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Hollywood Humiliation

Young. Hot. Hungry.

In Hollywood, every girl thinks she’s the one who can make it without dropping down onto her knees. Every girl is wrong.

Hollywood Humiliation is a filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted. These are stories where the price of fame is paid in sweat, shame, and surrender.

Every story features:

	Humiliated and embarrassed naked girls (ENF)
	Clothed male / naked female power dynamics (CMNF)
	Older men and younger women (age-gap)
	Erotic audition scenarios and camera-driven submission
	Public or semi-public exposure
	Hardcore, emotionally charged domination


If you're into raw, unapologetic humiliation, these girls are waiting for your call-back.

Hollywood Humiliation: Erotic ENF CMNF Age-Gap (older man younger woman) Short Stories


Free Kitten

An obsessed director, an Oscar-winning actress, and a Japanese wannabe in a sexy catgirl suit walk into a bedroom ...

Free Kitten (9,500 words) is the third installment in Japanese Idol Reina Sasaki's catgirl transformation. Expect slow-burn psychological seduction, public humiliation, and total surrender. Featuring: CMNF, CFNF, MFF, pet play, ass worship, lesbian domination, filthy talk, a sizzling threesome, and an Oscar-winning actress who knows how to use her tongue.
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Free Kitten

The garment bag hung from the back of her closet door like something alive.

She unzipped it before anything else, almost reverently, and spread the contents across her bed. The dress first—black, liquid silk, catching the light like water. Backless. Slit high on the thigh. A gown for someone fearless. Someone meant to be looked at.

Not her.

But it wasn’t hers anyway. It was his.

The lace hipsters came next, fragile and insubstantial, the kind of underwear that didn’t protect so much as frame what was already there. Her cheeks warmed as she set them down beside the dress.

The coat she already knew, heavy leather, still carrying the faint memory of his house, his hands, her own wetness the night she’d worn it home naked. She stroked the sleeve with her thumb, and her pussy clenched just from the memory.

And last, almost hidden in the bag’s pocket, the leash. Black leather, silver clasp, coiled neatly as if waiting.

She laid them all out side by side, like offerings, then stepped back and stared.

Her whole body hummed with nerves. And heat. Time to take a bath.

**

She ran the bath hotter than usual, steam blooming around her, the scent of jasmine bath oil curling in the air. Lowering herself in, she let her head fall back against the porcelain, eyes closing.

Of course, she thought of him.

Of Malibu. Of glass walls and the sound of waves. Of the sting of the paddle on her ass, each blow pressing her clit into the seam of the catsuit until she came, gasping, unable to stop.

Of his cock heavy on her tongue, his voice telling her she wasn’t sucking him—she was worshipping.

Her hand slipped down between her thighs before she even realized.

Her skin was hot from the water, slippery against her fingertips. She pressed them lower, grazing her clit, and the tiny shock of it made her breath hitch.

She spread her legs wider, the water sloshing, and let herself circle lazily, barely touching at first, teasing herself the way she imagined he might if he were here.

Images flooded her—Cole’s eyes on her while she crawled, the leash tugging at her throat. His voice calm, amused, telling her to purr. The sting of the paddle making her buck against the catsuit seam until she couldn’t stop shaking. His cock thick and heavy against her tongue, her throat working to take more, to swallow everything he gave her.

She pinched her nipple with her free hand, gasping, and the image sharpened: Cole watching her the way he had in Malibu, detached and hungry at once. She pictured him in the leather chair, her straddling the armrest, grinding until she soaked the fabric for him, his voice cool in her ear: Good girl. Louder. Let them hear you.

Her hips rolled against her own fingers, faster now. She needed more.

With a shiver she reached for the showerhead, dragging it down and angling it between her thighs. The first burst of spray made her cry out, arching, her slick body jolting under the water’s force.

She held it there, grinding against it, letting the pounding jet batter her clit. Her thighs quivered, her toes curled against the porcelain. The water was too much, not enough, perfect—every pulse sent sparks through her belly.

“Ohh… oh fuck… oh please—”

Her hand gripped the tub rim, knuckles white. She rocked her hips desperately, chasing it, her mouth open, head tipped back. The pressure built, unbearable, sharp and sweet, until it broke.

She came hard, shuddering, her pussy clenching, her legs shaking against the slick porcelain. Her cries echoed off the tile, water splashing over the sides as her body twisted and arched, caught in the relentless spray.

She couldn’t stop trembling. Her thighs quaked, her belly spasmed, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

She bit her lip, pressing the showerhead tighter, milking every aftershock until her clit throbbed too much to bear and she had to wrench it away, gasping.

Water trickled down her body in little rivers. Her nipples were diamond-hard, her pussy flushed and swollen, aching.

Even through the haze, she knew she’d be wet again in minutes. Cole had trained her too well.

**

Her thighs were still trembling when she finally let the water drain away. The tub was slick with vestigial traces of the oil she’d used, the faint scent of jasmine and sex rising around her. She reached for a towel, wrapping it around herself, and stepped out slowly, as if she were afraid her legs might give out.

The towel clung to her curves, damp and heavy. She drew it over her breasts, squeezing them gently as she dried, the friction making her nipples prickle hard all over again. Her skin glowed, pink from heat and orgasm, slick with the last traces of oil. She blotted carefully between her thighs, where she was still throbbing, still swollen, the lace she’d laid out waiting to drink more of her.

She caught herself in the mirror on the bathroom wall.

For a moment she didn’t recognize the woman looking back. Her lips were parted, still bruised from biting them; her eyes were dark, wild; her hair clung damp to her temples. Her body was exquisite—she knew that. All the magazines and cameras and photographers had told her. But she’d never looked so sexual.

And that thought made her wetter, even as she turned away.

**

She dried her hair with slow, careful movements, dragging the dryer through each section until it shone, then brushing until it lay smooth and sleek. She considered leaving it down—Cole hadn’t given her instructions this time—but pinned part of it back anyway, exposing the line of her throat. Where the collar would sit.

Perfume at her pulse points: wrists, the hollow of her throat, the backs of her knees. Each spray was a spell, a charm binding her tighter to him.

