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		That first night with OG, even now knowing who he was, had opened a floodgate for Misty. It seemed as if every night after that they would end up in bed together. And more often than not, he would make her cum multiple times. There was something about the way he fucked her that left her reeling for hours after.

		But tonight seemed even more special. It had started with OG taking her shopping for a new outfit. It did not take long for her to figure out the sort of thing he liked to see her in. High heels, a short skirt, and a midriff baring top. It was the sort of style that Misty had never considered for herself. In her mind, it was slutty. Yet looking at the way OG's eyes lit up when she stepped out of the changing room gave her all the confidence she needed to know she looked good.

		After leaving the store with the clothes OG picked out for her, they headed to a jewelry store where he bought her beautiful diamond earrings and gold bangles for her wrists. The entire time, she was shocked by the amount of money he spent on her, especially considering they were only on their second official date. The other times they met up had been hook-ups at best.

		However, after a wonderful dinner at a fancy restaurant, rather than take Misty back to his condo overlooking the river, he instead had the limo drive them out of town. Misty had no idea where they were going.

		"OG?" she asked, not wanting to bother him as she cuddled up next to him, running her hands over his muscular chest. But she was too curious not to know. "Where are we going?"

		OG just smiled at her and squeezed her tighter. "I want to take you to my place. My real place. It's my private villa."

		Misty could not hide the look of shock from her face. A villa? She knew that OG was a wealthy gangster, but this seemed like too much.

		However, all thoughts and concerns fled her mind the moment OG leaned down and kissed her. His hot lips pressed against hers and his tongue darted into her mouth. It felt like he was setting fire to her very soul.

		Misty lost track of time as they continued to kiss. She was always amazed at the way he could turn her on so easily. But it did not take long before she was squirming in her seat. Had the ride been less smooth, she might have cum just from the added vibrations.

		"Fuck me," Misty moaned as she began to grind against OG's leg.

		OG smirked as he pulled away from their kiss. "You're insatiable."

		Misty gasped as she felt OG's hand slip under her skirt and his fingers pushed her panties aside. "I can't help it," she said, a blush forming on her cheeks. "You make me feel so good."

		"I know," OG said, the smirk never leaving his face. "That's why I love fucking you so much."

		Misty's breathing quickened as she felt OG's fingers slide inside of her. Her pussy was already wet and ready for him. And with the way he made her feel, she knew it would not be long before she came all over his hand. It was inevitable.

		But just as she felt herself on the edge of orgasm, OG pulled his hand away. Misty let out a whimper as she looked up at him with wide eyes.

		"Not until we arrive," OG said, "so you can be all mine."

		Misty nodded. She could wait. She would wait. Even though her body was already aching for him, she would wait. Because that's what he wanted. And she wanted to please him.

		It was not long before the limousine came to a stop. The moment the car was parked, an attendant opened the door and held out a hand to help Misty step out. It took her a moment to compose herself before she felt steady enough on her feet. And when she did, she found herself standing in front of a large house. No, house was too simple a word. This was a villa. A sprawling mansion surrounded by trees. And even though she could not see it, she sensed that there was a body of water nearby.

		Misty looked around in wonder as she took in the beauty of her surroundings. The stars shone brightly overhead, lighting up the night sky. And the moon was full, adding to the magical feeling of the moment.

		And then OG was at her side. She leaned into him automatically, holding onto this arm. Misty felt out of her element here, but at the same time, it was all so perfect.

		"It's beautiful," Misty said as OG led her up the front steps to the double doors that led inside.

		"That may be true, but it's not nearly as beautiful as you," OG said as he held the door open for her.

		Misty blushed, unable to contain her smile. "You're just saying that because you want to fuck me."

		"We can both speak the truth," OG said with a wink.

		Once they were inside, Misty could see that the interior was just as grand as the exterior. The entryway was huge, with high ceilings and an enormous staircase that led up to the second floor. The walls were decorated with paintings and tapestries, giving the place a rich, luxurious feel. It was so easy to forget who OG was and how he had obtained his enormous wealth. It was all so surreal.

		But then OG stepped in front of Misty and took her face in his hands. He leaned down and kissed her deeply, passionately. It felt like the world melted away around them. She lost herself in his kiss, forgetting about everything else. There was only him and her and this moment.

