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Chapter 1

I don’t think the girl who racked up student debt for a master’s in English imagined this would ever be her life.

I was sitting in the corner of a rented studio, Brooke’s iced oat milk latte in one hand and her designer purse balanced on my lap, when someone tossed a leather jacket over me. Not at me. Over me. Like I was a coat rack.

I froze for a second, not even sure if I should move it or wait until its owner remembered they’d dropped it. The room buzzed with stylists, photographers, assistants to the assistants, all circling around Brooke while she posed under soft lights and fake clouds of mist. No one looked in my direction. Why would they?

That’s kind of the theme of my life these days. I’m two weeks into being Brooke Devine’s personal assistant, and I’ve already learned the unspoken rule: stay quiet, stay small, stay out of frame. I’m background noise. Furniture. The invisible girl who holds the purse while the real story unfolds in front of the camera.

I sighed, shifting the cup so it didn’t sweat condensation onto Brooke’s bag. My thighs were already sticky from sitting here so long, but I didn’t dare stand up unless someone asked me to. Better to disappear in the corner, where I belonged.

I used to think being close to someone like Brooke would mean excitement, maybe even glamour. Instead, it feels like living inside someone else’s dream while I trail behind, carrying their things. She shines so bright, there’s no oxygen left for anyone else in the room.

And me? I’m the coat rack. The coffee table. The girl under the jacket.

I waited a few minutes, hoping someone would remember their jacket was smothering me, but of course no one did. My arm was starting to cramp from holding Brooke’s coffee at just the right angle so it wouldn’t spill on her purse, so finally I gave in. With one quick, guilty little motion, I slid the jacket off my shoulder and let it slide onto the floor beside me.

Big mistake.

A stylist swooped in like a hawk, heels clicking, eyes narrowing on me as if I’d just shoved the Mona Lisa face-down in the dirt. “Seriously? You just threw that on the floor?” she hissed, snatching the jacket up and shaking it out. “Do you know what this costs?”

My mouth opened, but no words came out. I wanted to explain, to say it wasn’t me, that someone had dumped it on me like I was a chair, but I just sat there blinking, heat creeping into my cheeks. I felt twelve years old again, caught doing something wrong I didn’t even do.

Before I could stammer an apology, Brooke’s voice cut across the studio. “Hey!” she called, still holding a pose in front of the camera. “Don’t yell at her. She’s literally holding my life together over there. Leave her alone.”

The photographer laughed, the crew chuckled, and the stylist’s glare softened into a forced smile. She scooped up the jacket with a dramatic little huff and stomped off.

I exhaled, realizing I’d been holding my breath the whole time.

That’s the thing about Brooke. For all her sparkle and the way the whole world orbits around her, she never makes me feel like less. She doesn’t roll her eyes at my boring outfits or the way I stumble over words when she asks me something. She doesn’t expect me to be like her. And even though I know I’m replaceable, just another assistant in a long line, it feels like she actually sees me. Maybe even likes me. Which is more than I can say for anyone else in Brooke’s orbit. I’d only been working for her fourteen days, but I’d already witnessed three photographers, a makeup artist, and an interviewer get verbally eviscerated when they crossed her. I was grateful to be spared.

The photoshoot dragged on for another hour. I shifted in my uncomfortable chair, trying to ignore the pins and needles in my left foot. Brooke’s latte had long since melted into a watery mess, but I still held it at the ready, just in case she decided she wanted it after all.

“That’s a wrap!” the photographer finally called, and the room exhaled collectively.

Brooke bounced over to me, her smile dazzling even after four hours under hot lights. “You’re a saint, Penny,” she said, taking the cup from my hand and grimacing when she realized it was warm. “Sorry you had to sit there forever.”

“It’s fine,” I said automatically. My standard response to everything. It’s fine. I’m fine. Everything’s fine.

“No, it’s not,” she replied, surprising me. “But you’re too nice to complain.” She pulled her phone from her purse, still in my lap, and checked her notifications.

“Time to go,” Brooke announced, sliding her phone back into her purse. “This place is starting to feel like a prison.”

I stood up, my legs tingling as blood rushed back into them. Brooke looped her arm through mine as we headed for the exit, and I tried to ignore the warmth that spread through me at her casual touch.

“My schedule for tomorrow,” she prompted as we pushed through the studio doors into the evening air. The temperature had dropped, and I shivered slightly in my thin blouse.

“Right,” I cleared my throat. “You have the Glossier shoot at 9 AM, followed by lunch with the Vogue editor. At 2 PM, there’s the conference call about the skincare line, and you promised content for the Fiji Water partnership by end of day. Oh, and your agent wants to discuss the Netflix offer.”

Brooke groaned. “How do you keep it all straight?”

“That’s literally my job,” I laughed, pulling out my phone to request an Uber.

While we waited on the sidewalk, Brooke leaned against the building, the streetlight catching her features in a way that made my breath stop. Her hair fell in perfect waves around her shoulders, and even after the long shoot, her makeup remained flawless.

“Brooke! Oh my God, Brooke Devine!”

Three college-aged girls rushed toward us, phones already out. I automatically stepped back, creating space for the inevitable photo session. This happened everywhere we went.

