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Chapter 1





I
 leaned back in my computer chair, editing some clips. The fan was blasting and the summer heat had hit its peak.

My name’s Ryan, and I’d just wrapped up my first year at CSUN, California State University Northridge. Honestly, I was glad it was over. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to starting the second year, either. To me, it all felt like a giant waste of time. I never went to parties, and I didn’t have many friends either.

I was mostly there because I didn’t want to disappoint my mother. Making short films was fun, some of them even turned out pretty cool, but I could easily do that on my own. My grades were top-notch, and my mother always bragged about them to her sister and her friends. It meant a lot to hear how proud she was of me, especially because I felt the same way about her.

At nineteen, I lived with a woman named Diana, the closest person I ever had to a mother. She was a kind woman in her early forties who had adopted me when I was ten. My dad had walked out when I was little, and I did my best to bury any memory of him. My biological mother died of a drug overdose when I was young, so I ended up living with Diana until she officially adopted me at the age of ten.

Diana had been a model in the past and had once worked with my biological mother, but after becoming pregnant with my older adoptive sister, Diana began to distance herself from that world. By the time she adopted me, she had left it behind completely.

She’d been wise with her savings and now she worked as a florist. She loved flowers, and she always smelled like one.

“Ryan?” Her voice called up the stairs as she’d just gotten home. “I cut up some fruit. Come down and get a plate.”

I stood, stretching, the weight of the heat and the hours in front of the screen pressing into my back. The fan did little to help, but the thought of a cold bite of watermelon was enough to get me moving.

Heading downstairs, I stepped out onto the terrace and saw Diana, my mother. She sat at the edge of the shaded patio, the sun spilling over her shoulders. She wore a knee-length, white and rosy summer dress, just snug enough to hint at the body beneath. She looked up, smiling, and for a second, I was reminded of how gorgeous she was. Tall, elegant, and ungodly attractive. Her cheekbones were perfect and high, and long, dark blonde hair framed her face and shimmered like gold where the sun touched it. She also had a flower tucked behind her ear, like the cherry on top. She was slightly toned but didn’t work out, spending time in the garden was enough to keep her in shape. She looked like something out of a dream, yet completely real. I’d inherited her height and hair, something I was grateful for, but certainly not her confidence or optimism.

I sat beside her, trying not to make it obvious how I’d check her out now and then. She shifted, inching her hips just a little closer to mine as she handed me a plate of slices of watermelon, mango, and cold grapes.

“Something to cool you down with,” she said happily. She took a bite of a grape, its juices trickling down her chin and onto the upper curves of her tan breasts.

“Thanks,” I said and reached for a slice of watermelon. “How’s your day?”

“I was a bit late. A bunch of customers showed up at the last minute,” she said. “I couldn’t just close the door in their faces.”

“You’re too sweet for that.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek, her lips still stained with juice.

“So,” she said, sucking the juice from her finger with a smack, “how are you feeling now that it’s summer?”

I smiled but it quickly wavered, reaching for a piece of mango. “I’m just glad freshman year is over.”

“Why?” she asked. “You have the best grades in the class.”

It wasn’t the first time I’d told her I didn’t enjoy it there. “I never really fit in. I think I can do better on my own, honestly.”

She nodded, letting me talk. That was one of the things I loved most about her. She always listened.

“I don’t feel like I have much to learn there … and partying isn’t my thing, exactly.”

Her hand rested lightly on my forearm. “Ryan, I don’t want you to feel like you have to go back if you don’t want to. I won’t force you into anything.”

I looked at her, touched. A little ache stirred in my chest. “I know. I just don’t want to disappoint you.”

She smiled, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear, showing off her blue eyes that looked like two pieces of sapphire. “That’s nonsense. You know what would disappoint me? Seeing you do something you hate just because you think you have to.”

“But I don’t want to be an embarrassment to you.”

She paused, then added in her caring voice, “I’m your mother, Ryan. And I love you no matter what. That’s not going to change.”

I smiled as warmth bloomed in my chest. “I love you too. And thanks. I really do appreciate you saying that.”

Without a word, she leaned in and pressed her lips to my cheek again, a light touch that spread a sweet warmth throughout my core. When she pulled away, she left a faint, damp imprint of her kiss behind. “Keep in mind, starting something on your own is a lot more challenging than just getting good grades. So you’ll always be my pride, no matter what.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a little better knowing I still had options.

We ate the fruit together, enjoying the breeze and the sounds of the twittering birds.

When there wasn’t a grape left, she glanced over. “I was thinking of heading to the mall with my sister. Want to tag along? Maybe find some new clothes?”

I shrugged. “I’m good.”

She arched her brow. “Come on. You’ve grown past half your wardrobe. Let me buy you something,” she said playfully and ruffled my hair.

I laughed. “I’m not sure, if you want to buy me something then that’s fine, but I’d like to stay here for now.”

“What do you want?” she asked as if it were the least she could do.

“Maybe just a white shirt or something simple.”

She kissed me again, this time on the other cheek, and stood up with a stretch, pushing her breasts skyward. She was well-endowed on top of it, her breasts reminding me of two watermelons that she kept hidden under her dress, probably just as sweet and juicy. After the stretch, she caught me looking at her chest, and she just smiled. “Alright, I’m leaving now,” she said.

I followed her to the front door, watching from the steps as she made her way to the car. Her hips swayed naturally, that dress hugging every motion in a way that was impossible to ignore. The hem rode just high enough to offer glimpses of her long, sun-kissed legs. There was something mesmerizing about the way her calves flexed with each stride, the subtle curve of her thighs drawing my gaze like gravity.

I swallowed, unable to stop myself from thinking about how ridiculously attractive she was. “Drive safe.”

“Will do.” As she reached the car, she turned, smiled, and blew me a kiss before slipping behind the wheel.

I caught it in the air and smiled to myself.

After she left, I headed back upstairs, trying to distract myself. But the truth pulsed hot between my legs. My erection hadn’t gone down since she kissed me. I had a theory: because I was so sexually deprived, and the only woman I talked to was her, I couldn’t stop fantasizing about her in every way imaginable. It didn’t help that she had a playful, flirtatious side, but that was definitely one of the things I loved most about her. But that didn’t stop the images that flashed through my mind: her warm lips, her feminine voice, and the way she looked in that dress, a supermodel. The way she said she loved me made me misinterpret it completely.

I shook my head, trying to push those taboo thoughts down. Still, the heat of guilt tangled with the heat of desire, and neither would let go.

Someone knocked at the door. My heart jumped, and for a second, I thought, or hoped, it was her again. Maybe she forgot something, another kiss if I were lucky. I headed downstairs and opened the door.

It wasn’t Diana.

But a stunning blonde woman stood there in high heels, a pencil skirt and a blouse too tight for her that showed off some round gravity defying breasts that definitely were enhanced. She held a slim leather folder. Her hair was loose, and she smiled politely, but her eyes, those pale blue eyes, were glassy with unshed tears.

She tilted her head just enough to lower her gaze, letting the rim of her glasses slip down her nose. Her eyes met mine, not through the lenses, but directly.

“Ryan Steele?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s me.”

She tilted her head back again, so she looked at me through her glasses. “My name’s Miss Raven. I was your father’s lawyer, but not any longer.” She drew in a deep, troubling breath. “Unfortunately, he passed away in a car accident the other day.”

I wrinkled my nose and let out a sigh, my hand still on the door although I wanted to close it badly now. Memories of my father were few, and never positive on top of it. My father had been an entrepreneur, or a pimp if we were being honest. He’d built an adult empire so famous and vast, that he’d had more lovers than I could count. There was never time for me. I was just another bastard born from his self-indulgent harem.

“I couldn’t care less,” I said flatly and narrowed my eyes on her. “He was never a part of my life.”

I started to close the door, but Miss Raven reached out, stopping it with her palm. “Ryan … your father, Milton Steele, left behind a last will and testament. I am here to read it to you, as per his instructions. He stated it must be delivered in person … and alone.”

I blinked, thrown off by the formality of her words. But as I looked at her again, her figure, her heels and the perfectly curated beauty with sadness behind her eyes, I realized she was exactly the kind of bombshell my father would’ve surrounded himself with. She wasn’t a charlatan, and this wasn’t some scam.

I stepped back and opened the door a little wider. “Alright,” I said and decided to give her a chance. “I’m listening.”

She cleared her throat. “To my son, Ryan:

If you’re hearing this, I’m gone. I never got to teach you much. I wasn’t there in the ways you needed—I know, and I understand why you’re still holding a grudge. I don’t blame you. I don’t judge you for it. I know exactly how it feels since I was abandoned as a child too.

But I want to give you something now. Everything I built—the magazine, the house and the empire—it’s yours.

It won’t make sense at first. You’ll feel unworthy, and that’s okay. I once did too.

But you have something they don’t: hunger, intelligence and a loyal mother.

Those will take you further than arrogance ever did, and when I look back and think of all the children I’ve fathered, you’re the only one who fits my criteria.

But don’t try to be me. Be something better. Whether you like it or not, my blood flows through your veins, and I truly believe you’ll build something greater.

Diana and Miss Raven will guide you. The house will change you. And one day, you’ll understand why I chose you.”

~ Milton Steele.


P.S. I have a separate letter to Diana. It’s up to her if she wants to share it with you.”

Miss Raven closed it with a snap and informally smiled at me. I stared at her in disbelief. “Th-this … this can’t be real. I don’t even know how to … I mean, I’ve never … I’ve never even kissed a girl.” I could barely even speak, just stuttering like a dumb teenager.

“Your father knows that, but apart from being a power-hungry playboy, he was also very intelligent and knew how to forecast. That’s a skill you have to be endowed with as an entrepreneur. Remember, he has hundreds of heirs, yet he chose you. He did so for a good reason. Take your time, and this is the letter for Diana or your adoptive mother. You can tell her I say hi, I knew her well back in the day.”

“Sure,” I said, accepting her letter and will.

Miss Raven smiled one last time and then turned around and strode off to her brand-new Mercedes, her high heels clacking against driveway. I closed the door, locked it, and stood there for a moment, trying to process what I’d just heard. Then I dropped onto the couch like my legs gave out.

My father was dead. That part I could handle pretty easily. But the rest? That he left his entire adult empire to me? That part didn’t make sense.

I stared at the wall, numb and utterly confused.

I was sure I wanted nothing to do with him. For years, I’d told myself he meant nothing. He was a sleaze, a ghost, someone who didn’t deserve space in my head. He probably had a finger in my biological mother’s death since I imagined drugs flowed there easily.

I knew I looked a bit like him, same jawline and, the same dark eyes maybe, but that was where it ended. Or at least I thought it did.

Now I wasn’t so sure. Why would he want me to take over something like that? I wasn’t anything special. I was shy and awkward. I’d never accomplished anything worth mentioning besides being a good student.

A playboy? A businessman? Me?

It sounded ridiculous. But somewhere beneath the shock and confusion, I felt something else, something I didn’t want to admit right away.

I was curious and felt a hunger for adventure. Because when you’ve lived your whole life invisible when you’re a virgin with zero experience, even something as twisted as an adult empire starts to sound enticing.

I ran my fingers over the sealed envelope meant for my mother. The paper was thick, and expensive, like everything else about my father, apparently. What could he possibly have written to her? And why separate letters?

All these questions just ended up giving me a headache. I tried to put the will and letter aside, trying to come up with something to do, but I just ended up sitting there for hours. Time just flew by and then it was evening.

I heard the front door open. Diana walked in, bags in hand and a smile on her face.

“Got you a couple of things,” she called out. “I think you’ll like them.”

I stood up as she came into the living room, but I must have looked off. Her smile faded the second I said, “Hey.”

She narrowed her eyes slightly, setting the bags down. “Ryan, what happened?”

I sat back on the couch and motioned to the folder on the coffee table. I drew in a deep breath. “A lawyer stopped by. She worked for my dad.”

Once she heard me mentioning my dad, she nodded quietly and probably knew what this was about. I hadn’t mentioned my father in years. “That’s the will he left,” I said. “You may read it if you wish.”

Diana sat beside me and picked up the folder, flipping it open. She read it. Her breathing slowed, then deepened. When she finished, she sat back and drew in a long, steady breath.

Then she turned to me, her voice low but firm. “Where’s the letter?”

I nodded and reached into the folder, pulling out the sealed envelope addressed in that familiar handwriting. I handed it to her without a word.

She cleared her throat. “I’ll read it out loud, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Hi, Diana, if you’re holding this, then I’m gone. And I’ve left Ryan the empire I once swore he’d never see. I know how that sounds. I can already picture that look on your face, half fury and half heartbreak.

You were right to leave after the death of his biological mother, and I have much respect for you for having raised him and being there for him when he needed it the most. Right to raise him away from velvet sheets and the turbulence that comes with this business. You gave him something I never could: normalcy and a humble, loyal upbringing.

And yet I still believe he belongs there now, not as a customer, not as a lost boy, but as a man with the soul to lead.

I don’t expect forgiveness. But I do hope you remember the early days, before the name and the empire when it was just you in that corner suite with your pink silk robe and that feminine, caring laugh no one could quiet. I fell in love with that confident, optimistic and playful woman, even if I didn’t know how to keep her.

Ryan is the most competent son I have, not spoiled by luxury or women. That’s why I’m asking you, one last time, to walk back through that door, not for me, but for him. Not to live there, but to guide him through it.

You knew the house. You knew me. You knew what it meant to hold power and resist it. He’s going to need someone like that, especially when the girls start circling and the taxman demands an answer.

Help him learn when to lead… and when to listen.

No one else can teach him that except for you.

— Milton


P.S. I always kept your robe. It still smells like strawberries and defiance.
 ”

The longer she looked at it, the tighter her jaw got. When she finally set the letter down, there was an awkward silence between us.

“You don’t look too happy,” I said.

Diana glanced at me, then looked away. “I’m not.”

“Are you alright?” I asked, gently patting her thigh and feeling bad for her.

“I’m not sure,” she said honestly.

I frowned. “I don’t get it. Why would he want me to inherit all this?”

She hesitated then nodded. “I do get it. I knew this was coming.”

“How?”

Her eyes welled up. “With time, you’ll learn.”

“Now what?”

“You’re a man, Ryan. And legally an adult. It’s up to you.”

I leaned back. “I have to think about it … it’s quite a lot to process.”

“That’s fine.” She reached for a tissue and dried her eyes. There weren’t many tears but enough to make me feel a bit bad for her.

“What exactly is the business?” I asked. “I’ve tried to forget all about it. I know it’s one of the most popular adult magazines.”

“It’s much more than that. Your father built an empire. The magazine was the face of it, but it was just one part. There are cam sites, escort directories, tube sites, dating platforms. You name it, he had a hand in it. He wanted a hand in everything that had to do with sex and women. He held a monopoly on almost everything.”

“Isn’t a magazine enough?”

She sighed. “Power. And women. He had a big appetite for both. I knew him well, but he had a secretive side. But I’m pretty sure pussy came before anything else.”

I shifted awkwardly. Talking about sex with her, with my mother, still felt weird.

She noticed. “If you’re seriously considering this, we’ll have to be open about things. Sooner rather than later.”

I nodded slowly. “Sure.”

“It’s not all glamorous,” she added. “There are dark parts to this world. Money laundering, tax evasion and backstabbing competitors. Girls who’ll use you to get ahead. It’s a turbulent world since so many want to be a part of it.”

I sat there, listening and trying to absorb all of it.

I glanced over at Diana. “But why would he respect you if you left him? That letter sounded like he still cared about you.”

She leaned back, her expression unreadable. “Because I was upfront with him. I told him from the beginning I wasn’t staying. I never lied. I never cheated. I was honest, and he knew that. He respected loyalty more than anything else. Even if it meant watching me walk away. And the fact that I decided to raise you after Isla’s, or your biological mother’s, death. He appreciated all of that.”

I stared at her, trying to make sense of it. “Do you regret walking away?”

Diana shook her head. “No. And there’s a reason I pushed for my daughter to study in another state once she became an adult. If she ever found out her mother had been a pink girl … you two could’ve gotten bullied, bad.”

I let out a breath. “You really thought of everything.”

She smiled faintly, the first one I’d seen all evening. “Of course … I’m not a bimbo.”

I nodded. She was right. And I was grateful she was being straight with me. “I’ll have to think about all this,” I said.

“Good. I’ll go start dinner.”

While she headed to the kitchen, I climbed the stairs to my room. I sat on the edge of my bed and pulled out my phone.

I typed in “Pink Mansion.”

The site loaded fast. There it was, the magazine, the tribute to my father, and dozens of stunning women smiling back at me from the screen, women so ungodly attractive, they all looked photoshopped for a high-end magazine.

It hit me like a wave, my adolescent fantasies letting loose. I imagined recruiting them, being with them and having my way with them. It was overwhelming.

This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. And honestly, I was sick of being a nobody, and of going nowhere.

Deep inside, I knew I wanted it, and I thought my father knew I couldn’t resist it.

* * *

I went back downstairs after a while. Diana had made burgers for dinner. We sat at the table and ate in silence at first.

Halfway through her meal, she glanced at me. “You didn’t even look at the clothes. You know, the ones I picked out for you,” she said playfully.

For a second, I was reminded how thoughtful she was. Even after the day I’d had. “Right,” I said. “I’ll try them.”

After we finished eating, I grabbed the bag and was about to head to the bathroom when she stopped me.

“Try them on here,” she said casually. “No need to be shy.”

I hesitated, but her expression didn’t change. I pulled out the white shirt and slipped it on. It fit snug around my shoulders and chest.

“It’s a little tight,” I muttered.

She stepped in close, straightening the collar, and as she adjusted it, her chest almost touched mine.

“It’s perfect,” she said, her breath all warm and minty.

I looked at her. For some reason, she seemed different. She breathed a bit huskily, and the way she looked at me … there was something in her eyes.

Was she aroused? That didn’t make sense, but I felt it.

We both sat down, and she drew a circle on my thigh. “Have you thought about it?”

“I want to say yes,” I said, my voice low. “But I’m nervous. You know I don’t have any experience.”

Diana smiled gently. “If this is what you really want, I’ll guide you through it. I’ve been there before. I know the Pink Mansion well.”

“Alright … that makes me feel a bit better.”

“So is that a yes?” she asked.

“Yes … I’ll be the successor of the Pink Mansion.”

She pulled me into a hug, not being shy to press her tits all over me. “One day soon,” she whispered, “it’ll be you holding me for safety.”

I let out a chuckle, assuming she was joking.

But she didn’t laugh. She just gave a quiet smile, then leaned back. “Get some sleep, Ryan. We’ve got a funeral to go to tomorrow.”





Chapter 2





T
 he morning of the funeral, I stood in front of the mirror, fixing the buttons on my shirt when Diana walked into my room holding a suit.

“Try this one. It’s clean, fitted, and doesn’t scream college freshman,” she said with a smile.

I looked at it, a bit intimidated. I’d never worn anything like that in my life.

“You have to help me put it on,” I said.

“That’s what I’m here for.”

I undid the buttons and took off my shirt. My mother smiled appreciatively at my bare chest. She helped me slip the jacket on, straightening the lapels and brushing a bit of lint off my shoulder. “That’s way better,” she said.

“Thanks,” I muttered, adjusting the tie.

She stepped back and then looked down at herself. “Alright. I need your opinion,” she said. “Don’t go anywhere.”

I stood there, adjusting my tie in the mirror as Diana left. The sound of her bedroom door closing echoed down the hall.

Then I heard it, the rustle of fabric and the quiet zip of a dress being undone. The mental image formed instantly: Diana slipping out of her clothes, her smooth skin being revealed inch by inch. It made blood flow straight south, even if I knew it shouldn’t.

“Ryan, you can come in.”

When I opened the door, she stood there in a form-fitting black dress that was respectful yet highlighted every curve of her gorgeous body. Her hair was pulled back in a bun, emphasizing her high cheekbones and blue eyes. She rarely wore her hair in a bun, but she wanted to be respectable. This was a funeral and not a beauty show.

“You look beautiful,” I said before I could stop myself.

A smile touched her lips. “Thank you, sweetie. I’m not a fan of clothes like these, but it’s not every day you go to a funeral.”

“You’re right,” I said.

She straightened my tie one last time, giving me a sample of her minty breath. “Let’s go say goodbye to your father.”

I nodded. “Sure,” I said.

She smiled and grabbed her keys. “Come on. We don’t want to be late.”

While driving, we were quiet at first. There were still hard feelings, maybe even conflicted ones. I’d told myself my entire life that I wanted nothing to do with him, yet he’d been willing to trust me as his heir. It didn’t make much sense to dismiss him as a careless man. And even though he was famous, I knew very little about him.

Still, I had a feeling I was going to get to know him a lot better, even if he’d already passed away.

“Are you okay?” Diana asked me as we stopped at a red light.

“As okay as I can be,” I told her. “Still doesn’t feel real.”

“It won’t, not for a while. Just remember what we talked about. Let’s take a step at a time … He trusted you with this for a reason. Don’t forget that.”

I nodded.

We drove past paparazzi and reporters, a reminder of his fame. Diana had to show our invitation to security, and we both had to hand over our IDs before they let us continue to the private area.

We pulled into what looked like a meadow, but it wasn’t the neatly trimmed hedges or the explosion of flowers that caught my attention.

When we stepped out of the car, the first thing that threw me off was the crowd of women. And every single one wore the same thing—the pink suit. The pink suit was the traditional attire for the Pink Mansion. Almost like lingerie turned into a uniform. The corset hugged each woman’s waist tight and lifted her chest. But what caught my eye was the embroidery: Soft, stitched flowers and vaginas curved along the edges of the bodice, almost like vines climbing across their skin. The suit cut high on the hips, showing off most of their legs, and also their camel toes. Their rosy stockings started mid-thigh with a little lace at the top that matched the floral pattern on the corset.

I swallowed hard since it was a damn sexy outfit. “Is that a respectable garment to wear during a funeral?” I asked my mother.

She chuckled. “Different rules for the pink girls,” she noted. She got her eyes on Miss Raven, and they both exchanged smiles.

Opening each other’s arms, they greeted each other with a warm embrace.

“Long time no see, Diana,” Miss Raven said.

“Too long,” Diana replied and held onto her like a lost friend who’d just been found. I was surprised there were no hard feelings, especially considering my mother had left them. But all I saw between them was love and loyalty. Miss Raven was wearing the same outfit I’d seen her in earlier, her hair still pulled back into a bun.

When they broke the hug, Miss Raven turned to me and extended her hand.

“Nice to see you again, Ryan,” she said. “I hope I didn’t catch you off guard.”

“Well, you did,” I admitted.

“Since you’re here, I take it you’ve agreed,” Miss Raven said, adjusting her glasses.

“I have,” I replied. “I’ll be the heir.”

“I like the sound of your voice,” she said. “Youthful, yet confident. You’ll need both.”

She ended with a wink.

While Diana caught up with Miss Raven, I noticed how all the women were sneaking glances at me. A few pointed subtly, and I overheard someone whisper, “He looks just like Milton.”

One thing was for certain, these women were drop-dead gorgeous. And for someone who’d been ignored throughout college, it was hard to believe they were chit-chatting about me like I was some famous, horny rockstar lining up women to sleep with one after another.

My eyes caught on a redhead whose hair cascaded down her back. She was wearing the pink suit, so she’d skipped the bun. Her pale skin was flawless, peppered with freckles across her nose and shoulders, just making her look like a rear gem. The pink corset highlighted a toned waist while her full breasts strained against the fabric. When she laughed at something another girl said, her green eyes crinkled at the corners. I hadn’t even realized it, but both of them were checking me out, waving at me. I waved back, not really caring if I looked awkward or not.

“You’ve already been noticed,” Diana said, nudging me with her elbow as Miss Raven stepped up to prepare her speech.

“Yeah,” I said. “Do they know who I am?”

“Miss Raven informed them, so yes. Notice how you’re the only young man here… and how much you look like him.”

“I don’t see any men at all,” I said, scanning the crowd. Maybe there were some, but all the beauties around me made it hard to focus.

“Your father only trusted women,” Diana replied. “That’s why.”

Miss Raven stepped forward to address the crowd. She didn’t raise her voice, but somehow everyone quieted. She began by speaking respectfully about Milton—his humble beginnings, his rise to power, the world he built, and the beauties he discovered along the way. All of us listened in silence, and some of the women even wept quietly.

It was hard to believe I’d ever painted him as a villain, not with all these women showing up to honor him.

Then came the minute of silence, and then one by one, a few stepped up to the coffin. Each placed an item with care and reverence. The items were quite diverse: a worn camera lens, a crimson silk tie, an old cover of the first magazine ever printed under his brand, and a small, antique house key. Then there were plenty of flowers and even underwear, lingerie and a whole lot of toys.

After that, Miss Raven let the moment breathe before turning back toward me. “And now, we welcome his heir. The one Milton chose not because of obligation, but because of instinct. The one he believed could carry it forward.”

Diana nudged me with her elbow. “Step forward,” she whispered. I did it while butterflies were in my tummy. I turned to the women. All eyes turned to me, and they didn’t just look. They studied me, and for the first time during this funeral, I noticed a smile bloom on their faces as if I was the hope they were looking for.

And I felt it, a strange kind of weight. They stared like I was someone to be worshipped and loved, and I hadn’t felt something like that in my life.

After that, I returned to my mother, and it was time to have something to eat. My mother kept asking how I felt. I could tell she was being protective of me, especially when I showed signs of discomfort, but she admitted I was doing very well, especially as some of the women tried to come in contact with me.

Before leaving, Diana waved someone over. A tall, curvy woman in probably her forties with a beautiful model-like face. She looked like she belonged on the cover of Vogue. They embraced each other, both smiling deeply as they kissed each other’s cheeks. “Amy,” Diana said, her eyes sparkling. “It’s been years.”

“I didn’t think I’d see you again,” Amy said, wiping away a tear of happiness. “And your son … he’ll be the heir.”

“Yeah … you can imagine my pride,” Diana said before introducing me to her friend. “Ryan, this is Amy,” Diana said. “An old friend. We were discovered at the same time … when it was only a magazine and your father’s camera.”