		"Let me show you to my bedroom," OG said when he finally broke the kiss.

		Misty's head was spinning as she followed him up the stairs. Her heart raced and her body ached for his touch. She could not wait to let him fuck her again. And from the look in his eyes, she knew he was just as eager to make her toes curl in pleasure.

		They reached the top of the stairs and turned down a long hallway. This was no ordinary hallway. It was wide with sculptures and other art along the walls. Again, OG's impressive wealth was on full display. But Misty barely paid attention to it. She had one thing on her mind and one thing only: getting fucked.

		Finally, they reached the door at the end of the hall. OG pushed it open and led her inside. The room was huge, much larger than her own bedroom. It might have been bigger than her entire apartment.

		"Wow," Misty said as she took in the sight of the room. "This is amazing."

		OG smiled. "Just like you are."

		He stepped behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. His hands began to roam over her body, exploring every curve. Misty could feel herself melting into his touch. It was all she could do to keep from moaning out loud.

		"You're so sexy," OG said as he continued to caress her. "I love touching you."

		Misty's knees went weak. "I love it when you touch me."

		"That's because you're mine," OG said, his voice a low growl in her ear.

		Misty whimpered as she felt his hands slide up her shirt and cup her breasts. There was a part of her that wanted to argue, to push back against his words, but she could not bring herself to do it while her body was in heat.

		And the way his hands felt on her body. It was so erotic. She was completely at his mercy. She would do anything for him. And deep down, she knew that he would never hurt her. She was safe with him.

		"Yours," Misty said, unable to contain her feelings any longer. "I'm yours."

		OG's fingers deftly pulled Misty's top up over her breasts. She obediently raised her arms so that he could remove the garment.

		"Your body is perfect," OG said as he stared at her breasts. "I love your nipples. They're so hard."

		Misty blushed as she felt his hands cup her breasts again. This time, his fingers toyed with her nipples, rolling them between his fingers. The feeling sent a wave of pleasure through her body, making her gasp.

		"You like that?" OG asked, a hint of amusement in his voice.

		"Yes," Misty moaned, "so much."

		"Good," OG said as he continued to play with her nipples. "I want to make you feel good. I always want you to feel sexy and desired."

		Misty tilted her head back and rested it against OG's chest. His hands were magic. They made her feel things she had never felt before. She could feel her pussy growing wetter by the second. She knew she was ready for him.

		"Please," Misty said as she reached down and grabbed OG's wrist, pulling his hand down between her legs. "I need you."

		OG smiled. He liked it when she begged for him. He liked it when she gave in to her desire for him. It made him feel powerful.

		"You're so impatient," OG said as he played with her wet pussy. "But you'll get my big black cock soon enough."

		Misty gasped as she felt his fingers slide into her slick folds. He was so good at this. He knew exactly how to touch her to make her feel good.

		"That's right," OG said, "let me hear you moan. You’re a slut for my cock. You're just a little snowbunny for me. I've ruined you for any other man."

		Misty could not contain the sounds of pleasure that escaped her lips. His words were like a drug to her. They made her feel naughty and sexy. And they turned her on more than she ever thought possible. She was his little slut, and she would do anything he wanted her to do.

		OG moved his hands to Misty's waist and began to push her skirt down over her hips. It fell to the floor in a pool around her feet. She stepped out of it, leaving her standing in nothing but her panties and heels.

		"You look so fucking hot," OG said as he ran his hands over her body. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down. Misty's breath caught in her throat as she felt the fabric slide over her skin. Her heart raced and her body tingled with anticipation. She was completely exposed to him now, and it felt so good.

		"You're so wet," OG said as he pushed his fingers into her pussy. "You're so fucking horny for me."

		"Yes," Misty moaned as she pushed her hips back, wanting more. "I'm so horny for you."

		OG pulled his fingers out of her pussy and brought them up to her mouth. "Taste yourself," he said as he pushed them past her lips.

		Misty sucked on his fingers, tasting her own juices. She felt so naughty and dirty. But it turned her on even more. She wanted more.

		OG's hand went to the front of his pants and unbuckled his belt. He then unzipped his fly and pushed his pants down. His cock sprang free, fully erect and ready for action.

		"You want this?" OG asked as he stroked his cock.

		"Yes," Misty said, practically begging. "I want your big black cock inside me."