“We love you so much!” one squealed, while another asked, “Can we get a selfie? Please?”

Brooke’s smile never faltered as she posed with each fan, answering questions about her upcoming projects with genuine enthusiasm. I watched from a few feet away, clutching both our phones now, struck by how effortlessly she handled the attention.

When the girls finally left, giggling and checking their photos, Brooke returned to my side, not a hair out of place, not a hint of annoyance on her face.

When the Uber pulled up we slid into the backseat, Brooke’s thigh pressing against mine in the confined space. I tried to shift away, but there was nowhere to go.

“My place,” she told the driver, then turned to me. “I need help organizing content for those sponsored posts. Do you mind?”

“Of course not,” I answered automatically. “All part of the job.”


Chapter 2

Brooke’s apartment was a study in modern luxury: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, minimalist furniture that probably cost more than my yearly salary, and not a speck of dust anywhere. I’d been here a few times before, but I still felt like I should be wearing gloves to touch anything.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Brooke called over her shoulder as she disappeared into her bedroom. I heard the soft thump of her body hitting the mattress, followed by her contented sigh.

I stood awkwardly in the living room, unsure where to settle. After a moment’s hesitation, I followed her voice, hovering in the doorway of her bedroom. Brooke had sprawled across her enormous pink bed, still in her photoshoot outfit, scrolling through her phone with one hand while the other played with a strand of her hair.

“Oh my god, listen to this comment,” she giggled, not looking up. “‘Brooke, I would literally drink your bathwater.’ Why are people so weird?”

I laughed nervously, leaning against the doorframe. “That’s… dedicated.”

“Come sit,” she patted the space beside her on the bed. “Don’t just stand there like you’re waiting for permission to breathe.”

My heart stuttered as I hesitantly crossed the room and perched on the edge of the mattress, careful to maintain a respectful distance. The bed was cloud-soft, sinking beneath my weight.

“So, what exactly should we do with the content tonight?” I asked, trying to sound professional despite the intimate setting.

“In a minute,” Brooke murmured, still absorbed in her phone. “Oh wow, have you seen Alessandra’s new post?”

She tilted her screen toward me, revealing a stunning woman in a barely-there bikini posing on a yacht. The influencer’s caramel skin gleamed in the sunlight, water droplets clinging to her curves like they were afraid to let go.

“She’s gorgeous,” I said automatically.

“God, look at her body,” Brooke breathed, zooming in slightly. “Those abs, those thighs… and her lips.” Her voice had dropped to something almost reverent. “Don’t you think she’s just… perfect?”

I nodded, assuming this was the usual influencer admiration—part appreciation, part professional assessment. “Her engagement must be incredible.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Brooke laughed, rolling onto her side to face me. Her eyes were bright, cheeks slightly flushed. “I mean, don’t you just want to…” She trailed off, biting her lower lip.

The air in the room seemed to thicken. I swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how close we were, how intimate this moment felt.

“Want to what?” I asked, my voice embarrassingly husky.

Brooke’s lips curved into a teasing smile. She tossed her phone aside and leaned closer, her perfume enveloping me like a sweet, expensive cloud.

“Don’t play innocent with me, Penny,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “Is that just for show? The quiet, proper assistant act?” Her fingers brushed against my wrist, so lightly I might have imagined it. “Or are you a secret freak when you’re off the clock?”

My mouth went dry. Heat rushed to my face, pooling in my cheeks and spreading down my neck. I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. What was I supposed to say? That I’d spent countless nights imagining what it would be like to be touched by someone like her? That the most action I’d had in my entire life was with my vibrator while reading romance novels?

“I… I’m not…” I stammered, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Before I could embarrass myself further, Brooke’s phone buzzed loudly against the mattress. She glanced at the screen, her expression instantly souring.

“Charlie,” she muttered, rolling her eyes dramatically. “God, he’s so fucking needy.”

I blinked in surprise. “But I thought you guys were…” My voice trailed off.

Charlie was Brooke’s boyfriend of three years. Their relationship was Instagram royalty. Tropical vacations, matching outfits, and love declarations that garnered millions of likes. Just last week, they’d done a photoshoot where he’d surprised her with a promise ring.

Brooke laughed, the sound sharp and bitter. “What, in love? Please.” She tossed her phone face-down on the bed. “It’s all bullshit, Penny. A business arrangement. Our managers thought we’d be good for each other’s brands.”

My jaw literally dropped. “But you seem so… happy together.”

“That’s what we get paid for,” she said, stretching her arms above her head. The movement caused her shirt to ride up, revealing a strip of toned stomach that made my mouth water. “The cameras love us. Our sponsors love us. But behind closed doors?” She shrugged. “He’s boring as hell. And terrible in bed.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Their relationship was fake? The vacations, the anniversary posts, the teary-eyed videos about finding her soulmate—all of it was manufactured?

“Does everyone know this but me?” I asked, feeling incredibly naive.

“Just our teams,” Brooke said. She moved closer, until her knee was pressing against my thigh. “And now you.” Her eyes locked with mine, something dangerous flickering in them. “You know all my secrets now, Penny.”

