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Some women are given. I became the one doing the giving.
But I never gave anything for free.


	It was my idea 


My husband Ethan keeps a spreadsheet.

A literal spreadsheet—password protected, hidden behind two layers of en1.cryption, titled innocently as Q3 Global Leads.

Except it’s not about clients.

It’s about cocks.

Specifically, the ones he picks to fuck me.



It started as a fantasy. A dare over dirty martinis at a boutique hotel in Tribeca. I wore red silk, no bra. He wore that watch that always made me want to fuck him in an elevator.

“You like it when they stare,” he said, sliding his hand up my bare thigh beneath the table.

I smirked. “Maybe.”

“And what if I let them?”

I took a slow sip of gin. “Let them stare?”

“No,” he whispered. “Let them fuck you.”



I laughed then, because it was fantasy. Because we were tipsy and high on each other. Because we were the couple who’d been together fifteen years and still had sex that made the walls rattle.

But Ethan didn’t forget.

A week later, he handed me an envelope.

Inside: three Polaroids. Three men. No names. Just initials, stats, locations.

“Pick one,” he said.



That was two years ago.

Since then, Ethan has arranged every single man who’s touched me.

Discreet professionals. No strings. Always vetted. Always signed NDAs. Some lasted one night. A few, two or three. Ethan always watched the first time—sometimes live, sometimes by feed.

He liked to manage my pleasure.

Schedule it.

Price it.

Own it, even while sharing it.

I let him.

Because it turned us both on.

Because I liked being given.

Because I liked knowing I was the prized asset in his hands.



But then came the Miami deal.



I was down there for a conference. Ethan sent me the details of the man he’d arranged.

"Subject M4," the file said.

	6'2", black suit 
	39, divorced 
	Surfer’s jawline, lawyer’s confidence 
	Hotel Bar at The Setai 
	Ask for “Drew” 


I followed the instructions.

He was there.

Tall, composed, sipping bourbon.

He stood when I arrived and kissed my cheek like he already knew I’d taste expensive.

He was perfect.

Too perfect.

I fucked him three hours later—first against the hotel door, his tongue deep inside me as I trembled against the wall, then again on the bed, face down and heels on, his cock pounding into me hard enough to make the headboard slam.

He flipped me over and watched every inch of it—the way my tits bounced, the way my mouth opened when he hit that perfect spot. He spat between my legs, shoved his fingers in, and told me I didn’t belong to my husband tonight.

And I didn’t argue.

I came loud. Messy. Twice. Maybe three times.

When I flew home, Ethan asked the usual questions.

“How was he?”
“Did he follow the rules?”
“Did you come for him like you do for me?”

I answered.

Mostly.

But I didn’t tell him the truth.



Because what Ethan didn’t know was this:

Drew wasn’t Ethan’s idea.

I picked him.

I approached him.

I arranged the fuck.

I made the spreadsheet disappear—just once.

And it was the hottest thing I’d ever done.

Later that night, I opened my laptop and booked a weekend in Tulum. First-class flights. Oceanview villa. Adults-only, of course.

I turned the screen toward Ethan, casually, as I straddled his lap in nothing but one of his shirts.

“Baby,” I said, tracing a lazy circle over his chest. “How does Tulum sound? Just us.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Did your firm start handing out bonuses?”

I just smiled.

“Something like that.”


	Off the Ledger 


I met Drew on the flight down to Miami.

He was sitting beside me in First. No ring. No laptop. Just a hardcover novel and a relaxed confidence that made him look like someone who could own a room but didn’t need to prove it.

He caught me staring at his hands. Long fingers, strong wrists, neat nails. They looked like they knew what they were doing.

He smiled. “You read people the way I read books.”

I smiled back. “Maybe I like well-written hands.”

We didn’t exchange numbers.
We didn’t even flirt, really.
But when I saw him again in the hotel bar that night—same suit, same bourbon, that same crooked smirk—I knew.

I wasn’t going to wait for Ethan’s approval.



We barely spoke.

I slid into the booth across from him and slowly uncrossed my legs, letting the hem of my dress ride high. No panties. I wanted him to see.

His eyes dropped. He noticed.

When he looked up again, there was something feral beneath his calm.

“You’re not here for small talk,” he said.

I nodded. “Neither are you.”

We left before our drinks were even touched.



His suite was on the 18th floor. Corner room. Floor-to-ceiling windows with city lights bleeding in, casting the room in soft gold and sharp shadow.

The door had barely clicked shut before he pushed me against it.

His mouth found my neck—hot and open and hungry. He kissed like a man who didn’t need to ask. His hand slid up my thigh and straight under my dress, cupping my pussy like it belonged to him.

“You’re soaked.”

“I was soaked on the elevator,” I whispered.

He dropped to his knees without a word.

Lifted my leg over his shoulder. Shoved the dress up around my hips. And then his mouth was on me—tongue flat, lips locked, sucking like he meant to drink me dry.

He didn’t tease.
He devoured.
Broad strokes from clit to slit, then focused, relentless circles on my clit. His tongue moved with purpose, pressure, hunger.

“Fuck—” I gasped, back arching. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He moaned into me like he loved the taste. Like my pussy was his favorite meal. His hands gripped my thighs to hold me in place while I bucked against his face, grinding into his mouth, chasing the sharp edge of orgasm.

I came hard. Loud. My leg trembling on his shoulder as my fingernails dug into the doorframe.

He kept licking through it. Flicking and sucking until I whimpered from overstimulation.

When he finally stood, his lips were glistening.

“Told you I wasn’t here to talk.”



He stripped me bare like he had the right to. My dress hit the floor in one fluid motion.

“No bra?” he asked, voice low.

“Not when I’m the one choosing.”

That flipped something in him.

He grabbed me, spun me around, and shoved me face down on the bed.

His hands gripped my ass, kneading it hard before spreading me wide. Then he spat between my cheeks and slid two fingers inside me without warning—deep, fast, curling them until my hips jerked against the mattress.

“You don’t need prep,” he growled, fingers pumping. “You need to be taken.”