Moisturizer next, worked into her arms, her thighs, the round of her ass. Her palms glided over her skin, lingering, smoothing, caressing as if she were preparing herself for a lover’s hands rather than her own. She massaged her calves, arched her foot to rub lotion into the delicate bones of her ankle, and almost whimpered at how intimate it felt.

The collar came first. She buckled it with steady fingers, the leather snug against her damp skin, the silver clasp catching the bathroom light. She tilted her head side to side in the mirror, testing the fit, the look. Her breath quickened just from seeing herself in it.

Then the dress.

She slid it from the bed and unhooked it from the hanger, holding it up against herself. Black silk, backless, slit high, the kind of dress you only wore if you were prepared to be seen. She wasn’t prepared, not really. But she slipped it on anyway, stepping into it carefully, easing it up her thighs, over her hips, her breasts.

The fabric was cool at first, then warm as it molded to her skin. It clung in ways that made her heart lurch—hugging her waist, skimming her ribs, framing the swell of her breasts without support. She tugged it into place and turned before the mirror, watching herself become someone else.

The slit exposed her thigh with every step. The back dipped scandalously low, baring the curve of her spine and the edge of the collar. Her skin looked luminous against the black silk, her body elongated, transformed.

She didn’t look like an actress anymore. She looked like a mistress’s pet.

The lace panties came last. She pulled them up slowly, deliberately, savoring the drag of the delicate fabric against her tender, still-sensitive pussy. They settled low on her hips, the sheer panels leaving nothing to the imagination. She pressed her palm against them for a moment, feeling the damp spot bloom, and whispered a curse under her breath.

By the time she reached for the coat, she was trembling again.

It slid over her shoulders like armor, heavy and supple, smelling faintly of leather and the memory of Malibu. She fastened it loosely, the silk hidden beneath, the collar just visible if you knew where to look.

She checked herself one last time in the full-length mirror.

The coat, the dress, the lace, the collar.

Her.

Reina Sasaki, Japanese actress, model, obedient pet.

When the buzzer rang announcing the limo, her pulse jumped so hard she had to grab the dresser to steady herself.

She pressed her thighs together, feeling the lace soak a little more, and whispered into the empty room, “I’m ready for my close-up, Mr DeMille.”

**

The limo door shut with a whisper of leather and steel. Reina smoothed her skirt automatically, as though she could somehow tame the dress into modesty. She couldn’t. The slit fell open the moment she moved, baring the length of her thigh. She pressed her knees together, the lace panties beneath already damp, already betraying her.

Every bump in the road jolted through her. The silk clung tighter. The coat shifted against her shoulders, heavy and warm, reminding her of Malibu, of crawling, of being spanked until she came. The collar sat snug against her throat, cool metal brushing her skin each time she swallowed.

She clasped her hands in her lap, as if she could make herself look demure. But the truth pulsed between her thighs. The lace rubbed her clit just enough to make her ache. She pressed harder, thighs locked, trying not to shift too obviously on the slick leather seat. The driver said nothing. She wondered if he knew anyway.

By the time the limo slowed, winding up a drive lined with glowing lanterns, she was trembling. Her lips parted, her breath shallow. She fixed her eyes on the door handle, praying she could walk steadily when it opened.

The mansion was everything she expected and nothing she was ready for.

White marble, glass walls opening onto ocean, the hum of voices like expensive silk rustling. Women gleamed in couture gowns, diamonds flashing at their throats and wrists. Men in dark suits, lean and silver-templed, laughed quietly over glasses of champagne. Cameras flashed outside; inside, there was no spectacle. Just power.

And then there was Cole.

He appeared at her side, as calm and commanding as ever. He took her coat without ceremony, folding it over his arm as though she were a guest to be welcomed, not a possession being unveiled. But his hand slid to her collar, adjusting it just slightly so the silver gleam caught the light. The gesture was nothing, everything. He guided her in with his palm against her lower back, casual, proprietary, unshakeable.

Reina felt eyes on her before she saw them.

Whispers drifted through the air like smoke. A woman’s smile curling sharp as glass. A man’s eyebrows lifting, the corner of his mouth tugging into a knowing grin. A smirk, a glance, a raised glass.

And then the touches.

A man passed, his hand grazing her ass in a squeeze so quick and casual she almost doubted it happened—except for the heat it left burning through the lace. Another leaned in toward Cole, his voice pitched just loud enough for her to hear: “Next time, catsuit.”

A woman with diamond earrings laughed softly, eyes sliding over Reina like she was nothing but decoration. “Pigtails would suit her.”

Reina’s cheeks burned. She wanted to look up, to glare, to be seen. Instead, her eyes dropped, lashes lowered. Her breath quickened, shame and arousal tangling tight in her chest.

No one spoke to her directly.

They spoke around her.

As if she were a vase. A dog. A toy. Something to be admired, critiqued, enjoyed—but never acknowledged.

Cole’s hand never left her back. Each step he guided her deeper into the room, deeper into their knowing stares, and deeper into herself, into the heat between her legs, the ache in her belly.

She couldn’t tell if she wanted to run or to kneel.

Cole stopped near a low cluster of chairs arranged around a glass-topped table. A financier she half-recognized leaned forward to shake his hand, and just like that he was absorbed into conversation, the weight of his presence shifting from her to them.

Reina hovered at his side, uncertain. She had no script, no cues. She folded her hands loosely in front of her, tried to look composed. The collar itched against her throat, the silk dress clung to her ribs. She could feel the slit tugging open with every shift of her weight, exposing her thigh, daring eyes to trace higher.

Cole glanced at her once—only once—before flicking two fingers lightly toward the table.

She understood.

She turned, crossed the room, felt the slit swing higher with each step, her heels clicking on marble. She poured him champagne with careful hands, willing herself not to spill, the bubbles hissing faintly. Returning, she placed the glass on the table before him without a word.

No thanks, no praise. He simply accepted, carried on with his conversation.

Heat bloomed in her chest. Embarrassment? Pride? She couldn’t tell.

When Cole settled into one of the armchairs, his suit jacket falling smooth against his shoulders, Reina froze. She had no seat. There was no place set for her.

She hesitated, hovering. Then, almost without thought, she lowered herself to the floor.

Kneeling at his feet felt obscene. The marble was cold through the slit in her dress, seeping into her skin. Her position was intimate but not—her head near his knee, her hands folded demurely in her lap.