Amy turned to me, eyes lighting up. “So this is Ryan? The new heir? You’ve grown tall. Your father would’ve been proud of that jawline.”

“Uh, thanks,” I said, unsure how to respond.

“You have to go easy on him,” Diana told her. “We just found out the other day, and he’s still processing it all.”

Amy nodded, impressed. “You’ll need to be ready. There are a lot of loyal pink girls still with us, and even more fresh talent is on the rise. Young girls, eager, ambitious, trying to break into the adult world. You’ll be there for them.” She leaned in slightly. “It’s going to be a lot of pussy. Hope you’re ready.”

I flushed, caught off guard. My face must’ve said it all because Amy chuckled.

“He’s shy. That’s… unexpected,” Amy said.

“Give him time,” Diana said, patting my shoulder.

“I will,” Amy replied, drawing a slow circle on my chest. “We’ll have plenty of time later.”

After that, we said our goodbyes. Miss Raven didn’t go for a handshake, she insisted on a hug. I gave it to her, and as she lingered in my arms, her warm body pressed against mine, her soft breasts cushioning the embrace.

She leaned in and whispered, “I’m yours now… and my loyalty belongs to you. If you need help with anything legal, I’ll be there.”

“Thank you,” I said, pulling back from the hug.

She kissed her hand and blew it to me.

On the drive home, I stared out the window, still processing everything. “I’m already overwhelmed. All those women… It’s like a different world.”

Diana nodded like she’d expected it. “It’s all about confidence, Ryan. Sex isn’t about tricks or experience, it’s about how you carry yourself.”

I hesitated. “I’ve never even kissed a girl before.”

She glanced at me. “Then I’ll teach you. If that’s what you want. No pressure.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, as it dawned on me what she’d just said. “You’d… you’d teach me how to kiss?”

“Of course,” she said casually as if offering to teach me how to drive. “It’s a practical skill you’ll need.”

“Would it be…” I said unsurely. “Would it involve tongue and everything?”

Diana glanced at me. “Yes, but only if that makes you comfortable. We can start simple and work our way up.” She reached over and squeezed my hand. “I want to prepare you as well as possible for what’s ahead. The women at the mansion will expect a lot from you.”

I nodded slowly. “Sure. I guess that makes sense.”

When we arrived home, Diana immediately went into instructor mode. She handed me a mint and led me to the bathroom. She wasted no time as if this excited her as well.

“First rule of kissing, hygiene matters,” she said, pulling out mouthwash. “Brush, floss and rinse every time.”

She demonstrated, swishing the blue liquid before spitting it out. I followed her lead.

“Good. Now cologne, just a touch.” She dabbed some on my neck. “Too much is worse than none at all.”

Her fingers lingered on my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. “Damn, you’re excited.”

“I am,” she said with a grin. “This will be a new chapter in our lives.”

“Did you think about this before?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “But life is full of surprises … Now are you ready?”

I nodded, following her to the living room. She sat on the couch and patted the spot beside her. When I sat down, she turned to face me.

“We’ll start with the basics,” she said. “A simple peck.”

I glanced at her heart-shaped lips painted with sweet lipstick. There wasn’t a crack on her lips, smooth like a youth. She leaned forward and pressed them to mine briefly, just a second of contact but strong enough to knock me out. She’d pecked me on the cheeks and forehead several times before, but not straight on the lips like that. “It felt quite nice.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “Now, a real kiss. Relax your mouth slightly.”

This time when her lips met mine, they lingered. She applied gentle pressure, making me feel every patch of her velvety lips, her hand coming up to rest on my shoulder. My eyes widened at first, and then I melted a little inside, my heart warming.

After a moment, she pulled back. She handled everything so well that it didn’t feel awkward or taboo. She made it feel like a lesson. But deep down, I noticed feelings stirring in me that I hadn’t felt for her before. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she felt them too.

“I’m doing alright?” I asked.

“You’re doing fantastic,” she said, shifting slightly as if this excited her just as much as it did me.

“Now we’ll try with tongue. Part your lips slightly when I do.”

Our lips met again, and this time I felt the soft tip of her tongue touch mine, like a stick of sweets. I stiffened, unsure what to do.

She pulled back, giving me a caring look. “Too tense. Try again, and this time, move your tongue gently against mine. Think of it as a dance, not a wrestling match.”

“Sorry,” I said with a blush.

“It’s alright,” she said, patting my thigh. “I’ll teach you till you get it right.”

We tried again. This time, I followed her lead, letting my tongue explore cautiously. It felt strange but not unpleasant.

“Better,” she said when we separated. “But you’re still overthinking it. Let’s try once more.”

The third attempt was different. Something clicked, and suddenly I understood the rhythm she was teaching. Our tongues met and retreated, a slow dance that sent heat rushing through my body. The kiss lingered longer than the others, and for every breath, I inhaled her sweet, floral perfume. The warmth coursed through my body, pooling at my crotch and slowly hardening my member.

When she pulled away this time, I found myself chasing her lips, upset it didn’t last longer.

“Much better,” she murmured, her eyes slightly hooded. “You’re a fast learner.”

I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the growing pressure in my pants. Diana’s gaze dropped briefly, and a small smile played at the corners of her mouth.

“It’s normal,” she said, her hand moving to rest on my thigh. “Shows you’re enjoying the lesson.”

Her fingers trailed upward, brushing against the obvious bulge in my pants. I sucked in a sharp breath as her hand remained there, applying gentle pressure. “Sure, Mom,” I said a bit awkwardly.

“You’re doing well, Ryan,” she said, her voice lower than before. “But there’s more to kissing than just the lips. Women want to feel desired and loved.” She took my hand and guided it to her neck. “Cup here, like this. And with your other hand…” She hesitated, watching my face.

“What about…” I swallowed hard. “Can I touch your … I mean, would it be okay if…” The words stuck in my throat.

“My breasts?” she finished for me with a grin. “Yes, of course.”

She guided my hand to her chest, placing it over the soft swell beneath her dress. The warmth of her skin radiated through the fabric, and I felt my cock hardening to steel. “Are you alright?”

“I’m more than alright,” I told her.

“Alright, let’s continue,” she said in her husky whisper. We closed our eyes and moved closer. Our lips met again, and this time I took more control, cupping her neck as she’d shown me, my other hand cautiously exploring the curve of her breast. The sensation was intoxicating, the softness beneath my palm and the slight catch in her breath as I applied gentle pressure.

Something melted inside me, a wall of restraint crumbling away. My arousal strained painfully against my pants as we deepened the kiss, my confidence growing with each passing second.

When we finally broke apart, Diana’s cheeks were flushed, her breathing slightly uneven as if it turned her on as well.

“That’s very good,” she said, her voice huskier than before. “You’re a natural once you get past the hesitation.”

I tried to form words, but my mind was clouded with desire and confusion. Diana seemed to sense my internal struggle.

“I feel … I feel a lot more confident now,” I admitted, running my fingers through my hair. “That was educational.”

Diana’s smile warmed with pride as she adjusted her dress. “I can tell. And you’ll need that confidence.”

She moved closer again, her hand resting casually on my thigh. “We’re going to have to be more open with each other about these things from now on. Sex, relationships, and desires. They can’t be taboo between us anymore. Not if I’m going to help you navigate this world.”

Her directness surprised me but also felt like a relief. The awkwardness that had always lingered between us whenever anything remotely sexual came up was dissolving.

“I’m okay with that,” I said, meeting her gaze. “It doesn’t have to be awkward. I mean, we’re both adults.”

She smiled, a genuine expression that reached her eyes. “I’m glad to hear that. And I promise you, Ryan, you’re going to succeed at this. You have something special, something authentic that those girls will respond to.” Her hand squeezed my knee reassuringly. “Now, let’s get some dinner.”

We ate together, the conversation flowing more naturally than it had in years. She told me stories about the early days at the mansion, nothing explicit, just glimpses into a world I’d soon be entering. The pink girls’ traditions, the hierarchy and the business side that kept everything running smoothly.

After dinner, I helped clean up and headed upstairs to my room. I was exhausted but my mind was racing, replaying our kiss, thinking about tomorrow and what lay ahead.

I’d just changed into my sleep shorts when my phone buzzed. A text message from Ruby, my older adoptive sister.

When I opened it, I didn’t expect her to be posing in a skimpy bikini. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her smile was playful and flirtatious.


What do you think of my new swimsuit? Too much for the beach?


My thumb hovered over the screen. I hadn’t spoken to Ruby in weeks. She was studying fashion design in New York, and we’d never been particularly close. She’d always been the outgoing one, popular and confident, while I stayed in the shadows. But she’d be visiting us in a month, and she’d definitely find out soon that I’d inherited the throne of our father’s adult empire.

“Diana!” I called out. “Can you come here for a second?”

Diana appeared in my doorway moments later, wearing a silk robe. “What is it?”

“What should we tell Ruby?”

She tapped the doorframe and smiled. “We have to tell her the truth,” she said. “She’ll figure it out on her own anyway.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

“Once you’re fully settled in, you’ll be famous,” she said with a wink.

“Right,” I replied, already realizing it was just one more thing I’d have to get used to.

“I’ll tell her, don’t worry,” Diana added. “Sweet dreams for now. The day after tomorrow, we’ll move in.”

“Sure thing, good night,” I said as she gently closed the door.





Chapter 3





I
 woke up early since it was time to move. The reality of inheriting my father’s empire was finally starting to sink in after a couple of days in disbelief. Swinging my feet off the side of the bed, I got dressed.

As I made my way downstairs, I found Diana in the kitchen, making pancakes for me.

“Good morning,” she said, wearing a pink bathrobe tied at the waist. Her hair was slightly damp from a recent shower, and she smelled like coconut and vanilla. She never had a favorite shampoo or perfume. She always used something unique.

“Morning,” I said, sitting down with her and digging into the pancakes.

“How’s your sleep?”

“Better than the last few nights,” I said, which made her smile.

“Reality is starting to sink in, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I replied as we continued to eat and talk about various topics. “So, about the move… should we rent a truck and save some money?”

Diana looked at me and chuckled. “Ryan, sweetie, you’re a multi-millionaire now. You don’t need to worry about saving a few hundred dollars on a moving truck.”

I blinked, the reality of my new financial status still foreign to me. “Right. I guess I’m not used to thinking that way.”

“I’ve already hired a moving team,” she said. “They’ll be here in a couple of hours. We only need to pack our personal belongings, clothes, electronics and anything sentimental. The furniture stays.”

“We’re leaving all of it?” I asked, glancing around the kitchen where I’d eaten breakfast my entire life.

She nodded. “Trust me, the mansion has everything we’ll need and more. The place is fully furnished with things that would make our stuff look like garage sale finds.”

After we’d eaten, we spent the morning sorting through our belongings, separating what would come with us from what would stay behind.

The moving team arrived at noon. Within two hours, our personal belongings were packed and loaded into a van.

“Ready?” Diana asked, dangling her car keys.

I nodded, taking one last look at the only home I’d ever known. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

The drive took nearly an hour, winding through parts of the city I rarely visited. As we left the familiar neighborhoods behind, the houses grew larger, the streets quieter, and the hedges taller. We were nearing the upscaled neighborhood in the hills with a view of the ocean and city skyline.

“Almost there,” Diana said, turning onto a private road that curved through a wooded area. “It’s just around this bend.”

“Are you excited to be there again?” I asked her.

“A little,” she admitted. “But I’m mostly excited to be there with you … if I’d gone alone, I probably would’ve hated it.”

I thought the gates would be old and rusted. They weren’t. They were solid iron, painted pink, with golden roses and vaginas welded into the curves, and also at the top, etched in curling letters were the words The Pink Mansion
 . The driveway wound through tall hedges and glowing garden lights, up to a house that didn’t look like a house at all. It was a mansion and something out of a dream.

I stepped out of the car, my mouth hanging open. The mansion loomed before us, and massive double doors stood at the top of marble steps that gleamed in the sunlight.

The windows glowed from within, warm and flickering like hundreds of candles had been lit just for our arrival. As we approached, I noticed the fountains in the front garden. There were three of them, each shaped like nude women in various provocative positions. Water cascaded from their fingertips, their hair, their breasts and pussies, and the craftsmanship so detailed I could see the expressions of ecstasy on their marble faces as if they were being pleasured.

Diana came up beside me, placing her hand on my shoulder. “Welcome to your new home, Ryan,” she said with hints of nostalgia.

“Mine?” I whispered, still staring at the mansion’s pink-tinted facade. There again I felt disbelief. I thought I’d overcome it, but apparently not.

“It is,” she assured me. “You’re the master of the Pink Mansion now, although officially after signing a few papers.”

We walked up the winding path toward the entrance. To the right of the steps, I noticed an ornate plaque embedded in a rose-covered pillar. I moved closer, squinting to read the gold-inlaid text:


You are the heart of the Pink Mansion. If you neglect it, it withers. If you nurture it, it blooms.


“What is this?” I asked, running my fingers over the embossed lettering.

Diana smiled. “The first rule your father established. That paragraph has guided this place for decades.”

Before I could respond, the massive doors swung open. Miss Raven stood at the entrance, flanked by two stunning women in the pink suit. Miss Raven herself was dressed in stockings, a mini skirt and a tight blouse. She also wore her hair in a ponytail.

“Mr. Steele,” Miss Raven said with a slight bow. “Nice to see you here.”

I glanced at Diana, who nodded encouragingly. Taking a deep breath, I stepped over the threshold. I shook her hand. “Nice to see you again,” I said.

“Come in,” she told me and welcomed us inside.

The foyer was breathtaking, with marble floors, crystal chandeliers and pink furniture arranged with attention to erotic detail. Erotic artwork adorned the walls, from paintings to photography that celebrated the female form in all its glory.

“The staff is assembled in the main hall,” Miss Raven informed us, leading the way through the foyer. “We have to sign some papers, then you’ll officially own this.”

Inside, everything smelled like roses, vanilla and femininity. Miss Raven gestured for us to follow, her heels clicking against the marble floor as we moved deeper into the mansion. The hallway widened, opening into a grand space with a vaulted ceiling that seemed to stretch toward the sky.

“This is the main hall,” she said, her voice echoing slightly in the vast room.

My eyes were immediately drawn to the enormous painting dominating the far wall. There he was, my father, seated on what looked like a throne, surrounded by at least a dozen women in various erotic clothing. Some draped across his lap, others kneeling at his feet, all gazing at him with adoration and lust. He wore a suit in a shade of deep burgundy, a contrast to the pink that surrounded him. It was strange seeing him like that, powerful, desired and completely in his element. Although it was no secret to me or anyone else. His lifestyle had made headlines all over the world.

“Your father commissioned this on the tenth anniversary of the Pink Mansion,” Miss Raven told me, noticing what had caught my eye.

“It’s a nice painting,” I said.

“A couple of our artists want to do another one of you,” Miss Raven said. “But it’s up to you though.”

“I’ll think about it,” I said and had never imagined myself in a painting.

“Shall we proceed with the formalities?” Miss Raven asked, gesturing toward an antique desk positioned at the center of the room. Atop it sat a leather portfolio containing a stack of documents, each page marked with tabs for signatures.

“Sure,” I said, my voice sounding smaller than I intended in the grand space.

Diana squeezed my arm reassuringly as I approached the desk. Miss Raven pulled out a chair upholstered in pink velvet, and I sat down, trying to appear more confident than I felt.

“These documents transfer all assets that your father owned to you,” Miss Raven explained, opening the portfolio. “Properties, business entities, financial accounts, intellectual property, you name it.”

She handed me a pen, not just any pen, but a heavy, gold fountain pen with what looked like a tiny pink diamond embedded in the clip.

“Your father’s signing pen,” she said. “He used it for all important contracts.”

I took it, feeling its weight in my hand. As I flipped through the pages, signing where indicated, the reality of what was happening crashed over me in waves. Each signature made me the owner of something new, the mansion itself, the production studios, the distribution networks, the offshore accounts, the fleet of vehicles and businesses and so on.

The final page required three signatures. “This one transfers the remaining personal accounts,” Miss Raven explained. “Over forty-seven million in liquid assets.”

My hand trembled slightly as I signed the last line. When I put the pen down, silence fell over the room.

“Congratulations, Mr. Steele,” Miss Raven said formally, gathering the documents.

“So it’s all mine now, huh?”

Miss Raven pushed her glasses up before they fell and bounced off her silicone breasts. “Yup.”

Diana stepped forward, placing her hand on my shoulder. She leaned down and kissed my cheek, her lips warm against my skin.

“I’m proud of you,” she whispered, just for me to hear.

I looked up at her, searching her eyes for any hint of deception, but found only sincerity and love.

“This is your home now,” Diana reminded me as she probably noted I was yet again in that disbelief faze.

I didn’t know what to say. The word “home” didn’t feel right yet. Not with a silk-covered staircase and a gold-plated ashtray shaped like a pair of lips.

“Your master bedroom is upstairs,” Miss Raven said. “If you want me, my office is in the room to the right.” She pointed. “I’ll always be there for you … either on the desk or on my knees.” she ended with a flirtatious wink before she walked off.

Diana touched my arm. “You okay?”

I nodded, even though I wasn’t. I was standing in a palace built on sex, inheritance, and a father I barely knew. And I could already feel the walls watching me.

“Should we check out your master bedroom?” she suggested.

“Sure, why not,” I said, probably looking dumb as I was just ogling at every object in this ridiculous mansion.

Diana gently took my arm, guiding me up the grand staircase. “Let’s get you settled in your room,” she said.

We entered the master bedroom and I froze, overwhelmed by the luxury. A massive king-sized bed dominated the space, surrounded by seating areas that could easily accommodate dozens. But the bed was big enough for at least eight women. I found it funny that I was already measuring it that way, by how many women could fit. The walls were adorned with provocative artwork, sexy nudes and erotic scenes that made my cock stir.

“Wow,” I managed to say, looking around like I was dreaming.

Diana kissed my cheek. “Just breathe, honey. Take it one step at a time.”

“This bedroom is massive,” I said, still in awe.

“You also have your own balcony with a view of the mansion,” Diana said, leading me outside. I followed her, placed my hands on the railing, and gazed out.

“It’s all so luxurious… but I assume it comes with a lot of responsibilities.”

Diana smiled at me. “You’re right. And when I hear you say that, I know your father made the right decision.”

Her words made me smile. We stood there for a moment in silence, soaking in the peaceful view and our new reality.

“Where’s your bedroom?” I asked her.

She shrugged playfully. “Wherever you’d like to have me.”

“Oh,” I said, caught off guard. “You can choose whichever one you’d like.”

She smiled, clearly being humble about it. The roles had shifted. It was usually me going to her for things.

“It’s humbling to be the one coming to you now,” she said.

I chuckled. “Pretty sure I’ll still need your advice and wisdom on a lot of things.”

We walked back inside, and she chose the bedroom closest to mine, asking if that was okay or if it felt too intrusive.

I just shook my head. “I’d feel a lot more comfortable having you close to me.”

“I’m glad,” Diana said.

When we left Diana’s bedroom, a young woman in a pink uniform appeared in the doorway. “Mr. Steele? We’d like to commission a new portrait of you for the main hall, to replace your father’s.”

I looked at Diana uncertainly. She smiled and patted my shoulder. “You’re the man of the house now. It’s your decision.”

“Um, sure,” I agreed.

The pink-clad woman didn’t hesitate when she took my hand and led me to a lavish studio filled with easels and photography equipment. A cute, female artist greeted us. She was on the shorter side with chestnut hair and plenty of freckles, her skin smooth and her nails painted purple.

“For authenticity, I prefer to work in the nude myself,” she added with a wink.

I chuckled. “That’s fine … Nudity seems to be an unwritten rule here.”

“You’re right,” she said with a giggle.

My eyes widened as she casually stripped off her clothes, revealing flawless skin while not being shy. She hadn’t the biggest breasts around here, but they were perfectly shaped as two teardrops that sat high and firm on her chest. It didn’t come as a surprise that she had a patch of triangle hair on her mound, hiding her pink, narrow slit that peeked out from between her legs. She approached me while I was busy ogling her, and she positioned me carefully, adjusting my stance and expression.

“Perfect,” she said, picking up her sketchpad. “Now just relax and let me capture your essence.”

As she worked, asking me questions about my background and aspirations, I gradually felt my tension easing. I was impressed by how she could concentrate while at the same time maintaining a conversation.

“Tell me,” she said, her eyes sparkling, “what’s your vision for the Pink Mansion? How will you make your mark?”

I considered carefully before responding, but honestly, I wasn’t sure yet. She caught me off guard with that question. “Maybe … I want to modernize while honoring tradition. Expand the business.”

She nodded approvingly. “A noble goal.”

Hours passed as she sketched and photographed, capturing me from every angle. “You can leave now,” she said with a wink. “I’ll finish the painting soon. I’ll guarantee you’ll love it.”

“I have no doubts,” I said and bowed to her.

After the painting session, I thanked the artist and made my way back to my suite. The mansion still felt foreign, like a labyrinth of luxury I needed to decode. I wandered through corridors lined with art that would make a museum curator blush.

When I finally returned to my suite, I decided to explore it properly. The walk-in closet alone was bigger than my old bedroom, already stocked with suits and designer clothes in my size. The bathroom was equipped with a shower that could fit six people comfortably and a tub that looked more like a small pool.

As I inspected the bookshelf near the bed, my fingers brushed against a leather-bound album tucked between business volumes. Curious, I pulled it out and settled onto the mattress.

“The Beginning,” I read the gold-embossed title. I opened it carefully, the spine cracking slightly from disuse.

The first pages showed the mansion under construction, scaffolding around pink-tinted walls, workers installing the erotic fountains. Then came photos of the first photoshoots: women posing in the pink suit in various sexual positions.

I saw my biological mother, Isla, too, back before the drugs, before the overdose that eventually took her life. It stung. She’d been so pretty, so full of life in her youth. But watching her now felt strange. I barely knew her. She was more of a memory than a person, a ghost in someone else’s footage.

I turned the page and my jaw dropped. There she was, Diana, maybe twenty years younger at the peak of her beauty. Her face looked almost identical, and so did her body, maybe her skin looked a bit smoother, and there was something wilder about her then, something untamed and youthful instead of loving and caring like now. She wore nothing but a pink robe in one photo, draped to reveal the curve of her breast and the smooth line of her thigh.

“Wow,” I whispered, my cock stirring at seeing her like that. Both my sister and I had known what our mother did for work in her teens, but we’d never wanted to see her nude. Now I was curious though, wanting to discover more of her youth.

The next page was exactly what I’d been looking for.

She was completely nude, lounging on a sunbed. It was the first time I’d seen her fully exposed like that, and she looked so perfect it was as if she’d been photoshopped. She was tall and had a youthful face. Her breasts were perky and smooth as porcelain, her thighs tapered down to slender ankles, and then, her nether region, fully shaved, revealing a sexy, pink slit I was ashamed to admit I wanted to bury my face in.

Her blonde hair looked slightly brighter back then, but just as thick as it was now. She gazed playfully at the camera, twirling a strand around her finger.

God, she was sexy then, and still just as sexy now.

My body responded immediately, a rush of blood making me painfully hard. I couldn’t tear my eyes away, and the eye candy didn’t stop there. Page after page revealed Diana in increasingly provocative poses.

The next image showed Diana lying on a massive bed with pink silk sheets, her legs spread wide to reveal her glistening sex. Her head was thrown back in obvious pleasure, one hand on her boob while the other between her thighs, fingers glistening with her fresh honey. The shot gave me a closer view of her pussy, her labia bloomed outward like a flower, so pretty and pink. I noticed how my saliva glands pumped water into my mouth and at the same time, my cock kept pressing against the zipper.

It was getting insanely hot, so I swallowed hard and turned the page, finding her on all fours, looking back over her shoulder with a horny gaze. Her round ass was raised high, presenting her pink folds to the camera while her breasts hung heavy beneath her. The curve of her spine formed a perfect arch, her blonde hair cascading down her back like a golden waterfall.

“Geeze,” I said to myself. “It never ends.”

The next photo was even hotter: Diana with one leg lifted high against her chest, displaying her flexibility and the delicate pink of her most intimate parts. She was sucking on her finger, her eyes locked with the camera in a way that made heat pool in my groin.

Another page revealed her bent over a vanity, her reflection captured in the mirror as she touched herself, her expression one of pure bliss. Then came a series of her in the mansion’s pool, water droplets clinging to her naked skin as she emerged like Aphrodite from the sea.

I took a break to wipe my own forehead. At the back of the album, I discovered a small compartment containing a USB drive labeled simply Diana – First Session.
 I gave it second thoughts. I shouldn’t be perving on her. I hadn’t done so in the past, but I was getting really curious. It wasn’t like I could ignore my hard-on either. My hands trembled slightly as I plugged it into my laptop. The video began playing, and there she was again, young, sexy and moving with sensuality.

She laughed so easily, the sound feminine and carefree. She shifted her position, the movement causing her breasts to sway and jiggle.

She was breathtaking.

Unconsciously, I unzipped my pants, my erection straining against my boxers which was getting borderline painful. Just as I slipped my hand beneath the waistband, a knock at the door made me freeze.

“Ryan? Are you in there?” Diana’s voice called through the door.

I scrambled to close the album and laptop, nearly dropping both in my panic. “Just a second!” I zipped up, adjusting myself to hide my obvious arousal.

When I opened the door, Diana stood there in a blouse and a skirt, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. “I was wondering about dinner,” she said. “You must be hungry after all the excitement today.”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, trying to look anywhere but at her face as the images from the album flashed through my mind. “Dinner sounds good.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “We could order something, but I’d be happy to cook if you’d prefer. Might make this place feel a bit more like home.”

The thought of something familiar was instantly appealing. “Could you? I’d really like that.”

“Of course, sweetie. You know I love cooking for you.” She hesitated, then added, “Would it be alright if Amy joined us? She offered to help me navigate some of the business details you’ll need to know.”

“Amy?” I pictured the blonde from the funeral. “Sure, that’s fine.”

“Great. I’ll let her know. Dinner in an hour.” She squeezed my arm gently before heading back down the hallway.

I closed the door and leaned against it, exhaling slowly. This was all happening so fast, the mansion, the inheritance, the sudden immersion in a world I knew nothing about. And now these images of my mother, young and sexy, burned into my brain. I settled down on the balcony for a breather, just relaxing for now.