I moaned, breathless. “Then fucking take me.”

He unzipped, shoved his cock inside me in one brutal thrust.

No condom. No asking. No pause.

Just the slick stretch of him filling me fast and deep, burying himself to the base as I cried out and clawed the sheets.

His grip was bruising on my hips as he fucked me—hard, fast, ruthless. The sound of skin on skin echoed off the walls, each slap louder than the last. I buried my face in the pillow and screamed into it as his cock pistoned in and out of me like he was trying to fuck the defiance out of my body.

He didn’t hold back.

He fucked like he was claiming me.

Then he yanked out, flipped me onto my back, and shoved back in before I could catch my breath.

Now I could see him—see the look in his eyes as he watched me unravel.

“You don’t belong to your husband tonight,” he said, each word punctuated by a thrust. “You’re mine.”

I didn’t argue.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and whispered, “Then use me.”

And he did.

He fucked me until the bed creaked and the sheets were wet from sweat and slick.

He came hard, grunting into my neck, hips jerking as he emptied inside me, holding me so tightly it felt like possession.

I held him, too.

Not for affection.

For power.

Because I had picked him.

I had arranged this.

I had gone off the ledger.

And it made me wetter than anything Ethan had ever programmed into his precious fucking spreadsheet.



I slipped out of his suite barefoot—heels in hand, skin still buzzing, pussy still dripping with him.

In the elevator, I checked my phone.

Incoming Wire: $10,000

No message. No name.

Just a timestamp and a confirmation.

I laughed softly to myself.

Fuck the spreadsheet.

Back home, I couldn’t stop replaying it.

Not just the sex.

The choice.

The control I took. The rules I broke.

I wanted to tell Ethan. To tease him with it. To make him imagine it—every thrust, every moan, every drop of cum inside me that wasn’t his.

Maybe next time…
I’ll let him watch while I pick the man.
Or better yet…
I’ll make him beg to be on my list.


	 The Confession 




Ethan was already hard when I slid into his lap.

He’d been pacing the bedroom—tie loosened, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the edge of his chest. That look he got when he hadn’t touched me in days: all tight restraint and crackling tension, like a storm trapped under his skin.

He sat in the office chair, back straight, hands clenched on the armrests. A man still pretending to be in control.

I straddled him, bare beneath the hem of my robe, my cunt already slick from the idea of what I was about to say.

“You miss managing me?” I murmured, leaning in, letting my breath kiss his ear. “Miss picking out your little project dicks for me to play with?”

His hands slid up my thighs, gripping them hard.

“I miss watching you lose control,” he said, voice low.

I smiled—slow and knowing.

“Oh, baby…” I rolled my hips against the bulge in his pants, “…you have no idea how much control I’ve found lately.”



I unzipped him and pulled his cock free—thick, flushed, twitching in my hand. He was already leaking precum. Already desperate.

I stroked him slow, letting the tip nudge against the slick lips of my pussy, teasing him, dragging the head along my folds but not letting him in.

“I didn’t just pick Drew,” I whispered.

Ethan froze.

I kissed his throat—soft, almost sweet. My hand never stopped moving.

“I charged him.”

His eyes flicked to mine. “What?”

I let that settle. Just long enough to make it sting.

“I didn’t just fuck him,” I said. “I invoiced him.”

His breath hitched. His cock pulsed in my palm.

“You—what the fuck—”

I shut him up with my mouth. A deep kiss. Tongue. Teeth. Total dominance.

When I pulled back, my lips brushed his, and I whispered, “Ten grand.”



He stared at me like I’d set fire to his little ledger.

“Ten grand. For one night,” I repeated. “He wired it the next morning. Full amount. No hesitation.”

I smiled as I rubbed his cockhead against my entrance, teasing both of us.

“And you know why, babe? Because I chose him. Because I wasn’t some spreadsheet asset on a carefully managed fuck rotation. Because I said: this pussy is available—for a price.”

And then I sank down onto him.

One. Slow. Inch. At a time.

Until I was full. Until he was buried so deep inside me I could feel him in my throat.

He groaned like I was choking him from the inside.

I didn’t move yet.

Just sat there. Tight around him. Owning the moment.

“You made me a product,” I said, voice low and calm. “You brokered me like a luxury rental.”

Then I started to ride him.

Not fast. Not wild.

Controlled.

Slow, grinding rolls of my hips, squeezing his cock from the inside. Watching his eyes glaze. Watching his lips part in a moan he didn’t want to give me.

“But now,” I said, circling my hips, “I broker myself.”



Ethan’s head fell back. His hands gripped my waist like he needed an anchor.

“You let him pay you?” he asked, eyes dazed.

“Oh, baby…” I leaned in close, lips at his ear. “I let him beg me.”

I started to fuck him harder—wet, rhythmic slaps filling the room as my pussy swallowed him again and again.

“He got on his knees.”
Slap.
“Kissed my heels.”
Slap.
“Told me I was worth every dollar.”
Slap.
“And when I came on his face?” I purred, “I made him say thank you. Like a proper fucking client.”

Ethan came with a broken sound—a growl torn from his chest. His hips bucked up wildly, cock throbbing as he spilled inside me.

I didn’t stop.

I kept fucking him until he whimpered. Until he sagged under me, undone and used.

Only then did I slide off—slowly—his cum dripping from between my thighs, warm and messy.



I stood in front of him—naked, flushed, glistening with sweat and sex.

He looked wrecked. Drained. Still hard.

Still mine.

“I can still use your spreadsheet,” I said, walking toward the bathroom.

I paused at the doorway.

Then looked back over my shoulder, one eyebrow raised.

“Or…”

A slow smirk.

“…you can let me run the business for a while.”


	Old and Sold 


His name was Gerald.

Sixty-one. Married. Hedge fund legacy with too many homes, too many secrets, and a desperate, unspoken hunger I spotted the moment we shook hands in his office.

He’d heard about me. Through a whisper. A rumor.

Not as a slut.

Not as a hotwife.