He didn’t even look at her.

But he rested one hand on her hair, casual, absentminded, stroking once before withdrawing as he spoke to the man across from him.

That was all.

That single touch made her cunt clench around nothing. The lace panties were damp already, but now they stuck, clung, the cool air against her thighs making her shiver.

From her place on the floor, the room looked different. People glanced down, noticed her, and then carried on as if she were supposed to be there. A woman’s gaze flicked over her, lingered on the collar, then slid away without acknowledgment. A man smirked, lips quirking as though they shared a private joke.

No one asked her name. No one asked why she was kneeling.

They knew.

Or they didn’t need to.

And that was worse—because she knew. She knew what she was, what she looked like: a kitten at her master’s feet, dressed up for a party where she wasn’t a guest.

Her pulse thundered in her ears. She shifted slightly, thighs pressing together, trying to hide the way her body betrayed her. But every move made the lace drag across her swollen clit, every small adjustment a fresh spark of unbearable pleasure.

She kept her eyes down, hands still in her lap, afraid to breathe too hard.

She wanted to cry. She wanted to moan. She wanted Cole to press his hand to her throat and remind her she belonged here.

Instead, he laughed at something the financier said, lifted his glass, and stroked his fingers across the back of her neck like one might stroke a pet without thought.

Her whole body shuddered at the touch.

From her knees, time blurred. Minutes? Hours? She wasn’t sure. The conversation flowed above her, money and deals and projects she didn’t understand. She could only listen, pulse hammering, thighs slick, while Cole’s calm voice wrapped around her like silk.

And when someone passed, brushing close, a man’s hand ghosting over her shoulder as though inspecting fine fabric, she didn’t flinch. She didn’t dare. She stayed still, heart racing, wet and trembling, exactly where Cole had put her.

The marble was starting to ache through her knees, but she didn’t move. She didn’t dare. The men above her spoke of box office numbers, foreign rights, a streaming contract Cole was circling. Their voices rose and fell, laughter warm, confident, dismissive.

She wasn’t included. She wasn’t excluded. She simply wasn’t there.

And yet—she was the first thing anyone’s eyes landed on when they glanced at Cole. The girl kneeling at his feet, silk dress spilling around her, collar gleaming faintly at her throat.

A woman paused as she passed, her perfume sharp and citrusy. She looked down, smiled faintly, and said—not to Reina, but to Cole—“Beautiful. You’ve trained her well.” Then she drifted on, the brush of her gown whispering over Reina’s shoulder like a blessing.

Reina’s cheeks burned. Her pussy clenched so hard it hurt.

Another man leaned down under pretense of shaking Cole’s hand again. His fingers grazed Reina’s chin, tilting it slightly toward the light as if inspecting a sculpture. “Lovely symmetry,” he said, almost clinically. “She’ll photograph beautifully.”

Reina’s breath caught. She wanted to look away, to close her eyes, but Cole’s hand tightened slightly on her hair, anchoring her in place. She held still, trembling, until the man straightened and moved on.

She felt wetness bloom hotter between her thighs. She shifted, pressing them together. The lace clung, sticky now, a dark patch spreading. She prayed no one could see.

No one asked her name. No one asked if she was comfortable. Conversations flowed around her like smoke. Money, deals, projects—while she knelt, heart hammering, thighs slick, body trembling for reasons none of them bothered to question.

Once, a woman with glittering diamonds at her ears passed close enough to murmur to Cole, “Next time, put her hair in pigtails. So much more kittenish.”

Cole chuckled low, a sound that vibrated through his thigh into her shoulder. “Noted.”

Reina’s skin prickled. The woman never even looked at her.

She wanted to speak. To say I’m here. I can hear you. To remind them she wasn’t just a vase or a dog. But when she opened her mouth, nothing came. Shame and arousal had fused together too tightly in her chest.

Her place was at his feet.

Her role was silence.

Cole drained his glass. He set it back on the table with an elegant finality. The conversation around them lulled, then turned to another thread without him.

He rose smoothly, one hand on Reina’s shoulder, guiding her up. She swayed slightly as the blood rushed to her legs, but his grip steadied her.

To the room, his voice was light, amused, pitched just enough to carry.

“Excuse us,” he said, with a smile. “My kitten needs a little… attention.”

A ripple of knowing laughter followed them as he steered her away.

Reina’s thighs shook as she walked, the words echoing in her ears, hotter than any spotlight she’d ever stood under.

He led her down a corridor that swallowed the noise of the party with every step she took. The murmur of voices faded, replaced by the soft click of her heels on stone and the rush of her own blood in her ears.

Cole’s hand stayed at the small of her back, steering her. He didn’t speak, didn’t look at her, but she could feel his fingers flex just enough to remind her who was leading. The air smelled different back here — leather and wood polish, not perfume and champagne.

Her knees still tingled from the marble, a faint tremor running up her thighs. The lace was soaked now, clinging to her, the cool air making her shiver. She kept her eyes down, focused on the floor, afraid to see her reflection in the glass walls as they passed.

He opened a door and guided her in.

He left the door open.

The room was small, low-lit, paneled in dark wood with a single leather armchair in front of a low table. Through another window she could see the ocean, black and endless. There was a faint hum of music from the party, but it felt miles away.

He sat. Crossed one ankle over his knee. Looked at her for the first time since they’d left the salon.

“On your knees.”

Her breath caught. She hesitated a heartbeat, then dropped, palms on the rug. The softness of it shocked her after the marble; her body sagged slightly, grateful and trembling.

Cole’s zipper whispered open. His cock was already half-hard, heavy in his hand.

“Show me,” he said quietly. “What you’ve learned.”

She crawled forward without thinking. Everything in her was already tuned to him. She didn’t feel like an actress now; she didn’t even feel like herself. She felt like a mouth and hands and heat, a pulse between her legs, a body that wanted to please.

Her lips parted as she took him, slow at first, the way he liked, eyes flicking up to find his face. He watched her steadily, one hand at the back of her head, not forcing, just there, guiding.

His voice was a low thread above her, for her ears only.

“Good little girls don’t suck. They worship. They offer themselves.”

She moaned around him. Her tongue flattened, stroked; her throat opened to take him deeper. Each slow slide back made her nipples drag against the inside of the dress, every inch a reminder of what she was doing, where she was.