* * *

An hour later, I made my way downstairs, following the delicious aroma wafting through the corridors otherwise I probably would’ve been led astray. I found the kitchen where Diana was stirring something that smelled like heaven.

“There you are,” she said, smiling. “Hope you’re in the mood for chuck stew.”

“Smells amazing,” I said, taking a seat.

“Amy is here in a second,” Diana said. And eventually, she showed up as well. She wore a low-cut white dress that clung to every curve, the neckline plunging to reveal an impressive cleavage. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders in loose waves, and her makeup was flawless, smoky eyes and glossy lips that caught the light when she smiled.

“Ryan!” she exclaimed, crossing the room to embrace me. I rose to my feet to accept her hug. Her strong, feminine perfume enveloped me. She kissed my cheek, her body pressing against mine for a moment longer than necessary.

“So, how does it feel?” she asked, pulling back but keeping her hands on my shoulders. “The new king of the Pink Mansion, master of all you survey?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Have you checked the garage yet? There’s a collection that would make any car enthusiast weep. Lamborghinis, Ferraris, you name it.”

I laughed and scratched my neck. “I haven’t had time to explore everything yet.”

“Don’t tell me you’re not excited about the cars,” she teased, finally releasing me to accept a glass of wine from my mother.

“Of course I am,” I admitted. “What guy wouldn’t want access to that kind of collection? But…” I hesitated, searching for the right words. “It’s not just about the perks. There’s real responsibility here. People’s livelihoods depend on me not screwing this up.”

Amy’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows rose slightly. “Well, well. Perhaps you are your father’s son after all.”

Diana set a steaming bowl of stew on the table and settled down with us. “I told you he has a good head on his shoulders,” she said, her voice warm with pride. “He’s always been more mature than his years.”

Dinner was delicious, the conversation flowing easily as Amy told us stories about the industry and the empire’s various holdings. She was charming, intelligent, and clearly knew the business inside and out. But they also talked about old memories when they were just starting here, and some of the spicy stories made me blush and look at my mother.

“So there we were,” Amy continued, gesturing with her wine glass, “both of us covered in body oil, the photographer screaming that the lighting was all wrong, and Diana just says, ‘Well, we can’t all be perfect, darling, but some of us get damn close.’”

I could easily picture it, especially after I’d discovered the album earlier. It wasn’t easy sitting here while they shared their erotic tales from the past.

Diana caught my expression and smiled. “Different lifetime, Ryan. We were young and fearless.”

“And making more money than we knew what to do with,” Amy added. “Your father had a vision like no one else in the industry. He saw beyond the surface.”

“What was he like?” I asked suddenly. “As a businessman, I mean.”

The women exchanged glances.

“Ruthless,” Amy said finally. “But fair. He demanded excellence and rewarded it generously.”

“In what ways?” I asked.

“In any way possible,” Amy said. “He recognized the importance of rewarding good work and punishing bad. It might sound basic, but hardly anyone gets it right.”

I nodded, knowing it was valuable knowledge. It might have been the first time I’d ever asked about his past, but I knew his history could help me, and I definitely needed it.

By the time we finished dessert, a tiramisu that Diana had somehow whipped up from scratch, I felt more at ease than I had all day. Diana had tried to direct the conversation to less erotic memories, and I think Amy noticed, but it also sounded like she wanted me to hear them, wanting to make me aroused.

Amy sipped the last of her wine, her eyes finding mine over the rim of her glass. “So, Ryan,” she said, “would you like me to arrange some company for your first night in the mansion? Any of the girls would be honored to welcome the new master properly.” Her tone left no doubt about what kind of welcome she meant.

“Uhm, no, thank you,” I said quickly, memories of the album flashing through my mind. “I think I need some time to process everything first.”

“Fair enough,” Amy said with a knowing smile. “The offer stands whenever you’re ready, and many of the girls would love to spend some time with you too.”

After Amy left, Diana suggested we get some air together, perhaps enjoying the last hours of the day. She took me to a balcony overlooking the property’s gardens.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, leaning against the railing.

Diana came to stand beside me, her shoulder brushing mine. “What are you thinking?” she asked. “Really thinking, I mean. Your first impression and all of that?”

I took a deep breath. “I keep waiting for someone to tell me there’s been a mistake.”

She chuckled. “That can’t be it.”

“A week ago this was all foreign,” I said. “I guess I need a couple of days more before it fully dawns on me.”

“What about the challenges and journey that await you … are you intimidated?” she asked a bit playfully.

“No, I think I can do this,” I said finally. “Whether I like my father or not, his blood flows through my veins.”

Diana smiled. “I’m so proud of you, Ryan. You know, when Amy brought up the cars?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, you were already thinking about the people who work here, about maintaining what your father built.” She turned to face me fully, her eyes shining in the moonlight. “That’s the right mentality. That’s how I know you’ll succeed.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said.

We kept talking about various topics. Diana mentioned she’d call her daughter later. Also, while we spoke, I found myself growing more aroused, thinking about the photos I’d seen of her. I felt a bit frustrated that I hadn’t finished masturbating to them, and the idea of going to bed with her pictures felt more tempting than continuing the conversation, especially since being this close to her only made me even more aroused.

“I think I might head to bed early, though. It’s been a long day.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “Early? It’s barely ten. Are you feeling alright?”

“Just tired,” I lied. “And I want to be fresh for tomorrow. There’s a lot to learn.”

“Well, if you’re sure.” She looked slightly puzzled but nodded. “Sleep well, then. You know where to find me if you need anything.”

I hurried back to my master bedroom, closing the door behind me. My hands trembled slightly as I retrieved the album and USB drive from where I’d hidden them. The images of a young Diana kept flashing through my horny mind.

I opened my laptop and inserted the USB drive again. The video began playing, Diana self-moving and posing fully nude. I unzipped my pants, releasing my erection and stroking slowly as I watched.

But something felt off. She sure was sexy as a teenager, but she looked like a different woman. I realized I was more attracted to how she looked now, that mature, sensual MILF look. I also felt the heat. It would be more forbidden to do this to recent photos of her.

I paused the video and opened my phone instead, scrolling to recent photos of her.

I switched back and forth between the images of her younger self and the current photos. The younger Diana was stunning, no doubt, but there was something about her now that I found even more arousing and more forbidden.

My strokes quickened as I focused on the recent photos.

I scrolled through my camera roll, finding a photo from last summer when we went to Florida. Diana was stretched out on a sunbed by the hotel pool, wearing a flattering white bikini. She was looking at the camera with that warm smile of hers, sunglasses perched on her head, holding a fruity cocktail. I looked at her tan thighs and then at her boobs then at her golden blonde hair that spilled over her.

“This is so wrong,” I whispered to myself, gripping my shaft tighter as I stared at her toned stomach, the gentle swell of her breasts beneath the bikini top.

But my body wasn’t listening to my conscience. My hand moved faster, pre-cum leaking from the tip as I zoomed in on her cleavage, then her thighs, imagining what it would be like to touch her skin, and also, make love to her.

“I shouldn’t… I really shouldn’t…” But the words were empty as I continued stroking, my breathing becoming ragged. I bit my lip to stay quiet, worried somehow she might hear me even across the vast mansion.

The pressure built inside me, my muscles tensing as I approached the edge. I tried one last time to close the photo, to think of someone else, but her image was burned into my mind, and as the climax approached, I stared directly at her.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I came hard, my cum spilling over my hand and phone as waves of pleasure and shame washed over me in equal measure.

Before I could suck in a breath, the door opened without warning, and it just had to be my mother on top of it. “Ryan, I just talked to your sister—”

Diana froze in the doorway, her eyes widening as she took in the scene: me, pants around my ankles, erection in hand, and her own image displayed on my screen covered with dripping globs of fresh white cum. For one horrifying moment, time seemed to stop.

Her hand flew to her mouth. “Oh God, I’m so sorry,” she said, quickly turning away and pulling the door closed. “I should have knocked.”

My heart hammered in my chest as I stared at the closed door, the reality of what just happened sinking in. I scrambled to clean myself up, grabbing tissues from the nightstand and wiping the sticky mess from my hands, stomach, and phone.

“Why did I do that?” I muttered, tossing the soiled tissues into the wastebasket and yanking my pants back up. My face burned with humiliation as I sat on the edge of the bed, dropping my head into my hands.

What had I done? Mom had caught me masturbating to her pictures. There was no coming back from this. No explanation that wouldn’t make things even worse. I couldn’t even blame it on the mansion’s influence, especially when Amy had offered to bring me some horny girls. This was all me, my own twisted desires.

I ran my fingers through my hair, tugging at the roots as if the pain might distract me from my shame. I’d only been master of the Pink Mansion for less than a day, and I’d already crossed a line I never thought I would.

I looked at the door. I knew my mother would come. She would have to talk to me about this like she usually would. She was just too sweet to ignore this. And after a few minutes of deep breathing, a shy knock came at the door.

“Ryan? Can we talk?”

I didn’t answer her. I rose to my feet and opened the door, finding it difficult to look into her eyes.

“May I come in?” she asked caringly.

I nodded, stepping aside to let her enter. I sat down on the edge of the bed, and she sat next to me.

“I’m really sorry about barging in,” she began. “I should have respected your privacy.”

“No, I’m the one who should apologize,” I muttered, staring at the floor. “That was inappropriate.”

She was quiet for a moment, then asked, “Was that… was that me on your screen?”

I nodded, face burning with shame. “Earlier, I found an old album. And a video. From when you were younger … you turned me on.”

“Oh,” she said, not trying to shame me. “That’s normal … but that photo on your phone was from Miami.”

“Well … you were hot then, but I think you are a bit more attractive now.”

“Do you really think that?” she asked in disbelief, a small smile playing on her lips.

I swallowed hard. “You’re going to think I’m disgusting.”

“Try me,” she said with a pat on my thigh.

“I do think you’re more beautiful now,” I admitted, the words tumbling out. “The younger photos are stunning, but there’s something about you now … You’re sexier now than you were then.”

Her eyes widened slightly, a flush spreading across her cheeks. “That’s … quite a compliment,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “Most men prefer youth.”

“I prefer you,” I said, then quickly added, “I know it’s wrong. I shouldn’t feel this way about my mother.”

She studied my face, her expression unreadable for a moment before a smile slowly spread across her lips. “You have no idea what that does to a woman my age,” she said, her voice lower than before. “To be desired like that. It’s the most flattering compliment a woman my age can receive.”

“Really?” I asked, hope rising in my chest.

“Really,” she confirmed, inching her hips closer to mine. “And you don’t have to be embarrassed … We all masturbate.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“Right, and it’s not the only reason I want to talk to you … Why aren’t you pursuing the pink girls? They’re literally here for your pleasure. Any one of them would be thrilled to be with you. I know this is your first day, but they’re very interested in you, after all.”

“It’s the same with the kissing issue which you helped me with.” I looked down at my hands. “I’m… I’m not good with women. I don’t know what to do, what to say. I’d just embarrass myself.” The admission stung, but it was true. “With you, I feel more comfortable.”

Diana reached out, tilting my chin up so I had to meet her eyes. “Are you asking what I think you’re asking … Do you want more than a kissing lesson?”

“If you’d be okay with it,” I said quickly. “Just to build my confidence. I’d feel so much more comfortable learning from someone I trust.”

She bit her lower lip, considering. After what felt like an eternity, she nodded. “Alright. But we have to establish some ground rules.” Her tone turned serious. “This stays between us. Absolutely no one can know. The Pink Mansion has weathered many scandals, but this would destroy everything your father built.”

“Of course,” I agreed quickly. “Complete secrecy.”

“And this is temporary,” she continued. “Just until you’re comfortable enough to take your place as the master of the Pink Mansion properly.”

I nodded eagerly. “Whatever you say.”

She reached out to stroke my cheek. “Tomorrow night, I’ll teach you how to please a woman properly. I’ll let you taste me, and show you exactly what to do.” A mischievous smile played on her lips. “But during the day, you have to start talking to the pink girls. Get to know them. They’re going to be your employees, after all, so that’s my only condition.”

“I will,” I promised.

“And there’s more to running this adult empire than pleasure,” she reminded me. “Tomorrow morning, we’ll meet with Miss Raven to go over the business operations. Financial reports, legal considerations, personnel management, all the unsexy but essential parts of your inheritance.”

“I’m looking forward to both.”

“Any other man would only look forward to one of them, that’s why you’re unique,” Diana told me, leaning forward to kiss me right on the lips.

“Thank you for making me feel a bit better.”

“That’s my job as a mother … Anything else you’d like to talk about?”

I mulled it over. “Did you talk to my sister?”

“I did, and I told her everything. She was shocked, and she was actually on the phone, ready to talk to you, but I told her you were busy.”

“Thank you for not telling her what actually happened.”

She chuckled. “You know I wouldn’t embarrass you for no reason. She’ll call you back tomorrow, or if she hasn’t texted you already.”

“Alright,” I said.

She stood, smoothing her clothes. “Get some sleep, Ryan. You have a big day ahead of you.”

At the door, she paused, looking back at me with her loving expression. “Sweet dreams,” she said, and waved at me.

“You too,” I said as she closed the door.





Chapter 4





I
 had officially spent my first night in the Pink Mansion. I had slept like a log despite being caught masturbating to my mother last night, which still embarrassed me.

This morning, I’d been on the phone with my sister for over an hour. She’d congratulated me, though she had more questions than I was ready for. About the mansion, the women, our dad, the will, how I felt and so on. I gave what answers I could, but it left me mentally drained.

I’d just hung up when the door opened. I was in my underwear, the sheets covering my nether body. A girl with long chestnut hair stepped in and bowed down. “May I come in?”

“Sure,” I said. She wasn’t the first one who’d come in unannounced.

“Hi, I’m Sasha, your personal servant,” she said, happy to introduce herself.

“I’m Ryan.”

She giggled. “I know … we all know.” She was a bit on the shorter side but incredibly cute, cheeks peppered with freckles and curvaceous with an impressive bust. She wore the traditional pink suit along with pink stockings and kitten heels that gently lifted her ass. “Can I get you anything, Mr. Steele?” she asked with a smile after she’d given me a minute to check her out.

“Could you pick something out for me to wear today?”

“Of course,” she said, beaming at me.

I found it funny. It made her happy that she could serve me. I definitely wasn’t used to these kinds of things. She walked over to the wardrobe and leaned in, bending at the waist. The short seam of her pink suit rode deep between her ass cheeks, spreading them generously as if the suit wanted to flaunt her ass as much as she did. And indeed, it was an impressive full moon shaped like a ripe pear and firm enough to bounce a coin off.

She pulled out a polo shirt and a pair of matching chino shorts, turning back toward me with a wink.

“I’ll get these pressed.”

She set up the ironing board and got to work, and while doing so, she started chatting with me. Asking how I liked the mansion, or if I needed anything special. I clearly told her this was the first time in my life I’d ever had a servant, but so far she was my favorite, which made her cheeks rosy.

Once the clothes were ready, she turned to me again. “Since I’m your favorite servant, may I help you with a shower?” she asked demurely.

“Uh… sure,” I said.

She extended her hand to me. “I might be cute on the outside, but I’m strong on the inside.”

She made me laugh as she helped me out of bed. “You’re pretty strong,” I told her.

She led me to the bathroom, turned on the water, tested the heat, then whisked me inside. I took off my underwear, and she didn’t ogle at me the same way I checked her out. She was quite professional.

The room filled with steam as she gently guided me under the spray. Her hands slid over my shoulders first, firm but soft, fingertips dragging through the suds as she worked the soap across my skin. She pressed in close behind me, her chest brushing my back, her breath warm on my neck.

After doing my back, she told me, “Turn around.”

I did, and when she moved to my chest. She filled her hands with a citrusy soap, gently massaging it into my body before taking the showerhead and rinsing it off.

She crouched to scrub my legs, careful and thorough, her face inches from me. She glanced up once, her lips twitching in a playful smirk as she was face to face with my semi-hard cock. I could feel her breath on it, but it seemed like she was waiting for me to give her the green light to slip it into her mouth. But for some reason, I didn’t say much. “Do you want me to wash your penis?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

She filled her hand with soap again, trying to stifle her giggles as she applied the soap over my length in slow sensual strokes.

Her cute, little fingers encircled me, gliding over my shaft. The slick soap made her touch incredibly smooth as she worked her way from base to tip, her thumb occasionally circling my sensitive head. Under her cleaning, my cock swelled fully, standing at attention between us.

“You have a beautiful cock,” she said matter-of-factly, her eyes appreciative but professional as she thoroughly cleaned every inch. Despite my obvious arousal, she maintained her composure, focusing on her task rather than taking things further.

When she finished, she guided me back under the spray to rinse off. “There you go, all clean,” she said, stepping back and reaching for a towel. “I hope that was satisfactory.”

“Very,” I said.

She dried me off slowly, starting with my shoulders, then kneeling again to work down my thighs, cleaning every bead and drop.

When she looked up this time, she didn’t smile. She just asked quietly, “Would you like a blowjob before breakfast?”

She said it like it was the most normal thing in the world like she was offering coffee.

I cleared my throat. “I’m good for this morning.”

She smiled and nodded. “Of course. Let me know anytime.”

I went back to my bedroom, and she handed me my clothes. After I put them on, she reminded me, “Your mother is waiting in the kitchen. She made breakfast.”

I followed her down the hallway into the kitchen. Diana stood at the counter, pouring orange juice. Her pink summer dress hugged her perfectly, with thin spaghetti straps that left her shoulders bare and two high slits running up the sides, revealing flashes of her thighs with every movement. The neckline dipped low, showing just enough cleavage without being overt. She also wore makeup, subtle red lips, a hint of shimmer on her eyelids, and perfectly defined lashes. She looked caring and seductive all at once.

I couldn’t help but wonder if she dressed like that for a reason, especially after what happened last night.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning,” I said, trying not to think about last night. About how she’d caught me stroking myself in a recent photo of her.

We sat down and ate toast together. Quiet for a few bites, until she glanced at me with that knowing look. “Don’t think about it,” she reminded me, patting my thigh.

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I’ll try. Just remembered what you said about finding some girls here. Learning confidence.”

She smiled. “And I’ll always be there for you. You’ve got it in you. You just don’t know it yet.”

“I promise I’ll try.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “That’s all I need. I’m proud of you.”

“Ruby called this morning,” I added. “We talked about the inheritance. She was in disbelief but still congratulated me.”

Diana nodded. “I know. I spoke with her too. And I’m dealing with my own dilemma right now. Honestly, I don’t want Ruby to be part of this world. But she’s grown, and I can’t force her out either. That’s why I offered her the option to stay at our house if she wants.”

I nodded slowly. “I don’t think she’d like moving in there by herself.”

Diana sighed. “I know. We’ll have to deal with it when she gets back.”

We continued to eat, talking about various topics. I told her about Sasha and how she’d helped with the shower. Diana let me know that I had many servants if I wanted another, but I was satisfied with Sasha for now. After that, it was time to meet my accountant who I’d be in touch with in the coming days here.

“Ready to meet Miss Raven and your accountant Kyla? They want to go over business operations, financials, legal stuff.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I’m ready … Gonna be tough to keep up with the names.”

“You’ll be fine,” she said with a chuckle.

We left the kitchen and made our way to Kyla’s office. It was a secluded room at the end of the mansion, away from all the girls in their skimpy clothes and erotic art.

Diana knocked, and a woman named Kyla opened. She wore glasses, high heels, and a pencil skirt so tight it looked like it had been painted on. Blonde and busty, her silicone breasts pushed the limits of the silky blouse tucked into her waistband. Not discreet enhancements either, full-blown watermelons. Her lips were thick, but not overly done, and also painted with a bold red. She was maybe in her mid-thirties, but she looked like she walked off the set of a late-night film.

I glanced at Diana. “Is she really an accountant?” I muttered.

Giggling, Diana answered, “Beautiful women can have degrees too, sweetheart. Not all of them are bimbos, though you’ll meet a few of those, no doubt.”

I turned red. “Right. Sorry.”

Pretending she hadn’t heard that part, the woman smiled and stepped forward. “You must be Ryan. I’m Kyla. Your new numbers girl.”

She held out her hand. Her grip was firm. Her eyes behind the glasses were sharp. Diana was right. Even if she looked like a pornstar, it didn’t make her one.

“I, uh… I didn’t mean anything by that,” I said quickly. “I’m just new to all this.”

Kyla grinned. “Don’t worry. I get that a lot. And yes, I can do math without taking my top off.”

That broke the ice. I laughed, and so did Diana. Even Miss Raven cracked a smirk from the corner of the room, greeting me and my mother with a handshake.

We settled in.

“So, how’s everything?” Kyla asked. “I mean, you’re young, and you’ve just inherited the biggest adult empire known to man.”

“It’s a bit surreal,” I admitted. “I know it’ll take time to adjust, but I’m not going to shy away from it.”

“Great answer,” Kyla said, and even Diana gave me a proud look. “As you already know, I’m your accountant, and I’ll be helping to minimize your taxes, along with the legal support of Miss Raven. The two of us usually work together, but we’ll also be in close contact with you.”

“Understood,” I said.

“We just want to give you a brief overview without overwhelming you even more,” she added.

“Good luck,” I said, which made the ladies laugh.

“We’ll try,” Miss Raven replied with a smile.

“Well, as you already know, the magazine,” Kyla said, “is the spine of the operation but not the most profitable. Magazines are kind of outdated. But it’s still the heart of the empire. Think of it as a casting platform. The girls come in, they model, they do porn, they get seen, and so on. After that, they branch out. Some do cam shows, some go full porno, some build subscription sites, and some do escorting, but they all want to work for us.”

“Do they want to work for us?” I asked. “I mean, what about the competition?”

“Most of them do. We run things professionally and always leave a good impression. Plus, they want to be part of the Pink Mansion.” She crossed her legs. “Let me tell you this, the magazine is one of the most viewed and well-known adult sites in the world. Even if it doesn’t generate direct revenue, it brings in massive traffic. It’s all ‘free content,’ quote-unquote, but it channels viewers to our other ventures, where we do
 make money.”

“I get it,” I said. “It’s a smart strategy.”

“Your father wasn’t dumb by any means,” she said. “There are very few women who don’t want to affiliate with us, especially after their first casting … or with you. You’ll be doing the fucking, after all.”

“Right,” I said, pausing. “I need to backtrack. You mentioned escort directories. Isn’t that, uh… illegal?”

“In the U.S., yes,” Miss Raven said, flipping to another page. “But your father believed in a global presence. Most of the actual escort directories operate through European shells. The funds are funneled back through the magazine or lifestyle divisions to keep them clean. It’s messy, complex, and highly optimized to avoid taxes.”

Kyla chimed in. “Which your father hated. Like, deeply. I swear he lost sleep over filing quarterly.”

“How much does each part of the business make?” I asked.

She pointed at a chart. “Magazine along with the tub sites doesn’t make anything. Cam sites make a decent amount. There are quite a lot of men with certain fetishes who are willing to pay a lot for them. Subscription platforms are exploding, obviously. Those are the biggest earners, and escorts and strip clubs? Not as much. Smallest slice of the pie.”

“So why keep doing them?”

Miss Raven’s eyes met mine. “Because Milton wanted everything.”

I looked at the numbers again. Offshore accounts, holding companies, web traffic reports and so on. I didn’t understand half of it, but I wanted to.

“I don’t know much about taxes or corporate structure,” I admitted. “But I’ll study. I want to get this right.”

Diana smiled at me proudly, and Miss Raven nodded. “Good. Your father may have been many things, but he always knew who he was. Now it’s your turn.”

Kyla smiled, then tapped the folder. “Start here. Read slowly. There’s a glossary in the back.”

“I will,” I said. “Better this than boring college homework.”

They all chuckled.

“Debt and repetitive tasks aren’t much fun, I feel you,” Kyla said.

“I never liked college,” I admitted.

“You were meant to do something different,” Miss Raven said with a wink.

“And you won’t end up in debt,” Diana added. “That’s one reason I never went.”

“If I’d had a body like yours back then, I wouldn’t have gone either,” Miss Raven said.

“You definitely have a body,” Diana told her.

“I do,” Miss Raven agreed, “but the competition, enough said.”

Diana didn’t argue with that.

Miss Raven gave me a long look, then closed the folder in front of her. We were about to wrap up the meeting. “There’s one more thing you should understand,” Miss Raven said. “Not everything your father built was clean.”

Kyla added, “Like what I explained earlier, escort directories are always the riskiest. We operate them offshore to keep liability low, but that doesn’t mean someone won’t eventually try to poke around.”

I nodded slowly, trying to keep up. “So we’re… one call away from an investigation?”

Miss Raven shook her head. “Not quite. Your father knew how to bury the trails. Shell companies, encrypted servers, layered holding accounts. But it only works if everyone keeps quiet and nobody gets sloppy. It’s not clean but it’s still legal.”

Kyla glanced at her. “We’ve had a few close calls. Nothing that made it past whispers. But it only takes one girl with a grudge or a rogue journalist with a deadline.”

“And also, what do you mean by it being legal but not clean?” I asked.

“I can explain that one,” Miss Raven said. “The law can be vague sometimes, and for a reason. Not everything is set in stone. If something falls into a gray area, it can be used against you, or anyone else, depending on how it’s interpreted. So, the best strategy is to avoid drawing attention to certain operations in the first place, if that makes sense.”

“It does,” I said.

We were about to wrap things up when Miss Raven asked, “What about a manager? Have you met any of the girls you’d consider for the role?”

I mulled it over. It wasn’t something I’d really thought about, but I knew I couldn’t keep juggling everything on my own.

Slowly, I turned to my mother, and she already knew what I was thinking.

“Do you want to?” I asked.

“I do,” Diana admitted. “Though it already feels like I am one.”

We exchanged smiles. And just like that, one more thing was off my plate.

“A friendly reminder, Diana, tomorrow you need to plan our next photoshoot for the magazine,” Miss Raven said, then turned to me. “And you’ll need to come up with a topic.”

“Sure,” I said, knowing it wouldn’t be the hardest thing to do. “But right now, I need to study these papers a bit.”