The way she said my name, soft but deliberate, made something liquid and hot pool between my legs. I shifted uncomfortably, hoping she couldn’t tell how affected I was.

“God, I need to get out of this outfit,” Brooke sighed, suddenly sitting up. “These clothes are actually killing me.”

Before I could respond, she was on her feet, tugging at the hem of her designer top. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, tossing it carelessly onto a nearby chair. My eyes widened as she shimmied out of her tight skirt next, letting it pool around her ankles.

I swallowed hard, my gaze automatically dropping to the floor. But not before I’d gotten an eyeful of Brooke in nothing but a matching set of hot pink lace underwear, her body golden and toned in the soft bedroom light.

She flopped back onto the bed beside me, the mattress dipping under her weight. I kept my eyes fixed on a spot on the wall, my heart hammering in my chest.

“You can look, you know,” Brooke’s voice was teasing, playful. “I saw you peeking.”

Heat rushed to my face. “I wasn’t—I mean, I didn’t mean to—”

“Relax,” she laughed, the sound light and musical. “I’m not mad. Actually…” She rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. I could feel her eyes on me, studying my profile. “I think you’re really cute, Penny.”

I turned to her in surprise, immediately regretting it when I found myself face-to-face with her nearly naked body. Her breasts strained against the delicate lace of her bra, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric. My mouth went dry.

“You are,” she insisted, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers lingered against my skin. “You’re different from everyone else in my world. You’re not fake. You’re not trying to be someone you’re not.”

“I—” My voice cracked embarrassingly. I cleared my throat and tried again. “I’m nobody special.”

Brooke’s fingers traced a path from my ear to my jaw, then gently tilted my chin up until I had no choice but to meet her gaze.

“You’re a total hottie, Penny,” she whispered, her eyes traveling down my body. “I bet you’ve got a really nice body hiding under these cheap clothes.”

My face burned hotter than I thought possible. I opened my mouth, but all that came out was a strangled sound somewhere between a gasp and a squeak.

Brooke’s eyes widened. “Oh shit, that came out wrong.” Her hand flew to her mouth. “I didn’t mean to insult your clothes. I just meant…” She sat up, the movement causing her breasts to sway enticingly beneath the delicate lace. “I mean it, Penny. You’re gorgeous. Those big doe eyes, those lips…” Her gaze dropped to my mouth. “I’ve been watching you. The way you move. The way you bite your lip when you’re concentrating.”

I couldn’t breathe. Brooke Devine—the Brooke Devine—was telling me I was attractive. The woman whose face launched a thousand sponsorship deals thought I was gorgeous. The room seemed to spin slightly, her words making me dizzy with their impossible implications.

“I don’t know what to say,” I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

“You don’t have to say anything,” Brooke murmured, leaning closer. Her fingers found the top button of my blouse. “Just let me see you. Let me look at what you’ve been hiding.”

My breath caught in my throat as her fingertips brushed against my collarbone. I should stop this. I should remind her I was her employee. I should…

But I didn’t.

Instead, I sat frozen as she slowly unbuttoned my blouse, one button at a time, her eyes growing darker with each inch of skin revealed. When she reached the last button, she gently pushed the fabric aside, exposing my plain cotton bra.

“See?” she breathed, her eyes drinking me in. “Fucking gorgeous.”

Her hand slid up my stomach to cup my breast through my bra, her thumb grazing my nipple. A shock of pleasure shot through me, drawing an involuntary moan from my lips.

“I knew it,” she whispered, her face inches from mine. “I knew you’d sound sexy when you moaned.”

Before I could process her words, her lips were on mine. Soft at first, questioning, then harder as I responded, my body acting on instinct while my mind short-circuited. Her tongue traced the seam of my lips, and I opened for her, tasting mint and something sweeter as she deepened the kiss.

Her hands were everywhere. Pushing my blouse off my shoulders, tangling in my hair, sliding down to squeeze my ass. I whimpered into her mouth as she pulled me closer, until I was practically in her lap.

She pulled back suddenly, her lips still inches from mine, eyes searching my face. “Penny,” she breathed, her fingers tracing my jawline. “Are you gay?”

The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. My mind raced. Was I? I’d never actually been with anyone—man or woman. College had been all about studying, and after graduation, it was all about surviving. Dating seemed like a luxury for people who had their lives together.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice small. “I’ve never really been with anyone.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow, waiting for more.

“But,” I continued, the words tumbling out before I could stop them, “I know the way I look at women isn’t how straight girls look at women…and I’ve always been curious,” I swallowed hard, heat flooding my cheeks.

A slow smile spread across Brooke’s face, her eyes dancing with amusement. She laughed. Not mockingly, but with genuine delight.

“Oh honey, that doesn’t sound straight at all,” she said, her thumb brushing across my lower lip. She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Do you want to find out?”

My heart pounded so hard I was sure she could hear it. This was Brooke Devine—Instagram goddess, my literal boss—offering to be my sexual awakening. My brain screamed this was a terrible idea, but my body had already decided.

I thought for a second, then nodded.


Chapter 3

The devilish smile that crossed Brooke’s face sent a shiver down my spine. Before I could take another breath, she pushed me back onto the bed, her body covering mine as she captured my lips again.