As a professional problem solver.

He didn’t want sex.

Not in the way most men do.

He wanted access.

To my skin.
To my voice.
To the humiliating privilege of serving.



The arrangement was clean.

$15,000 for one evening. Cash.
No penetration.
No photos.
No discussion of what he was allowed to do.

Only what I allowed him to experience.



The room was candlelit when he arrived.

I wore a sheer black lace robe, open at the front. Nothing underneath except my skin, oiled and glowing. I stood barefoot, legs apart, hands clasped behind my back.

Gerald entered and immediately lowered his eyes.

“Take off your clothes,” I said, before he even spoke.

He obeyed.

Button by button. Fold by fold. Quiet. Careful. Until he stood naked before me—soft, pale, thick around the middle. His cock hung low. Unremarkable. That wasn’t why he was here.

“Crawl,” I said.

He dropped to his knees, aged skin against marble tile, and crawled to where I stood.

“Do you understand what tonight is?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I walked a slow circle around him, letting my fingers drag across his back, his ass, the tops of his thighs.

“It is not about what you want,” I whispered. “It’s about what I allow.”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”



I sat in the high-backed chair and crossed my legs.

“Look at them,” I said, lifting one bare foot in front of him.

He stared.

“You’ve been begging to worship what you can’t fuck,” I murmured. “So go on. Show me why you’re worth my time.”

He kissed the top of my foot.

Then the arch.

Then the sole—soft, wet, deliberate.

His lips were trembling. His breath shallow.

I moaned, softly, and let one hand slide between my thighs as he licked me from heel to toe like it was his last meal.



When he finished, I stood and placed the ball of my foot on his shoulder, pinning him to the floor.

“Now you’ll beg to taste what you can never own.”

I pulled the robe open and straddled his face.

He didn’t move—just opened his mouth like a man receiving communion.

I lowered my pussy onto his tongue with slow, precise control.

“Don’t stop unless I tell you.”



He licked with quiet desperation.

No rhythm. No tricks. Just surrender.

I gripped the top of the chair behind me and rolled my hips against his mouth, slowly grinding into his face. His tongue flicked, his lips suckled, and I felt the wet heat building deep in my belly.

“Not bad for an old man,” I purred.

He moaned into my cunt.

I slapped his face. Not hard—just enough.

“Quiet.”

He nodded without breaking contact.



When I came, I didn’t hide it.

I squirted into his mouth—just a spasm, just enough to make his eyes widen—and held him there until my thighs stopped shaking.

He was still rock-hard.

But untouched.

I stood, stepped away, and watched him pant on the floor like a dog that had tasted something forbidden.

“You may jerk off,” I said calmly, “but only when I say so.”

He nodded.

“And not a drop hits the floor. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”



He was already trembling. One hand wrapped around his cock, the other braced against the floor for balance. His eyes never left me—wide, glazed, desperate.

I stood over him, arms crossed, robe parted fully now, cunt glistening and used. My foot rested lightly on his thigh. A reminder. A presence.

“Now.”

He began stroking. Slow at first, then frantically. Each stroke made his breath hitch. His chest rose and fell like he was chasing air. Hips twitching. Face flushed.

“Eyes on me,” I said.

He obeyed.

When he came, it wasn’t loud—it was raw. A deep, guttural moan tore from his throat.

“Mistress—”

Thick ropes of cum shot across his belly, his chest, all the way to his throat. It pulsed out of him in waves, messy and hot.

He froze. Still panting. Unsure.

Judging by the volume, I thought, he’d been saving that for a very long time.

I tilted my head.

“Clean it, dirty boy.”

He didn’t hesitate. Swiped his fingers through the mess and brought them to his lips. Then again. And again. Until every drop was gone.

He licked his palm.

Then opened his mouth wide, tongue out, to show me it was gone.

No floor stains. No defiance.

Just shame. And devotion.

I didn’t even blink.

But I smiled.

Slow. Quiet. Controlled.

The kind of smile that says: You did well. But you’ll never be anything more than what I allow.



He left quietly. I didn’t offer conversation.

Only a nod.

The envelope with $15,000 remained untouched on the table.

As he stepped out into the hallway, I picked it up, held it to my nose, and smiled.

Respect, I thought.
This is what it smells like when it’s paid for.


	 The Shift 


Miami was the pivot.
Gerald was the proof.

After I charged Drew—and he paid—I realized what Ethan had never quite understood.
I wasn’t just the asset.
I was the product, the pitch, the entire damn market.

And if men were willing to fuck me for free…
They’d be begging to pay for access when I made the rules.

So I created a system.

I registered a shell company in the Caymans—consulting firm, luxury mentorship branding. Nothing overt. Everything plausible.
The invoices said Executive Intimacy Coaching.
The calendar said Discretion First.
The price tags said Try me and bleed green.

Every client was vetted.
They didn’t find me through ads.
They found me through whispers.
Through someone they knew who’d already knelt at my feet.

They messaged through encrypted apps.
Sent respectful inquiries.
Some wrote letters.
One left a single black card on my penthouse doorman’s desk.

No two sessions were the same.

Sometimes I let them touch.
Most of the time, they begged to watch me undress.
A few just wanted silence—my heels on their chest, my scent in their lungs, my foot pressing gently on the line between permission and punishment.

I charged consulting fees under a boutique firm registered in the Caymans.
Every appointment was framed as mentorship.
Luxury intimacy coaching.
Precision control with a human face.

I became a name no one said out loud.
Not in boardrooms. Not at country clubs. Not in the back seats of black cars where hands itched to text me again.

I wasn’t a service.
I was a secret.

They didn’t describe me to each other. They just said her—with a pause, a knowing glance, like saying too much might strip the magic from it.

I was beautiful, but not soft. Not safe.

The kind of beautiful that made men check their wedding rings before they approached—and check their balances after.

The kind of beautiful that didn’t try to be liked.

There were rumors.
That I’d destroyed marriages. That I’d fucked a senator. That I’d made a Fortune 500 CEO cry while kneeling in $5,000 shoes.