“You’re the man of the house,” Kyla said with a smile. “You know where to find us if you need anything.”

We left them, Diana and I, and once we were alone in the hallway, she gently pulled me aside.

“You’re doing great,” she said with a warm smile.

“Thank you,” I replied, smiling back at the pride in her eyes.

“I’ll leave you alone for a bit,” she said. “And try not to stress about the to-do list. I’ve got it all in my head.”

“Sure. Thanks,” I said.

* * *

Later that day, I stayed at my desk to read through the document, absorbing and learning as much as I could. Time passed quickly until Diana came in to remind me it was time for lunch.

“Am I disturbing you?” she asked, gently opening the door.

“No,” I said, leaning back in my chair. “I need a break anyway. It feels like my eyes are bleeding.”

“Learned anything new?” she asked.

“A lot,” I said, rubbing my eyes. Then I looked at her. “How does it feel to be back here, by the way?”

“You know,” she said, “I wasn’t sure I wanted to come back here. I thought I’d feel angry or bitter. But seeing you today? Watching you listen? I’m proud of you, Ryan.”

That hit harder than I expected. I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. “Thanks,” I said quietly. “For being open about this.”

She smiled and reached across the table, her fingers wrapping gently around mine. “You’re not doing this alone. Just don’t lose yourself in the glitter, okay? This place has a way of making men believe they’re gods.”

“I can see that,” I said.

“I also saw this as an opportunity to get even closer to you… and so far, it’s working.”

I smiled, thinking about the kiss, and how she’d let me touch her beautiful breasts.

“Have you kissed a girl yet?” she asked, lightly ruffling my hair.

“Not yet… I’ve been busy with studying, I guess.”

“You need to get out more too. You remember what we talked about, right?”

“Right,” I said.

It was definitely a tempting offer. She’d promised to teach me how to please a woman.

Diana’s gaze softened as she took a closer look at me. “There’s something else on your mind. I can tell.”

I hesitated, then reached into my pocket and pulled out the folded papers. “His will. I’ve been reading it every night before bed. Including last night.”

She raised an eyebrow. “The full legal document? That’s some bedtime reading.”

“Not just the inheritance parts. A line there caught me a bit off guard.”

“Which part?” she asked, intrigued as she leaned forward so her breasts touched my shoulders.

I unfolded the papers. “There’s this part…” I found the page I was looking for and stared at it. “The part where he mentions his abandonment.”

She took the will from my hands and read out the line I’d pointed out. “If you’re hearing this, I’m gone. I never got to teach you much. I wasn’t there in the ways you needed—I know, and I understand why you’re still holding a grudge. I don’t blame you. I don’t judge you for it. I know exactly how it feels since I was abandoned as a child too.” Diana nodded and then put the will down. “Milton grew up in poverty. His father was a drug addict who abandoned the family when Milton was just five. Chose heroin over his own son.”

I looked at her, surprised. “I had no idea.”

“His mother worked three jobs to keep them afloat,” she continued, her eyes distant with memory. “She was his only constant. The only adult who never let him down. I think that’s why he always surrounded himself with women in positions of power. Miss Raven, Kyla … all the senior staff. He trusted women to get things done.”

“And distrusted men,” I added, the pieces clicking together.

Diana nodded. “He never said it outright, but I noticed it. Every male executive who disappointed him was gone within weeks. Women got second chances, and men were disposable to him.”

“That explains why he was so distant with me,” I said quietly.

“Yes, and you might also have noticed a pattern. Being raised by a single mother is probably why you only trust women and distrust men.”

“I have.” I’d never thought about it that way, but she was right. Male authority figures made me uncomfortable. Even at college, I gravitated toward female professors.

Diana folded the letter and slid it back to me.

“How did you even meet?” I asked her.

“I was one of the first pink girls, Ryan. The very beginning of his empire.”

“But how were you discovered?”

“Well, I was nineteen, broke, and determined not to end up waiting tables like my mother.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Milton had just started his first magazine. He needed models. I needed money. You do the math.”

“Were you his star?” I asked, then scratched my neck. “Judging by those younger photos of you, you sure looked like it.”

“His star,” she said simply. “For three years, I was on every cover and in every spread. The original pink girl. Before the mansion, before the empire. It was just a small studio in a bad part of town.”

“But you left that life behind.”

“When I got pregnant with your sister.” She nodded. “I wanted something different for my children. I knew I couldn’t be doing this while being a mother.”

“I think you made a wise choice,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said, and I knew it meant a lot to her.

“So,” I said, changing the subject. “About that … tutorial you promised. The one about, um, licking?”

Diana’s serious expression broke into a playful giggle. “My goodness, you’re eager, aren’t you?” She reached across and patted my hand. “I’m glad you’re excited, but remember our deal. You have to uphold your part first.”

“My part?”

“Talking to the pink girls,” she reminded me. “Getting to know them, building your confidence and kissing them.”

I sighed. “I know, I just… I don’t know what to say to them.”

“You don’t have to be smooth or charming. Just be yourself.” She stood up, smoothing her dress. “Talk to them like they’re people, not fantasies, ask questions, listen and so on. The rest will follow naturally.”

“And then?”

Her smile turned mischievous. “And then I’ll teach you everything I know. Trust me, it will be easier once you have some confidence.” She leaned down and kissed my forehead. “Now come, before the lunch gets cold.”

* * *

After lunch, I wandered out to the pool area, drawn by the sounds of feminine laughter and splashing. Several girls lounged on sunbeds, their bodies glistening with tanning oil. They all wore skimpy pink bikinis. As I neared them, they noticed me and their conversations quieted.

“Look who’s here,” said a redhead with freckles scattered across her nose and shoulders. “Our new boss finally joins us.”

“Hi,” I said, trying to project confidence. “Mind if I sit with you ladies for a while?”

“We’d be offended if you didn’t,” said another girl, a brunette with an hourglass figure. She patted the space next to her on her sunbed. “I’m Belle, by the way.”

I settled beside her, trying not to stare too obviously at her cleavage. “Ryan,” I said, then laughed. “But I guess you all know that already.”

“We’ve been waiting to meet you properly,” said the redhead, who introduced herself as Blossom.

“Is that so?” I asked.

“Uh-huh,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me.

A blonde introduced herself as Peachy. She leaned forward before anyone else did. I quickly noticed they competed for space. “You have a nice jawline.”

“Nice hair too,” Blossom quickly added.

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a blush creep up my neck. “I’m glad you like it.”

Belle reached for her phone. “We just did a photoshoot last week. Want to see? It might help you understand what we do around here.”

“Sure,” I said, settling down as she scooted closer, her thigh pressing against mine.

She opened her gallery and began scrolling through professional-looking nude photos of herself and the other girls. In one, she was on a motorcycle, completely naked except for thigh-high boots. In another, she and Blossom lay on top of each other on a bed, their pussies pressed together.

“What do you think?” she asked, watching my reaction closely.

They were hot enough to make blood flow south. “They’re really hot.”

The girls exchanged pleased glances.

“Would you want to direct a shoot sometime?” Peachy asked.

“Maybe,” I said, surprising myself with how much I liked the idea. “I’d need to learn more first.”

Blossom turned to the table to fill a glass with lemonade. She spilled some on her chest but didn’t mind. She handed me the drink. “You said it was hot so here’s something to cool you down.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking a sip.

“So, Ryan, are you feeling at home yet? This place can be overwhelming at first,” Blossom asked.

“Yes and no. It’s starting to feel more like home, but there’s still a lot to take in. The business side alone is massive.”

“We can help with the fun parts,” Belle said, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper, “That’s our job after all.”

As I sipped my drink, I noticed the girls shifting closer. Peachy slid off her lounger to sit cross-legged at my feet. Blossom moved to perch on the arm of my chair. You had to be blind to not see how horny they were.

“You know,” Belle murmured, her breath warm against my ear, “we could show you some of those perks right now.”

Before I could respond, she gracefully swung her leg over mine, settling her weight onto my thighs. Her bikini-clad body hovered inches from mine, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders.

“Is this okay?” she asked, her eyes searching mine.

I nodded, putting my drink aside. I had never had a girl sitting on top of me like this, but it didn’t feel as nerve-wracking or challenging as I thought. Emboldened, I placed my hands on her hips, then slid them down to cup her ass. The firm flesh filled my palms perfectly. I remembered Diana’s instructions from our kissing lesson, and I didn’t hesitate as I eyed Belle’s full lips, desperate for a taste.

When our lips met, I kissed her exactly as Diana had taught me. Gentle pressure at first, then gradually deepening, my tongue seeking hers. Belle made a small sound of surprise and pleasure against my mouth. And while I palmed her ass, she locked her arms around my neck, enjoying the sweet kiss as much as I did.

“Hmm,” she moaned when we parted. “You’re a natural … Do you like my ass better than my tits?” She twirled her hair on her finger as if inviting me to touch her.

My hands moved up to her breasts, feeling their weight through the thin fabric of her bikini top. “I like them both.” But as I touched her, my mind betrayed me. Suddenly, it was Diana I was kissing, Diana whose curves filled my hands. The forbidden image sent blood rushing to my groin, making me instantly, painfully hard.

Belle felt it too. Her eyes widened as she shifted against my erection. “Someone’s excited,” she teased, rolling her hips.

“You have no idea,” I said, trying to focus on the woman actually in my lap rather than the one in my head. She leaned in for round two, and the moment her lips touched mine, I melted a little, feeling her hot, sweet breath against me as I continued exploring that gorgeous girl. While we kissed, lips pressed firmly together, I felt the other girls’ hands brushing against my chest as they leaned in closer.

When the kiss finally broke, Belle wrapped her arms around me, resting her head on my shoulder.

But they didn’t give me a break.

Blossom leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “We can take this somewhere more private if you want.”

The other girls murmured their agreement, hands now roaming freely over my shoulders, chest and through my hair.

“Or we can stay right here,” Peachy suggested, her finger drawing a circle on my ankle.

There were so many possibilities. But I was mainly interested in my mother, knowing damn well what she’d promised me earlier.

I was about to answer when I caught sight of Diana watching from the patio doors. Our eyes locked for a brief moment, and there was pride in her gaze. She gave me a wave before turning back, and I was glad she’d seen me. I didn’t want to let her down. And that glimpse of her only intensified my arousal. I turned back to Belle, who bit her bottom lip, looking equally as horny as the rest of them.

“Let’s stay here,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I like the sun.”

“Do you know what I don’t like?” Belle asked flirtatiously.

“No?”

“Tan lines.” Belle smiled and reached behind her back, unfastening her bikini top. The garment fell away, revealing her fresh, perky breasts with two cute, peachy nipples. I couldn’t help but stare, mesmerized by the sight of her boobs.

“Your turn,” Belle told Blossom and she too unfastened her top, letting it drop to the patio, revealing natural slender breasts.

Then Peachy followed suit, her larger breasts bouncing slightly as she freed them. Three beautiful topless women surrounded me. Not only that, but they all tried to get a piece of me, caressing my arms and an occasional hand slid over my bulge.

Belle leaned in for another kiss, this one deeper. Her bare breasts pressed against my chest, and the sensation of skin on skin turned me on even more. Blossom’s lips found my neck, while Peachy’s hands massaged my thighs.

“Come on,” Belle whispered against my mouth. “Let’s hop into the pool.”

Before I could respond, she slipped off my lap and took my hand, tugging me toward the edge of the pool. The three girls backed toward the water, their breasts swaying with each step, eyes never leaving mine.

“Last one in has to do whatever the others say,” Peachy called out with a laugh.

They turned and dove in together, three perfect arcs cutting through the air before disappearing beneath the surface with barely a splash. They emerged seconds later, water streaming down their bare torsos, hair slicked back, laughing and beckoning to me.

I kicked off my shoes and pulled my shirt over my head, then jumped in to join them. I looked forward to hearing what they wanted. I sure was ready to give it to them.

* * *

The pool had been a blast, and things got pretty flirty fast. Splashing, teasing, sunbathing and kissing. It was hard not to enjoy it. But I could tell I’d disappointed them a little. They suggested we finish things off in their bedrooms, but I told them I had other things to take care of. They pretended it was okay, but I could see they were a bit offended.

I could’ve taken the leap, but honestly, I was more excited to see my mother again, to let her know I’d upheld my end of the deal.

By the time the sun started dipping low, I went looking for her. This place was massive, and I learned there was more than one pool. After asking around, I quickly found her on the patio with Amy lounging on sunbeds, sunglasses on and drinks in hand. Both wore barely-there bikinis, enjoying the last rays of the sun.

Diana lowered her sunglasses slightly and looked at me, then at the towel I was holding in front of myself.

“Had fun out there?” she asked, smirking. “Looks like you did.”

I grinned. “Yeah. I did. We even kissed.”

Diana’s smile widened. “I saw it.”

Amy chuckled from behind her glass. “He’s becoming a man.”

Diana nodded, still watching me. “I think he already is.”

That made me feel good like I was finally starting to fit in here.

Later, Diana made dinner. Nothing fancy, just something simple we could eat in private. We sat at the table with the patio doors still open, letting in the breeze.

She took a bite, then glanced at me. “So? Did anything else happen besides kissing and flirting?”

I looked down at my plate. “They tried,” I said. “But I kinda stopped them. I didn’t know what to do. I’ve only really learned how to kiss so far.”

Diana reached across the table and gave my hand a squeeze. “That’s okay. You’ll learn a lot more. I promise.”

Diana kept crossing and uncrossing her legs under the table. Each time she leaned forward to refill her glass, I couldn’t help but notice how her cleavage deepened, how her eyes lingered on me a beat longer than usual. She hadn’t changed clothes and wore the same bikini that was about to drive me mad.

“So,” she said, her voice a touch huskier than before, “remember what I promised to teach you next?”

“How to … go down on a woman?”

She nodded, biting her lower lip. “I’ve been thinking about it all day. After seeing you with those girls at the pool…” She trailed off. “You’re ready. You definitely are.”

I shifted in my seat, suddenly very aware of my growing erection. The thought of Diana teaching me such an intimate act made me painfully aroused.

“Are you nervous?” she asked.

“A little,” I admitted. “But I’m excited too.”

She smiled, a slow, sensual curve of her lips. “Good. That’s how it should be.” She stood up and collected our plates. “How about some dessert first? I ordered some chocolate mousse … And no, I don’t have the skill to make that.”

I chuckled. “I think you do.”

As she bent to retrieve it from the refrigerator, I stared at her full moon. I couldn’t tear my eyes away, and I couldn’t stop thinking of going down on her. I had seen her nude when she was young but not like now. I bet she looked just as sweet. When she turned, she caught me staring. Instead of being embarrassed, she just winked.

When we finished, she pushed her bowl away and looked at me. “So, where would you be more comfortable? Your room or mine?” There was no small talk. She just wanted to dive right into it.

“Mine,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “If that’s okay.”

“Perfect.” She stood. “I just need to change into something more comfortable first. Give me ten minutes?”

I nodded. “Sure.”

“Meet you there,” she said, brushing her hand across my shoulder as she passed.

I made my way to my room, mind racing with erotic dreams. Was this really happening? Was my mother actually going to teach me how to please a woman… using herself as an example? And how far would she be willing to go?

I paced the room, straightening things nervously, and adjusting the lighting to something softer. Every minute felt like an hour as I waited for her return.

My thoughts kept drifting to her, how she’d looked in that bikini earlier, how her lips had parted when she caught me staring, and to the album of her youthful photos. We had come a long way in our relationship. I was surprised I hadn’t felt more embarrassed after she caught me masturbating to her. If anything, it seemed to make her proud.

I knew going down on her would feel incredible, but deep down, I wanted something more.

I just wasn’t sure how to talk to her about it.

Ten minutes seemed to stretch into an eternity. I sat on the edge of my bed, waiting and fantasizing about her. Each creak in the hallway made me wonder if it was her, and finally, there she knocked at my door.

“Come in,” I said, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

The door opened slowly, and Diana stepped inside, gently closing the door. She’d changed into a silk, thin nightgown. It was a pale pink that seemed to glow against her skin, falling just to mid-thigh. After a closer look, I noticed it was a see-through. I could see her motherly breasts and also hints of her vagina that would soon be mine.

“Sorry if it took too long,” she said. “I was a bit picky, but I think this nightgown will do.”

“It looks perfect on you,” I said, unable to take my eyes off her.

She sat beside me on the bed, close enough that I could smell her floral perfume which made my head swim. “You smell really good.”

“I wanted to be pretty and attractive to you.”

“So how do we start?” I asked.

“Before we start,” she murmured, her eyes finding mine, “I want you to kiss me again, touch me and warm me up before we take this off.” She gestured to her nightgown. “That’s important. Women need to feel desired first.”

I nodded, glancing at her lips. We both leaned in, and I cupped her face in my hands and pressed my lips to hers. It went a lot better than our first time, and it felt so natural as I kept pressing my lips to hers. Then I deepened the kiss, remembering what she’d taught me before, varying the pressure, using my tongue sparingly, and paying attention to her responses.

Her hands found my shoulders, then slid down to my chest. Mine moved to her waist, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin silk. As the kiss intensified, I lost myself in the sensation, the taste of her tongue, the soft sounds she made in the back of her throat, and the way her body seemed to melt against mine.

My hands grew bolder, sliding up to cup her breasts through the nightgown, and she arched into my touch with a sigh.

“That’s good,” she whispered against my lips. “Now, let’s take this off.”

I reached for the hem of her nightgown, my fingers trembling slightly as I began to lift it. She raised her arms, helping me, and in one motion, I pulled it over her head.

Blonde hair spilling over her, she was completely naked underneath. The sight of her bare body, all smooth curves and soft skin, took my breath away. Her breasts were full and perfectly bell-shaped, her waist narrow, and her hips flared out in an hourglass shape. Then my eyes fixed on her nether region, a sweet scent coming from between her legs.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, unable to stop staring as I badly wanted to spread her legs.

A smile touched her lips. “Thank you, sweetie.” She lay back on the bed, her hair fanning out on the pillow. “Most men rush. That’s their biggest mistake. Women need to be teased and warmed up properly.” She took my hand and guided it to her collarbone. “Start here. Kiss me slowly down my body. Let me feel your desire build till you reach my flower.”

I nodded, lowering my lips to the hollow of her throat. Her skin was warm and smelled of her floral perfume. I placed a kiss there, then another along her collarbone, feeling her pulse quicken beneath my lips.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her fingers raking through my hair. “Take your time.”

I moved lower, trailing kisses across the swell of her breasts. I kissed her up the mound till I reached the peak of her boob. When my lips brushed against her nipple, she arched slightly, wanting me to have some more. I licked her tit, coating it in my saliva. Then I latched my mouth onto her nipple as if I were a babe in her arms again.

She giggled at how I sucked and put so much attention on her breasts.

“Women love anticipation,” she murmured, her voice growing breathier. “Don’t rush to the destination. In other words, you’re doing well.”

“Your boobs are amazing,” I said after coming off with a kiss.

“I’m glad you enjoy them,” she said.

Following her guidance, I continued my journey downward, leaving a path of kisses across her ribs, her stomach, and the curve of her hip. Her skin quivered under my touch, goosebumps rising in the wake of my lips.

When I reached her navel, I glanced up at her face. She was biting her lip, looking as aroused as I’d ever seen her.

“Lower,” she encouraged, shifting her hips subtly.

She spread her legs for me, inviting me to her promised land. I moved between her thighs, suddenly face-to-face with her most intimate area. She didn’t look much different from when she was a barely legal teen. Her pussy was perfectly groomed, with just a neat strip of dark hair above her folds. The lips were slightly parted like a flower fully bloomed. And it glistened with arousal, several beads adorning her lips as more trickled out from her interior.

“Take a moment,” she said, noticing my fascination. “Every woman is different. Learn what you’re seeing.”

I studied her carefully, taking in every detail as I gently spread her pussy, the delicate pink of her inner lips, the small hood at the top concealing her clit, and the way her entrance pulsed slightly as if begging for attention.

“What should I start with?” I asked after a minute of studying her. I was mesmerized by her beauty.

“Start with broad, flat strokes of your tongue,” she instructed. “Then get more specific as you learn what she responds to.”

Taking a deep breath, I lowered my head and gave an experimental lick, running my tongue flat against her from bottom to top. The taste was unlike anything I’d experienced, musky, slightly sweet, intensely intimate and surely forbidden.

Diana’s sharp intake of breath told me I was doing something right.

“Good,” she said. “I enjoyed that.”

I licked her again, more confidently this time, enjoying the forbidden sweetness on my tongue. My cock strained painfully against my shorts as I explored her with my mouth, licking every inch of her lips that swelled under my mouth. Then I parted her wet lips with my finger and dove in with my tongue, sliding inside her velvety walls and imagining it was my erection.

“That’s it,” Diana whispered, her hand cupping my neck. “Now focus on my clit, that little nub at the top. Gentle circles with your tongue.”

I followed her instructions, finding the swollen bud and swirling my tongue around it. Her hips bucked slightly, lifting her pelvis so she pushed her womanhood against my face.

“Perfect,” she said. “Mmm, you’re skilled.”

I spat on her pussy, letting it mingle with her honey before I licked it up again. The taboo nature of what we were doing only heightened my arousal. This was the woman who’d raised me, and I was between her thighs, tasting her most intimate place. Instead of feeling wrong, it felt incredibly right and incredibly hot on top of it.

“Now suck gently,” she guided, her voice becoming breathier. “Not too hard, yes, just like that.”

I took her clit between my lips and sucked softly, flicking my tongue against it. Her reaction was immediate, her back arched and she gasped, her thighs trembling against my cheeks.

“Oh god, Ryan,” she moaned. “That’s perfect. Don’t stop.”

I slid my hands beneath her ass, lifting her slightly to give me better access as I devoured her. The taste of her arousal grew stronger, her wetness coating my chin as I worked on my tongue while my nose pressed against her clit.

“Faster,” she said as her thighs quivered. “I’m getting close.”

I licked her quicker, starting back at the bottom and running my tongue to the top. Then I fell back to the gates of her puckered hole before dragging my tongue all the way back up, focusing on her clit with firm, quick flicks of my tongue. Her thighs began to shake, and her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me exactly where she needed me.

“Yes, yes, right there,” she cried out, her body tensing. “Oh god, you’re such a good boy.”

I couldn’t move my head. She’d pinned me against her womanhood, but I wouldn’t want to be any other place as I kept lapping at her slit and swollen, puffy wings. I flicked my eyes up to hers. I saw her inflated breasts, rising and sinking rapidly as if she were jogging, and then her face. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy, and she kept drawing in one deep breath after another as I drew out a climax from her. “Oh, Ryan,” she said, throwing her head back as she thrust her hips against my face while burying me against her pussy with her hands, keeping me clamped there.

Then her back arched off the bed as she climaxed, her pussy flowing with fresh honey that spilled over my face while her thighs shook like twigs. I kept licking, gentler now, helping her ride through the waves of pleasure until she tugged at my hair, signaling me to stop.

She let go of me and slumped down with a sigh. I looked up at her, my face glistening with her juices, and she gazed back at me with half-lidded eyes, flushed cheeks and mouth open.

“Come here,” she said, beckoning me up beside her.

I moved up to lie next to her, and she turned to face me, her expression a mix of satisfaction and tenderness.

“That felt like heaven,” she murmured, brushing my hair from my forehead. “You learn so quickly.”

“I had a good teacher,” I replied with a smile, then lay back on the pillow beside her, my body equally as warm as hers.

Diana curled against me, her head resting on my chest as we both caught our breath. I could feel her smile against me, which warmed me even more.

“You know,” she said, “I never expected this when we came here, but there’s something so satisfying about slipping into the teacher role again.” She looked up at me, her eyes soft with affection. “It reminds me of when you were little and I’d show you how to tie your shoes or ride a bike. Only now, it’s a bit different.”

“Better different?” I asked, running my fingers through her hair.

She nodded. “Just watching you learn, seeing that look of concentration on your face, it makes me feel like I’m still parenting you in some way, guiding you. I’ve missed that.”

“I’ve missed it too,” I admitted. “I feel so much more comfortable with you now than I ever have before. It’s like all the awkwardness between us is gone.”

Diana propped herself up on one elbow, studying my face. “Are you okay with what we just did?” Her voice was gentle but direct. “I know it’s not exactly conventional.”

“I am.”

“I’m glad.”

It felt so damn good to be intimate with her, and I sure wanted more.

We lay in silence for a while, just breathing together, until I found the courage to ask what had been on my mind. “Would you be willing to teach me more?” I asked in a low voice. “Beyond just oral, I mean.”

Diana’s eyes met mine, searching. “Maybe,” she said carefully. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

“Everything,” I admitted. “I want to know what it’s like to really be with a woman. Or with you to be precise. It will help me with my shyness with the other girls.”

She cupped my cheek, her expression tender. “I love you, Ryan. So much. If this is something you truly want, I’ll listen. I’ll consider it.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping even lower. “But even if we create our own rules, we need to be careful. If this got out, it could cause a scandal that could complicate things.”

I nodded, understanding the gravity of what we were discussing. “I’ll be discreet. I promise.”

Diana shifted, pulling the sheet over her body as she sat up against the headboard. Her eyes drifted to the folders stacked on my nightstand, and she tilted her head curiously.

“Have you given any thought to the next magazine issue yet?” she asked, changing the subject. “Since I’m your manager now, I’ll have to remind you of your to-do list. You need to come up with a theme.”

I sat up beside her, suddenly remembering. “Actually, I have been thinking about it. What if we did a MILF theme?” I looked at her meaningfully. “You were my inspiration, to be honest.”

Her eyes lit up, and a proud smile spread across her face. “That’s actually a brilliant idea. MILFs are incredibly popular right now, it would sell extremely well.”

“I want to start shooting soon,” I said, excited to dive into something new and exciting. “The thing is, I’ve never directed a photoshoot before. I was thinking maybe you could be in it. And then maybe with Amy too? You both would be perfect.”

Diana’s expression softened, clearly flattered by the suggestion. She reached out and squeezed my hand. “I’d be honored to be in your first shoot,” she said warmly. “And I’m so proud of you for taking initiative like this. It shows real leadership.”

“Really? You’ll do it?”