This kiss was different. Hungrier, more demanding. Her tongue slipped past my lips, exploring my mouth as her hands tangled in my hair. I moaned against her, my body arching up to meet hers.

“God, you’re responsive,” she murmured against my lips. “I love that.”

Her hands slid down to my bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. I gasped as she pulled it away, exposing my breasts to the cool air of the room. For a moment, she just looked at me, her eyes dark with desire.

I lay beneath her, completely exposed, my mind reeling. How had this happened? One minute I was her assistant, holding her latte and schedule, and now I was half-naked on her bed with her hungry eyes devouring me.

“You’re beautiful,” Brooke whispered, her voice husky with desire.

I felt my cheeks flush hot with embarrassment. My breasts were nothing special. Small, pale, ordinary. Especially compared to hers, still contained in that expensive pink lace that probably cost more than my entire wardrobe.

“They’re not… I mean, they’re not like yours,” I stammered, resisting the urge to cover myself.

Brooke’s eyes flashed. “Don’t you dare compare yourself to anyone.” She lowered her head and pressed a soft kiss between my breasts. “You’re perfect.”

Her lips traveled slowly across my skin, leaving a trail of fire. When her mouth closed around my nipple, I gasped, arching into her touch. The wet heat of her tongue sent electricity coursing through my body, pooling between my thighs.

“So sexy,” she murmured against my skin. “I love how your body reacts to me.”

Her teeth grazed my sensitive flesh, and I moaned, louder than I intended. I’d never felt anything like this before. Never known pleasure could be so immediate, so overwhelming. Her hand found my other breast, thumb circling my nipple until it hardened beneath her touch.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, looking up at me through her lashes.

“Yes,” I whispered, barely recognizing my own voice. “God, yes.”

She smiled wickedly before moving to my other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. My hands found their way to her hair, fingers tangling in her silky strands as I held her against me.

“I’ve wanted to do this since I first interviewed you,” Brooke confessed between kisses. “The way you sat there, so nervous, so fucking adorable.” Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers tracing the waistband of my skirt. “Can I touch you, Penny? I want to feel how wet you are for me.”

My breath caught in my throat. This was really happening. Brooke Devine wanted me—plain, ordinary Penny. I nodded, unable to form words.

Her fingers deftly unzipped my skirt, tugging it down my hips along with my tights. I lifted my hips to help her, feeling more exposed with each layer she removed. When I was down to just my cotton panties, she paused, her eyes taking in every inch of me.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Look at you.”

I fought the urge to squirm under her intense gaze. No one had ever looked at me like this before, like I was a feast they couldn’t wait to devour.

Her palm pressed against me through the thin fabric of my underwear.

The pressure of her palm sent waves of pleasure radiating through my body. I couldn’t help but squirm against her hand, a soft moan escaping my lips as she rubbed me in slow, deliberate circles through the thin cotton.

“You feel so wet already,” Brooke whispered, her eyes locked on my face, watching every reaction, every flutter of my eyelids, every parting of my lips.

I gathered my courage, heart pounding. “Can I… can I see your breasts too?”

A smile spread across Brooke’s face. She knelt up on the bed, her body towering over mine. Without breaking eye contact, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra with one fluid motion. The pink lace fell away, and her breasts spilled free, full and perfect, hanging just above my face.

My breath caught in my throat. They were even more magnificent than I’d imagined – round and full with rosy nipples that had already hardened into tight peaks. The scent of her expensive perfume mingled with the natural sweetness of her skin, making my head swim.

“Touch them,” she commanded softly.

I lifted my trembling hands, cupping the warm weight of her breasts. They filled my palms completely, soft yet firm. I brushed my thumbs across her nipples, fascinated by the way they stiffened further at my touch.

Brooke let out a throaty moan and resumed her movements between my legs, her fingers finding a rhythm that made my hips buck involuntarily against her hand. The combined sensation of her touching me while I explored her breasts was almost too much to bear.

“God, you’re drenched,” she murmured, her fingers slipping beneath the elastic of my panties. When she made contact with my bare flesh, I gasped, my back arching off the bed. “I want to taste you, Penny.”

Before I could process her words, she was sliding down my body, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my underwear and tugging them down my legs. I should have felt self-conscious, being completely naked while she still wore her panties, but the hunger in her eyes left no room for shame.

She settled between my thighs, pushing them wider with gentle hands. I felt completely exposed, my most intimate parts on display. The cool air of the room hit my wetness, making me shiver.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” she breathed, her eyes drinking in the sight of me. “I’m going to make you feel so good, Penny.”

The first touch of her tongue against me sent electricity shooting through my entire body. My hands flew to her hair, not to push her away but to anchor myself as pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced washed over me. Her mouth was hot and insistent, her tongue tracing patterns that made coherent thought impossible.

I cried out as Brooke’s tongue flattened against me, licking a slow path from my entrance all the way up to my clit. My fingers tightened in her hair, my thighs trembling as she explored every inch of me with deliberate patience.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, watching through half-lidded eyes as Brooke’s perfect face moved between my legs. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, dark with desire, and the sight of her looking up at me while her tongue circled my clit nearly pushed me over the edge right there.