Maybe some of it was true.
Maybe I made sure it sounded that way.

It didn’t matter.
The fear only made them want me more.

And the lifestyle?

It changed.

I stopped looking at price tags.
I booked ocean-view suites by instinct.
I stopped waiting for Ethan to schedule my pleasure.
I started investing in it. Owning it.

I’d become the broker now.

The one making the list.
Setting the rules.
Getting paid.

And just when I thought I’d mastered the game with men—
she reached out.

Her email caught me off guard.

It was short. Careful.

“I heard about you through someone I trust. I’m not a man, but I’m married. I’ve never done anything like this. I just want to be told what to do. Please.”

Attached was a photo—subtle. A tight headshot, no smile, just soft brown eyes and lips pressed like she was holding back something she wanted badly.

Her name was Leah.
Thirty-two.
Upper East Side.
Married. Bored. Beautiful.



I didn’t respond for a week.

I wanted her to sit in her want.

When I finally wrote back, it was simple.

You’ll meet me at The Mercer, room 1405. No underwear. No jewelry. Hair down. Bring $2,000 in an envelope. Knock once, then kneel with the envelope in your mouth. If you hesitate, leave.



She knocked at 7:02 PM.

One soft rap.

Then silence.

I opened the door.

There she was—kneeling, head bowed, dark hair spilling over her bare shoulders. Her black coat was buttoned to her thighs. Envelope clutched gently between her lips.

She looked up at me.

Her eyes were already wet.

I stepped aside. “Come.”



She crawled in.

I didn’t speak right away.

Just circled her, slow. My heels clicked softly against the floor. I knelt beside her, pulled the envelope from her mouth, and opened it.

Twenty crisp hundreds.

I smiled.

“Good girl.”

She inhaled sharply, like I’d just spanked her.



I unbuttoned her coat.

Underneath: black slip dress, no straps, hugging her like she wanted to be owned. Her nipples were hard, barely hidden by the fabric.

“Stand up.”

She obeyed.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed again.

I walked around her, dragging a single nail down her spine.

“You’re trembling.”

“I’ve never done anything like this,” she whispered.

“Good,” I said. “It means I get to be your first kink”



I kissed her without warning.

Full lips—soft, warm, a little unsure.
She opened for me instantly. My tongue slipped into her mouth like I owned it, like I had every right to be there.
She whimpered against me.

I grabbed a handful of her dark hair and yanked her head back, making her gasp as her throat arched open.

“You don’t kiss back unless I say.”

Her voice trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

I smiled. “You’re learning.”



I stepped behind her and slowly unzipped her dress. The fabric slid down her body in a whisper and pooled at her feet.

She was completely bare beneath it.

No bra.
No panties.
Just soft, flushed skin. Exposed and waiting.

Her breasts were small, pert—nipples pink and tight, already begging for my attention. I cupped one in my palm, squeezing, then pinched it until she flinched.

“You like that?”

She nodded, eyes wide. Breath hitched.

I let my fingers drift down her flat stomach, then lower, until I found the smooth warmth between her thighs.

No hair.
Shaved bare—neat, pink, already wet.

Her pussy lips were slightly parted, glistening in the dim light. I ran my fingers over her slit, slow and teasing, until her knees buckled just a little.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did.

Her hands instinctively moved to cover herself, but I slapped them gently aside.

“Keep them behind your back.”

She obeyed.

I stepped closer. My hand slid up the inside of her thigh again—soft, trembling skin—and stopped just before her center.

“Spread for me.”

She opened her legs without a word. A perfect, obedient little thing. Her pussy glistened in the low light—slick, flushed, the lips puffy and aching.

I crouched down and pressed two fingers slowly inside her.

Knuckle-deep.

She gasped, hips jerking forward, thighs trembling.

“Already this wet?” I murmured. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

She nodded again, lower lip caught between her teeth.

I slid my fingers out, then back in, curling them just slightly to feel that sweet tension grip me tight.

Her walls clenched around me.

“Fuck, Mistress,” she whispered.

“I didn’t say you could speak.”

She bit her lip harder.

I stood, fingers still buried in her pussy, and kissed her jaw, then her neck.

“Good girl,” I whispered, pulling my fingers out—wet, slick, glistening with her.

I brought them to her lips.

“Clean it.”

She sucked my fingers into her mouth eagerly, tongue swirling, moaning faintly as she tasted herself.



I led her to the bed and pushed her down onto her back.

Her body stayed still—submissive, waiting.

I undressed slowly in front of her, unhurried, aware of the way her eyes tracked every inch of exposed skin.

When I stepped forward, her gaze dropped between my thighs and stayed there.

I climbed up and straddled her face—knees framing her cheeks, pussy hovering inches above her mouth.

She looked up, eyes wide, lips parted. Frozen.

I grabbed her chin.

“You want to be told what to do?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Then start here,” I said. “Make me come. No hands. No questions.”

Her tongue met me first—tentative, soft, shy little flicks against my slit.

I let out a low breath and tugged her hair tighter, grinding down a little more.

“Deeper,” I ordered.

She obeyed.

Her mouth opened wider, her tongue flattening against me. She licked from my dripping entrance up to my clit, long and slow, then again—firmer this time.

I groaned and rolled my hips, pressing into her face.

“That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

She caught my rhythm, her tongue teasing my clit in soft, wet circles. I could feel her moaning into me—vibrations sending heat straight through me.

My thighs tightened around her head. My grip on the headboard grew fierce. My breath came in short, ragged gasps.

“Fuck—yes—good girl, don’t you dare stop—”

The orgasm hit hard. My hips jerked. My cunt clenched. I came all over her tongue, rocking against her face, grinding it in. She didn’t stop. She took every drop.

When I finally pulled away, my legs were shaking.



I looked down at her—lips wet, chin shiny, cheeks flushed.

“Good girl,” I said softly.

“Touch yourself.”

She reached for her clit instantly, spreading her thighs wider, fingers moving in tight, desperate circles.