		OG grabbed her by the waist and lifted her off her feet. He effortlessly positioned her at the tip of his cock, ready to pierce her open.

		"Fuck me," Misty moaned as she let herself fall down on top of him. His cock slid into her, stretching her tight pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and then just let the moment take her. Thoughts and feelings fled her mind. There was only pleasure left. That was all that mattered.
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		Misty had fallen asleep in OG's arms after he fucked her over and over again. By the time she fell asleep, she did not even know which direction was up. She was completely spent and overwhelmed from the barrage of orgasms he had given her.

		And yet when she woke up the next morning, she was surprised to find that she was still in his arms. It felt so natural, as if they were meant to be together.

		She slowly opened her eyes and looked up at him. His deep brown eyes stared back at her, filled with desire. She could feel his cock hardening against her thigh.

		"Good morning," Misty said sleepily.

		"Morning, sexy," OG replied, a smirk forming on his face.

		Misty blushed and smiled back at him. No one had ever called her "sexy" before OG. But coming from him, it felt right.

		OG leaned in and kissed Misty softly on the lips. She closed her eyes and melted into the kiss. It was so gentle and sweet. But there was an intensity behind it. A need.

		OG's hands began to wander over Misty's body, exploring every curve. She could feel herself getting turned on again. Her pussy ached for him. She wanted him inside of her again.

		OG pulled away from their kiss and gazed deeply into her eyes. "I want you," he said, his voice husky with desire.

		Misty bit her lip and smiled coyly. "I'm yours," she said. "Take me."

		OG sat up and pulled Misty onto his lap. "But there's someone I want you to meet first."

		"Oh?" Misty asked, surprised. She had not expected that.

		OG nodded. "I want you to meet Spider. He's my right-hand man."

		Misty blinked in confusion. She had never heard of Spider before. She knew nothing of OG's business, legitimate or otherwise. All she knew was the intensity with which he made love to her.

		OG gave Misty a reassuring smile. "Don't worry," he said. "He's downstairs. I run a lot of my planning operations out of the villa, so we're never truly alone. Although no one but you and me are allowed in the bedroom." His smile turned into a wicked grin, making it clear that the bedroom was more than just a place to sleep.

		Misty swallowed hard. She was not sure what to expect. She did not know this world, and she was still not convinced that she should be involved with OG. But there was something about him that made her want to be with him. Yes, his big cock was a big part of it, but she was addicted to more than his cock. There was a deeper connection between them. She could feel it.

		OG slid out from under Misty and got up from the bed. He stretched and yawned, his muscles flexing. Misty watched in awe. He was so strong and powerful. And sexy. She could not take her eyes off him.

		"We should probably get dressed first," OG said as he pulled on a pair of sweatpants. He tossed a hoodie at Misty, which she quickly pulled over her head. It was way too big for her, almost reaching her knees, but it smelled like him. And that was comforting.

		OG reached down and took Misty's hand, leading her out of the bedroom. They made their way downstairs and into the kitchen, where a few people were already gathered.

		Misty had never been in a room with so many Black men before. There were at least half a dozen of them, and they all looked tough. Their muscular bodies filled the space, making it feel smaller than it actually was.

		The men fell silent as OG and Misty entered the room. OG seemed to fill the space with his presence, even though he was only one person. But it was clear that each and every one of the men gathered looked up to OG with a mix of awe and respect.

		OG put his arm around Misty and introduced her to everyone. "This is my lady, Misty," he said. "She's special to me, so she's important. You all treat her with respect, understand?"

		There was a chorus of "yes, sirs" from the men in the room. Misty blushed, feeling uncomfortable under the scrutiny of so many eyes. She had never been around this many Black men before, let alone a bunch of gangsters.

		But as OG continued to introduce her to each man, she felt a sense of acceptance. They were all polite and respectful, and it made her feel like part of the family. She had never felt that way before. She had always been an outsider, but now she was being welcomed into the fold. It was overwhelming, but in a good way.

		"And this is Spider," OG said, bringing Misty face to face with one of the men. He was tall and muscular, with tattoos covering his arms. His eyes were intense, but not unkind.

		Misty held out her hand and smiled nervously. "It's nice to meet you," she said.

		Spider smiled back and shook her hand. "Likewise," he said. "OG's been talking about you nonstop. It's nice to finally put a face to the name."