She moaned against me, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body. “You taste fucking incredible,” she whispered, her warm breath teasing my sensitive flesh.

When she wrapped her lips around my clit and sucked gently, my hips bucked off the bed. I’d never felt anything like this. Not with my own fingers, not with my vibrator, nothing. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to be connected directly to where her mouth worked against me.

“Brooke,” I whimpered, not even recognizing my own voice. “That feels… I can’t…”

She responded by sliding a finger inside me, curling it upward as her tongue continued its relentless assault on my clit. The dual sensation made me cry out, my back arching off the mattress.

“That’s it,” she murmured, adding a second finger and pumping them slowly. “Let me hear you, Penny.”

Suddenly Brooke pulled her mouth away from me, leaving my body aching for more. Her fingers remained inside me, pushing deeper now, filling me completely. She crawled up my body, her breasts dragging against my stomach and chest as she brought her lips to mine. I tasted myself on her tongue as she kissed me deeply, her fingers still working inside me at a maddeningly slow pace.

“God, you’re so tight,” she whispered against my lips. “I can feel you squeezing my fingers.”

I moaned into her mouth, my hips rising to meet each thrust of her hand. She was deliberately avoiding my clit now, focusing instead on stretching me, filling me, making me whimper with each curl of her fingers.

“Look at you,” Brooke murmured, her eyes locked on mine. “Such a good girl, letting me fuck you like this.”

I felt my cheeks burn hot, not knowing what to say. No one had ever talked to me like this before. The words made me feel both embarrassed and impossibly aroused.

“I—” I started, but my words dissolved into a moan as she pushed deeper.

“You don’t need to say anything,” Brooke smiled, her perfect lips just inches from mine. “Your body is telling me everything I need to know. The way you’re dripping down my hand right now? That says it all.”

She twisted her wrist, changing the angle of her fingers, and I cried out, clutching at her shoulders. My nails dug into her skin as pleasure radiated through me in waves.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice low and commanding. “Let me hear how much you love it.”

She fucked me harder now, her arm flexing with each thrust, her hair falling around her face like a golden curtain. She looked like a goddess above me. Confident, powerful, in complete control. Her perfect breasts swayed with each movement, and I was transfixed by the sight of her working me over, turning me into a trembling mess beneath her.

“I’ve wanted to corrupt you since the moment I saw you,” she confessed, her pace quickening. “So prim and proper with your little notebook and your careful words. I knew you’d be like this underneath it all.”

My body was building toward something monumental. I could feel it gathering at the base of my spine, in the tightening of my thighs, in the way my breath came in shorter gasps. Brooke seemed to sense it too, because she suddenly curled her fingers upward, finding a spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“Oh god, Brooke!” I cried out, my back arching off the bed.

“That’s right,” Brooke purred, her fingers relentlessly pushing into me, deliberately avoiding my throbbing clit. “You’re getting close, aren’t you?”

My hips bucked wildly against her hand, desperate for more contact where I needed it most. “Yes,” I gasped, clutching at the sheets.

“Tell me how bad you want it,” she commanded, increasing her pace. Her fingers pounded into me faster, harder, the wet sounds of my arousal filling the room as she fucked me mercilessly. “Tell me how badly you need to cum.”

I writhed beneath her, my body on fire, teetering on the edge of something massive yet unable to fall over. Every thrust brought me closer, but without that final touch, I remained suspended in exquisite torture.

“Brooke, please,” I whimpered, my pride completely abandoned. “I need it so bad.”

She twisted her wrist, hitting that perfect spot inside me that made my vision blur. “Need what, Penny? Say it.”

“I need to cum,” I cried out, my voice breaking. “Please let me cum. Please, please touch my clit.”

Her eyes darkened with desire as she watched me beg. A wicked smile spread across her face, revealing perfect white teeth. “Since you asked so nicely…”

In one fluid motion, she slid back down my body, her fingers never slowing their relentless pace inside me. When her hot mouth closed over my neglected clit, I screamed. The sudden dual assault was overwhelming. Her fingers pounding into me while her tongue flattened against my swollen bud, lashing it with firm, deliberate strokes.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I chanted, my hands flying to her hair, holding her against me as my hips bucked uncontrollably.

The pressure built impossibly fast, a tidal wave gathering force. When it hit, it crashed through me with such intensity that my entire body convulsed. I felt a rush of heat, a release unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, and then wetness. So much wetness.

I heard Brooke gasp against me, felt her pull back slightly as warm liquid gushed between my legs, soaking the sheets beneath us.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, her eyes wide with delighted surprise. “You just squirted all over me.”

Mortification washed over me as I realized what had happened. I’d never done that before, didn’t even know I could. I tried to close my legs, to hide from her, but Brooke was still between them, her fingers still buried inside me.

“I’m so sorry,” I stammered, my face burning hot with embarrassment. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Are you kidding?” Brooke cut me off, her face flushed with excitement. “That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”


Chapter 4

She collapsed beside me, her body warm and soft against my still-trembling form. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on my stomach as she gazed at me with satisfaction and amusement.

“Look at you,” Brooke whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “All this time being my perfect little assistant, and underneath you’re a fucking fountain. You must have needed that so badly.”