I sat back, legs still apart, and watched her unravel.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine as her breathing quickened.

“Come for me,” I said.

She let out a whimper—then a moan—and arched her back.

Her whole body trembled. Her pussy clenched around nothing. She came with a soft cry, lips parted, sweat glistening on her chest.



Afterward, she knelt again.

Her skin was still glowing. Her thighs were still twitching from the aftershocks.

I stood in front of her, placed my foot on her bare thigh.

She looked up at me like she was starving for another order.

“You’ll come back next week,” I said.

She nodded, flushed, still panting.

I smirked.

“And next time, you’ll bring a toy for me to use on you.”

She blushed. But she didn’t hesitate.

Her voice was soft, reverent.

“Yes, Mistress.”


	The Business of Want – Retainers and Requests 


As you know, it started as a kink.
Then a power trip.
Then something… else.

A business, I guess.
But only on paper.

I never advertised.
Never used my name.
Never needed a website or a social media trail.

Men like mine didn’t browse.
They whispered.
Shared me like a contact they couldn’t admit to saving.
An urban legend behind paywalls and privacy clauses.

A lawyer.
A surgeon.
A founder with too many NDAs and a weakness for feet.
A married woman who only came when someone else told her when she could.

My clientele was small—never more than five active at once.
Steady. Obedient. Generous.

And I didn’t just fuck them.
I curated the experience.
The perfume I wore.
The position I crossed my legs in.
The exact minute they were allowed to come—or not.

They didn’t pay for sex.
They paid for structure.
For stillness.
For silence wrapped in red lacquer and a soft no.



Some memories still stick.

The surgeon cried when I made him clean my heels with his tie. Said he hadn’t felt that small since his mother left.

The founder asked if he could pay in shares.
I told him my pussy wasn’t interested in stock options.

The married woman left a wet patch on the velvet chair and whispered thank you like it was the first time anyone made her come.

Another hedge fund guy begged to lick the floor where I’d walked.
I didn’t answer. I just stood still and let him.

One CEO requested silence — total, punishing silence — while he knelt under the table and breathed in the seat I’d just vacated. He called it “studying the residue of power.”

And one poet — yes, a real one — begged to sniff the worn silk of a week’s worth of “indiscretions,” sealed in an Hermès pouch I never washed.
I let him open it only with his tongue.
He wept. I narrated it to my husband, he seemed stumped.

One woman wired ten grand just to watch me seduce her husband from across a suite—while she sat in the corner, fingering herself in silence, biting her knuckle as I rode him slow and smiling.
She came when I told him he could finish in my mouth.

Another business owner wanted me to straddle his partner —cock inside me, heels digging into the mattress—while he watched from a chair, fists clenched, knowing he wasn’t allowed to speak.
When it was over, I let him kneel and clean my thighs with his tongue, like gratuitous tongue.

Another debonair brought me his wedding ring in a box.
I never wore it.
But I kept it.



They came to kneel.
To beg.
To bruise under command.

And they paid well to be ruined beautifully.

Some slipped envelopes under doors.
Others wired it discreetly to shell accounts Ethan helped set up when we still pretended I was just “consulting.”

The firm I built looked legitimate enough to answer casual questions—
and vague enough that no one ever asked twice.

Executive intimacy coaching.
Mentorship sessions.
Boutique lifestyle alignment.

Call it whatever kept their wives from checking their statements.

What I sold was control.



Within a year, I’d helped Ethan fund his second startup.
He was always good with code and capital—quiet systems, encrypted backends, tech that didn’t advertise itself.

Tech startups were his kink. Clean UX. Clean exits. Clean books no one could trace.

He handled backend systems like he handled me: quietly, efficiently, with just enough control to make it feel like dominance.

He never asked where the money came from.
He didn’t need to.

He saw it in the way I moved:
The wardrobe.
The polish.
The lethal calm of a woman who didn’t flinch anymore.
Who didn’t wait to be given.
Who never begged.



I rented a small studio space uptown—minimal, elegant, soundproof.
It looked like a therapist’s office.
Except no one came there to heal.
They came to break.

Some met me there.
Others I allowed into hotel suites booked under names that didn’t exist.
I never let anyone near my home.
Not even Leah.



No one knew what I did.
Not my sister.
Not my friends.
Not my therapist.
Not the yoga moms I had brunch with.

But sometimes, I’d sit at those tables, listen to them gripe about husbands who wouldn’t go down on them…
and I’d cross my legs a little tighter.
Because while they were clipping coupons and planning surprise parties—

I was sitting on ten grand a week,
with a client list that read like the guest list at Davos,
and people waiting three months just to hear me say no.



I wasn’t a wife anymore.
I was the broker.
The boss.
The woman you wired money to just to ask for permission to breathe.

And I was just getting started.


	The Congressman’s Mouth 


He arrived in silence.

Backseat of a black town car. No driver interaction. No security. Just a man in a crisp navy suit, cufflinks flashing like the lies he wore every day on Capitol Hill.

Congressman M.
Fifty-five.
Three-term incumbent.
Champion of “family values,” anti-sex legislation, and suburban America’s illusion of clean hands and straight spines.

And now, he stood in my doorway, his lips parted like he couldn’t breathe until I gave him permission. The same mouth that once said porn was a public health crisis.



He didn’t speak.

Just held up a white envelope with both hands.

I took it slowly, running a single gloved finger across the edge.

I opened it without breaking eye contact.

$25,000. Neatly banded. No note. No scent. No name.

Exactly as promised.

I nodded once. “Remove your shoes. Strip to your shirt and tie.”

He obeyed.

His shoes came off neatly. Then his pants. Socks. Boxers. He left on the white button-up and that expensive blue silk tie. He stood at attention, cock already stiff, slightly flushed from the shame of his own desire.

“Crawl.”



The floor was heated slate.

He sank to his knees and moved slowly across it—knees brushing the smooth stone, arms behind his back like a servant, head bowed.

I walked barefoot in front of him.