“Of course.” She nodded decisively. “I’ve done this before.”

“I was afraid you’d say you had left it all behind,” I said.

“I thought I did,” she admitted. “But life changes, and I think it could be fun to relive some memories. Especially with Amy.”

“What about your sister?”

“Maybe she’ll be down too,” Diana said with a wink. “She did a couple of photo shoots when she was younger.”

“How did she react to the news?”

“She wasn’t surprised,” Diana said honestly. “She told me I had just as much a part in it as you did since I’d been a good mother.”

“I think she’s right,” I said.

Diana leaned forward, her breasts gently pressing against my chest. She ruffled my hair. “We can start tomorrow. I’m definitely excited for this.”

“So am I,” I admitted.

Her gaze drifted downward, lingering on the obvious bulge still straining against my shorts. “In the meantime, it looks like you might need some time for yourself?”

I felt my cheeks flush but didn’t deny it. “Yeah, I probably do.”

Diana leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, her hand caressing my cheek. “Get some rest, sweetheart. Tomorrow’s going to be a big day.”

She slipped from the bed, retrieving her nightgown and pulling it over her head. With a final meaningful look over her shoulder, she padded to the door.

“Goodnight, Ryan,” she said.

“Goodnight, Mom,” I replied, watching as she disappeared into the hallway.

As the door closed, I fell back against the pillows, thinking of everything that had happened. The taste of her still lingered on my lips as I reached down to finally relieve the ache that had been building all evening. Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.





Chapter 5





W
 hen I woke up, I still had Diana’s taste on my tongue. Last night, she taught me how to properly lick a woman. I had seen her nude and watched her climax right in front of me. It made me melt, and strangely, it made me feel confident.

I also remembered how I had brushed off the girls at the pool after kissing them. They had wanted more, and I was slowly getting more comfortable around them, even if I knew I still had some growing up to do.

I didn’t want to stay in bed for too long. I got up and decided to go over the documents again, soaking in more knowledge before planning the photo shoot. Diana had been excited when I suggested she be the theme and cover model for the next magazine issue. She hadn’t done that in years, and I could see the nostalgia in her eyes. She would be the perfect MILF model, especially alongside her friend Amy.

After I finished reading, there was a knock on the door. Sasha stepped in and greeted me with a nod.

“How was your sleep?” she asked sweetly, giving a small bow.

“Perfect,” I said. “Can you find some clothes for me?”

“Sure thing,” she said, happy to help. She ironed them like she always did, then joined me in the shower. She scrubbed my back and made sure to wash my cock as well. She looked up at me, probably wondering if I wanted her to blow me again.

“It’s fine for now,” I told her.

“You sure?” she asked. “I’ve been praised for my sucking skills.” She shaped her mouth into a suggestive “O,” and I didn’t doubt her for a second.

“Yes. I’ve got a busy day,” I said.

“Already settled in,” she noted as she began to towel me off.

“Yes,” I said. “A lot of responsibility.”

“You’re a man now,” she said. “Not just a nineteen-year-old boy.”

I was glad she thought that way, even if I was still insecure about my lack of sexual experience. Once I was fully dressed, she led me to my mother, who wasn’t making breakfast this time. She was sitting with Amy, both dressed in knee-length dresses, waiting for me.

“Sleep well?” Diana asked, smiling a little more than usual, probably still glowing from last night.

“Perfect. And you?”

“Deeper than usual,” she said, giving me a knowing look.

“So,” Amy chimed in, giving me a raised eyebrow. “Diana told me you wanted a MILF theme for next month’s issue. And that you wanted both of us. Was that wishful thinking on her part, or is that what you actually want?”

I chuckled. “Not wishful thinking at all. We need some variety, and I’ve mostly seen younger girls around. So why not mix it up?”

“I haven’t posed for photos in years,” Amy said.

“I’m sure it’ll all come back to you,” I said. I could tell they were both excited about the opportunity, especially as breakfast was served, which was waffles. While eating, I told Diana they weren’t nearly as good as hers.

She looked flattered but waved it off. “We have things to go over today, so I figured I’d save time. I’ll happily cook for you any other day.”

We started talking about this MILF issue, brainstorming some ideas. I could easily tell Diana and Amy had worked together before. They knew exactly what dresses to wear and where to shoot the photos.

“Is Scarlett still around?” Diana asked.

“You bet,” Amy said, fetching a servant and telling her to bring her.

She appeared a minute later, a redhead in her late thirties who stepped into the dining room. She wore the same pink suit as most of the other girls around here, but what stood out about her was all the makeup. From her powdery cheeks to ruby-red lips that matched her name, everything about her screamed confidence. She had that unmistakable pornstar look, just like my accountant.

“Did someone mention me?” she asked with a playful smile.

Diana was the first to rise and embrace her.

“Diana!” Scarlett said, wrapping her arms around my mother. “Oh my god, you’re like the queen of the mansion now.”

Diana giggled at her humor. “We have a lot of catching up to do, don’t we?”

“You bet,” she said. “You look just as beautiful as last time.”

“Thank you,” Diana said. “You too, by the way. Still just as fond of makeup, I see.”

“Always have, always will,” Scarlett replied, then turned to me with a grin. “So what’s up? What does the king need help with?”

“We’re planning a MILF-themed issue, and we need your expertise,” I said.

“Milton’s son … you look a lot like him.” She extended her hand. “Scarlett Monroe, makeup artist extraordinaire.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, shaking her hand.

“So, MILFs?” Scarlett grinned, taking a seat. “That’s going to be fun to style. We’ll want to emphasize that confident, experienced sexuality. Nothing too young or girlish, blah.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “I want women who pick up the magazine to feel desirable, not inadequate.”

“Smart business,” Amy commented. “The older demographic has money to spend.”

“What outfits are you planning to wear so I can think of the perfect makeup style?” Scarlett asked.

“Bikinis, elegant lingerie, transparent dresses that hint at what’s underneath,” Diana said and crossed her legs. “Anything sexy.”

“I like the sound of that,” Scarlett said, nodding. “I’m looking forward to the outdoor stuff. Hopefully, nudes are on the menu.”

Diana and Amy exchanged glances. “They sure are,” Diana said, which excited me.

“Mom,” I said, turning to her, “do you think we could find a few more women for the issue? I want to have variety, different body types, different looks. Not that you aren’t sexy.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “I know several former models who would be perfect. Women in their thirties and forties who still look classy and gorgeous. I’ll make some calls this afternoon.”

“Perfect,” I said, feeling excited for the project. This was my first real creative decision as head of the company, and it was coming together beautifully.

After breakfast, we moved to the terrace to bring it to life. We also met a petite dark blonde girl. She introduced herself as the photographer, and she wore the pink suit like everyone else here.

“I’m Alyssa, but everyone calls me Aly,” she said, extending her hand with a bright smile. “I’m the head photographer.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, shaking her hand. Unlike the other girls, she had an enthusiastic energy that was immediately contagious.

“I’ve been waiting to meet you,” she said, twirling a lock of hair on her finger. “I’ve heard so much about the new boss.”

As we chatted, I noticed she had several small pins on her collar, anime characters I vaguely recognized.

“You like anime?” I asked.

Her face lit up. “Love it. I’m actually a huge cosplayer in my free time. Last month I did Sailor Jupiter at Comic-Con.” She pulled out her phone and showed me photos of her in an impressively detailed costume. “The magazine lets me use the studio equipment for my cosplay photoshoots when it’s not in use.”

“That’s really cool,” I said, genuinely impressed by her passion.

“Will you still let me use the equipment?” she asked demurely.

“Of course,” I said. “Only if you show me.”

“Oh, I sure will,” she said with a giggle. She put her phone away and gestured to the setup. “What’s your vision for today’s shoot? Diana mentioned a MILF theme?”

I nodded, suddenly feeling more confident. “I want to start with elegant solo shots of both my mother and Amy. Something that shows their mature beauty.” I pointed toward the infinity pool. “Maybe there, with the water and sky as a background?”

“Perfect lighting there,” Aly agreed. “And after the solos?”

I swallowed, gathering my courage. “Then I want them together. Intimate poses, caressing each other, maybe some kissing and nudity. I want to capture their chemistry and history together.”

Diana and Amy exchanged looks, then both broke into smiles. “Just like old times,” Amy said with a wink.

Aly nodded enthusiastically. “I can definitely work with that. You two have to get dressed and put some makeup on.”

“I’m already on it,” Scarlett said and led Diana and Amy to the makeup booth, while Aly prepared the cameras and angles.

For the next hour, I watched as Aly directed Diana and Amy. Aly also asked about my opinions, humbly open to hearing from a beginner like me. Scarlett had done an incredible job transforming my mother into a jaw-dropping, sexy model. The makeup was perfect, just enough to make her face shimmer, her lips bold with red lipstick, and her eyes framed by lashes that made them look absolutely captivating.

Then there was her outfit: a stunning, skimpy bikini that looked like it belonged to a teenager. Amy looked just as sexy in hers, but it was my mother who completely stole my attention.

Aly knew exactly how to position her to highlight her best features, and Diana responded to directions like a true professional. It was clear she had done this before, her confidence said it all. From the way she placed a hand on her hip, to how she rested her elbows on the sunbed and leaned forward to show off her cleavage, and even the way she arched her back to flash her butt while on all fours by the pool, every move was erotic and stunning.

“Beautiful!” Aly called out. “Now look over your shoulder, just a hint of a smile… perfect!”

I couldn’t take my eyes off Diana.

During a quick break, while Scarlett touched up their makeup, I overheard Diana and Amy talking, their heads close together.

Aly adjusted the lighting, then looked at Diana and Amy with a glint of mischief in her eye. “Let’s try something a little more playful,” she said. “Get closer. I want heat, chemistry. Don’t be shy with each other.”

The two women exchanged a glance, then followed her lead. Diana slipped her arms around Amy’s waist, and Amy mirrored the embrace. Their bodies pressed together like two fitting puzzle pieces. Their breasts mashed naturally between them, the thin fabric of their bikinis doing little to hide the pressure and shape, and both their areolas were fully visible.

“That’s perfect,” Aly said with a grin, snapping a few photos. “Now, touch each other slowly.”

Amy’s hands slid down Diana’s sides, grazing over her hips. Diana responded by running her fingers up Amy’s back, then gently cupping her cheek. They tried their hardest not to giggle, but it was clear they both enjoyed it.

Aly turned toward me. “Ryan, want to help me add a little extra heat? Grab that water bottle and pour it over them, nice and slow.”

Fetching the bottle, I stepped forward, the bottle in hand, and tilted it gently over their bodies. The cool water trickled down their boobs, gliding over their breasts and stomachs, making the fabric cling even tighter to their skin. Both women gasped softly at the sensation, but neither pulled away.

Watching them, touching them this way, even indirectly, sent a charge through me. I felt myself getting hard, the sight alone enough to stir every nerve in my body.

“Perfect,” Aly said, her voice low and thrilled as she continued snapping photo after photo. “This is exactly what we needed.”

When we took a little break, Diana looked happier than ever, as if a lost passion had finally been found.

“God, this takes me back,” Diana laughed, dabbing at her lipstick. “Remember that Valentine’s shoot in ‘04?”

Amy snorted, covering her mouth. “When the director kept yelling ‘more passion’ and we practically ate each other’s faces during the tongue kiss?”

They both dissolved into giggles, leaning against each other like schoolgirls sharing secrets.

“You bit my lip so hard it swelled up,” Diana said, touching her bottom lip at the memory.

“And Milton loved it! Said it made you look even sexier.” Amy said. “Those were the days.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, their reminiscing having an unexpected effect on me. Their casual intimacy, the way they touched each other’s arms as they spoke, it was all fueling my imagination. I had never seen my mother like that, so close and intimate with someone, openly displaying her lust and sexiness. She looked like a completely different woman

Diana caught me staring and walked over in her bikini, tugging lightly at one of the shoulder straps.

“How’s it going? Are the photos turning out the way you imagined?” she asked.

“Even better,” I said, my eyes sweeping over her. Droplets still clung to her breasts, waist, and thighs. She gave her chest a playful shake, making her tits jiggle.

“What about you?” I asked.

“I feel really good… reliving some memories,” she said with a sly smile.

“I can see that,” I admitted.

“Don’t be shy about telling us how to pose,” she said, flipping her thick blonde hair over her shoulder. “It’s your magazine. Don’t forget that.”

“I won’t,” I replied, though the heat spreading through my body was making its way down fast.

Just then, Aly stepped over and gave my shoulder a light tap.

“I was thinking we move straight to the nudes,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “How about starting with silk robes that slip off naturally? A bit of tease before the full reveal.”

I noticed both women glance down for a second. My growing bulge wasn’t exactly easy to hide anymore.

“That’s perfect,” Aly said. “A little tease … then we ease into the intimacy.”

That definitely wasn’t going to help with the heat building inside me.

The assistants adjusted the lighting while Diana and Amy disappeared behind a screen with Scarlett. When they returned, both wore only silk robes loosely tied in the middle. I thought back to when I’d licked my mother, and this would be the second time I’d see her nude.

“Where do you want us?” Diana asked me instead of Aly, wanting some of my input as well.

I looked around, imagining how to make my mother look the sexiest. “Let’s start with you on the chaise lounge, Diana. Amy, stand behind her, maybe with your hands on her shoulders … Then let the robe fall.”

They took their positions, and at Aly’s signal, Diana let her robe fall. She looked even more stunning now, with makeup perfectly applied and the lights of the camera capturing every curve. I wasn’t sure how long I could keep my focus. I wanted to masturbate and that badly.

Her bell-shaped breasts pointed straight at me, like two forbidden fruits begging to be touched. She crossed her legs, veiling the pussy I’d recently had the pleasure of tasting, but there were still miles of smooth, tempting skin to take in. Her long hair spilled over her shoulders, adding to the wild, irresistible beauty she radiated.

“Amy, lean down like you’re going to kiss her neck,” I directed, my voice thankfully not betraying my growing arousal.

Amy complied, dropping her own robe and bending over Diana.

“Now, Mom, reach back and touch Amy’s hair,” I continued. As they moved through the poses, their bodies entwined with increasing intimacy. I directed them into a position where they faced each other, Diana’s leg draped over Amy’s hip, their nude breasts pressing together.

“Perfect,” Aly murmured, the camera clicking rapidly.

The pressure in my groin became unbearable. I shifted in my seat, trying to find relief, but it was no use. When Diana turned to look directly at the camera while Amy’s hand slid up her inner thigh, I knew I had to get out of there.

“I need a minute,” I mumbled, standing abruptly. “Continue without me.”

I hurried from the terrace, hunched over slightly, making my way to my bedroom.

“Where are you going?” Diana asked, sounding concerned.

“Just a minute,” I said. I ran upstairs and closed the door. I was just about to unzip my shorts when my mother opened the door. I should’ve guessed she’d come. She knew when something was wrong with me.

“Ryan? Are you okay?” Diana asked, concerned. She was only dressed in her robe but fully nude beneath.

“Yeah.”

“What kind of answer is that? Tell me, what’s wrong? You look flushed.” She stepped closer, concern in her eyes. “You’re sweating.”

“I just needed a moment,” I said, avoiding her gaze. “The photoshoot was getting intense.”

She approached me, her eyes traveling down to the obvious bulge in my shorts.

“Oh, Ryan,” she said, her voice softening. “Is that what happened? You got aroused watching us?”

I nodded, embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I tried to be professional, but seeing you and Amy together like that… I’ve never seen you so sensual and intimate in my life. You looked so hot.”

“Don’t apologize,” she said, placing her hand on my chest. “It’s a natural response. We’re creating erotic content, after all.” Her hand slid down my stomach. “Would you like me to help you with this? We can’t have you distracted during the rest of the shoot.”

“But Amy… the crew…”

“They can wait a few minutes,” she whispered. “You’re the man of the house. Don’t forget that.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice low.

“Help you with the pain,” she said with a little giggle.

“You’re really willing to do that?” I asked, knowing we were about to cross another serious line.

“You went down on me,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “I think I owe you one.”

A part of me knew it was wrong, but I didn’t want to argue. I didn’t stop her.

She sank to her knees, eyes never leaving mine. “Will you let me take care of you?”

“I’m not going to stop you,” I said, wiping sweat from my brow.

“I wasn’t about to let you suffer,” she teased, winking up at me.

She pulled the belt out of the loops and tugged down my pants and underwear. When she freed my erection, she looked up with a grin. “How do you want it? I can finish you quickly, if that’s what you need.”

“I’ve never been sucked before.”

“Then I’ll do it my way,” she said, wrapping her fingers around the base, gently rolling back the foreskin to expose the tip. She studied it with quiet admiration before positioning her mouth. It felt like time slowed as she parted her lips and took the crown in, her tongue swirling as her lips sealed around me.

The warmth, the wetness, the eye contact, every second was unreal.

Diana slid my erection deeper into her mouth till I bonked the back of her throat. Then she pressed her lips tightly around my shaft before pulling her head back. Coming off for a breath, she ran her tongue along the length before gobbling up my entire erection till her lips were firmly pressed against the groin like a kiss.

“Oh God,” I gasped, my fingers gripping the edge of my desk.

The forbidden nature of what we were doing hit me in full force. This was my mother on her knees, pleasuring me like a lover. The taboo of it made my cock throb harder in her mouth. She hummed in response and slobbered over my length.

Without breaking her rhythm, Diana untied her silk robe and let it fall open, revealing her naked body. She reached for my hand and guided it to her breast, knowing damn well what I wanted in a moment like this. I squeezed the soft flesh eagerly as she continued moving her mouth over my length.

Her eyes locked with mine, filled with maternal warmth despite our decidedly unmotherly activity. There was something in her gaze that said this wasn’t just lust, she genuinely wanted to take care of me, to relieve the tension that had built up during the photoshoot.

“Diana, you’re so sexy,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire as I caressed her breast.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand still stroking me. “That flatters me, sweetheart,” she said with a smile before taking me back into her mouth, quenching some of that heat that kept building.

As the pressure built, Diana sensed I was getting close. I kept thrusting my cock deeper into her mouth, making her gag a couple of times. “Sorry,” I apologized.

She released me with a wet pop. “It’s okay, sweetie, I pretty much pushed you against my pussy.”

“That was hot though.”

“This is hot for me too,” she said. “Since you’re getting close, where do you want to finish, Ryan? In my mouth or on my face?”

The question itself nearly sent me over the edge. “Both,” I managed to say. “Is that okay?”

She nodded, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she sucked harder and faster, sliding me over her tongue, back and forth, causing a friction that made me curl my toes. Letting go of her breasts, I grabbed her head and guided it back and forth.

I leaned back, moaning, and when I finally erupted, she kept her lips sealed around me, swallowing the first few spurts before quickly pulling back to let the remaining streams land and splash across her cheeks and lips.

Once there were only trickles coming out from the tip, she looked like a frosted cupcake. She looked up at me, face glistening with makeup and my seed, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Better now?” she asked, reaching for a tissue from the nearby box to wipe the mess from her face.

“Much better,” I said, still catching my breath. “That was… wow.”

I looked down, seeing her lipstick smudged all over my softening cock. I was speechless, but most importantly, I felt a lot better.

“I’d love to talk further … We can do that later, but I think the ladies are getting curious.”

“Right, we should head back,” I said.

“If you get hard by the end of the photo shoot, I can suck you again too,” she said flirtatiously, sounding like a teenager for a moment.

“Right,” I said.

She stood and straightened her robe. “Good. Now let’s get back to work. We have a magazine to produce.”

After quickly freshening up, we returned. Amy gave us a curious look, her eyes darting between us.

“Everything okay?” she asked, a slight edge to her voice.

“Perfect,” Diana replied smoothly. “Just some family matters.”

Amy’s eyebrow arched. “Must have been quite the matter. Your lipstick’s smudged, Diana.”

Diana touched her lips, Diana momentarily flustered. “Oh, I must have rubbed my mouth without thinking.”

Amy’s gaze lingered on me for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Right. Well, Aly’s ready for the kissing photos.”

Aly positioned Diana and Amy on a daybed that had been brought out. The sheets caught the late afternoon light perfectly, creating a warm glow around them.

“Are you ready for something intimate?” Aly asked, adjusting her camera.

“I’ve been waiting for years,” Amy said, exchanging grins with my mother.

“Start with kissing, and let your hands wander naturally,” Aly said.

Diana and Amy exchanged a brief look before moving closer. Placing their hands on each other’s hips, they pressed their lips together, and the kiss slowly deepened into something more passionate. Diana’s hand slid up Amy’s thigh while Amy cupped Diana’s breast, their bodies pressing together as the kiss intensified. I could see their tongues swirling, slipping into each other’s mouths. I could see how much my mother enjoyed it, gripping Amy’s hips and giving them a drawn-out squeeze. Their tits pressed lightly together as they kept the steam going. Diana had thought of me first when she sucked me off, probably knowing how painful it would become if she didn’t relieve me.

“That’s it,” Aly said with a grin, probably enjoying this as much as the rest of us, the camera clicking rapidly. “Now touch each other more intimately.”

Without breaking their kiss, Diana’s hand traveled lower, disappearing between Amy’s legs. Amy gasped against Diana’s mouth, then mirrored the action, her fingers finding their way to Diana’s pussy. They began stroking each other slowly, their breathing growing heavier while the wet, slobbering sound of the tongue kiss kept deepening.

I shifted, feeling the familiar stirring in my shorts again. The sight of my mother pleasuring another woman while being pleasured herself was intensely erotic, even more so than I’d foreseen.

“Beautiful,” Aly murmured and turned to me. “Any ideas?”

I wiped the sweat from my brow. “They should lick each other,” I said. “Turning up the heat.”

“You’re right. Diana, lie back on the pillows.”

They came off each other’s lips. “Not bad,” Amy said as a string of saliva clung from lip to lip.

“Felt just like old times,” Diana said, licking the taste of her friend from her lips.

“I like your son’s thinking too,” she said and glanced at me, kissing her hand and blowing it to me.

Diana reclined against the silk cushions, her legs parting as Amy positioned herself between them. Amy looked up at the camera once before lowering her head, her tongue extending to taste Diana’s folds. Diana’s back arched slightly, cupping Amy’s neck like she’d done when I’d licked her.

“Perfect,” Aly said. “Now hold that pose for a few shots.”

After capturing several angles, Aly and I directed them to switch positions. Now it was Diana’s turn to pleasure Amy, which she did with what appeared to be a well-known skill. Amy’s expressions of pleasure seemed genuine as Diana worked her tongue in slow, deliberate strokes, lapping at Amy’s crisp, freshly shaved pussy.

Aly and I discussed the next photos, and I wanted to see them scissoring as well. “Let’s try a scissoring pose,” Aly said. “Let’s see your pussies pressed together.”

They repositioned themselves, intertwining their legs until their most intimate parts met. Diana’s pink folds pressed against Amy’s, both glistening with arousal. They began to move against each other, creating friction that made both women moan softly.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from where their bodies connected, watching as they ground together. The sight of their pussies pressed together, so wet and pink, sent blood rushing to my groin once more.

“That’s incredible,” Aly said, circling them to capture every angle. “Give me just a bit more intensity.”

They increased their pace, grinding harder against each other, their breasts bouncing. Diana threw her head back, her expression one of genuine pleasure rather than performance.

By the time Aly called for a break, the sun was beginning to lower. The golden hour light bathed their bodies in a warm orange glow, making the scene even more erotic. I couldn’t stop staring at where their bodies met, the way their wet lips slid against each other, glistening with their combined arousal. Diana’s clit occasionally brushed against Amy’s, causing them both to shudder. The sight was hypnotic, and I felt myself getting hard again despite the release I’d had earlier.

Aly and I went over the photos, and we decided to call it a day. “I think we’ve got everything we need. The light’s fading anyway.”

Diana and Amy disentangled themselves, both breathing heavily. They shared a knowing look before accepting the robes that an assistant brought over.

“That was quite the shoot,” Amy said, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead.

“Let me see some of those,” Diana said, moving to look at Aly’s camera. She scrolled through the images, nodding with approval. “These are stunning, Aly. Makes me feel young again.”

“It was a really productive day,” Aly agreed, beaming with pride. “We got more usable photos than I expected. The chemistry between you two is perfect.”

“Well, this isn’t our first time,” Amy said with a wink.

They continued reminiscing as they gathered their things, sharing stories that made it clear their history went beyond professional modeling. I listened, fascinated by this side of my mother I’d never known. But I had seen some of it today, learning there was more to her than a caring parent.

As the crew began packing up equipment, Diana approached me.

“So, what did you think?” she asked, her voice low enough that only I could hear.

“You were both amazing, but you were something extra.”

She glanced down briefly at my shorts, noticing my renewed arousal. A knowing smile spread across her face.

“Looks like you might need some more help,” she said teasingly. “Maybe we should discuss the layout for the issue in private? I have some ideas I’d like to share.”

I nodded, understanding her meaning perfectly. “Yeah, I’d appreciate your input.”

She turned to the others. “Amy, Aly, I’m going to help Ryan plan the layout for the issue. We’ll see you at dinner.”

Amy gave us that same curious look from before but nodded. “Don’t work too hard.”

Diana followed me back to my bedroom, closing the door behind us. As soon as we were alone, she dropped her robe to the floor.

“That was quite a performance,” I said, my cock thickening as she prepared to free it.

“I meant everything I did out there,” Diana replied. “And I could tell you enjoyed watching.”

She glanced down at my obvious erection straining against my shorts. Without hesitation, she knelt before me, tugging at my waistband.

“Let me take care of this again,” she whispered, freeing my hard cock.

This time, there was no hesitation. Diana took me into her mouth so quickly it was as if she wanted this badly herself, her tongue swirling around the head before she slid her lips down my shaft. I groaned as I was deeply entrenched in her wet mouth.

“God, Mom,” I gasped as she bobbed her head back and forth.

She looked up at me with those blue eyes, never breaking rhythm as she bobbed her head. The sight of her, my own mother, pleasuring me the second time sent waves of forbidden excitement through my body.

To my surprise, I didn’t last any longer than the first time. As she gagged with my shaft poised at her throat, I kept thrusting it deeper till my orgasm detonated. I shot my cum down her mouth as her lips were sealed around the shaft. She swallowed everything, then gently cleaned me with her tongue, running it along the sides, before standing up.