		Misty blushed. She could not read the lie from Spider's words. She had no idea that Spider was the man in the alley the night OG had come to her rescue. She had no idea that she had been manipulated from the very beginning. But Misty had already fallen under OG's spell. And she would never know that she had been set up.

		Misty curtsied like a nervous little girl, her cheeks turning bright red. "Thank you," she said quietly.

		OG wrapped his arm around Misty's waist and pulled her close. "Come on, let me show you the rest of the place."

		Misty nodded and followed OG as he led her through the house. It was huge and opulent, with expensive furnishings and artwork. It was obvious that he had money to burn, and she felt out of place. But he made her feel like she belonged.

		They ended up on the balcony overlooking the pool. Misty leaned against the railing, taking in the view. It was beautiful, but she could not help feeling like an outsider.

		OG stepped up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. He leaned down and kissed her neck softly. "What's on your mind?" he asked.

		Misty blushed. "I just... I don't know. I'm not used to this," she said. "I've never been with someone like you."

		"You'll get used to it soon enough," OG said. "And I can show you a lot more if you want."

		Misty laughed. "I bet you can." She turned around to face him and put her arms around his neck. "But I need to be fucked right now."

		OG grinned. "That can be arranged." He took her by the hips and lifted her onto the railing.

		"Whoa," Misty screamed out, but OG held her in place, keeping her from falling backwards while at the same time lifting the hoodie that hid her bare sex. The cool morning air felt good against her hot pussy, and she gasped when she felt OG's cock pressing against her entrance.

		"Relax," OG said as he continued to push into her. "I've got you."

		Misty could feel her body responding to him. Her pussy ached for his cock. She needed him inside of her.

		OG pushed his cock into Misty's pussy, slowly filling her up. He felt so good inside of her. Even though he had fucked her so many times since that first night, her pussy still stretched around him, almost until the point of pain. Almost, because the pleasure of his big cock filling her up was enough to override any discomfort.

		Misty let out a moan as OG began to thrust in and out of her. She could not believe they were doing this outside where anyone could see them. But she could not deny that it turned her on even more. She felt like a real slut, being fucked out in the open for anyone to see.

		OG picked up the pace, fucking Misty hard and fast. He gripped her hips tightly, holding her in place. His cock slammed into her over and over again, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel another orgasm building inside of her. And she knew it was going to be intense.

		Misty closed her eyes and let the sensations wash over her. She felt like she was floating on air as OG continued to fuck her. She could feel her orgasm getting closer with each thrust of his cock. It was like he was hitting all the right spots inside of her. It was a perfect match.

		OG's fingers dug into Misty's hips as he continued to pound her pussy. He could feel his own orgasm building, but he wanted to make sure she came first. He loved watching her face when she came. It was so fucking sexy.

		Misty threw her head back and cried out as her orgasm hit. Her body shook as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. If the villa had neighbors, they could no doubt hear her cries of passion. But at this moment, she did not care. All she cared about was the feeling of OG's cock inside of her.

		OG's grip tightened on Misty's hips as he continued to thrust into her. His cock pulsed and twitched as he came deep inside of her, filling her with his seed. It felt so good to be buried inside of her. She was like a drug to him. He could not get enough.

		Misty let out a moan as she felt OG cum inside of her. His hot cum filled her up, making her feel complete. She wrapped her arms around the back of her lover's neck and pulled him in for a kiss. It was sloppy and passionate, full of lust and desire.

		"Fuck," OG groaned as he broke the kiss. "You're so fucking hot."

		Misty smiled and bit her lip. She knew that she had pleased him, and that made her happy. It made her feel good about herself. Like she was actually worth something.

		Misty just smiled, unable to contain her happiness. She was on top of the world. She had found someone who made her feel good about herself. Someone who cared about her. And she had no idea that she had just met men who she would someday call family.
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		OG's arms were wrapped around Misty's body as he held her close from behind. She could feel the way his cock pressed up against the small of her back. She had spent all of her free time with OG since he first showed her the villa. She spent the entire weekend there with him. During the week, because she still had work, they spent nights together at his luxury condo.

		"I missed you," OG said, whispering in Misty's ear.

		Misty giggled as she squirmed in his embrace. "It's only been a few hours since we last saw each other."