I tried to catch my breath, my body still pulsing with aftershocks. “I… I’ve never done that before.”

“Of course you haven’t,” she smirked, trailing her fingers between my breasts. “You’re too uptight all the time. Always so careful, so controlled.” Her teeth grazed my earlobe. “But I knew there was a dirty girl hiding in there.”

As my heartbeat slowed, I became increasingly aware of Brooke’s body pressed against mine—her perfect breasts, the heat radiating from between her thighs. She’d given me the most intense pleasure of my life, and suddenly I wanted nothing more than to make her feel the same way.

Without overthinking it, I pushed myself up and swung my leg over her, straddling her hips. Brooke’s eyes widened in surprise, her lips parting slightly.

“What are you doing?” she asked, but the hunger in her voice betrayed her excitement.

“I want to make you feel good too,” I said, amazed at my own boldness. My hands found her breasts, cupping their perfect weight. Her nipples hardened against my palms, and a surge of confidence rushed through me.

I lowered my head, taking one perfect peak into my mouth. The taste of her skin, sweet and salty, made me moan against her flesh. I swirled my tongue around her nipple before gently biting down.

Brooke arched beneath me, her hands flying to my hair. “Fuck, Penny!”

Encouraged by her reaction, I moved to her other breast, sucking harder this time, my teeth grazing the sensitive bud. My hands explored her body, marveling at the softness of her skin, the curves I’d only admired from a distance.

“Tell me what you want,” I whispered against her chest, looking up to meet her gaze. “Tell me how to fuck you.”

Her eyes darkened, and a slow smile spread across her face. “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?” She reached past me toward her bedside table, pulling open the drawer. “I want to see if you can handle this.”

My eyes widened as she withdrew a large purple dildo, the silicone catching the light. It was intimidatingly thick, with a curved head and textured ridges along the shaft.

“Use this on me,” Brooke commanded, pressing it into my hand. “I want to feel you inside me.”

The weight of it in my palm made my stomach flutter. I’d never used a sex toy on someone else before. Hell, I’d barely used them on myself. But the hunger in Brooke’s eyes made me want to be brave.

“Take these off first,” I said, tugging at the lace of her panties, surprising myself with how commanding I sounded.

Brooke smirked and lifted her hips, sliding the pink lace down her toned legs before kicking them away with a flick of her ankle. They landed somewhere across the room, forgotten instantly.

She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs wide for me. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of her exposed pussy—perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal, pink and swollen and absolutely perfect.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered, unable to take my eyes off her.

“Touch me,” she commanded, her voice husky with need.

I set the dildo aside for a moment and moved between her thighs, running my fingers lightly over her slick folds. She was so wet, my fingertips glided effortlessly across her sensitive flesh. I circled her entrance, gathering her wetness, before sliding upward to find her clit.

When I made contact with the swollen bud, Brooke moaned, her hips lifting off the bed. “Yes, right there,” she breathed.

I rubbed slow circles around her clit, watching her reactions carefully, memorizing what made her gasp and what made her moan. Her hands clutched at the sheets, her head thrown back, exposing the elegant line of her throat.

“Inside,” she demanded, her eyes half-lidded with desire. “I need you inside me.”

I reached for the dildo, my hand trembling slightly as I positioned it at her entrance. The purple silicone looked obscene against her pink flesh, but the sight of it made heat pool between my own legs again.

“Don’t tease me,” Brooke warned, her eyes flashing with impatience.

I pushed forward slowly, watching in fascination as the thick head breached her entrance. Brooke let out a deep, guttural moan that made my skin tingle. Inch by inch, I fed the toy into her, mesmerized by how her body accepted it, how her inner walls stretched to accommodate its girth.

“Fuck, yes,” she hissed, her back arching as I buried the dildo to the base. “Now fuck me with it. Hard.”

Something primal awakened in me at her command. I gripped the base firmly and began to thrust, pulling the toy almost all the way out before driving it back in. Each thrust drew a cry from Brooke’s lips, each withdrawal made her whimper for more.

“Faster,” she demanded, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I obeyed, increasing my pace, fucking her harder with the silicone cock.

“Harder, baby,” Brooke moaned beneath me, her eyes heavy-lidded and wild.

Her words sent electricity through my veins. I gripped the base of the dildo tighter, driving it into her with newfound confidence. The wet sounds of her arousal filled the room as I pumped the thick silicone in and out of her glistening pussy.

“Like this?” I asked, my voice surprisingly steady despite the racing of my heart.

“Yes,” she hissed, her head thrown back against the pillows. “Fuck me like you own me.”

Something primal awakened inside me, a hunger I never knew existed. I grabbed her thighs and pushed them up toward her shoulders, opening her wider than before. The new angle let me drive the dildo impossibly deeper, hitting spots that made her entire body shudder.

“Holy fuck!” Brooke cried out, her fingers clawing at the sheets. “Right there, right fucking there!”

I found a steady pace, deep and hard just like she wanted. With each thrust, Brooke’s perfect breasts bounced, her nipples hard and tempting. Sweat glistened on her stomach, making her skin shimmer in the dim light. I’d never seen anything so beautiful in my life.

“Tell me how it feels,” I commanded, surprising myself with my boldness.