“Better?” she asked, wiping the corner of her mouth.

“Much better,” I replied, still catching my breath.

“Hop into the shower and let’s go eat dinner.”

“Sure,” I said.

After showering and changing, we joined everyone for dinner. The atmosphere was surprisingly normal, considering what had happened earlier. Amy chatted about the industry, Aly showed us some of her favorite photos from the day, and we discussed ideas for the magazine.

“I think we should include a behind-the-scenes feature,” I suggested between bites of steak. “Readers would love to see how these photos come together.”

“Nice idea,” Amy said, nodding. “Adds value to the print edition when so much is available online for free.”

After dinner, I retreated to my room to work on the layout for the issue. I spread the preliminary photos across my desk, arranging them in different sequences to find the perfect flow.

There was a knock at my door before Diana entered, now dressed in silk pajamas.

“How’s it coming along?” she asked, peering over my shoulder at the scattered images.

“I think I’m getting somewhere,” I said, pointing to a nude photo of her and Amy. “This should be the centerfold.”

“You have good instincts,” she said, placing her hands on my shoulders. She began massaging, working out knots I hadn’t realized were there. “You’re tense.”

“It’s been an intense day,” I admitted, leaning into her touch.

“You’re doing wonderfully, Ryan,” she murmured, her fingers working magic on my tired muscles. “I’m so proud of you. Taking charge, making decisions. You’re becoming the man your father always hoped you’d be.”

Her words warmed me more than I could’ve imagined.

“Thank you. I’m trying my best to focus.”

“Did my blowjob help?” she asked in a lowered voice, her breath warm against my neck.

“More than you could imagine,” I said truthfully.

I turned to look at her in silk pajamas. They were pink, a bit loose, clearly meant for comfort, but her full breasts were still pressed against the fabric, the curves unmistakable. She’d washed off her makeup, now back to her natural self. And as much as I admired the sexy, made-up version of her, this was the woman I preferred.

“You were amazing,” I told her. “And I could definitely tell you enjoyed yourself too.”

“I did,” she said. “When I was young, I chose this life for a reason… You didn’t seem embarrassed having me nude around you either.”

I chuckled. “I’m proud to have someone as beautiful as you in my life.”

She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “I’m proud of you too,” she said softly. “I know it’s been a long day, but did you talk to any girls after dinner?”

“Not yet,” I said. “You already took care of my urges.”

“I know,” she said with a teasing smile. “But don’t be so shy. Let the girls take care of you too. At the very least, let them go down on you.”

“I will,” I said, half-laughing. I glanced at her, hesitating before asking the question that had been on my mind. “What about sex… would you be willing?”

She looked at me, long and quiet. I couldn’t see a trace of doubt in her eyes. “Maybe… we’ll see,” she said with a soft smile.

“All right,” I said, heart pounding just a little harder as neither of us said anything till a knock at the door interrupted our conversation. Sasha stood in the doorway, looking apologetic.

“Sorry to disturb you both,” she said, “but I have some unfortunate news, Diana.”

Diana turned toward her. “What is it?”

“There’s a leak in the ceiling above your bedroom, and water’s been dripping onto your bed for the past hour.” Sasha twisted her hands nervously. “I’ve already called maintenance, but they say the plumber can’t come until tomorrow morning.”

“Oh no,” Diana said, standing up. “How bad is it?”

“The mattress is soaked through. I’ve already stripped the bedding, but it’s going to need time to dry out completely.”

“We should take a look,” I suggested, already heading for the door.

We followed Sasha to Diana’s room, where a steady drip of water was falling from a dark spot on the ceiling. The bare mattress had a large wet stain spreading across its center.

“Well, that’s definitely not sleeping material,” Diana said with a sigh, but she kept her tone light. “These things happen. Is there another room I can use tonight?”

Sasha bit her lip. “That’s the other problem. We’re in the middle of changing all the guest room linens. There are plenty of rooms, but no prepared beds at the moment.”

Diana sighed and mulled it over.

“We could set up a mattress on the floor in one of the empty rooms,” Sasha offered. “It wouldn’t be ideal, but—”

“Diana can sleep in my bed,” I said before thinking it through, and then I turned to her. “I’m not letting you sleep on the floor.”

Diana looked at me, hesitation clear in her expression. “That’s sweet of you, Ryan, but I don’t want to impose. Your bed is your space.”

“It’s not an imposition,” I insisted. “My bed is huge anyway. There’s plenty of room for both of us.”

Diana and Sasha exchanged glances.

“If you’re sure,” Diana said, still sounding uncertain.

“Completely sure. It’s just for one night, and after everything you’ve done for me, it’s the least I can do.”

Diana let out a sigh of relief. “Well, when you put it that way… Thank you, sweetheart.”

“I’ll get your things,” Sasha said, already moving to Diana’s closet. “What do you need for the night?”

“Just my toiletries,” Diana said.

Sasha was quick as if this entire situation embarrassed her, and she just wanted to make things right. She handed Diana her toiletries, and Diana put them in my bathroom. Sasha then wished us goodnight and left us alone.

“This is a bit strange, isn’t it?” Diana said, turning to me. “Sharing a bed with my son.”

“After everything today, this seems like the least complicated thing we’ve done.”

That made her laugh, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “You have a point there.” She approached the bed, a new energy in her step. “This might be nice. We haven’t had a proper chat in bed since you were little and I’d read you stories.”

She slipped under the covers, the silk of her pajamas rustling against the sheets. I joined her, keeping a respectful distance at first, but the mattress dipped in the middle, naturally drawing us closer.

“Comfy?” I asked.

“Very.” Her eyes sparkled in the dim light. “Just like a sleepover.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I guess it is.”

We settled in, facing each other. Diana propped herself up on one elbow, her hair falling in a golden curtain over her shoulder.

“Can I ask you something?” I said, my curiosity finally getting the better of me.

“Anything.”

“Were you nervous when you first started out as a nineteen-year-old?”

“Terrified,” she admitted. “But also thrilled. The first time I put on that pink suit, I felt powerful in a way I never had before.” Her voice softened. “It was supposed to be temporary. Just enough shoots to pay off my debts and get back to school. But I was good at it, Ryan. Really good.”

“I could tell today,” I said. “You were incredible.”

Her face lit up. “It was all coming back to me out there. The photos, the nudity and the passion.” She paused. “Everything changed when I got pregnant with you. I left this world behind, focused on being a mom.” Her hand found mine under the covers. “I don’t regret that choice for a second. But being back here, feeling that excitement again… a part of me missed it. Missed the freedom and the confidence it gave me.”

“And now?” I asked.

“Now I’m glad to be back.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Especially with you. Helping you find your way here feels right somehow.”

I squeezed her hand. “You were amazing today. Like a real star.”

Her smile widened, genuine pleasure spreading across her face. “You really think so?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “You looked sexy as hell.”

We kept talking, sharing stories I’d never heard before. She told me about her first shoot, how nervous she’d been, and how my father had personally coached her through it. I shared my insecurities about taking over the business, and she reassured me that I was doing better than I realized.

The conversation flowed naturally as the night deepened. I glanced at the clock, almost 1 AM.

“We should probably get some sleep,” I said, stifling a yawn.

Diana nodded, her eyelids heavy. “Would you mind if we … cuddled? I’m addicted to it, and I haven’t slept with someone in years.”

“Sure,” I said, my heart beating faster.

She turned onto her side, facing away from me. “Come here,” she whispered.

I moved closer, wrapping an arm around her waist. She pressed her full moon against me, her body fitting perfectly against mine. The silk of her pajamas slid against my bare chest as she settled in.

“This is nice,” she murmured.

I agreed though I was suddenly very aware of a problem developing. As her soft curves pressed against me, I felt myself hardening. I tried to shift my hips back, but she followed, nestling closer until my growing erection was cradled in the crack of her ass.

I figured she wanted it, so I didn’t try to fight it.

I closed my eyes, trying to focus on anything else, but the warmth of her body and the memory of what we’d done earlier made it impossible. Eventually, her breathing slowed and deepened as she drifted off to sleep. Despite my arousal, exhaustion soon pulled me under as well.





Chapter 6





I
 n my dream, Diana and I were back at the photoshoot, but this time we were alone. She approached me slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. She tossed a lock of blonde hair over her shoulder, her hips swaying. Once she was close enough, she began to undress. The pink silk pajamas fell away, revealing her naked body, just as beautiful as it had been during the shoot when I had licked her and when she’d gone down on me. I had a debt to pay after every time she’d been there for me.

“Touch me, Ryan,” dream-Diana whispered, taking my hands and placing them on her breasts.

I caressed her soft boobs as she undressed me. When we were both naked, she laid back on the bed, pulling me on top of her. I could feel her heat as she spread her legs, guiding me toward her entrance.

“I want you inside me,” she breathed, her eyes dark with desire.

I studied her crisp slit, running my hand from the clit down to her pink hole. The lips grew outward like a fully bloomed flower, and just as I was about to push into her, I jerked awake with a gasp. My hips were moving of their own accord, thrusting against Diana’s backside. I was deeply entrenched in her crack, my cock pushing against her pajamas and seeking her pink hole. Before I could stop myself, waves of pleasure crashed over me as I came, my release spilling into the crack of her pajamas. My cum seeped through her garment, and I froze, realizing what had just happened. I waited for her reaction, praying she was still asleep. But I felt her stirring, her body shifting against mine.

“Ryan?” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep. She turned her head slightly, not fully facing me.

“I’m so sorry,” I whispered, my face burning with shame. “I was dreaming and … I didn’t mean to…”

Diana turned over completely now, facing me in the darkness. Rather than disgust or anger, her expression held only gentle understanding. She reached back to her ass, feeling my softening cock and the sticky load on her butt.

“It’s fine, sweetheart,” she said. “It’s completely normal. These things happen, especially after the day we had.”

I could feel the wetness between us, my buttermilk soaking through the silk of her pajamas and probably onto my sheets as well.

“But I—”

“It’s okay,” she soothed, placing a finger against my lips. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Our bodies react in ways we can’t always control.”

“You have a magic ability to make anything embarrassing feel less awkward,” I said with a small smile.

“Sweetie, I know what wet dreams are,” she replied gently. “And I know you’d never do anything sexual with me without asking.”

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “That’s true.”

She slipped out of bed with a reassuring smile. “I’m going to take a quick shower. You just relax.”

As the bathroom door closed behind her, I fell back against the pillows. I imagined her peeling off those soiled silk pajamas, stepping under the spray to clean my cum from her ass. The mental image of water cascading down her naked body made my cock stir again, despite what had just happened.

What would it be like to actually be with her? Not just oral or grinding, but to be inside her completely? To feel her pussy around my erection, to thrust into the very place I’d come from? The taboo thought should have repulsed me, but instead, it sent another jolt of arousal through me.

I pictured her on top of me, guiding me into her, her face transformed with pleasure as I filled her. Or taking her from behind, watching as her back arched and her hair cascaded down her spine. The fantasy was so vivid I could almost feel it, her tightness, her wetness, her heat and her warm breath on my neck.

Eventually, the shower shut off, snapping me from my fantasies. A few minutes later, Diana stepped out wrapped in a towel, her hair damp around her shoulders.

“Feel better?” I asked, sitting up in bed.

“Much,” she replied, retrieving her toiletry bag. “Apart from the wet dream, how’s your sleep?”

“Perfect,” I said.

“I’m glad,” she said with a sweet smile. “I hope they’ll fix the leakage … Although I don’t mind sleeping with you again.”

“Neither do I,” I admitted.

She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. “Thank you for letting me sleep in your bed.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and before she left, I remembered something. “Diana, let me know if any of the models have responded.”

“It’ll be my pleasure,” she replied. “I’ll check if I’ve received any responses from the models.”

“Great,” I said, heading toward the bathroom to take a shower as well.

When I entered, I was immediately hit by the lingering scent of Diana’s perfume and her natural feminine scent still hanging in the steamy air. The shower was still wet from her use, droplets clinging to the glass like they had clung to her body during the photoshoot. I inhaled deeply, letting the memory of her wash over me. God, she was sexy, not just beautiful, but sensual in a way that seemed to transcend normal boundaries. The way she’d moved during the photo shoot, the confidence in her eyes as she’d taken me in her mouth … twice. And then it was the dream on top of it when I was just about to make love to her.

After my shower, I dressed quickly. No time to dwell on what had happened; I had an empire to run. The MILF issue needed my full attention now. I got some work done, studying past issues to get the feel of it, trying to put the puzzle pieces together on how it should look. I wanted something new and fresh, making some notes of certain changes. After a couple of hours, I called for Sasha, asking her to summon Diana and Aly to my office. Within five minutes, they both arrived, Diana looking refreshed in a cream-colored blouse and pencil skirt, Aly was dressed in the pink suit, clutching her tablet and looking excited.

“Morning,” I told Aly and nodded to Diana, gesturing for them to sit. “I want to finalize our plans for the MILF issue … Mom, has anyone responded yet?”

She handed me a stack of glossy photos. “These women all responded within hours.”

I arched an eyebrow, surprised. I flipped through the photos, each featuring a stunning woman in her thirties or forties. All of them showed off the same confident sexuality I’d seen in Diana and Amy. They were tall, busty, well-endowed in every way possible, and had that perfect MILF look that you’d find in porn.

“They’re all interested?” I asked, impressed.

“You bet,” Diana said with a knowing smile. “Some have been waiting for an opportunity like this. The industry hasn’t always been kind to women as they age.”

I nodded, studying each of them carefully, imagining them nude and in sensual poses. “Let’s select ten,” I said. “A good mix of types, but all with that same confident sensuality we saw yesterday.”

Together, the three of us went through the models. Diana offered insights about each woman’s history and personality, while Aly suggested visual concepts for their photos. I made the final choice, picking women who represented different facets of mature sexuality.

“Perfect,” Aly said, marking our choices. “I’ll start contacting them and scheduling the photos right away.”

I tapped my pen against the desk, considering something I’d been thinking about since last night. “I’ve been looking at our online numbers,” I said, pulling up a spreadsheet on my laptop. “Our tube section is performing well, but it’s mostly focused on younger performers. Let’s expand it with a MILF section to complement the magazine issue.”

Diana nodded in approval. “That’s a great idea.”

“Exactly,” I said. “And I want to ask each model if they’d also be interested in doing video content. Full scenes, not just photoshoots.”

Diana tilted her head, considering. “Some will say yes, others won’t. The pay difference is substantial, but so is the commitment.”

“I don’t want to pressure anyone,” I clarified. “Just offer the opportunity. If they’re comfortable with it and want to do it, great. If not, that’s fine too.”

“I’ll take care of it,” Diana said with a confident nod. “I can have those conversations.”

“Perfect,” I said, relieved. Diana’s involvement would make everything smoother. “I’ll also speak with our digital team about the new section. We’ll need to redesign the tube site interface.”

After the meeting, I spent the next few hours reviewing contracts and approving budgets. Running an adult entertainment empire was more complex than I’d imagined, with legal considerations at every turn. There was so much to learn and so far, I’d only scratched the surface. By late afternoon, I was mentally exhausted, and I started growing hungry.

Diana knocked on the door, and she poked her head in, looking refreshed despite the busy day.

“Hi,” she said. “You look like you could use a break and something to eat.”

I stretched, feeling the stiffness in my shoulders. “Definitely.”

“Perfect timing, then. I was wondering if you’d like to come with me to dinner tonight. I’m meeting my sister at Bellini’s.”

“Aunt Cassandra?” I said. I hadn’t seen my mother’s sister in months. “It’s about time I see her again.”

Diana smiled. “She’s eager to see you too. Especially now that you’re…” she gestured vaguely, “all this.”

“The new porn king?” I said with a grin.

She laughed. “Something like that. Should we leave in about twenty minutes?”

“Sounds good,” I said, closing my laptop. “I’ll meet you downstairs.”

After freshening up, I met Diana in the foyer. She looked stunning in a flowery dress with slits and spaghetti straps. She’d also applied some makeup, painting her lips and powdering her cheeks. She smiled, making her cheekbones look like red apples. “Have you been to the garage yet?”

“No, I’ve been busy working.”

“Right … work before Lambos,” she said with a proud wink.

“Although I’ll admit I’m excited now.”

We headed toward the garage, taking an elevator down to the basement level. As the doors slid open, I couldn’t hold back a gasp.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered, taking in the gleaming collection of luxury vehicles lined up before me. At least twenty cars stretched across the space, from classics to the latest models. Ferraris, Porsches, Bentleys, and more, were all perfectly maintained under spotlights.

“These are all … mine?” I asked, still unable to believe it.

Diana smiled, clearly enjoying my reaction. “Every single one. Your father was quite the collector. The maintenance staff keeps them in perfect condition.”

I walked slowly between the rows, running my fingers lightly over the hoods, and then I stopped dead in my tracks.

“Is that a Lamborghini Aventador?” I asked, approaching the matte black supercar with reverence.

“It is,” Diana said. “One of your father’s favorites.”

I circled the car, admiring its aggressive lines and futuristic design. “Can we take this one?”

“It’s your car now,” Diana reminded me. “You can drive whatever you want.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I grabbed the keys from the wall-mounted cabinet and unlocked the Lamborghini with a beep. The scissor doors swung upward with a hydraulic hiss, revealing the leather interior.

“This is insane,” I said, sliding into the driver’s seat. The leather embraced me like a second skin.

Diana lowered herself into the passenger seat, crossing her legs. “Your father always said there’s nothing like driving a car with real power.”

The engine roared to life when I pushed start, sending vibrations through my entire body. I navigated carefully out of the garage and onto the winding driveway of the mansion grounds. Once we hit the main road, I let the car stretch its legs a bit, feeling the incredible acceleration push me back into my seat.

“You handle it well,” Diana observed, looking relaxed despite the speed.

“It’s unbelievable,” I admitted, easing off the gas as we approached the main gate. “I never thought I’d drive something like this.”

As we turned onto the boulevard, a man in a baseball cap and sunglasses stepped into the road, waving frantically for us to stop. Instinctively, I slowed down.

“Don’t stop,” Diana said suddenly, her tone sharp. “That’s Becker from the Daily Post. He’s a reporter.”

I hesitated, already having slowed considerably. The man rushed to my window, tapping on it urgently before I could accelerate away. Against my better judgment, I lowered the window slightly.

“Mr. Steele,” the man said, thrusting a recorder toward the crack. “Ryan Steele, right? How does it feel to inherit your father’s adult entertainment empire so suddenly?”

Diana placed her hand on my arm. “You don’t have to talk to him if you don’t want to.”

But something in me wanted to answer. Maybe to prove I wasn’t intimidated. “It’s going fine,” I said coolly. “Better than expected, actually.”

The reporter’s eyes lit up at getting a response. “And what about the rumors, Mr. Steele?” he pivoted. “About the sterility issues? Sources say that you’re sterile and impotent.”

Diana’s face transformed instantly. The calm, collected woman beside me was replaced by something fierce and protective. Her cheeks flushed with anger as she leaned across me.

“Fuck off with your made-up bullshit,” she snapped, reaching for the window control. “You vultures never change.” She slammed the button, nearly catching the reporter’s fingers as the window closed.

“Drive,” she said, and this time I didn’t hesitate.

I hit the gas, leaving the reporter in a cloud of exhaust. In the rearview mirror, I could see him frantically typing on his phone.

“Jesus,” I said, merging into traffic. “That was intense.”

Diana was still flushed, a thin sheen of sweat on her forehead. She took a deep breath, composing herself. “I’m sorry you had to see that. Those parasites have been inventing stories for decades, and now they’re coming after you.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said, surprised by how much her protective outburst had affected me. “That was actually… kind of sexy seeing you all fired up.”

She turned to me with a smile, dabbing at her forehead with a tissue from her purse. “Was it now?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “You really put him in his place.”

“I’ve dealt with guys like him before,” she said, her voice returning to its usual calm. “You learn how to deal with creeps in this industry.”

“I’m sorry though,” I said. “I should’ve listened to you from the start.”

“It’s fine … I know it caught you a bit off guard,” she said and patted my thigh.

As we drove toward the restaurant, curiosity got the better of me. “What was that sterility rumor about anyway? I’ve never heard that before.”

Diana sighed, looking out the window. “He probably made it up on the spot. People are jealous of success, of wealth. They invent weaknesses to make themselves feel better.” She turned back to me. “You aren’t impotent … I know that for a fact.”

I nodded, accepting her explanation as we pulled up to the valet stand at Bellini’s, one of the city’s most exclusive Italian restaurants.

We parked the car and headed inside. We reached a secluded corner booth where Aunt Cassandra sat waiting. She wore a skirt and a blouse. Her light brown hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders. She wore glasses, and when she saw us, her face lit up. She slid out of the booth and embraced Diana first, the two sisters holding each other tightly.

“Diana, you look amazing,” she said, pulling back to examine Diana’s face. “The mansion life agrees with you.”

“It’s been quite the adjustment,” Diana replied with a smile.

Then Cassandra turned to me, opening her arms wide. “And Ryan! I’m so glad to see you.”

I stepped into her embrace, immediately enveloped in her perfume and feminine scent. She was around the same height as my mother, and her body pressed against mine as she hugged me tightly, and that’s when I felt her breasts against my chest, all soft, warm and pleasant. When she pulled back, her hands remained on my shoulders as she studied my face.

“My God,” she said, her eyes widening. “You’ve changed so much. The last time I saw you, you were just a boy in college. Now look at you, a man running an empire.”

I felt myself blushing under her scrutiny. “I’m still figuring it all out.”

“Well, you already look more like a man now,” she said, squeezing my arm before we all settled into the booth.

A waiter appeared almost immediately with menus and a wine list. After ordering drinks, we talked to each other, catching up on each other’s lives. Cassandra talked about her work as an editor, Diana shared sanitized versions of our return to the mansion, and I spoke vaguely about “taking over the family business.”

“Cassandra, I’ve been meaning to ask you,” Diana said, looking her sister in the eyes. “Remember that book you wrote a couple of years ago? The one that I really
 liked?”

Cassandra paused. “You mean ‘Forbidden Boardroom’? I didn’t think you’d remember that.”

“I’ve actually been thinking about it lately,” Diana admitted. “I was wondering if you ever considered writing a sequel?”

Cassandra’s eyebrows shot up, and a playful smile spread across her face. “Why the sudden interest?”

Diana’s cheeks flushed pink. “I just remembered how much I enjoyed it. The characters were so well-developed.”

“What book?” I asked, glancing between them.

Cassandra adjusted her glasses. “Oh, just a little romance novel I wrote years ago. Nothing that ever got published.”

“It was about a relationship between a successful 27-year-old business owner and a 40-year-old woman,” Diana explained, not quite meeting my eyes.

“A cougar story,” Cassandra clarified with a wink. “Quite steamy, if I do say so myself. The younger man was thrust into a position of power but found himself drawn to this older, experienced woman who worked for him.”

Diana’s blush deepened. I felt a jolt of recognition. The age gap wasn’t exactly the same, but the power dynamic certainly sounded similar. Was that why Diana had been getting more intimate with me lately? Had she been fantasizing about this story? The thought surprisingly aroused me, wondering whether she also fantasized about this forbidden relationship that was developing between us.

Our main courses arrived, providing a little distraction before the moment turned too awkward. As we ate, Cassandra turned to Diana.

“So how does it feel being back at the mansion after all these years?” she asked.

Diana smiled, cutting into her chicken piccata. “It feels wonderful. I’m parenting Ryan again, helping him navigate this new world, but I’m also reliving so many memories.” She glanced at me. “It’s like getting a second chance at something I thought was behind me.”

“You seem happier than I’ve seen you in years,” Cassandra noted.

“I am,” Diana admitted. “There’s something freeing about returning to that life on my own terms.”

Cassandra turned her attention to me. “And what about you? How are you finding your new life as the king of adult entertainment?”

I swallowed a bite of my steak. “Overwhelming, to be honest. But in a good way. I’m learning so much, and everyone’s been surprisingly supportive. So far, I like everything about it. One thing is for certain,” I said and turned to my mother. “I couldn’t do this without her.”

Diana smiled proudly at me. “You’ve done well on your own. And I’m really proud of you.”

While Diana and I exchanged glances, Cassandra was still curious. “Any love interests at the mansion?” Cassandra asked with a playful smile, leaning forward slightly. “I imagine there are plenty of beautiful women around.”

I chuckled. “More than I can count. It’s a bit surreal, not just the women but everything.”

“I bet,” Cassandra said, her eyes twinkling behind her glasses. “Your mother was quite the model in her day, you know. Whenever we were at the beach or went out together, she was the one who always turned heads.”

Diana rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “Ancient history, Cassandra.”

“And?” Cassandra said. “You love talking about memories, or at least with me.”

Diana gave her a look as if she didn’t want me to hear about her teens. I knew a lot already, but I bet there were stories that I hadn’t heard yet.

As the evening wound down and we finished our desserts, I found myself genuinely enjoying Cassandra’s company. She was intelligent and witty, with the same warm energy as Diana but a different kind of confidence. Cassandra and my mother might look similar, but their personalities were a bit different. But I felt the same comfort when being with Cassandra as my mother. She was a woman who I could trust.

“You should come visit us at the mansion sometime,” I said as we prepared to leave. “We could use someone with your writing skills, for both content and the magazine.”

Cassandra laughed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’ll think about it, but my schedule’s pretty packed these days. The publishing world doesn’t sleep.”

“The offer stands,” I said. “You’d be surprised how much creative writing goes into what we do.”

“I’m sure I would,” she replied with a knowing smile.

We exchanged warm hugs, and Cassandra held me a bit longer than necessary, her soft body pressed against mine once more, and her warm breath against my neck.

“Take care of yourself,” she whispered. “And watch out for your mother. She’s stronger than she looks, but she needs you too.”

After one last wave, Diana and I climbed back into the Lamborghini. As we pulled away from the restaurant, I glanced at Diana. “Why didn’t Cassandra ever follow your path?” I asked. “Into modeling or the industry, I mean.”

Diana smiled, gazing out the window. “Cassandra was always a good student. Top of her class, straight to college, then graduate school. She was naturally shy too, despite how outgoing she seems now.” She turned to look at me. “Some people keep their fantasies in books rather than living them out.”