		"And I've been thinking about you the whole time," OG said, squeezing her tighter.

		"I don't know what I did to deserve you," Misty said.

		OG kissed the top of her head. "You deserve the world. And I'm going to give it to you."

		Misty turned around to face him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She leaned in and kissed him deeply. His tongue pushed into her mouth and danced with hers. It was passionate and intimate.

		OG's hands roamed over Misty's body, exploring every curve. He loved the way she felt in his arms. She was so soft and feminine. He could not get enough of her.

		Misty moaned as OG's hands found their way under her shirt. She knew where this would lead. Their relationship was more physical than anything else, but that did not bother her. It was what she needed right now. And he was more than willing to give it to her.

		"I want you," Misty said as she broke the kiss. "Right now."

		OG grinned. "There's something I need from you first."

		"Anything," Misty said, her voice a low purr.

		OG stepped back and looked at her. His eyes traveled over her body, taking in every detail. "You're so fucking sexy," he said. "And you don't even know it."

		Misty blushed. She was not used to this kind of attention. It was all new to her. But she liked it. It made her feel special.

		"I need you to do something for me," OG said, getting back to business. "It's important."

		Misty blinked. She had expected him to say something about sex. She was ready for that. But this was different. "What is it?" she asked.

		"I need you to drive a car across town for me," OG said nonchalantly.

		"A car?" Misty asked. "Why can't you do it?"

		"Because I have other business to attend to," OG said. "And I trust you."

		Misty paused, thinking about it for a moment. She knew there was more to it than that, but she also knew that she could not refuse him. He had been so good to her. She owed him this much.

		"What do you need me to do?" Misty asked, needing more details.

		"There's a car out front," OG explained. "The destination is already set in the sat nav. You just follow the route and when you get there, I'll have a car waiting to bring you back."

		Misty frowned. It seemed simple enough, but she could tell that there was something he was not telling her. "Are you sure that's all?"

		OG smiled. "I promise. It's just a favor for me."

		Misty nodded, unable to resist his charm. "Okay," she said. "If it's important to you, then I'll do it."

		OG leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. "Thank you," he said.

		Before she knew it, Misty was outside and standing next to a nice, but not luxury, car. It had a full tank of gas and the sat nav was already set for her destination. All she had to do was drive where it told her to go. And yet, something felt off. She had been with OG long enough to know when he was not telling her everything.

		Misty got into the car and took a deep breath. She could do this. She just had to drive across town and then it would all be over. It would be fine. She started the engine and pulled out onto the street.

		Even though Misty had plausible deniability about what she was doing, she still felt strange. Looking up at the rear view mirror, she saw a black sedan several cars back. When she made her first turn, it followed.

		Misty swallowed hard, her heart racing. She tried to convince herself that it was nothing, but she could not shake the feeling that she was being watched. The black sedan seemed to be following her, but every time she looked back, it was several cars behind. It was like it was playing with her.

		"It's okay," Misty said to herself. "Just keep driving."

		She gripped the steering wheel tightly as she continued to follow the directions of the sat nav. She was so focused on what was going on around her that she did not notice when she reached her destination. She stopped the car and looked around. She was in an industrial area, in a parking lot with limited views from the street. There were warehouses and factories all around. It was deserted.

		The black sedan, however, was nowhere to be seen. Misty breathed a sigh of relief. She had been paranoid. It was nothing. She had just been imagining things.

		Misty got out of the car and stretched her legs. It had been a tense drive. A man stepped out of the nearest warehouse. It only took a moment for Misty to recognize the man as Spider. She smiled nervously. At least she knew someone here.

		"Hey," Spider said as he walked up to her. "OG says you have something for me?"

		Misty blinked. "I do?"

		Spider nodded. "Good work," he said. "It's important to get this to us safely."

		"What is it?" Misty asked.

		"It's best not to ask too many questions," Spider said. "Just know that it's important."

		Misty let out a deep sigh. She knew what this was now. There was no turning back. She had just delivered a drug shipment. OG was using her to help him transport drugs. She was a drug mule. And she did not know how she felt about it.

		Spider waved over two of his men who began unloading the car. He gave Misty a wink. "Don't worry," he said. "The car to take you home will be here in a moment."