“So fucking good,” she gasped between thrusts.

Her dirty talk fueled my desire. I leaned forward, changing the angle again, pushing her legs even wider apart. The dildo slid impossibly deeper, and Brooke let out a strangled cry that was almost a scream.

“Yes!” she cried, her eyes flying open to meet mine. “Deeper, baby. Fuck me deeper!”

I obeyed, driving the toy all the way to the base with each powerful thrust. The muscles in my arm burned with the effort, but I couldn’t stop, not when she was looking at me like that, not when she was making those sounds.

I watched, mesmerized, as Brooke’s perfect breasts swayed with each thrust. They bounced in hypnotic rhythm as she pushed back against the toy, her body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Each time I drove the dildo forward, she met me with equal force, taking it deeper than I thought possible.

“Fuck, you look so hot like this,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire.

A new boldness surged through me. I’d never felt so powerful, so in control. Watching this goddess writhing beneath me, begging for more.

“Turn over,” I commanded, surprising myself with my own authoritative tone. “I want you on your hands and knees.”

Brooke looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. A mischievous smile spread across her face. “Yes, ma’am,” she giggled, quickly flipping onto her stomach.

She pushed herself up, arching her back to present her perfect ass to me. The sight took my breath away—her round cheeks, the glistening pink of her pussy visible between her thighs, her long hair cascading down her back.

“Like this?” she purred, wiggling her hips invitingly.

I gripped her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks apart to fully expose her. The vulnerability of the position, the trust she was showing me, it made my head swim with desire.

“Exactly like that,” I breathed, positioning the dildo at her entrance again.

With one firm thrust, I buried the toy inside her. Brooke cried out, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets as her body accepted the intrusion. I pulled back slowly, almost withdrawing completely before driving it back in with force.

“Oh god, Penny!” she moaned, her voice muffled against the pillow.

I established a rhythm, one hand gripping her hip for leverage while the other controlled the dildo. Her ass jiggled with each impact, and I couldn’t resist giving it a light slap. The sound echoed through the room, followed by Brooke’s surprised gasp.

“Do that again,” she begged, pushing back harder against me.

I obliged, bringing my palm down against her flesh with more force. The pink handprint that bloomed across her skin sent a thrill through me. I spanked her other cheek, then alternated between them as I continued to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes.

“You like that?” I asked, my confidence growing with each of her moans.

“Fuck yes,” she panted. “Harder, baby. Fuck me harder.”

I increased my pace, driving the dildo into her with newfound intensity. My fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, leaving crescent marks from my nails. The wet sounds of her arousal mixed with her cries and my own labored breathing created a symphony of sex.

“I need to cum, Penny,” Brooke moaned, her voice breaking with desperation. “Make me cum.”

I wanted nothing more than to give her what she needed. Without breaking my rhythm, I reached around her body, my fingers searching for her clit. As soon as I found the swollen bud, I tried circling it while continuing to thrust the dildo into her from behind.

But it was harder than I expected. My movements became uncoordinated, the thrusting faltered as I tried to focus on both actions at once. The dildo slipped, and I nearly lost my grip entirely.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I gasped, frustrated at my inexperience.

“It’s okay,” Brooke panted, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Just fuck me. Don’t stop fucking me.”

She shifted her weight to one arm and reached between her legs with her free hand. I watched, mesmerized, as her fingers found her clit and began rubbing tight circles. The sight of her touching herself while I fucked her was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

“Like this,” she moaned. “Just like this. Keep fucking me exactly like that.”

I gripped her hips with both hands now, driving the dildo deeper with each thrust. The new angle let me put my whole body into each movement. I watched the purple silicone disappear inside her over and over, her wetness coating it with each withdrawal.

Brooke’s fingers moved faster against her clit, her moans growing louder, more frantic. Her inner walls clenched around the toy, making it harder to thrust, but I didn’t dare slow down.

“I’m so close,” she gasped, her body trembling beneath me. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop!”

I drove into her harder, faster, my muscles burning with the effort. Sweat dripped down my back as I gave her everything I had. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her voice rising with each word. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

Her entire body went rigid, then shuddered violently. I felt her inner walls clench and pulse around the dildo as she cried out, her face buried in the pillow to muffle her screams. I kept thrusting, slower now but just as deep, helping her ride out every wave of her orgasm.

When she finally collapsed onto the mattress, I gently withdrew the toy, marveling at how it glistened with her arousal. Brooke rolled onto her back, her chest heaving, her skin flushed pink all the way down to her perfect breasts.

Brooke lay back on the mattress, her chest still rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath. Her hair was splayed across the pillow like a golden halo, her skin glistening with sweat. She looked up at me with heavy-lidded eyes, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Damn, Penny,” she breathed, running her fingers through her tousled hair. “That was pretty good for a first time.”

I suddenly became intensely aware of my nakedness, of what we’d just done. The confidence that had possessed me moments ago evaporated, leaving me feeling exposed and awkward. I shifted my weight, unsure where to look or what to do with my hands. Should I get dressed? Should I leave? This was still my boss, after all.

“Come here,” Brooke murmured, patting the space beside her. “Don’t go all shy on me now.”