I nodded, thinking about the romance novel they’d discussed. “Speaking of books … Why did you get so shy when she mentioned that story? The one with the younger boss and older woman?”

Diana’s cheeks flushed once again slightly in the dim light. It wasn’t often I saw her that way, but I found her cute rather than sexy. She shrugged, fidgeting with her seatbelt. “It’s just … that book touched on some fantasies I’ve had. Things I don’t usually talk about.”

“Like what?” I pressed gently.

She hesitated, then met my gaze briefly before looking away again. “Relationships with significant age differences. Power dynamics. Things that society might frown upon but that can be … exciting.” She cleared her throat. “What about you? Do you want to share any of your sexual fantasies with me?”

I laughed, feeling a strange mixture of nervousness and excitement. “I think I’m kind of living in one right now. The mansion, the models, the business and everything that’s happened these past few days.”

Diana smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “I suppose that’s true. It’s quite the fantasy life, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, especially with you,” I said.

When we arrived back at the mansion, I suggested we take a break on the terrace before heading to bed. The night air was warm, and stars twinkled overhead as we settled into the outdoor furniture. Diana kicked off her heels and tucked her legs beneath her, looking relaxed and content.

But our peaceful moment didn’t last long when Amy appeared at the terrace doors. She wore a silk robe tied loosely at the waist, her blonde hair loose behind her back.

“Sorry to interrupt,” she said, stepping onto the terrace. “But there’s something you both need to know.”

Diana straightened immediately when she saw her friend’s expression. “Spit it out.”

“It’s about some vicious rumors,” Amy said, glancing between us.

“What rumors?” Diana asked, clearly more bothered now.

Amy let out a deep sigh. “Rumors are going around about Ryan’s … impotence.”

My eyes widened. “Wait, a reporter asked me that exact thing when we left.”

Diana frowned deeply. “What do you know?” she asked Amy.

“I think I know where they’re coming from.”

Diana sighed heavily, her expression darkening. “Tell us then.”

Amy sat down across from us, crossing her legs. “It’s a girl named Alice.”

Diana rolled her eyes. “Amy, I haven’t been here for years. I don’t know the name of every single girl in the world.”

Amy shrank back a little. “Why does it feel like you’re holding back your anger?”

“Because someone’s clearly trying to hurt my son,” Diana said sharply. “And that’s not something I take lightly.”

“I understand,” Amy said, her voice soft. “But please don’t get mad at me.”

I stepped in, sensing both sides. “Just tell us who she is, Amy.”

Amy’s lips tightened. “She was part of the team here about two years ago. Your father threw her out after she showed up drunk to three shoots in a row and caused drama with the other girls,” she revealed, which didn’t come as a surprise to us. “She was talented. But completely unreliable. She’d lash out at everyone when she was drinking, which was often.”

“And now?” I asked.

Amy leaned forward. “Now she’s bitter, humiliated, and blames your family for her downfall. That’s why she’s been spreading nasty rumors about you in industry circles.”

“What kind of rumors?” I asked, though I had a pretty good idea already.

Amy looked uncomfortable. “She’s saying things like, ‘He’s building a sex empire, but he can’t even get it up.’”

Diana’s jaw tightened, knowing from her own experience it wasn’t true.

“And,” Amy continued reluctantly, “‘He’s sterile. That’s why none of the girls are getting any action.’ Oh, and, ‘He inherited more pride than performance from his dad.’”

Diana’s face flushed with anger. “Amy, you don’t have to say the exact same thing!”

Amy shied back. “I’m sorry.”

“Mom, calm down,” I said, placing a hand on her arm. “It’s just stupid gossip.”

“It’s not just gossip,” Diana snapped. “In this industry, reputation is everything. If people start believing you’re inadequate, it could damage our business,” Diana finished, her voice rising. “We can’t let her get away with this.”

Amy nodded. “She’s been hitting all the major clubs, telling anyone who’ll listen. The girls are starting to talk.”

I sighed. Life here was already hectic as it was. I really didn’t want to deal with any additional bullshit. “Look, it’s annoying, but is it really that big a deal?”

Diana turned to me, her eyes flashing. “Ryan, you don’t understand. Sex is our business. If people think you can’t perform, they’ll question your ability to run the empire.”

“There’s more,” Amy said hesitantly to not make my mother any angrier. “Some of the Pink Girls are wondering too. They’ve noticed you haven’t engaged with any of them since taking over.”

“What?” Diana snapped once again. “That’s ridiculous! He’s only been here for a couple of days! What do they expect?”

Amy held up her hands defensively. “I’m just the messenger. Don’t shoot me.”

“Well, tell them to be patient,” Diana said sharply. “He’s learning the business side first. My God, it’s been less than a week.”

“I understand,” Amy said soothingly. “And I’ve told them that. But you know how the girls are. They’re used to certain, uhm, schedules.”

“So they’re what? Complaining that he hasn’t fucked them yet? Is that what you’re telling me?”

“Diana,” I said, touching her arm. “Calm down. It’s okay.”

“It’s not okay,” she insisted, but her voice softened at my touch.

Amy shifted uncomfortably. “Look, I’m sorry to bring this up. But these girls… Well, they’re young, gorgeous, and horny as hell. Being around all that sexual energy all day does things to them. You remember yourself how it’s like living here.”

Diana drew in a deep breath and exhaled. “I know, Amy. I remember.”

“I understand the situation better now,” I said, looking between Diana and Amy. “We need to address both problems. This Alice woman first and foremost.”

Amy nodded gratefully. “I’m sorry to bring this up so bluntly, but I thought you should know what’s being said.”

“You did the right thing,” I assured her.

Diana stood up abruptly. “It’s getting late. We should all get some sleep and deal with this tomorrow with clear heads.”

Amy rose as well, not fully looking my mother in the eyes. “Goodnight, then. I’ll see you both in the morning.”

After she left, Diana and I sat in silence for a moment.

“You okay?” I asked finally.

Diana sighed. “Just frustrated. I wanted your transition to be smoother than this.”

“It’s fine,” I said, standing and offering her my hand. “Challenges make us stronger, isn’t that what you told me?”

She smiled for the first time since we’d been with her sister. “Yes … that’s exactly what I told you.”

“Let’s get some rest.”

We walked back to our rooms. When we reached my door, I stopped, thinking about her situation since she always thought of me. “Is your room fixed now? No more leaks?”

“The maintenance team fixed it this afternoon,” she said with a smile. “Thank you for caring about me.”

I nodded, feeling a strange mixture of relief and disappointment. I honestly wouldn’t mind having her in my bed again. “Good. That’s good.”

I was about to say goodnight when Diana touched my arm. “I’m going to shower and change. Mind if I stop by after? There’s something I want to discuss with you.”

“Of course,” I said. “I’ll be up.”

After showering, I sat on my bed scrolling through emails. About twenty minutes later, Diana knocked on my door.

“Come in,” I called.

Diana entered wearing a silk night robe, her damp hair framing her face. She looked fresh and clean, her skin glowing in the soft light of my bedside lamp.

Sitting down on the edge of my bed, she fidgeted with the tie of her robe, seeming a bit nervous. “I wanted to apologize if I got a bit too heated earlier. When Amy mentioned those rumors and the girls’ expectations … I just got so angry.”

“It’s okay,” I assured her.

“No, it’s not,” she said firmly. “I need you to understand something.” She reached out and took my hand. “You mean the world to me. Everything I do, every reaction I have, comes from wanting to be there for you.”

Her sincerity touched me deeply. “I know that. And it’s fine, really. I’m glad I can trust you to always have my back.”

She smiled, squeezing my hand. “We’ll figure out something tomorrow with Miss Raven. She’ll know exactly how to handle this situation,” Diana said, her voice steadying. “She’s dealt with troublemakers before.”

“You’re right,” I agreed. “We’ll talk to her first thing tomorrow.”

Diana nodded, the tension visibly leaving her shoulders. She looked at me with care and love in her eyes which made my heart skip. “You’re handling all of this so well. I’m proud of you.”

Before I could respond, she leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. It wasn’t a quick peck, her lips lingered, soft and warm just like when she’d taught me to kiss. And it had the same warming effect.

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” she whispered, standing up. “Sleep well.”

“Goodnight, Mom,” I said as she slipped out of my room.

I lay back on my bed, touching my lips where hers had been moments before. I missed that kiss already, hoping there would be more, and it sure had the desired effect, making me quickly fall into a deep sleep.





Chapter 7





T
 he next morning, I called for a meeting in my office with my mother and Miss Raven. I had to deal with that girl Alice so it was out of the water. Miss Raven arrived, wearing stockings, a skirt and a blouse that strained against her silicone breasts. Diana followed shortly after, dressed in a white blouse and navy pencil skirt. She’d showered recently and had decided to tuck a flower behind her ear.

“Good morning,” I said and turned to Miss Raven. “Have you heard about that girl Alice?”

“Of course,” she said, nodding. “I knew her well when she was working with us. She’s not just gossiping, she’s going out of her way to discredit you.”

Diana drew in a deep breath to calm herself. “We first heard about it yesterday.”

“So did I,” Miss Raven said. “Although, I’ve come prepared.” She pulled out a folder and placed it on my desk. “We’ve got solid statements and digital evidence. That’s enough to file a defamation suit.”

I flipped through the pages, scanning testimonials from club owners and industry professionals who’d heard Alice’s accusations firsthand. “Huh … you figure things out quickly.”

Miss Raven looked flattered and smirked. “But that alone won’t stop her,” Miss Raven continued. “Trust me, she isn’t the first stalker I’ve dealt with, and she won’t be the last.” She reached for her tablet and pulled up what looked like an intricate web of connections. “This is our leverage.”

The screen displayed a complex network of companies, studios, websites, and influential names, all connected to the Steele empire in some way. “These are the platforms, studios, and managers who work with us,” she explained, zooming in on different sections. “These are guys whose backs we’ve scratched more than once.”

I looked a bit puzzled. “And what do they have to do with Alice?”

“If we signal Alice is toxic, she’ll be blacklisted overnight.”

I stared at the diagram, momentarily stunned by the extent of my father’s, or now my, influence. “All these connections… they’d really just cut her off because we say so?”

“Without hesitation,” Miss Raven said, leaning forward. “Your father built these relationships over decades. They’ve benefited enormously from our partnership, and they know it would be foolish to cross us. In fact, they fear you.”

When she said they feared me, it felt completely foreign. I’d never thought someone would fear me, but there was something new to learn every day here.

I leaned forward, studying the intricate network. My name sat at the center where my father’s had once been.

“You’re not just a creator,” Miss Raven said, her voice cutting through my thoughts. “You’re a kingmaker now.”

The weight of her words settled on me. This wasn’t just about protecting myself from petty rumors. This was about establishing my authority.

“This isn’t just about Alice,” she continued bluntly. “You can view this as your first real test. Use your reach. Show strength. And if anyone doubts you, remind them whose name and blood built this.”

I nodded slowly, running my finger along one of the connection lines. “All these people…”

“Will take your call instantly,” Diana interjected. “They’ve been waiting to see what kind of leader you’ll be.”

“The industry respects power,” Miss Raven added. “They respected your father because he wasn’t afraid to use his influence when necessary, and I say that Alice chick has crossed a line.”

I sat back in my chair, processing everything. The empire wasn’t just the mansion or the magazine. It was this vast network of relationships and dependencies, all centered around the Steele name—my name now.

“What do you recommend?” I asked Miss Raven.

“Show decisiveness,” she replied without hesitation. “File the lawsuit, it sends a message that you won’t tolerate attacks on your reputation. Then make a few strategic calls to let key people know Alice has become a liability.”

I drummed my fingers on the desk, making my decision. “File the lawsuit. Quietly let them know: If she doesn’t stop, she’s out, for good, and I’ll have to make a couple of phone calls.”

Miss Raven nodded approvingly. “I’ll prepare the paperwork immediately … But there’s one last issue we need to confront,” Miss Raven said.

“What’s that?”

“Your sexual image. Or lack of one.”

Diana tensed. “We’re not doing this.”

“Please listen,” Miss Raven said. “Amy told me it got pretty heated last night.”

Diana sighed. “Fine, I’m listening.”

“Remember, my loyalty belongs to Ryan,” Miss Raven reminded my mother before turning to me. “This rumor gained traction because you’ve kept yourself out of the spotlight. No one’s seen your talent. No one’s heard anything. That vacuum filled itself.”

“And now it’s a weakness,” I said, realizing what she was trying to tell me.

“Exactly.”

Diana said, “He just got here. Give him time.”

Miss Raven nodded. “Fair. But you know how the girls are. They talk fast and assume faster.”

Diana pushed back. “They also know his schedule. He’s working nonstop. It’s not like he has time to date, let alone play some PR stunt.”

“I’m not saying he has to drop everything,” Miss Raven said. “I’m saying the perception is already forming. They’re not going to wait forever to make up their own version.”

“He’s still learning all this,” Diana said. “This isn’t a game to him.”

“And I respect that,” Miss Raven replied. “But the girls don’t see that side. They see the silence. And they start asking questions.”

I had to step in. “Please don’t argue,” I said. “I’ll take this into consideration.”

Miss Raven gave a small nod. “Good. Anything else?”

“I think we’re good for now,” I said, dismissing her.

She gathered her folders and left, leaving me alone with my mother, who let out a quiet sigh.

“I need to apologize to Amy,” Diana said, looking genuinely guilty.

“Sure,” I replied.

“Can we talk afterward?” she asked sweetly, her voice softer now.

“Sure. You know where to find me.”

She rose from her seat and headed outside. I watched her go, feeling a twinge of guilt. But I trusted she’d make things right.

I sat at my desk, staring at the door after Diana left. The meeting with Miss Raven had revealed more than just a strategy for dealing with Alice. It showed me the true extent of my influence. The diagram of connections still lingered in my mind, all those people, companies and platforms connected to me through invisible threads of power and mutual benefit.

For the first time, I truly understood what it meant to be Ryan Steele, heir to the Pink Mansion. This wasn’t just running a simple business; it was about wielding power that could make or break careers with a single phone call. People feared me without even knowing me, and they respected the name I carried.

It was intoxicating and terrifying all at once. I could destroy Alice’s career with barely any effort. I could probably destroy anyone in the industry who crossed me. It was my first taste of power.

But with that power came responsibility. My father hadn’t built this empire by being reckless or vindictive. He’d been strategic, measured in how he used his influence. I needed to follow that example, use my power when necessary but never abuse it.

I sat her and mulled over my situation, after half an hour or so, the door opened, and Diana slipped back in. She looked relieved.

“How did it go with Amy?” I asked.

“Fine,” she said, closing the door behind her. “She understood why I reacted that way. We’re good now.” Diana smoothed her skirt and gave me a warm smile. “I think I needed to remember what it’s like to be one of the girls here. The pressure, the competition and the constant need to prove yourself.”

I nodded, glad they’d worked things out.

“Would you like to take a walk?” Diana suddenly suggested. “There’s a lovely path behind the mansion that leads to a secluded garden. It’s very private and cozy.”

“Sounds nice,” I said, welcoming the chance to clear my head.

We strolled through the mansion grounds, past the pool area, and onto a stone path that wound through tall hedges. The garden beyond was stunning, a hidden oasis with a small fountain at its center, surrounded by flowering plants and a stone bench.

Diana sat on the bench, patting the spot beside her. “I used to come here to think sometimes … I’m glad to see the flowers are still here.”

I joined her, enjoying the peaceful atmosphere and the gentle sound of water from the fountain. “Do you miss working as a florist?”

She crossed her legs and glanced at me. “I don’t miss it. Not because I don’t like flowers. It just feels way better.”

“Despite the drama?”

“Despite the drama,” she said with a smile. “Ryan,” she began, her voice gentle but direct. “I want to ask you something. Why haven’t you been with any of the girls yet?”

The question caught me off guard, though I’d been half-expecting it since the meeting. “I’ve been focusing on learning the business side first,” I said, which wasn’t untrue.

Diana gave me a knowing look. “I don’t think that’s the only reason … There’s definitely nothing wrong with your libido. I know that for a fact.”

I looked down at my hands, feeling oddly vulnerable. “Maybe not.”

“What is it, then?” she pressed gently.

“I’m…” I hesitated, embarrassed to admit it. “I’m nervous. About… performing well.”

Diana gave me a sympathetic look and drew a circle on my thigh that felt oddly comforting. “That’s completely natural. What exactly are you worried about?”

I sighed. “Coming too quickly. Not knowing what to do. Making a fool of myself in front of these professional women.” The words tumbled out once I started. “These women are intimidating. They’re gorgeous and experienced, and I’m … well, I’m not.”

Diana nodded thoughtfully. “Everyone feels that way at first. Is there anyone here you feel might be easier to start with? Someone less intimidating?”

I looked at her, our eyes meeting. “You,” I said quietly.

Her eyes widened slightly, a blush coloring her cheeks. “Me? I’m flattered, but there are so many younger, sexier women here.”

“No,” I said firmly. “You’re the most beautiful woman in the mansion to me. And I trust you. I know you wouldn’t judge me.” I took her hand. “It would help, the same way you’ve helped me with everything else so far.”

Diana studied my face carefully. “Are you absolutely sure that’s what you want?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

She took a deep breath. “If we do this it has to remain completely private. Remember what Alice is already saying about you. If anyone found out about us, the rumors would be so much worse.”

“I understand,” I promised. “No one will know.”

Diana was quiet for a long moment, weighing everything. Finally, she squeezed my hand. “Alright,” she said softly. “I’ll help you. But on one condition.”

“Anything.”

“You have to start being with the other women soon after. It’s part of running this empire, maintaining that playboy image your father established. The girls expect it, and frankly, the business depends on it.”

“I will,” I promised. “Once I feel more confident.”

Diana bit her lip, looking down at our joined hands. “There’s something else I should tell you,” she said. “I’ve … I’ve thought about this before. About us.”

“You have?” I asked, surprised.

She nodded, a pink color covering her cheeks. “For a couple of years now, especially since you turned eighteen.” She looked away, embarrassment evident in her expression. “I’ve always been attracted to younger men. There’s something about the forbidden nature of it that’s exciting. But with you…” She paused, gathering courage. “With you, it’s different. More intense since I raised you, and that makes it even more taboo, but I can’t help how I feel.”

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?” I asked, my heart racing.

“I didn’t want you to think I was taking advantage of you,” she admitted. “You’re so young, and I’m your adoptive mother. I was supposed to protect you after the loss of your biological mother, not desire you.” She finally met my eyes. “But these past few days, seeing how you look at me, feeling what happened between us during the photo shoot and after, I can’t ignore it anymore.”

I squeezed her hand. “I understand. And I feel the same way.” I took a deep breath. “What you did to me, the blowjobs, the kissing, and the licking, it all felt amazing. Better than I could have imagined. I keep wondering how actual sex would feel. With you.”

Diana stood suddenly, pulling me up with her. “You shouldn’t be a virgin any longer,” she said, her voice husky. “Let’s go to your bedroom. It’s the most secure room in the mansion.”

Without another word, we hurried back through the garden path, maintaining a professional distance as we passed through the main areas of the mansion. No one gave us a second glance as we climbed the stairs to my bedroom.

Once inside, I locked the door behind us. It was happening so fast, and I quickly noticed that I wasn’t the only horny person in the room. Diana turned to me, already unbuttoning her blouse. “No one will disturb us here,” she whispered.

I watched, mesmerized, as she removed her blouse, revealing a white bra. Her skirt followed, pooling at her feet. She stood before me in just her pink underwear with an obvious wet patch in the middle.

“Your turn,” she said, tugging at my shirt.

I removed my clothes till I was down to my boxers. I also had a little patch in the middle from precum, and I had also pitched an obvious tent that made the crown ache. Diana approached me, placing her hands on my chest.

“You’re already hard,” she observed, glancing down at the tent in my underwear. She smiled, clearly pleased by my reaction to her.

“Hard not to be with you around,” I said and boldly reached for one of her tits covered by her bra. It fell right into my palm, and I massaged it, seeing her smile as I enjoyed an intimate part of her.

“I’m glad I have that effect on you,” she said, taking my hand and guiding it to her crotch. “Because you have the same as me.”

We exchanged a grin. “How do we take it from here?” I asked, as my cock throbbed, desperate to enter her.

She guided me to the bed, laying me down gently. “There’s so much to teach you,” she said, straddling me. “Sex isn’t just about the act itself. It’s about the build-up. No girls like to get immediately rammed.”

The way she straddled me, her wet panties were directly hovering over my tent. “So what do we start with?” I asked as it was getting insanely hot.

Answering me with actions, she leaned down to kiss me, pressing her smooth lips to mine. I was confident as her tongue slipped into my mouth, a rush of forbidden excitement coursing through me. The taboo of it all made my cock throb painfully against my boxers, especially as I knew what would be coming next.

“You’re shaking,” she whispered against my lips.

“Of excitement,” I admitted. “I’m really turned on.”

She smiled. “That’s normal. Just relax and let me guide you.”

Her kisses deepened as her hands explored my chest, tracing the contours of my muscles. I reached up hesitantly to cup her breasts through her bra, marveling at their softness.

“That’s it,” she said. “Touch me however you want. Let your lust guide you.”

“Can you remove your bra?” I asked her, wanting to touch her, skin to skin.

She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall onto my chest. Her breasts spilled free and swayed like two bells, just as beautiful as I remembered. I cupped them reverently, feeling their weight in my palms.

Diana moaned, arching into my touch and encouraging me to feel her further. “Yes, like that.”

She pressed her soaked panties against me, and I could feel her arousal seeping through, wetting the tip with her need. “Mom … I’m really horny.”

Listening, she slid down my body, trailing kisses along my chest and stomach until she reached the waistband of my boxers. With a teasing smile, she pulled them down, freeing my erection that snapped right back up, bobbing side to side till it finally pointed right at her mouth like a sword.

Her eyes lit up. “Look how ready you are,” she murmured, wrapping her fingers around my shaft.

I gasped at her touch, my hips jerking involuntarily. “Some oral sex before penetration doesn’t hurt,” she said in her lecturing voice. She lowered her head and took me into her mouth, burying my cock in her mouth, cheeks, tongue and lips firmly pressed against the shaft as I slid in and out of her delicious mouth.

“Oh wow,” I groaned, fisting the sheets.

While bobbing her head, she slobbered over my shaft, droplets trickling down the sides and pooling at the base. After a few minutes, she pulled back and came off with a wet smack. Then she slid her panties down her legs, revealing her freshly shaven and naturally lubricated slit. I reached forward and ran my fingers over her petals. She was so wet that I spotted a trickle dribbling down from her love hole and falling onto my erection.

“Are you ready?” she asked me lovingly.

“Yes,” I said, watching in awe as it slowly unfolded in front of me. She positioned herself over me, guiding my cock to her entrance with her hands. She dragged the tip back and forth along her slit like a tease, and I could feel her wetness, hot and slick against my crown.

“I’ll go slowly,” she said as she found the center of her flower and pushed in the first inch.

The moment I felt her pussy covering me, a rush of orgasmic bliss shot through my body. It was too much, the warmth, the tightness, and the knowledge that I was entering her. Before she’d even fully taken me in, I felt the pressure building uncontrollably as my cock twitched and throbbed inside her. The friction of her wet vagina against my hardened length felt too good and too sweet. Once her pussy was an inch from touching down, I realized I was climaxing, and that final inch and Diana’s orgasmic, flushed face were enough to push me over the edge.

“Mom, I’m—” I couldn’t even finish the warning before my body jolted, and I fired my cum inside her, splashing against her walls as she realized what was happening.

Instead of disappointment, Diana’s face showed only understanding. She leaned down to kiss me gently, her warm breasts brushing against my chest.

“It’s completely normal, sweetheart,” she soothed, stroking my hair. She didn’t giggle or look disappointed. “First times are always quick.”

“Thank you for understanding.” I felt a wave of gratitude wash over me. “I’m so glad it was you,” I confessed. “I would’ve been embarrassed if this happened with one of the pink girls.”

Diana smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes. She lifted herself off me, my softening cock slipping out of her along with several rivulets of hot cum. Before I could apologize again, she moved down my body.

“God, you really filled me up,” she said, touching herself and tasting my cum. “It feels like there’s a pool of cream inside me.”

“It felt like heaven being inside you,” I said.

“Now that you’ve had your first real taste of sex… you can probably understand why some people think it’s strange when someone chooses to abstain.”

“I do,” I admitted, the realization hitting me. “You’re right.”

“But that still doesn’t justify anyone spreading nasty rumors,” Diana said, kissing me gently on the cheek.

“That’s the last thing I want to think about right now,” I said, making her smile. “How did it feel for you?”

“What do you mean, did
 ?” she said with a playful smirk, reaching for my cock and stroking it slowly. “We’re not done yet, sweetie. Not even close. You’re clearly not impotent… and definitely not sterile.”

As if summoned by her touch, I hardened in her hand again. The sensation made me chuckle, half from pleasure, half from the sheer joy of knowing I’d be inside her again so soon.

“You’re magical,” I told her, watching her eyes light up.

She giggled. “I’m just a mother who loves her son,” she said. She leaned closer to my cock, her hand stroking it with slow intent as she smeared her wetness along the length. The slick glide of her arousal only made her bolder. Without hesitation, she leaned in and opened her mouth wide.

The moment I felt the warmth of her lips around me, I threw my head back and groaned.

I moaned again, watching as her painted lips stretched around my shaft, smudging her lipstick along every inch she took. Her blue eyes flicked up to meet mine, full of hunger and devotion, as she gently slid me in and out of her mouth.

She sucked me with a tenderness that felt almost reverent like each stroke mattered, like I was something to be worshipped. Every flick of her tongue, every seal of her lips around me, sent pleasure spiraling through me.

When she finally pulled off, her lips were flushed and glistening, and she looked down at my slick, throbbing length with awe, like she couldn’t believe the effect I had on her or the power she had over me.

“See?” she said, looking up at me with pride. “You’re young. Your recovery time is amazing.”

Within minutes, I was fully erect again. Diana straddled me once more, but this time she took my hands and placed them on her hips.