		Misty watched as Spider and his men took the trunk full of drugs into the warehouse. She did not know what to think or feel. She had just helped them do something illegal. Something dangerous. But she also knew that she could not tell anyone about it. If the police found out, they would put her in jail for a long time. She was an accomplice.

		A car pulled up next to the one Misty had driven there. Spider opened the back door. "The driver will take you back," he said.

		"Thank you," Misty said quietly as she got into the car.

		Spider closed the door behind her and waved at the driver to go. The car sped off, leaving Misty alone with her thoughts.

		She had just helped a drug dealer move drugs. She was an accomplice to a crime. But it was not like she had been forced to do it. She could have said no. But she did not. She went along with it. She made a choice. And now she had to live with the consequences. And she knew she would do so much more for OG if he ever asked.
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		"M isty, there are police officers here wanting to talk to you," her boss said as she sat at her desk

		"What?" Misty asked, looking up from her computer screen. She could not hide the fear from her voice or her expression.

		Misty felt like she might faint. This was not happening. This could not be happening. She had been so careful. How did they find her? How did they even know to look for her?

		Misty stood up from her desk and smoothed out her skirt. Her hands were shaking, but she tried to act as normal as possible. She followed her boss to the front of the office where two police officers were waiting for her. They were both tall and muscular, with serious expressions on their faces. They looked like they meant business.

		"Misty?" one of the officers asked.

		Misty took a deep breath and nodded. "Yes, that's me."

		The officer held up his badge. "I'm Officer Wilson, and this is my partner, Officer Martinez. You're under arrest for suspicion of transporting drugs."

		"Misty?" her boss said, confused and surprised.

		Misty shook her head. "It's not true," she said. "I didn't do it."

		Officer Wilson nodded. "You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided for you."

		"Misty, what's going on?" her boss asked.

		"We're taking her in for questioning," Officer Martinez said as he pulled out handcuffs.

		Misty was shocked. She could not believe this was happening to her. "I didn't do anything," she said again. "It's not true."

		The officers put the handcuffs on her and led her out of the office. She could feel everyone's eyes on her. She could hear the whispers. She was already friendless in the office, but this would only make it worse. She could get fired for this.

		As the officers led Misty to the police car, she looked around for any sign of OG. But there was no one. Not even one of OG's men. There were no comforting faces to be seen. No one to reassure her that everything would be okay. It was just her and the police. And she was terrified.

		Before she knew it, Misty sat alone in a cold, sterile room with a single table and two chairs. The walls were painted a drab gray color, and there was nothing on them to break up the monotony. It was a classic interrogation room. And Misty was the prime suspect in an alleged drug crime.

		Misty remained handcuffed. They were treating her like a criminal. She knew that if she wanted to get out of this, she would have to remain calm and collected. But it was hard to do when she was scared out of her mind.

		The door to the room opened and a woman entered. She was tall and slender, with black hair and brown eyes. She wore a black suit with a white shirt and black shoes. She had an air of authority about her.

		"Misty?" the woman asked.

		Misty nodded silently. She did not trust her voice at the moment.

		"I'm Detective Moretti," the woman said. "I'm in charge of your case."

		Misty's heart sank. She was really in trouble now. The police had assigned a detective to her case. This was serious.

		"I'm here to ask you some questions," Detective Moretti said as she sat down across from Misty. "It would be in your best interest to cooperate."

		Misty swallowed hard and nodded again. She was still afraid, but as she sat there, she tried to think about what OG would do. Somehow, she knew he would not answer questions. He would demand a lawyer and. then shut the fuck up.

		Detective Moretti pulled out a notepad and pen. "Do you know why you're here?"

		Misty stared straight ahead. She did not trust herself to speak.

		"You're being charged with transporting drugs," Detective Moretti said. "What do you have to say about that?"

		Misty remained silent. She knew that if she started talking, she might end up incriminating herself. She had to be careful.

		"We have evidence that links you to the crime," Detective Moretti said. "A witness saw you driving from a known gang hangout to a suspected drug warehouse. Do you want to tell me about that?"

		Misty remained silent. She was starting to get angry now. She was not going to let them railroad her.

		Detective Moretti leaned forward. "If you cooperate with us, we can help you. But if you don't, we'll have to charge you with a felony."

		Misty finally snapped. "I want a lawyer," she said.

		"A lawyer?" Detective Moretti asked. "Are you sure that's what you want?"