She could hear the party now through the open door — laughter, music, clinking glasses. Any second someone could walk in. The thought made her shudder. She took him deeper, moaning softly, the sound vibrating along his shaft.

He shifted his hips slightly, a subtle push, and she understood. She picked up the rhythm, offering, swallowing, breathing through her nose. Drool slicked her chin. Her thighs pressed together, clenching.

Cole’s hand tightened in her hair just enough to make her gasp.

“Good. Like that.”

His voice stayed calm, but she could feel him swelling, pulsing against her tongue. She squeezed her thighs, rocking slightly on her knees, the seam of the lace dragging across her clit. It was maddening—every little shift, every subtle grind against the rug, set a spark through her. She was drooling, his cock slick in her mouth, but her cunt was wetter still, the lace clinging, cutting, rubbing in exactly the place she couldn’t ignore.

Her eyes fluttered shut as she sank down again, taking him deeper. The thick head pressed against the back of her throat, making her gag, but she swallowed, forcing herself to open, to take. Tears stung her eyes. Saliva spilled over her lips, down her chin, a warm mess she would have been mortified by anywhere else. Here, it felt holy.

Cole’s hand stroked her hair, not tender exactly—measured, steady, a reminder that he held her where he wanted her. “Good girl,” he said, and the words thrummed through her chest.

Her cunt clenched, a hot pulse. She moaned around his length, and the vibration made him grunt softly above her. The sound, the approval, pushed her further. She pressed her thighs together harder, rocked again, dragging her swollen clit against the seam until her breath caught in a needy sob around him.

She was embarrassing herself—leaking through the lace, her thighs trembling—but she didn’t care. She needed this. Needed him.

She pulled back, gasping for air, saliva stringing from her lips. The taste of him—salt and musk, sharp and intimate—coated her tongue. She didn’t hesitate before plunging forward again, sliding him back down her throat, her jaw straining. The fullness, the stretch, the hot weight of him—she couldn’t stop herself from whining.

Her clit rubbed harder against the lace, every thrust into her throat sending a corresponding throb between her legs. She was losing control, losing rhythm, rocking on her knees like she was riding him without even touching herself. The humiliation only made it hotter. She was about to come from sucking cock, from kneeling like a pet with a wet patch in her panties while a party hummed just beyond the door.

She was such a goddamn fucking slut.

Her thighs quaked. Her cunt spasmed, desperate, teetering.

And then Cole’s grip tightened in her hair. His hips flexed, subtle but decisive. He pushed deeper, held her there. She choked, tears spilling, the base of his cock pressed against her lips, the taste and heat overwhelming.

Her whole body convulsed.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, without mercy. Her clit ground hard against the lace, her pussy clenching helplessly around nothing, wave after wave rolling out from her core. Her chest shook with muffled sobs of release. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, only felt—the raw ecstasy of shame and surrender and the wet flood soaking her panties.

When he let her pull back, she gasped for air, coughing, drool slicking her chin and breasts. Her thighs were shaking violently, her panties drenched. She moaned again, too far gone to stop herself.

Cole’s cock pulsed against her tongue, bring her back to him. She looked up, glassy-eyed, and saw his composure crack just slightly—his jaw tightening, his breath hitching.

“Good girl. Don’t stop now.”

She whimpered, mouth full of him, and tried to focus, even as aftershocks still raked through her. She hollowed her cheeks, swallowed him greedily, desperate for his finish, desperate to prove herself.

His hand guided her, firmer now, setting the pace. She took him deeper each time, her throat raw, tears smudging her vision. And then he groaned—low, guttural—and his cock swelled.

The first spurt hit the back of her throat, hot, shocking. She gagged, pulled slightly, and another jet coated her tongue. She choked on it, coughing, eyes wide, the taste thick and bitter, filling her mouth faster than she could swallow.

Her body wanted to resist. Her throat spasmed. But she forced herself to stay down, forced herself to be what he wanted: his good girl.

Tears streaked her cheeks. Her nose ran. Cum leaked from the corners of her mouth as she struggled, gulping, swallowing, fighting to take all of it. Her cunt spasmed again at the humiliation, at the obscene fullness in her mouth.

He stroked her hair gently, firmly, his voice a soft reward.

“Every drop. That’s it. Show me.”

She swallowed convulsively, mouth working, throat burning. Hot streams slid down, coated her tongue, smeared across her lips. She gagged again, but kept going, desperate not to fail.

Finally—finally—his cock softened, the flow slowing to dribbles she sucked down greedily. She pulled back only when he released her hair. Her chest heaved, her mouth still working as she swallowed the last of it, tears streaking her face, cum slicking her chin.

She sat back on her heels, shaking, panting, licking her lips, trying to collect herself. She’d done it. She hadn’t wasted a drop.

Cole tucked himself away, his expression unreadable, but his eyes warm with approval.

He leaned down, stroked her chin with one finger, tilting her head up.

“Good girl.”

Her chest swelled with something like pride, something like desperation. She was soaked through, aching, her cunt still throbbing, her throat raw.

All she wanted was another cock to suck.

To worship.

**

The sound of the party washed over her as Cole led her back. Music, laughter, the shimmer of conversation—it felt brighter now, harsher perhaps.

Reina followed a step behind him, head down, throat raw. The coat of his cum still clung to her tongue, her jaw ached, and her mascara had bled into faint streaks beneath her eyes. Her lips felt bruised, swollen. She knew she looked ruined.

No one said a word.

But she felt their eyes. The flickers of recognition. The glances that lingered too long. The faint smirks tugging at mouths. They all knew where she’d been. They all knew what she’d done.

And no one said a word.

This was Hollywood.

Cole resumed his place as if nothing had happened, lowering himself into the armchair with effortless grace. He fell back into discussion of finance, streaming rights, overseas markets, the kind of numbers Reina had no hope of understanding.

She sank to her knees again at his side. The marble was merciless against her skin, but she barely felt it. Her body still trembled, still throbbed. She folded her hands neatly in her lap and tried to quiet her breath.

It didn’t matter if she managed composure. Everyone could see.

Cole was deep into the subject of residuals when Reina felt the crowd stir. The people around her shifted, parted, and suddenly she saw her: Veronica Hale.