Let the black silk of my open corset sway gently over my hips. I’d worn nothing beneath—just sheer thigh-highs, a garter, and a gloved hand to match.

I said nothing.

He didn’t look up until I sat on the edge of the chaise longue and crossed my legs.

“Eyes on me.”



He looked.

Not at my face—between my thighs. My pussy was bare, plump, glistening faintly from the oil I’d rubbed in minutes before he arrived. My scent had already begun to fill the air. Warm. Sweet. Slightly musky.

“Do you know what I did before you got here?”

He shook his head.

“I touched myself while watching a video of you giving a speech about ‘preserving traditional families.’ I came twice.”

He let out a low, pained sound.

His cock twitched. He didn’t move to touch it.

I leaned forward slightly. “Do you know what that makes you?”

He nodded, barely breathing. “My shame is yours, Mistress.”



I stood up.

Walked behind him.

He stayed kneeling—shivering now.

“Hands on the floor,” I said. “Ass in the air. Face down.”

He obeyed.

His white shirt tightened across his shoulders as he bent. I climbed onto the back of the chaise, bent over the armrest, and pulled my ass open slowly with both gloved hands.

“Crawl to me.”

I didn’t look back. I just held myself wide and still.

He moaned when he saw it—my puckered hole, slick and freshly shaven, presented to him like an offering.

“Use your tongue. Only your tongue. Make yourself useful.”



His mouth met me with immediate reverence.

His breath hitched as his tongue began to circle, slow and tentative. I could feel the shame vibrating off his lips with every flick.

I didn’t react—not at first.

I just held position, leaning into the armrest, my body still, like I was above the act entirely.

His tongue pressed deeper.

I sighed, just barely.

“You will not stop until I say.”



He licked like a man starving for approval.

Soft at first, then firmer, more insistent. His nose pressed between my cheeks. I could hear his breath grow ragged, could feel his chin slick with spit.

I let out a low moan and tilted my hips back against his face.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Now show me you can keep rhythm. Flatten your tongue. Make it slow. Like you're kissing your legacy goodbye.”

He whimpered.

I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were closed. His cock dripped against his own thigh—full, purple, untouched.



Minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen. Maybe more.

He was shaking by the time I pulled away.

Not from exhaustion.

From emotion.

His face was wet. Not just from my body—but from the quiet tears sliding down his cheeks.

I turned slowly.

“You were raised to lead men,” I said. “But you were built to kneel.”

He nodded, mouth open, lips still wet with me.

“May I—may I please—”

“Speak?”

He nodded again.

“Beg.”



He dropped fully to his stomach, pressing his cheek against the floor.
“Please let me come, Mistress. Please. I need it. I’ll pay double next time.”

“You were elected to lead men,” I said. “But you were built to kneel.”

He nodded; face still pressed to the slate like it could absorb his guilt.

I stood over him, placed the ball of my foot against his cheek, then slid it slowly across his lips.

“You’ll come,” I whispered. “But you’ll do it with your mouth full of my taste. And you’ll clean it up like the dirty little lawmaker you are.”

He groaned. Shivered.

I stepped away and nodded.

“Do it.”



He came hard—hands still behind his back, cock untouched, tongue licking the floor as he spilled across the stone.

He sobbed when it hit.

I said nothing.

Just watched.

Until he went still, face red, breathing shallow.



He dressed in silence.

Left without a word.

Didn’t even look back.



I locked the door, pulled the drapes, and sank into the chaise with a glass of champagne and the envelope heavy in my lap.

The city lights burned below me.

No smile. No sigh. Just the silence of money earned and control maintained.
Naked. Still slick with him. Unbothered.
“God, I love this fucking job.”


Chapter 9: The Shaikh

He had seven wives.

Each one a silk-draped jewel from a different kingdom.
Educated. Obedient. Devoted.

He didn’t need me.

And that’s exactly why I agreed to go.



I was flown in without ceremony — no name, no welcome, just coordinates and a jet.

A silver G700 with white leather seats and a single velvet box waiting on the table.
Inside: a necklace of heavy gold links, cool against my skin, engraved in Arabic script.

A card beneath it read:

“This is not payment. This is prelude.
Wear only this.”

No signature.

But I already knew the name.

Shaikh Rami Al-Fahd.

Oil fortune. Weapons contracts. Quiet investor in three governments.
The kind of man who didn’t live in palaces — he built empires so he could shape them.



The fortress was carved directly into the rock, hidden in the folds of the Saudi desert.
No staff. No guards in sight.

But every breath I took felt watched.

He waited for me barefoot in a silk robe — chest bare, skin the color of burnished bronze, dark eyes deep enough to swallow planets.

He was younger than I expected.
Maybe late thirties.
But he radiated the kind of confidence only born from absolute control.

And yet, when he looked at me, he didn’t see a plaything.

He saw a peer.



“You are not one of my wives,” he said.
“You are not for keeping.”
“You are a rare taste. One I will remember.”

I didn’t speak. I didn’t bow.

I simply removed my coat, revealing my bare skin beneath the gold necklace, and said:

“Then taste.”



He didn’t move at first.
He just stared — slow, appraising — the way a collector stares at a forbidden piece of art before he breaks the rules to own it.

And then he crossed the room and grabbed me.

No hesitation.

One hand to my throat, the other sliding down between my thighs, middle finger dragging through wetness I didn’t bother hiding.



His kiss was all tongue and heat.
Hungry. Unforgiving.

He tasted like cardamom and lust.
His lips crushed mine as he pushed me back against the cold stone wall and lifted me with nothing but his arms — his grip under my thighs iron-strong.

And then… I felt him.

Hard. Thick. Massive.

His cock was heavy against my stomach, already leaking, already pulsing with need.

When he freed it, it slapped against my belly with weight and heat.

Thick. Veined. Dark. Beautiful.

At least nine inches, maybe more. The biggest I have seen even in flicks. Girth like a closed fist.
The kind of cock that ruins you — not just physically, but spiritually. The answer to why he had so many happy wives and satisfied concubines.

He saw the way my breath caught.

He smiled.