“Now we can take our time,” she said. “Let me teach you how to have sex.”

She guided me inside her again, this time sinking down slowly, allowing me to feel every inch of her warm, wet pussy. Thankfully, I didn’t blow it all this time. She took her time as she rocked her hips, planting her hands on my chest and deepening her cleavage.

I watched, mesmerized, as she leaned back and rode me, her breasts bouncing and jiggling. She guided my hands to them, showing me how to caress and tease her flesh.

“Women need more time,” she explained between soft moans. “It’s not just about thrusting. Touch me here,” she guided my thumb to her clit, showing me how to circle it gently.

I followed her instructions eagerly, watching her reactions to learn what pleased her most. When I hit a particularly sensitive spot, her back arched and she bit her bottom lips.

“Right there,” she said. “Keep going just like that.”

I could feel her inner walls beginning to pulse around me, but this time I maintained control, focusing on her pleasure rather than my own. She taught me how to thrust up against her, giving her that extra nudge women so desperately sought. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but her pussy contracted around me as her breathing deepened. “Oh, Ryan,” she murmured my name. “I’m climaxing.”

It was a powerful sensation that I could bring her to the edge, and then she arched her back, pushed her breasts to the sky and moaned. There were so many places I wanted to look at, her pussy covering my cock, her boobs and her beautiful, flushed face. Then she leaned forward, drawing in a deep breath.

“Let’s switch positions,” she said. “I want you on top of me.”

“Sure,” I said.

We shifted positions, and I lay on top of her as she spread her legs wider to accommodate me. Diana guided my slick cock back inside her hole with one hand, her other hand cupping my face tenderly.

“Now, go slow at first,” she instructed, her voice soft and encouraging. “Women need to feel that connection, that build-up, even if she’s already climaxed.”

I pushed forward, sinking into her welcoming heat, and she moaned appreciatively. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. I liked being on top of her a bit better, being able to look into her eyes while I slid in and out of her.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Now angle your hips slightly upward… yes, just like that.”

I followed her guidance, adjusting my thrusts to hit what she called her “sweet spot.” Her hands roamed my back, sometimes digging her nails in when I hit particularly sensitive areas.

“Use your weight,” she instructed. “Let your body press against mine… feel how our skin touches everywhere.”

The intimacy was overwhelming, our bodies completely connected, her breasts pressed against my chest, our mouths meeting in kisses. I could feel her heartbeat through our joined bodies and intimacy.

“Faster now,” she urged. “But keep that angle … don’t lose it.”

I increased my pace, maintaining the position she’d shown me, watching her face contort with pleasure.

“I’m close,” I warned, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

“How does it feel?” Diana whispered, her eyes locked on mine as her hips rose to meet each thrust.

“Amazing,” I gasped, overwhelmed by the wet heat gripping me. “Better than anything I’ve ever felt.” The friction against my cock was indescribable, her body squeezing me perfectly with each thrust.

Her eyes darkened with desire as she cupped my face. “Then let go. Come inside me.”

The taboo nature of her words sent a jolt through my entire body.

I couldn’t finish my sentence before pleasure exploded through me. I drove deep inside her one last time, my body tensing as I emptied myself completely, burying myself to the hilt as I pumped stream after stream of cum deep inside her.

She held me tight, her legs locked around my waist as I pulsed inside her. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Give me everything.”

We stayed connected for several long moments, both breathing heavily. Finally, I rolled to her side, and she curled against me, her head on my chest.

She held me close, her legs wrapped around my waist, keeping me inside as there wasn’t a drop left. The warmth of her body, the scent of her perfume mixed with sweat and sex, the softness of her skin against mine, it was overwhelming in the best possible way.

We lay there afterward, my weight half on her, half on the bed, neither of us wanting to break the connection. Her fingers traced patterns on my back as our breathing slowed.

“That was…” I started, not sure how to express what I felt.

“I know,” she said, kissing my forehead. “It was beautiful.”

Eventually, I rolled to her side, and she curled against me, her head on my chest. We were quiet for a moment, processing what had just happened between us.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said, still catching my breath.

Diana embraced. “I know. It was incredible.”

“Did you… was it good for you too?” I asked hesitantly.

She smiled up at me. “Very good … Better than my last time. I don’t want to sound selfish, but I sure needed this instead of fantasizing all the time.”

“I guess I can say the same,” I said.

We lay in silence for a while before Diana spoke again. “You know, you’ve changed so much since you arrived here.”

“Have I?” I asked, playing with a strand of her hair.

“Absolutely. You’re growing into your role so quickly. The way you handled the meeting today with Miss Raven, and the decisiveness you showed about Alice. You’re a man now.”

“I’m still figuring it all out,” I said. “But it feels less overwhelming now.”

Diana nodded. “That’s how it happens. One day you’re drowning, and the next, you realize you’ve learned to swim.” She propped herself up on one elbow. “The Pink Mansion is changing you, but you’re changing it too. I see it already.”

She rose to her feet and put on her clothes. Then she went to the balcony and looked outside to the pool. “What are you looking at?” I asked her, seeing her grin forming.

“Come,” she said.

I put on my underwear and went out, seeing all the young beauties at the pool. I felt my libido rise again. Diana patted my back lovingly. “You know what to do now.”





Epilogue





T
 he redheaded girl named Aisha had her ankles resting on my shoulders, her hands gripping the sheets at her sides as she looked up at me. Her legs were fully spread, inviting, as I thrust in and out of her. Her mouth hung open in a perfect “O,” and her perky breasts bounced with every slap of our bodies. Despite the plush luxury of the bed beneath us, it creaked under our rhythm.

A neatly trimmed patch of red hair sat on her mound, and I found it incredibly sexy, especially against the pink of her glistening pussy. Her skin was porcelain white. Being a redhead, she avoided the sun, always choosing the shade, or, as she’d confessed with a laugh, staying inside to masturbate in front of the camera. We’d only just recruited her, and I was already fucking her again with no hesitation.

I wrapped my arms around her legs and pulled her in closer with each thrust, using the strength in my arms to drive deeper. The tingling pressure at the tip of my cock grew stronger with every stroke, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

She threw her head back with a cry as her pussy clenched tightly around me, and that was it. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I pushed all the way in and grunted, burying myself as I came hard inside her. Thick pulses of cum flooded her pussy as I gave her every last drop, my hips continuing to roll in tight, shallow thrusts as the orgasm rippled through me.

“Jeez,” she gasped, breathing heavily as she felt it spill out of her while I pulled out. “It feels like you emptied a whole bottle of sunscreen in me.”

“Better rub it in before you burn.”

She giggled as she ran her fingers through the mess between her thighs, still catching her breath. “You’re going to make me walk funny for the rest of the day.”

I grinned and leaned over to kiss her flushed cheek. “Just today?”

She laughed again, swatting my shoulder. “Cocky much?”

“You did just compare me to an entire bottle of sunscreen. I think I’ve earned it.”

She rolled her eyes, but her smile never faded. “Okay, fine.”

She ran her fingers between her thighs, watching with amused fascination as my cum trickled out of her. Still lying back, she brought her fingers to her mouth and tasted it, licking them clean like dessert. “Still warm,” she said with a grin. “You weren’t kidding about not holding back.”

I laughed, sitting up to grab the towel we’d thrown over the headboard. “You love it.”

“Of course I do.” She stretched with a little hum as I leaned in and gently dabbed her inner thighs. “And I love that you’re not shy about making a mess.”

“Someone’s gotta clean it,” I said. “Might as well be me.”

She propped herself up on her elbows and watched me work. “Chivalrous and horny. Dangerous combo.”

I smirked and tossed the towel aside before lying down beside her, brushing her red hair off her shoulder. “How’s your camming?”

“Pretty good,” she said. “Steady traffic. Guys seem to like a pale redhead like me.”

“They’ve got good taste.”

She gave me a playful look. “I know. I’ve been mixing it up too.”

I nodded, letting my eyes wander across her fair skin and scattered freckles.

It had only been a couple of weeks since I lost my virginity to Diana, and yet I’d slept with one of them every single day since. Not out of obligation to prove I wasn’t sterile, but lust. Lying next to Aisha, with her thighs still sticky from what I gave her, I felt proud. Not just about the sex, but the way I’d stepped into this world and made it mine.

I helped her up to her feet, and we took a shower together. We washed each other clean, trading smiles and touches, then toweled off side by side. I kissed her goodbye for now, even though I knew I’d probably run into her again in the hallway, just like I did with the rest of the girls.

Afterward, I stepped out onto the balcony and sank into the chair, letting the sun hit my bare chest. The view stretched wide, but what I really felt was the freedom. I’d been here for a month now, and July was in full swing. Summer was at its peak, and so was my optimism.

I wasn’t just with
 the girls anymore. I was part of something bigger. My mother had played a huge role in helping me find confidence, no question. But I could also tell she enjoyed this role, being my manager, helping me run what we were building together. An empire in its own right.

I was grateful we were open about everything. There were no lies, no pretending. Still, I knew none of this would’ve been possible without her… and without the rest of the women who kept this whole machine moving. They were the foundation. I was just learning how to stand on it.

A knock on the door interrupted my thoughts. I glanced at the clock. It was just past noon. “Come in,” I called out.

The door opened, and Diana stepped inside. She wore a short summer dress in a pale pink that complemented her tanned skin perfectly. The fabric cinched at her waist before flaring out, accentuating her curves and showing off her long legs. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders. She’d applied just enough makeup to enhance her features without looking overdone: subtle eyeliner that made her blue eyes pop and a glossy pink lipstick that matched her dress.

“Hey there,” she said with a warm smile. “Am I interrupting?”

“Not at all,” I replied, motioning for her to sit beside me.

She settled onto a chair next to me, crossing her legs. “How was Aisha?”

“Fantastic,” I said, unable to keep the smile from my face. “She sounds really happy about this opportunity.”

“She is,” Diana nodded. “And I heard she’s doing incredibly well with her camming.”

I chuckled. “I’m not surprised. She’s gorgeous and actually enjoys the work. That combination usually leads to success in this industry.”

“Speaking of success,” Diana said, her eyes twinkling with excitement, “I have a surprise for you.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a glossy magazine, holding it face-down against her chest.

“What is it?” I asked, intrigued.

With a dramatic move, she turned it around. “The MILF issue … Hot off the press this morning.”

My jaw dropped as I took in the cover. There was Diana, lounging on a sunbed in a revealing white bikini. The magazine’s logo arched above her in bold pink letters, with the tagline “MILF knows Best” running along the bottom.

I took the magazine from her hands. This was the first issue published entirely under my leadership, from concept to final print.

“This is amazing,” I murmured, carefully opening it to flip through the pages.

The layout was immaculate, and the photography was stunning. Every spread featured gorgeous women in their thirties and forties, posed provocatively yet tastefully. The centerfold was a double-page spread of Diana and Amy together. There were the nude photos Aly had taken of them, and my mother looked so sexy that I was pitching a tent just by ogling at her photos.

“The photos of you and Amy turned out so hot,” I said, admiring the artistic quality of the images. “Better than I could have imagined.”

Diana beamed at me. “Thank you, sweetie. The whole team is thrilled with how it came out.” She placed her hand on my shoulder. “I’m so proud of you. Your first issue.”

I ran my hand over the glossy magazine pages, feeling a sense of satisfaction. “This is amazing, but we’ve still got so many issues to tackle.”

Diana smiled knowingly as she watched me. “Always thinking ahead. That’s why I know the Pink Mansion will only grow stronger under your leadership.”

“Thanks,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “I’m trying.”

“Oh, before I forget,” she added, leaning forward with excitement in her eyes, “three of the MILF models from this issue have expressed interest in working for us exclusively. They were extremely impressed with the production quality and how respectfully they were treated during the shoot.”

“Really? Which ones?” I asked, immediately intrigued.

Diana tapped the magazine. “Page thirty-eight. The brunette with the yoga instructor background, and then flip to page forty-two for the other two—the former weather girl and the divorced real estate agent.”

I quickly turned to the pages she mentioned, my pulse quickening as I took in the stunning women. The yoga instructor had a toned body with natural curves and a confidence in her poses. The weather girl was blonde with an infectious smile and legs that seemed to go on forever. The real estate agent had dark features, olive skin, and the kind of sultry gaze that sold million-dollar properties and probably broke hearts along the way.

“They’re beautiful,” I said, already imagining what it would be like to work with them… and more.

“I thought you might say that,” Diana said with a knowing smile. “Should we schedule a casting scene tomorrow? All three are available, and it would be good to see how they perform on camera before finalizing contracts.”

I tried to maintain my professional demeanor, but couldn’t hide my enthusiasm, and neither could the tent in my pants. “Absolutely.”

“I’ll make the arrangements,” she said, standing up. “They’re all quite excited to meet you. Apparently, word has spread about the new, young boss who’s changing the industry.”

“I hope I live up to the hype,” I said with a wink.

Diana gave me a look that was part maternal pride, part business partner respect. “You will. Just be yourself. That’s what’s working so far.”

Diana’s eyes followed my gaze toward the pool area, her smile growing thoughtful. “Have you heard anything more about Alice since we filed the lawsuit?”

“Not directly,” I said, leaning against the balcony railing. “Miss Raven says the rumors have pretty much stopped circulating.”

“It was a wise decision to sue her for defamation,” Diana nodded approvingly.

I ran a hand through my hair, still feeling a lingering frustration. “The damage is already done though. Some people will still remember what she said about me.”

“That’s unfortunately true,” Diana agreed, stepping closer. “But in this industry, today’s scandal is forgotten when tomorrow’s appears. People have short memories.”

I wrinkled my nose in disgust. “She’ll pay for the damage she tried to cause. No one crosses the Steele family without consequences.”

Diana’s eyes lit up at my words, seeming pleased by the authority in my voice. “That’s the spirit.” Her hand rested on my arm, sliding down slowly. “Besides, we have plenty of evidence right here that you’re neither impotent nor sterile.”

Her fingers traced lower, brushing against the front of my underwear where my cock was already beginning to harden again. “My goodness,” she murmured with a giggle. “Your recovery time is impressive.”

I chuckled, especially as her hand continued to stroke the bulge.

“Such virility,” she whispered, her blue eyes darkening with desire as she squeezed me gently through the fabric. “No wonder those girls by the pool keep glancing up here. They can sense it.”

I looked down at the women lounging by the water, their perfect bodies glistening in the sun. Several of them were indeed looking in our direction, though from this distance, they couldn’t see exactly what was happening.

“Do you think they suspect anything about us?” I asked, keeping my voice low despite our privacy.

Diana shook her head, her hand still casually resting against my bulge. “They suspect you’re becoming the man your father was—powerful, confident, and insatiable. That’s all they need to know.”

Her fingers traced the outline of my hardness, making me inhale sharply. “Speaking of insatiable,” she continued with a playful smile, “I think we should get you dressed. You have a meeting with the marketing team in thirty minutes, and I don’t think this…” She gave me another gentle squeeze, “would be appropriate attire.”

I groaned, reluctant to end our intimate moment. “You’re right. Business first.”

Diana stepped back, her professional demeanor returning seamlessly. “Always. That’s how empires are built and maintained.” She headed toward the door, pausing with her hand on the knob. “I’ll make dinner this evening … steaks.”

“I can’t wait,” I said since it was always a treat when she had the time to cook for us.

I quickly put on my suit. The fabric hugged my shoulders perfectly, and I adjusted my tie in the mirror, making sure everything looked impeccable for the marketing meeting. These people needed to see a leader, not just some kid who’d inherited a porn empire.

On my way down the main corridor, I spotted a group of pink girls lounging in the east wing lounge. Amber, Jessie, and Tiffany immediately perked up when they saw me, their conversation halting mid-sentence.

“There he is,” Amber called out as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the movement deliberately slow to draw my attention to her exposed thighs beneath her short skirt. “The man of the mansion.”

Jessie twirled a strand of blonde hair around her finger. “We were just talking about you, Ryan. Care to join us for a little… brainstorming session? We could use a man’s input
 .” The innuendo was about as subtle as a bulldozer.

Tiffany, the boldest of the three, stood up and approached me, placing a manicured hand on my chest. “I’ve been developing some new content ideas I’d love to run by you… privately.” Her breath smelled like mint and her lips glistened with fresh gloss.

I smiled, enjoying the attention despite myself. Each of them had been in my bed at different times over the past weeks.

“I’d love to hear your ideas,” I said, checking my watch, “but I have to get to the marketing meeting.” I gestured down the hallway.

“Always so busy,” Tiffany pouted, her fingers lingering on my lapel before reluctantly dropping away.

I gave them an apologetic smile as I stepped back. “The empire doesn’t run itself.”

As I continued down the corridor, I couldn’t help but smile. Each of those women had been beneath me, moaning my name, begging for more. Amber’s flexibility had been particularly impressive, the way she could fold herself nearly in half while I drove into her from behind. And Jessie’s oral skills were legendary for good reason. Tiffany had been the most vocal, screaming loud enough that Miss Raven had knocked on the door to check if everything was alright.

I’d have them all again soon enough. Maybe Amber tonight after dinner with Diana. Or perhaps I’d invite Tiffany to my office tomorrow to “discuss her content ideas.” The power to summon any of them to my bed with a simple word or gesture was gratifying, to say the least.

* * *

The meeting had gone well. It wasn’t the most enjoyable task, but it had to be done as well. It took a bit longer than expected, but I always felt glad to talk to Miss Raven. I found myself in the main hall, seeing the painting of myself. The artist had finished it a couple of weeks ago, and it turned out perfect. I was wearing a navy suit with a pink tie, looking every bit the heir to the Pink Mansion.

I felt warm lips press against the back of my neck, and the familiar scent of Diana’s perfume reached my nose.

“You look so handsome in that painting,” she whispered, her breath tickling my ear. “The artist really captured your strength.”

I smiled, leaning back slightly into her touch. “Thanks. I like how it turned out too … She reached out to me yesterday,” I added, still admiring the artwork. “Said she wants to do a nude portrait next. Something about capturing the ‘raw essence of the empire’s future.’”

Diana’s hands slid around my waist as she pressed closer. “Now that’s something I’m definitely looking forward to seeing.” Her voice had that sultry edge that made my pulse quicken. “I might have to supervise that session personally.” She gave me one more kiss on the neck before stepping beside me. “Dinner’s ready, by the way. I made those steaks I promised. Just us tonight, I gave the staff the evening off.”

“Perfect timing. I’m starving.”

We walked to our private dining room. The steaks looked amazing, seared to perfection with roasted potatoes and asparagus on the side.

As we ate, Diana cut a piece of her steak and asked, “Do you have any plans for this evening? Anything with the girls or business calls?”

I shook my head. “No, nothing planned. I figured I’d catch up on some reading or maybe watch a movie.”

Diana chewed thoughtfully, then swallowed. Her eyes had that familiar glint that I’d come to recognize over the past few weeks. She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine.

“Would you like to sleep together tonight?” she asked, her voice low and intimate. “It’s been a few days since we’ve had time alone.”

“Sure,” I replied immediately, feeling my cock twitch knowing what sleeping with her implied. “I’d like that.”

The answer made me suddenly ravenous, but not just for food. I started eating a bit faster, cutting larger pieces of steak and taking quicker bites. Diana noticed and smiled knowingly.

“Slow down,” she teased. “I’m not going anywhere.”

I laughed, caught in the act. “Sorry. It’s just been a long day.”

After dinner, we took our wine glasses out to the terrace to watch the sunset.

“Have you thought about what to do when Ruby gets back?” Diana asked. “She’ll want to spend time with you.”

I sighed, leaning back in my chair. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot. It’s going to be complicated.”

“We’ll be fine,” Diana assured me, her hand finding mine again. “Though she’ll be disappointed you have so much work to do. Running an empire doesn’t leave much free time.”

“I know,” I agreed. “I’ll make time for her, but she’ll have to understand that things have changed. I’m not just her brother anymore. I have responsibilities now.”

Diana nodded, looking out at the darkening horizon. “She’ll adjust.”

“And what about us?” I asked her. “When she’s here?”

“We’ll have to be careful,” she said, squeezing her hand. “Discretion will be essential.”

As the last rays of sunlight disappeared, Diana stood and held out her hand. “Shall we go upstairs?”

“About time.”

We strolled back through the mansion, maintaining a casual distance as we passed a couple of the girls who were heading to the pool for a late-night swim. Diana chatted briefly with Tiffany about tomorrow’s shoot schedule while I nodded politely to Amber, who gave me a suggestive wink. No one seemed to think anything of us walking in the same direction, after all, my mother was officially my business partner and advisor.

Once we reached my bedroom door, I opened it and let Diana enter first before following her inside and locking it behind us. The moment the lock clicked into place, her demeanor changed, her professional facade melting away as she moved into my arms.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she whispered, her lips brushing against mine.

“Me too,” I admitted, already working on the buttons of her blouse.

She smiled and stepped back. “Let’s shower first. I want to wash away the day.”

We undressed quickly, leaving our clothes in neat piles on the floor. Diana led the way to my bathroom, turning on the shower and adjusting the temperature before stepping under the warm spray. I followed, admiring how the water cascaded down her naked body, making her breasts and curves glisten.

“Come here,” she beckoned, reaching for me.

I stepped forward, and she pulled me under the water with her, our bodies pressing together as the steam rose around us. Her hands wandered over my chest and shoulders, soap-slick and eager.

“Turn around,” I told her, my voice husky with desire.

She complied, facing the tiled wall and looking back at me over her shoulder with a seductive smile. I pressed against her from behind, my hands sliding around to cup her breasts as I kissed her neck. She moaned, pushing back against my hardening cock.

“Don’t tease me,” she whispered, reaching between my legs, grabbing my erection and guiding me to her pussy.

I gripped her hips and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust, making her moan. The hot water poured over us as I began to move, setting a steady rhythm that had her bracing her hands against the shower wall.

“Yes, just like that,” she encouraged, her voice echoing in the steam-filled bathroom.

I slammed into her a bit harder, one hand sliding around to grab her tit as I drove into her. Her inner muscles clenched around me, and I knew she was close. When she came, her body shuddered against mine, and I followed moments later, groaning as I emptied myself inside her all the while the water ran down her and steam swirled around us in an erotic mist.

We stayed connected for a moment, catching our breath before carefully separating. Once I pulled out, Diana turned in my arms, kissing me deeply as the water washed away the evidence of our fucking.

We finished washing each other, taking our time to explore familiar territory with soap-slick hands before finally turning off the water. I grabbed two fluffy towels from the rack. I wrapped her in the towel, gently drying her skin as she did the same for me. We moved to the bedroom.

“Mom,” I said, as we settled on the bed, a thought suddenly occurring to me. “I’ve been wondering about something.”

“What is it, sweetie?” She ran her fingers through her damp hair, the towel draped loosely around her body.

“Do you want to watch some of your old photos? From when you were younger?” I asked.

She glanced at me, then smiled. “The ones you were looking at earlier?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a little heat rise in my cheeks at the memory of her catching me mid-masturbation.

“Sure, we can do that,” she said, sounding almost cheerful. “I haven’t watched myself in a long time.”

“You never did that when we lived at home?”

She shook her head. “Remember how I told you I wanted to leave all that behind?”

“I do.”

“That’s why,” she said, her voice softer now. “But things are different now.”

I reached over to my nightstand drawer and pulled out the USB stick I’d found while going through Dad’s old files. I plugged it into my laptop, then connected an HDMI cable to the large TV mounted on the wall across from my bed. “I figured we could watch it properly.”

The screen lit up with a folder system. I navigated to one labeled “Diana - Early Days” and clicked it open. Dozens of thumbnails appeared, each showing Diana in various states of undress.

“Oh my,” she whispered, leaning forward as I clicked on the first file.

The image filled the screen. Diana, twenty years younger, posing against a plain backdrop. She wore nothing but a thin silk robe that hung open, revealing her naked body beneath. Her hair was longer then, cascading over her shoulders, and her makeup was heavier, more dramatic. But she was a young adult, and a pretty damn hot one.

“Look at you,” I said, unable to take my eyes off the screen.

Diana laughed, enjoying the sight of her younger self. “I was so nervous that day. It was one of my first professional shoots.”

I clicked through to the next image. In this one, she was completely nude, posed artfully on a chaise lounge, her legs slightly parted.

“The photographer kept telling me to relax,” she recalled, her voice growing nostalgic. “I was trying so hard to look natural.”

“You look natural,” I said, wondering what she was talking about.

As I continued clicking through, Diana’s body language changed. She leaned forward, her towel slipping slightly as she pointed at certain images. She enthusiastically told me about each and every one of them. “That set was shot in Miami. And that one, that was for the Valentine’s issue.”

Then a series of photos appeared showing Diana with another woman, a brunette with olive skin. Diana’s cheeks turned a little rosy.

“Is it anything embarrassing?” I asked her.

“No… but I suspect there’s a video of us together,” she said, meeting my eyes.

She was right.

“Do you mind if I click play?”

“Go ahead,” she said softly. “I want to see it as much as you do.”

I hit play.

The video began with them kissing, their hands wandering freely over each other’s bodies. It had that raw, behind-the-scenes feel, unedited and honest. They laughed between touches, flirting and teasing, their fingers tracing each other’s most sensitive spots like it was second nature. There wasn’t a trace of nervousness. They weren’t performing. They were simply enjoying each other, letting go.

“You seemed so joyful,” I said quietly.

She wrapped her arms around herself, a small shiver running through her. “My teens passed by way too quickly.”

“Do you regret anything?” I asked, my voice low.

She shook her head. “No. I have just as many sweet memories from raising you two. But those days… they still live in me. And I’m glad I get to remember them like this.”

“You were amazing,” I said, glancing at her. “Still are. There’s not much difference, really.”

She shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’m not as wild as I used to be.”

“I wonder how it would be if I had a time machine and could meet your younger self,” I told her honestly.

Diana turned to me. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine, the towel falling away completely as she pushed me back onto the bed. “Is that so?” she whispered against my mouth. “Maybe I should show you just how wild I can still be.”

“Oh, please do that,” I said.

Her hand slid down my chest, past my stomach, until her fingers wrapped around my hardening cock, and I knew this would be another unforgettable night at the Pink Mansion.
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