Emerald silk clung to her body, flawless and gleaming, slit high enough to reveal legs honed by Pilates and wealth. A diamond rested against her throat like a star fallen from the sky. Every step radiated control.

Veronica didn’t glance at her. Not once. Her eyes were for Cole alone.

“Your kitten’s quite lovely,” she purred, voice smooth as the silk she wore. “And clearly very comfortable on her knees. Will you share with me?”

Reina’s stomach clenched. Heat flared in her chest. Her lips parted as if she might speak—but nothing came. She looked to Cole, desperate.

His smile was indulgent, faintly amused, as if she were a question of no great consequence. He rested a hand beneath Reina’s chin, tilting her face up toward Veronica with lazy pride.

“For you, Vee?” His voice was velvet, teasing. “Of course.”

Reina’s pulse roared in her ears.

And just like that, she was handed off—like a pet passed from one owner to another.

Clearly Veronica agreed, Her hand slipped into her clutch. When it emerged, it held a slim strip of leather, gleaming faintly in the light. A leash.

Reina’s breath caught.

Without hesitation, Veronica fastened it to the silver ring at Reina’s collar. The click was soft, almost delicate. Binding. Final.

Reina’s mouth went dry.

Veronica tugged gently, not looking down, not acknowledging her. Without a word, she turned, leading her away. Reina rose on unsteady legs, the leash tugging at her throat, guiding her like an obedient pet.

The crowd didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. They parted again, a ripple of silk and suits, champagne glasses catching light. Smiles curved, eyebrows lifted. Everybody knew.

This was Hollywood.

Reina kept her eyes down, heat crawling up her neck, shame and arousal knotting tighter with every step.

Veronica led her into a quieter wing of the mansion, into a guest room furnished in creams and gold. A wide bed dominated the space, sheets turned down like a hotel.

The door clicked shut. The hum of the party was gone, muffled into silence.

Reina stood in the center of the guest room, leash taut between her collar and Veronica’s hand. Her thighs trembled. She still hadn’t dared to look up. She felt like she might combust.

Veronica’s perfume—expensive, floral, sharp—wrapped around her, making her head swim. She felt Cole lean against the doorframe behind them, watching. Always watching.

Veronica’s voice was calm, cool, like someone discussing wine. “Cole. She’s exquisite. But tell me—has she been properly disciplined yet? And would you mind awfully …”

The question drifted away, and Reina’s stomach twisted. Her lips parted, but no words came. She dared a glance upward.

Cole’s smile was faint, approving. “In my experience, she responds very well to … correction.”

Veronica’s crimson mouth curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Then let’s see.”

The leash jerked. Reina stumbled forward. Veronica sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her down over her lap in one smooth, decisive motion.

Reina gasped. The slit of her dress fell open, baring her thighs, and the thin lace panties stretched tight across her ass. Her heart raced, her body frozen with shock.

Veronica’s palm cupped her, firm, appraising. “So wet,” she murmured, almost to herself. Then, louder, to Cole: “She’s been leaking for you all evening.”

Reina whimpered. Her face burned. She could feel the wet cling of her panties, the obscene way they stuck to her.

The first slap cracked sharp across her ass. The sting bloomed instantly, hot, humiliating.

She gasped, hips jerking—but the movement dragged her swollen clit across the damp lace. A moan spilled out before she could stop it.

Veronica laughed softly, low in her throat. Another slap landed, harder. Then another, alternating cheeks, each one rocking Reina’s body, each one grinding her against Veronica’s silk lap and her own soaked panties.

She tried to count, desperate to keep control—one, two, three—but lost it quickly, the pain and pleasure twisting together until she was only breath and heat and sound. Tears stung her eyes. Drool slicked her lip.

Her pussy throbbed. Every slap sent a shockwave through her cunt, a fresh ache that made her hips push back into Veronica’s hand as though begging for more.

Cole’s voice came from behind, smooth and warm. “See how quickly she learns? Already she’s offering her pussy to you.”

Reina moaned into the sheets. Her shame was molten now, thick and consuming. She couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

Veronica’s palm paused. Then she slipped her hand between Reina’s thighs, pressing hard against the soaked lace, feeling the heat and the slick.

Reina sobbed, hips bucking helplessly.

“Pathetic little kitten,” Veronica purred, her voice suddenly sharp. “You’d come just from being spanked, wouldn’t you?”

Reina shook her head, the denial frantic, automatic. But her cunt clenched, giving her away.

Veronica laughed, cruel and elegant, and landed another smack across her ass, harder still. Reina cried out, her whole body trembling.

She was close again—too close. The lace rubbed mercilessly, every strike pushing her toward the edge, every humiliating word branding her deeper.

And Cole’s calm voice sealed her fate. “Let her, Vee. She’s meant to come like this.”

The next slap cracked across Reina’s ass. She cried out, face pressed into the bedspread, hips jerking against Veronica’s lap. The lace dragged across her swollen clit with every movement, every sting setting off another cascade of sparks inside her.

She was so close. Her body shook, thighs trembling, cunt spasming, breath breaking into desperate whimpers. The ache was unbearable, the edge razor-sharp. Just one more strike, one more rub, and she would explode.

She arched, hips pushing shamelessly, her lips forming a pleading sound—please—though no words came.

Veronica’s hand stilled.

Reina gasped, trembling, the orgasm caught cruelly just out of reach.

“Not yet,” Veronica said, her voice velvet over steel. She slid her hand down, cupping Reina’s drenched lace, pressing just enough to make her sob with need. Then she withdrew, smoothed her silk dress, as though the writhing girl over her lap were nothing more than a detail.

“Up.”

The leash tugged. Reina staggered upright, legs weak, clit screaming for release. Her chest heaved, cheeks wet with tears she hadn’t realized she’d shed.

Veronica stood, graceful, unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world. She looked to Cole, one brow lifted. “You don’t object?”

Cole’s smile was warm, indulgent. “She could use the lesson.”

Veronica’s diamond glittered as she turned back to Reina. “On your knees. In front of me.”

Reina sank down again, the marble cold and familiar. Her body screamed for release, but the command in Veronica’s tone left no room for hesitation.

Veronica gathered her dress in elegant hands, drawing the emerald silk high to reveal long thighs and the whisper of black lace beneath. She sat back on the bed, leaned slightly, and parted her legs.