“You are wet for something you should fear.”



He didn’t undress me. I was already naked.
He didn’t tease. He didn’t ask.

He took.

He bent me over the carved stone table — the necklace clinking softly against my collarbones — and ran the head of his cock along my slick folds, slow, deliberate, pressing against my entrance just enough to make my thighs tremble.

Then he slammed into me.

No warning.

Just a brutal, claiming thrust that knocked the air out of my lungs.

“Say my name.”

I moaned.

“Say it.”

“Rami…”

And then he fucked me.



He was relentless.

Every thrust was deep and brutal, driving me into the stone like he meant to imprint me into its memory.

He held my wrists behind my back with one hand, pulling me onto his cock with the other.

My pussy stretched around him — painfully at first, then perfectly.
It hurt. It burned.
And then it felt like worship.

My moans echoed through the chamber, bouncing off stone and silence.

He groaned in Arabic — raw, animal sounds, praising how tight I was, how deep he was inside me.

He reached around and grabbed my throat, tilting my head back.

“You will remember this,” he whispered against my ear, hips still slamming into me.
“You will feel me for days.”



When I came, I shattered.
Clenching hard around him, toes curling, legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through the orgasm, then flipped me onto my back, lifted my legs to his shoulders, and took me again.

Deeper. Rougher.

His cock so deep I could feel it pressing inside my stomach.

I was moaning shamelessly now — ruined, wrecked, wet and open and completely owned.



He finally pulled out, gripped his cock tight, and finished all over my breasts, my lips, my belly.

Thick ropes of cum marking me like a signature.

Then he dropped to his knees and licked me clean — every inch.

When his tongue met my pussy again, I came a second time, so violently I cried out his name like a curse.



We collapsed together, breathless and sweat-soaked, on silk pillows and stone.
His hand lazily traced the curve of my breast.
He lit a cigarette — Turkish, clove-scented — and stared at the vaulted ceiling like he was praying.

And then, without looking at me, he said:

“You should meet Reya.”
“She’s the only woman who’s ever walked out of my bedroom with more than I gave her.”
“She’d appreciate your class.”

He took a slow drag. Exhaled heat.

“And she gives gifts that last.”

He exhaled a slow stream of smoke and finally turned to look at me.
Naked. Marked. Breathing like I’d just survived a goddamn war.

There was no ego in his gaze.

Just knowing.

Like he’d carved his name into me, and knew I’d never forget how it felt.
And maybe he wouldn’t either.

We lay there in silence — not awkward, not tender.
Just full.
Like two empires after a treaty.

He touched the inside of my thigh one last time — slow, reverent — and pressed his mouth to it like a seal.

Then he rose, bare and composed, and slipped out of the room without a sound.

When it was over, we said nothing.

He helped me stand, kissed my wrist like I was royalty, and left the room.

An hour later, a server brought me tea.
With it, a leather envelope.

Inside: a wire confirmation for $1.2 million.

And a note, in his handwriting:

“You are not one of my wives.
You are a storm I let destroy me for one night.”



I left that morning.
No goodbye. No kiss.

Because I wasn’t meant to stay.

And I’m not interested in being anyone’s harlot — not even a king’s.

But he didn’t want a harlot.

He wanted a woman he couldn’t keep.

And I gave him exactly that.


Chapter 10: The Heirloom

It started with a necklace.

Not an invitation.
Not a message.
Not a promise.

A gift — too deliberate to be innocent.

Platinum links. Emerald centerpiece.
Cartier, 1937.
One of one — rumored to have been worn by a duchess the night she seduced a king into declaring war just to keep her in his bed.

It arrived in a black velvet box, hand-delivered by a courier who didn’t make eye contact.

No receipt.
No signature.
No return address.

Just a note, handwritten in black ink on thick, cream stock:

“Worn once by my grandmother when she seduced a king.
Now I want to see it around your throat.”
— R.

No full name.

But I didn’t need one.

I already knew.



Her name was Reya Kavoor.

Shipping heiress.
Twice divorced. Once widowed.
Her family controls six major port cities and half the world’s discreet maritime movement — oil, commodities, arms, and secrets.

I’d heard whispers about her since Singapore.
Seen her from a distance at select events.

But I only came to know her through a man who rarely spoke of others.

Shaikh Rami Al-Fahd.

It was after the second round — I was still dripping down the inside of my thigh, his cum cooling on my belly — when he lit a cigarette and said:

“You should meet Reya.”

“She’s the only woman who’s ever walked out of my bedroom with more than I gave her.”

“She’d appreciate your class.”

Then he smiled, slow and secretive.

“And she gives gifts that last.”



Two weeks later, the necklace arrived.

And I understood.



We had met once, years earlier, at a black-tie charity gala in Vienna.
I was on Ethan’s arm in a slit black Versace, lips the color of blood.
She was in tailored white satin, no jewelry, bidding on a Fabergé egg with one hand and slowly stroking the stem of her champagne glass with the other — her eyes locked on me the entire time.

She didn’t speak to me.

She didn’t need to.

Predators don’t introduce themselves.

They recognize each other.



The formal invitation came three days later.

Embossed stationery. Private courier.

“A three-night stay at my vineyard in Tuscany.
Come alone. Bring nothing but the necklace.”

And a final line, beneath the signature:

“I don’t chase. I collect.”



So I went.



The estate was perched on a hill flanked by black cypress and sprawling silence.
No staff. No security.

Just a locked wrought iron gate and one woman waiting barefoot in a silk robe with a bottle of Barolo in hand.

She didn’t greet me with words.

She opened the gate, stepped forward, kissed both my cheeks like we were old lovers reunited, and pressed a thick document folder into my hands.

A contract.

“You stay for three nights.”
“You wear the necklace and nothing else.”
“I own every orgasm.”
“In return,” she smiled, “you leave with the villa.”



I laughed.

She didn’t.



Night One

She didn’t touch me.

She watched.

