pain and pleasure overwhelming.

By the time he finished, I was spent, my body limp and sated. He collapsed beside me, his arm slung over my waist as we both caught our breath.

“You’re amazing,” he said, pressing a kiss to my shoulder.

I smiled, curling into him. For the first time in what felt like forever, I felt safe. Protected. Vince had given me everything—freedom, safety, pleasure. How could he be anything but my savior?

“Stay the night,” I murmured, my eyes already heavy.

“Always,” he replied, his voice soft but firm.

As I drifted off, I thought about Laura, my best friend. She’d love this place. I couldn’t wait to show her, to share this new chapter of my life with someone who truly cared about me.

But for now, it was just Vince and me. And right no, that was enough.

OUR OWN ESCORT SERVICE

FF / Romantic / Lesbian / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Dildo

I remember the first time I walked into that penthouse. The floor-to-ceiling windows stretched across the entire living room, offering a view of the city that made me feel like I was on top of the world. This is it, I thought. This is where everything changes.

Vince Nealey, my celebrity sugar daddy, had come through for me. No more Sam. No more handing over half my earnings to someone who didn’t lift a finger except to count cash. For the first time in years, I felt free.

The moment Laura stepped inside, her jaw dropped. “Brandi, this place is…” She trailed off, spinning in a slow circle as she took in the marble floors, the modern art hanging on the walls, and the sparkling chandelier overhead. Her blonde hair caught the light as she turned to face me, her eyes wide with disbelief. “How did you pull this off?”

I grinned, leaning against the sleek kitchen island. “Let’s just say being with Vince has it’s benefits.”

Laura laughed, shaking her head. “Girl, you’re living the dream. What’s next? A yacht?”

“Better,” I said, my voice dropping slightly. “Freedom. And maybe… a business of our own.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “What are you talking about?”

I gestured for her to sit on the plush white couch, and she perched at the edge, her expression intrigued. I sat beside her, our knees brushing as I leaned in. “Think about it, Laura. We’ve been doing all the work while Sam takes the credit—and the money. But now? I mean, look around. We don’t need him. We could start our own escort service. You, me, Cheyenne, Kayla… we could run the whole thing. Keep the profits. Make the rules.”

Laura’s eyes sparkled with excitement, but there was a flicker of something else too—something deeper. “You’re serious?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Dead serious,” I replied. “We’ve got the connections, the experience, and now we’ve got the means. All we need is each other.”

She hesitated for a moment. “What about Vince?” she asked.

“We talked about it,” I explained. “He said if being a sex worker makes me happy, I should do it. We’re in an open relationship.”

Laura nodded slowly. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

There was a beat of silence, tension crackling between us like static. I’d always felt it with Laura, ever since we met. It wasn’t just friendship. It was something more—something real, something raw. Something that couldn’t be bought or sold.

Then, without warning, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, desperate, like she’d been holding back and couldn’t wait any longer. My breath caught in my throat as her lips pressed against mine, soft yet demanding. I kissed her back, my hands tangling in her hair as I pulled her closer. Her body pressed against mine, warm and familiar but electric in a way.

When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathing hard.

“Brandi…” Laura whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

I cut her off with another kiss, harder this time. My hands moved to the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. She didn’t resist. Instead, she reached for the zipper on my dress, sliding it down slowly until the fabric pooled at my feet.

We stripped the rest of our clothes off quickly, neither of us willing to wait another second. Her skin was pale and smooth against my tan, our bodies fitting together perfectly as we moved to the couch. I straddled her, my heart pounding as I looked down at her. She was beautiful—every inch of her—and I wanted to savor every moment.

But Laura had other ideas. She flipped us over effortlessly, her strength surprising me as she positioned me beneath her. Then she slid down my body, her breath hot against my skin as she kissed her way lower and lower until…

Oh God.

Her tongue traced the sensitive folds of my pussy, teasing me mercilessly. I moaned, my hips arching off the couch as she licked and sucked, her fingers finding their way inside me. It was almost too much, the pleasure building fast and fierce as she worked me expertly.

But I wanted to taste her too. I tugged gently on her hair, guiding her back up until we were face to face. “Let’s sixty-nine,” I whispered, positioning her so that her pussy hovered over my mouth.

Laura quickly changed positions, pressing her pussy against my mouth as she dove back between my legs. Her wetness coated my lips as I began to lick and suck, my tongue circling her clit as she cried out above me. At the same time, she returned the favor, her tongue driving me wild as she alternated between slow, deliberate strokes and quick, frantic flicks.

The sounds she made—soft whimpers and gasps—only fueled my desire. I could feel myself getting closer, the pressure building until I was sure I’d explode. And then she reached for something on the side table: a dildo, sleek and black.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice husky with anticipation.

I nodded, biting my lip as she positioned the tip at my entrance. Slowly, she pushed it inside, filling me completely. I groaned, the sensation overwhelming as she began to thrust, the rhythm steady and deep. My hands gripped the cushions as she fucked me with the dildo, her tongue still working its magic between my legs.

It didn’t take long for me to reach the edge. My body tightened, every muscle coiled as pleasure surged through me. “Laura!” I screamed her name as I came, waves of ecstasy crashing over me as she continued to move the dildo, drawing out my orgasm until I was trembling and spent.

Above me, Laura shuddered, her own climax hitting hard as she rode my tongue. Together, we clung to each other, our breathing ragged as we came down from the high.

When we finally separated, collapsing onto the couch in a tangled heap, I couldn’t help but smile. This was just the beginning—for us, for our business, for everything. And as I looked at Laura, her cheeks flushed and her lips swollen from kissing me, I knew one thing for certain: we were going to be unstoppable.

“So,” she said, her voice tinged with mischief, “when do we tell Cheyenne and Kayla?”

I laughed, reaching out to tuck a strand of her hair behind her ear. “Tomorrow. Tonight’s just for us.”

She grinned, leaning in to kiss me again, and I melted into her touch.

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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