Reina’s breath caught.

She’d never—never with a woman. She’d posed with them, kissed for a camera, but this was different. This was real. This was Cole watching.

Veronica hooked a finger into her panties and pulled them aside. The glimpse was obscene and intoxicating: dark hair, glistening lips, the soft gleam of arousal.

“Here, kitty, kitty,” Veronica said softly, tugging the leash until Reina’s face was inches away. “Show me how well you’ve been trained.”

Reina’s pulse thundered. Her mouth watered with nerves and need. She looked once, desperately, toward Cole.

He gave her nothing but a calm, steady nod.

Reina’s lips parted. She leaned forward, tentative, trembling. Her tongue brushed Veronica’s heat.

The taste hit her instantly—salt, musk, shockingly intimate. She moaned, shivering, thighs clenching again. Her clit throbbed with every lap of her tongue, desperate, denied.

Veronica’s hand settled on the back of her head, cool rings against her scalp. “Good girl,” she purred. “Now don’t stop. Worship me.”

Reina closed her eyes and obeyed.

Cole leaned against the doorframe, watching his kitten kneel, her ass red and her mascara ruined, trembling with unshed orgasm as she licked her first ever pussy—a two-time Oscar winning cunt.

The leash stayed taut, forcing Reina’s face against Veronica’s pussy. She breathed her in—sharp, intoxicating, overwhelming—and pressed her lips obediently to the slick folds she’d never tasted before.

Her tongue flicked uncertainly, tracing the seam of Veronica’s arousal. Tentative. Too careful.

Veronica sighed. Not in pleasure—impatience. Her rings glinted as her hand fisted in Reina’s hair, dragging her head tighter against her.

“Don’t flutter at me like a frightened schoolgirl,” she said, voice low, velvet wrapped around steel. “You’re not here to kiss your favorite fucking aunt. You’re here to eat pussy. Open your fucking mouth.”

Reina gasped and obeyed, lips parting. Her tongue pushed deeper this time, sliding through the wet heat. The taste shocked her—musky, raw, nothing like the perfumed fantasies she’d ever imagined. It coated her tongue, filled her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, ashamed of the needy sound it made in her throat.

“That’s better,” Veronica murmured, tugging her hair to set a rhythm. “Broader strokes. Slow. Yes. Like that.”

Cole’s voice, warm and steady from the doorway: “Good girl. Watch how she learns.”

Reina whimpered against Veronica’s cunt, shame and pride twisting in her chest. Her clit throbbed, desperate, her panties drenched. She was on fire, denied but burning hotter with every humiliating command.

Veronica spread her thighs wider, silk spilling around her like a throne. Her diamond caught the lamplight as she leaned back, one hand guiding, the other teasing her own breast beneath the emerald bodice.

“Use your whole tongue. Lap at me—yes, like that.” She arched with a sigh, then tightened her grip in Reina’s hair. “Harder. Press harder. I want to feel you beg with your mouth.”

Reina obeyed, flattening her tongue, dragging it firmly up and down the slick seam until her jaw ached. Her nose pressed against Veronica’s mound, her breath caught in the humid heat. She moaned, vibrations spilling into the wetness, and Veronica hissed, hips twitching.

“Better. Greedy little kitten. You’ll make me come if you keep that up.”

Reina’s thighs shook at the words. She wanted to come. She wanted to drown in it, to please, to prove herself. Every tug of Veronica’s hand on her hair sent sparks down her spine. Every salty drip on her tongue lit her body brighter.

Cole’s chuckle carried across the room. “Look at her. She’ll ruin her panties before she’s even touched herself.”

Reina whined against Veronica, cunt clenching, shame burning hotter. She wanted to touch herself. She wanted it so badly her hands trembled against her thighs. But she didn’t dare.

Veronica shifted her hips, grinding harder against her tongue. Her voice dropped, low and dirty.

“Lick my clit, kitten. Yes—there. Circle it. Harder. Faster. No, not like that—don’t flutter. Grind your tongue against me. That’s it.”

Reina obeyed, desperate, her whole mouth open, her tongue straining to give everything. Veronica’s thighs clamped around her head, locking her in.

“Yes,” Veronica moaned, sharp and sudden. “Yes. That’s it. God, don’t stop.”

Her grip in Reina’s hair tightened cruelly, rocking her head, forcing her tongue to move faster, harder, until her jaw screamed. Drool and slick smeared her chin. She gagged on the wetness, overwhelmed, but couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop.

Cole’s voice was soft, approving. “That’s right, kitten. Make her come for you.”

Reina whimpered again, thighs rubbing together, her clit swollen and screaming under the damp lace. She couldn’t take much more.

Veronica’s moans rose, sharper now, the kind of sound that commanded. Her body jerked against Reina’s mouth, her clit swelling under the relentless circles.

And then, with a sharp cry, she clutched hard at Reina’s hair and squirted, hot gushing cunt juices flooding over her lips, her tongue, her chin.

Reina gasped in shock—but didn’t pull back. She swallowed desperately, mouth overflowing with Veronica’s release. It spilled down her throat, dripped off her chin onto her breasts.

The taste, the heat, the humiliation—it broke her.

Her body convulsed, thighs slamming together. Her clit dragged hard against the ruined lace, and her orgasm tore through her, violent and uncontrollable.

She sobbed into Veronica’s cunt, body jerking as wave after wave ripped through her. Her own pussy juices ran freely down her thighs, pooling on the marble beneath her knees. She couldn’t stop. She couldn’t hide. She was coming hard from licking another woman, from being used, from being watched.

Veronica moaned, riding Reina’s face through her own aftershocks, grinding against her tongue. Her grip loosened only when her own shudders slowed, when she finally released Reina’s hair and let her sag back on her heels.

Reina’s chest heaved. Her chin and lips glistened with Veronica’s release. Her thighs were drenched, her pussy still pulsing, lace panties utterly ruined. She stared at the floor, ashamed, exhilarated, undone.

Veronica smoothed her dress, composed once more, every inch the goddess in silk. She didn’t look at Reina. She looked at Cole.

“She’ll do,” she said simply, voice lazy with satisfaction.