I hesitated, but the warmth in her eyes drew me in. I lay down beside her, careful to maintain a small gap between our bodies. Brooke immediately closed the distance, rolling onto her side and throwing one leg over mine. She pulled me against her, my back to her front, her arm wrapping around my waist.

“That’s better,” she whispered, her breath warm against my neck. Her lips brushed against my shoulder, sending a shiver down my spine. “You’re thinking too much. I can practically hear the gears turning in your head.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, hyper-aware of her breasts pressed against my back, the heat of her body enveloping me. “I just… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“I know,” she said, her voice soft and surprisingly tender. “That’s what makes it so hot.”

Her fingers traced lazy patterns across my stomach, dipping lower occasionally but never quite reaching where I was still throbbing with need. Each touch left a trail of goosebumps in its wake.

“You’re beautiful, Penny,” Brooke whispered, her lips finding my earlobe. She tugged it gently between her teeth, making me gasp. “So fucking beautiful.”

I turned in her arms to face her, our noses nearly touching. Up close, with smeared makeup, with her hair a mess and her cheeks still flushed from her orgasm, she looked different. More real. More human. Just as beautiful, but in a way that made my heart ache.

She leaned forward, capturing my lips in a kiss that was softer than before. There was no urgency now, just a slow, delicious exploration. Her tongue brushed against mine, and I moaned quietly into her mouth, my hand finding its way to her waist.

“See?” she murmured against my lips. “You’re a natural.”

As we lay there, our bodies pressed together in the aftermath, a question began to form in my mind—one I was afraid to ask but couldn’t hold back any longer.

“What now?” I whispered, my voice small and uncertain. I traced a pattern on her shoulder, not quite able to meet her eyes. “Is this… am I just some conquest for you? Someone to add to your list?”

I hated how vulnerable I sounded, but the thought had been nagging at me since the moment our lips first touched. Brooke Devine lived in a different universe. One of sponsorships and followers and carefully curated content. I was just the girl who held her coffee.

Brooke pulled back slightly, her eyes searching my face. For a moment, I saw something flicker behind them, something genuine that made my heart skip.

“This has to be our secret,” she said finally, her finger tracing the outline of my lips. “You understand that, right? Charlie, my brand, my followers… no one can know.”

My stomach twisted. Of course. What had I expected?

But then she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But I want more of you, Penny. God, I want so much more.” Her eyes, usually so confident and calculating, held a hint of uncertainty I’d never seen before. “I’ve never met anyone like you. Someone who sees the real me, not just the Instagram version.”

I studied her face, searching for any sign of deception. In the social media world she inhabited, everything was performance. Every emotion, every relationship, every moment carefully staged for maximum engagement.

But what I saw in her eyes now felt real. Or maybe that was just what I wanted to see.

“Okay,” I said finally, a small smile tugging at my lips. “Let’s see where this goes.”

She pulled me closer, her lips finding mine in a kiss that felt like a promise. I had no idea what tomorrow would bring. If this was the beginning of something real or just a beautiful mistake. Maybe she would wake up and regret everything. Maybe I would.

But for now, in this moment, with her arms around me and her heartbeat steady against mine, I decided to embrace the uncertainty. To step into this strange new world where Brooke Devine—Instagram goddess, influencer extraordinaire, my literal boss—wanted me.

I knew I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. For better or worse, I was already falling. And even if it ended in heartbreak, I knew I’d rather risk it than spend another day invisible in the background of her life.
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First Time Lesbian Pool Party

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FN4KT7ZL

Deanna, Maya, and Lindsey have been best friends since forever. But when Deanna returns from college, things between Maya and Lindsey felt… different. Closer.

She knows something’s up, but the last thing she expects is to catch her best friends kissing in Maya’s pool. Shocked? Yes. Turned on? Way more than she’s ready to admit.

What starts as a secret between friends turns into something hotter, riskier, and far too hard to resist. The question is whether Deanna will stay on the sidelines…or dive in and join them.
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First Time Lesbian Sorority Girls

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FPBJQGZV

Sandy and Crystal aren’t like the other sorority girls. While their sisters chase frat boys and play beer pong, Sandy and Crystal are perfectly happy making pancakes, mocking desperate dudes, and living in their own little bubble of inside jokes.

But when one of their sorority sisters jokingly calls them “total lesbos,” the girls can’t help but wonder—could that actually explain why frat guys make them want to run for the nearest shower, while each other’s company feels… kind of perfect?

Curiosity turns into a dare, and a dare turns into the kind of night that leaves them screaming, clawing at each other’s clothes, and realizing that no frat boy could ever make them feel this good. What starts out as a joke becomes a glorious sexual awakening, confirming what they’ve been denying all along.
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Lesbian Heat Vol. 2: Sapphic WLW Erotica Bundle

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FN4RJZRL

Five stories of soft lips, hard choices, and the thrill of being claimed by another woman.

There’s the rush of a first time, the spark when friends get just a little too close, and the rush of giving in to someone who knows exactly how to take control. Each story has its own flavor: sweet, messy, daring, and very, very hot.

If you’re into women teasing, tempting, and finally crossing that line, this five-story bundle is exactly your kind of fun.
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