Watched me undress in front of a roaring stone fireplace.
Watched me slide naked into a sunken marble bath filled with bergamot oil and crushed rose petals.
Watched me lie across her lap on the velvet couch while I fed myself truffle cheese and slow sips of Brunello, the emerald pendant resting just above the swell of my breasts.

She talked the entire time — calm, amused, cutting.

Warships. Hostile takeovers.
Lovers who broke contracts just to get back into her bed.

But she never touched me.
Not once.

When she finally knelt before me, it wasn’t to part my legs.

It was to unclasp the necklace.

She kissed the hollow it had rested in,
then my throat,
then my navel —
and stopped.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered.
“I want to earn the right to taste you.”

She left me there — glistening, pulsing, unsatisfied.

It was cruel.
It was calculated.

And it worked.



Night Two

She bound my wrists with her own Hermes scarf.
Laid me bare across a lacquered black piano bench, my thighs parted wide, wrists tied behind my back like an offering.

“I want to know what a broker begs like,” she said, brushing her fingers up my inner thigh.

I didn’t beg.

I turned my head. Met her gaze. And smiled.

“You want to taste me?”
“You ask.”

She held my stare for three seconds too long.
Then dropped to her knees without a word.



She kissed the inside of my knees.
Then the crease of my thighs.
And when she finally put her mouth on my pussy, she moaned — like she’d been starving and finally allowed to feast.

She licked with reverence.
Tongue flat and wide, slow at first, then deeper, hungrier —
as if she was trying to drink me into memory.

When I came, she shook.

When I came again, she did — hands trembling, thighs clenched, moaning against my cunt like she couldn’t separate pleasure from worship.

She came from tasting me.
And I let her.



Night Three

No words. No games.

She undressed me slowly.
Reverently.
Like she was unwrapping a sacred thing she already believed belonged to her.

She poured aged Chianti across my breasts.
Licked it off in slow, shaking strokes.

Then she fucked me — hard, deep, with the urgency of a woman who had conquered empires, men, oceans… but not me.

We didn’t make love.

We devoured each other.

My wrists pinned.
Her fingers inside me.
My mouth on her collarbone as she bit down on mine.

It wasn’t tender.
It was desperate.
Necessary.

“You make me feel seventeen,” she whispered against my neck, just before she came, shuddering and soaked, clutching my hip like a lifeline.

“You make me feel dangerous again.”

And I knew she meant it.



The next morning, I woke to find a single velvet folder on the bed.

Inside: a deed.
The vineyard.
Signed over.
Irrevocable.

I never asked for it.

But I’ve learned something about women like Reya — and men like the Shaikh who refer you to them.

When power meets power,
submission becomes a currency of respect, not shame.



Now the villa is mine.

I go twice a year.

It’s where I train my top-tier consultants — the women who want more than tips on sex or seduction.

They want what I have.

They want to be the kind of woman someone gives away real estate for —
not for love.
Not even for lust.
But because pleasing you once is worth more than owning a vineyard.



The necklace?

Still mine.

Still cold.

Still kissed by royalty and now blessed by surrender.

I only wear it when I want to be worshipped.

Which, lately, is often.


Chapter 11: The Retention Game

People always say sex sells.

That’s only half true.

Sex gets attention.
Control keeps it.



Men don’t come back to me because I make them come.

They come back because I don’t.

Because I leave them wanting.
Because I leave them unfinished, even when they finish.
Because, for the first time in their lives, someone looked them dead in the eye and said:

“You’re not here to fuck me.
You’re here to earn me.”

And most of them?
They’ve never had to earn anything real before.
Not in bed.
Not in boardrooms.
Not in marriages built on autopilot and obligation.

I’m the exception that exposes their whole dull pattern.



I don’t run an escort service.
I don’t spread my legs for rent money.

I run a retention business.

Every sigh is deliberate.
Every orgasm? Part of a loyalty strategy.

You want the next session?
You wire the money before you unzip your pants.

"You want to taste me again?" I ask.
And we both know what I mean.
You ask permission.

And maybe, just maybe, I let you.
Or maybe I tell you to crawl silently while I scroll my emails,
my heel resting on your cheek,
and I let you cry into my foot—quietly, reverently.

And the wild thing?

They love it.

Because I make the power feel personal.

Some gifts are sacred.
Like the Tuscan villa Reya gave me.
She still visits sometimes.
Not as a client — but as a woman who understands what we are



We take six vacations a year now.

Paris in the spring.
Kyoto in the fall.
Aspen in between.

Ethan’s colleagues ask how we do it.
How we afford the good life without flaunting it.
Without the influencer noise. Without the hustle.

He just smiles.

Sometimes he says we have “private investments.”
Sometimes he says I’m “consulting.”

He’s not lying.

I run a refined private consulting firm.
Women set their own prices — I take 10%.

I’ve already tested the model:

	One woman in Milan. 
	Two in New York. 


They don’t advertise.
They don’t need to.
I trained them in discretion.
In scent.
In stillness.
In silence that bends men to their knees.

And for those three? I keep 20%.
Quietly. Cleanly.

I’m not building a stable.
I’m building a standard.

Because this world doesn’t need more whores.

It needs brokers.

Women who know their worth —
and charge tax on top.



No, none of the wives suspect.

They just think I’m well-kept.
That I have “good skin.”
That Ethan is still obsessed with me after all these years.

He is.

He should be.



Sometimes, when we’re flying first class and I’m sipping champagne barefoot,
I catch him watching me.

Not just with love.

With pride.
With a little fear.
With the quiet knowing that I could walk away at any moment…

…but I don’t.

Because I like what we’ve built.
Because it’s mine.



Lately, I’ve been thinking of expanding.

Maybe a mentorship program.
A luxury retreat. Invite-only.
Curated training for women who want more than just tips on fucking with finesse.

Women who want to learn how to own their power.
Every inch. Every sigh. Every stare.

Not for men.
For us.

Because this was never just about sex.

This was about making powerful people say “please” on their knees —
and meaning it.



Talia, 41
Wife. Broker. Mistress.
Architect of my own damn empire.
And yes—still accepting clients.
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