Cole’s smile was warm, proud, as he crossed the room to stroke his kitten’s wet, ruined hair.

“Yes,” he murmured. “She will. It’s my turn, I think.” He guided Reina’s trembling fingers to his zipper.


Epilogue

Reina’s sheets were already damp with sweat, her thighs sticky. The apartment was quiet except for her ragged breath and the faint hum of the city outside. She lay sprawled across her bed, collar still buckled at her throat, one hand tugging at her breast while the other pressed between her legs. She was remembering. Reliving.

Her fingers slid through slick heat easily—too easily. She circled her clit, rubbed it hard, then soft, then hard again, chasing the sharp edge she remembered from kneeling on the marble. But it wasn’t enough.

Nothing was enough.

Her thighs trembled, her chest rose and fell, her hips bucked against her hand, but the orgasm danced away each time, taunting her. Her body wanted more—thicker, deeper, harder than fingertips could give. She pulled her hand away with a frustrated sob, staring at her wet, shining fingers.

Her eyes darted around the room, wild and searching. And then she saw it: her hairbrush on the nightstand. Slim, smooth, the handle tapering just enough.

Her heart lurched. She knew how pathetic it was. How filthy.

She grabbed it anyway, turned it in her slick hands, and pushed the handle between her swollen lips.

The first push made her gasp. The rounded tip slid past her lips with obscene ease, her body already gaping and slick, her cunt sucking it down. She pressed harder, the cool handle sinking inside her inch by inch, her cunt clutching around it as if it had been waiting all night.

Her hips jerked. Her breath broke into a whine.

This—this was what she’d needed. The handle filled her more than her fingers ever could. It wasn’t Cole’s cock, but it was something, and right now Reina needed something. Something to fill her, to stretch her, to fuck her needy little cunt like Cole’s voice still fucked her brain.

The memory came rushing back.

It’s my turn, I think.

Veronica’s hand in her hair, cruel and unyielding, forcing her face toward Cole’s cock. She could feel it again—Veronica’s rings biting her scalp, Cole’s cock hot and heavy against her lips. She’d opened for him, desperate, obedient, while beside her Veronica knelt too, sucking Cole’s balls with greedy, noisy pulls.

She worked the hairbrush faster, pumping with short, sharp thrusts, the sound wet and shameless in the quiet room. Each thrust rubbed against the ache inside her. Her clit throbbed, swollen as fuck, every movement dragging her closer to the edge. She was so fucking wet, so fucking messy already, her pussy juices dripping down her thighs, ruining her sheets. She clawed at her breast with her free hand, twisting her nipple hard, moaning into the empty air.

The two of them had gagged and drooled together, their faces wet, their mouths working in sync. Reina had taken the shaft, Veronica the base, both of them choking and swallowing while Cole stroked their hair like they were pets. His voice had been low and calm, cutting straight into Reina’s brain: “Such good little girls.”

The memory made her cunt clutch at the brush handle. She shoved it harder, faster, fucking herself with it like she was back on her knees, back under his hand. Her thighs trembled, her pussy ached, her juices ran all the way down to her ass.

She could almost taste it again—Cole’s cock stretching her throat, Veronica’s spit dripping onto her cheek, the hot musk of him filling her mouth until she thought she’d choke. She moaned at the thought, eyes rolling back, tears streaking her cheeks.

Her hips bucked. She drove the brush deeper, her free hand mauling her tits, nails digging into her skin. The handle hit a spot inside her that made her scream. She rode it hard, faster and faster, the wet slap of her cunt filling the room.

The edge came up sharp and sudden. Her whole body seized. She shoved the brush in deep and came violently, sobbing into the sheets. Hot gushing fluids spilled around the handle, soaking her thighs, the sheets, her hand. Her pussy clenched and unclenched, milking plastic like it was flesh.

She cried out again, broken and raw, hips jerking against the toy as wave after wave tore through her. She pulled out the brush in desperation, sending it clattering onto the floor. And then she squirted for real, jetting out of her cunt, soaking herself, her bed, even her floor. It didn’t stop until she was shaking, wrecked.

She collapsed back on the bed, chest heaving, cunt still twitching. Sweat streaked her skin, her hair stuck to her face, her collar glinted in the low light. She was ruined, soaked, trembling.

Her lips parted. Her voice was hoarse, barely a whisper, but the words came anyway.

“Good girl.”

She mimicked his tone exactly, low and indulgent, the way he said it after she swallowed him down. The sound made her abused cunt clench again.

That first orgasm had left her limp, shaking, the sheets ruined beneath her. But the ache didn’t fade. If anything, it deepened. The emptiness inside her screamed for more. Her hand slid down again, trembling, found her clit swollen and sore, and even the lightest touch made her whimper.

The hairbrush was on the floor beside the bed, slick and glistening. She picked it up, still wet with her own juices, and pushed it back inside. The handle slid easily, her cunt gripping it, pulling it deeper with every thrust. She moaned, hips rocking, eyes closing as the memories took her again.

Cole was on the bed, relaxed but relentless, Veronica on all fours before him. Her emerald silk was bunched high around her waist, her ass bare, glistening under the lights. Cole drove into her from behind, each thrust deep and brutal, his hips slamming against her round ass. Veronica moaned like she was losing her mind, her hair whipping with every movement.

Reina was pressed low, face buried between Veronica’s ass cheeks, Cole’s hand at the back of her head forcing her down. The taste of Veronica’s ass was musky, bitter, so fucking intimate; the smell clung to Reina’s face, filled her nose, smeared her lips. She licked, tongue sliding across the tight ring, shame burning hotter with every stroke.

Veronica screamed into the sheets, clawing at them, while Cole grunted above her, his cock pounding into her dripping cunt. His voice rumbled down to Reina, commanding, filthy: “Yes, kitten. Toss her fucking salad. Get that tongue in deeper. Eat her Oscar-winning ass while I fill her cunt.”

Veronica moaned, her voice husky, theatrical even in its rawness. “Oh fuck… oh my god… deeper. Tongue it, kitten. Fuck my ass with your tongue while this fucker splits me wide open.”

Reina’s face burned hot. She spread Veronica’s cheeks wider with shaking hands and buried her face, licking the tight ring of muscle, pressing harder, stroking it with the flat of her tongue. Her mouth filled with Veronica’s taste, wet and foul and hot, coating her lips and chin. She wanted to cry. She wanted to stop. She couldn’t.

Cole’s thrusts shook Veronica’s body against Reina’s mouth, forcing her tongue deeper, making every stroke clumsy and frantic. The slap of his hips against Veronica’s ass echoed in the room, wet and obscene. Veronica’s hair swung wildly, her moans breaking into screams, her body jerking forward under his relentless pounding.

“Yes!” Veronica screamed, clawing at the sheets, her voice high and frantic. “God, yes! Eat my ass, you filthy little slut! Fuck me harder, Cole, harder—oh fuck, her tongue—”

Reina whimpered against her, her own pussy clenching hard. She’d never felt so degraded, so used. Her tongue shoved in and out, licking circles, pressing against the tight rim until her jaw ached. She couldn’t breathe except through her nose, filled with the scent of Veronica’s sweat, perfume, and sex. The humiliation seared itself into her.

Cole grunted above Reina, his hand tightening cruelly in Veronica’s hair, yanking her head back as he slammed into her.”

Reina’s moans of shame and excitement vibrated against Veronica’s ass. She was soaked, grinding her thighs together helplessly as her tongue worked frantically.

Veronica was losing control. Her words came broken, filthy, every syllable ragged. “Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop! Oh fuck, oh fuck—she’s eating me, Cole, she’s eating my fucking ass while you—oh god!”

Her whole body convulsed. She slammed her hips back into Cole’s cock and in almost the same movement ground her ass hard against Reina’s face. Her scream was raw, guttural, unlike anything Reina had ever heard from a woman. She came violently, her cunt gushing around Cole’s cock, her body jerking as if shocked, over and over again.

Reina choked, still licking, still pressed into the spasms of Veronica’s orgasm. She could feel every twitch of her muscles against her tongue, hear Veronica’s voice breaking into sobs of ecstasy. The Oscar winner came undone on her mouth, her cunt filled by Cole, her ass worshipped by Reina’s frantic tongue.

Reina sobbed into her flesh, humiliated and trembling, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. She tongued her through it, licking and sucking at her ass until Veronica collapsed forward on the sheets, moaning, her body limp and shaking.

The taste, the smell, the sounds—it seared into Reina’s body like fire. She would never forget it. Never. Not ever.

Back in her bed, she cried out softly, cunt clenching tight around the brush. Slick juices poured down the handle, dripping onto her hand. She pumped her pussy harder, faster, thighs shaking. She could still feel Veronica’s ass on her tongue, could still hear her moans, taste her orgasm. The Oscar winner’s filthy talk echoed in her ears. None of it had been acting. Veronica’s screams had been real, raw, and unfiltered.

Reina’s breath caught. She bit her lip, then moaned again, louder this time, working the brush like it was the only thing keeping her alive.

Cole had pulled out of Veronica and, without pause, shoved his cock straight into Reina’s mouth. The taste was shocking—Veronica’s cum smeared thick across his cock, salty and sour, filling Reina’s throat as he fucked her face. She gagged, tears streaming, while Veronica collapsed on the bed in front of her, her cunt a gaping gash, lips spread wide, glistening and ruined.

Reina’s head was shoved down, pressed against Veronica’s ass, her mouth stuffed full of cock still dripping with another woman’s juice. Her humiliation had been complete, and her pussy had throbbed like it was on fire.

Back in her own bed, she lost all control. The brush handle pumped fast, hard, obscene. She bit into her pillow, screaming into it, her thighs shaking violently as another orgasm crashed down over her.

It was violent and messy, spraying out of her, soaking the sheets, her hand, the brush, everything. She writhed on the bed, hips jerking, body seizing as wave after wave wrung her dry. Her voice was hoarse, raw, as she cried out, reliving every detail—the taste of Veronica on her tongue, the weight of Cole in her throat, the filth, the shame, the ecstasy.

Her cunt milked the handle desperately, squeezing until it popped free, slick and dripping.

She slumped back, chest heaving, sweat shining on her skin. Her hair stuck to her cheeks, her collar gleamed faintly in the low light. Her body still twitched with aftershocks, her thighs wet and sticky, the sheets ruined beneath her.

Dazed, trembling, she stared at the ceiling. She couldn’t tell where memory ended, and fantasy began. Reina only knew she wanted more.
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Introducing Celebrity Skin

Fame has a price. And girls like Emily pay it on their knees. With no guarantees. It's always been that way.

New series Celebrity Skin is a raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star, this series is a soul-crushing journey through the darkest corners of the entertainment industry.
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Emily came to Hollywood with stars in her eyes. The first lesson she learned was the cost of ambition.

A Brief Excerpt

The motel is a two-story dive that looks like it hasn’t been painted since the eighties. The neon sign flickers, buzzing like an angry hornet. I pay the driver—too much—and drag my bag to the front desk. The clerk is a heavy guy with skin like pizza dough and eyes that drop immediately to my chest.

"Forty a night," he grunts. "Six days’ll get your seven if you pay cash upfront. No refunds."

"I'll take the week." It hurts to hand over the money. It leaves me with almost nothing. But I need a base. I need a door that locks.

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

I unlock the door and the smell hits me—stale cigarettes, mildew, and bleach that tries and fails to cover up the scent of sex. The carpet is sticky. I won’t think about that. The bedspread is a floral nightmare that looks stiff with fluids I don't want to identify.

I drop my bag, peel off my hoodie, and sit on the edge of the mattress. It groans under me. I catch my reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. I look wrecked. Mascara smudged, blonde hair frizzed out, face pale except for the freckles dusting my nose. My tits look defiant in my little tank top, my nipples still standing at attention.

I need a shower. I need to scrub the bus off me.

But before I can stand, a sound comes through the wall behind the headboard. It’s thin drywall, basically paper.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck! Right there!"

A woman’s voice. Loud. Unashamed. Followed by the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin. It’s ugly and raw.

My breath hitches. I freeze. I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. This is a whorehouse. I’m living in a whorehouse. But the sound—the sheer animal intensity of it—hooks into something deep in my belly. My pussy gives a little involuntary clench, leaking a drop of moisture into my panties.

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.
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Becoming a Slut

An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.
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A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.
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DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.
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Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.
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Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays
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Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.
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