		"It's my right," Misty said with surprising defiance. "I am invoking my right to a lawyer and will not be speaking further until one is provided."

		Detective Moretti smirked. "Fine. Have it your way."

		The detective got up from the table and left the room, leaving Misty alone again. Misty let out a deep sigh of relief. She had held her ground. But now she was stuck. There was no telling how long they would make her wait before getting a lawyer.

		An hour later, Misty still sat in the interrogation room, handcuffed and alone. She was starting to get hungry and thirsty. She needed to use the bathroom. But no one came to check on her. No one came to see if she was okay. She was completely forgotten about.

		Another hour passed. And then another. Misty was getting frustrated. She felt like they were trying to wear her down.

		And then the door opened. Misty looked up, expecting to see the detective. But there was a man wearing a tailored suit instead. The suit alone probably cost as much as the detective made in six months. This was not a public servant or a public defender.

		"Hello, Misty," the man said. "We have a friend in common and he is waiting for you outside. You will be released to my care and will not be charged with any crime. You are not under arrest and no evidence will be used against you in the future."

		Misty nodded, her eyes wide and unbelieving. She had just been released without even speaking to anyone. No lawyer, no questions, no charges. How had this happened?

		An officer followed the man inside and unlocked Misty's handcuffs. She rubbed her wrists, thankful to be free again. She stood up from the chair and followed the man out of the interrogation room. No one stopped her or asked any questions. It was like she had never been arrested.

		Misty exited the police station and saw OG standing next to a black limo, waiting for her. He was wearing a tailored suit, a crisp white shirt, and a black tie.

		The man who had helped her walked up to OG and shook his hand. "She better be worth it," the man said.

		"Thank you," OG replied as he opened the door to the limo. "You did a good thing."

		Misty approached OG cautiously. She was still in shock from what had happened. "How did you know?"

		"I always know when one of my people is in trouble," OG said.

		"What did you do?" Misty asked, still not understanding how she had been released.

		"I made a phone call," OG said. "You're not the first person who has been picked up for just doing what I asked of you. That man is the best. Now come on. Let's get out of here."

		Misty got into the limo and OG followed behind her. The door closed and the limo pulled away from the curb.

		Misty let out a deep sigh. It was over. She was safe now.

		OG put his arm around Misty and pulled her close to him. "I'm sorry about that," he said. "I never meant to put you in danger."

		"It's not your fault," Misty said. "You didn't know this would happen."

		OG frowned. "But I did," he said. "It's always a possibility in my line of work. But you did good. Never talk to cops. And you did that. I think you deserve a reward."

		Misty gave him a puzzled look. "A reward?"

		OG grinned. "I know what a horny slut like you needs."

		"What?" Misty asked, though she already knew the answer.

		OG pulled Misty onto his lap and kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, touching her in all the right places. She melted into him, feeling safe and protected. She had never felt this way about anyone before.

		OG's hand found its way under Misty's skirt and between her legs. She was already wet for him. He pushed his fingers into her pussy and began to finger fuck her.

		Misty gasped and moaned as she felt OG's fingers penetrate her. She was already so close to coming. He knew exactly how to touch her. Just that first touch had her on the edge of orgasm.

		OG kissed Misty's neck as he continued to finger fuck her. "That's right," he said. "Just give in to it. You deserve this."

		Misty closed her eyes and leaned her head back against OG's shoulder. His fingers felt so good inside of her. She could feel her orgasm building up inside of her. It was going to be intense.

		"Come for me," OG whispered in Misty's ear. "I want to hear you scream my name."

		Misty could not hold back any longer. She came hard, screaming OG's name. Her whole body shook with pleasure as she rode out the waves of her orgasm. All fear, worry, and anxiety that had come from her arrest were forgotten in this moment. She was lost in the pleasure of his touch.

		When Misty finally came down from her orgasm, she looked at OG and smiled. "Thank you," she said.

		OG grinned. "That's just the beginning," he said. She looked down to see his cock was out. He was ready to fuck her. And she was ready to be fucked. Misty would do whatever OG wanted. She needed his cock. She needed the orgasms he gave her. There was nothing better.
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		"I got fired from work," Misty said as she entered the villa.

		OG looked up from his phone and frowned. "Why?"

		Misty sighed. "The police were at my work and my boss freaked out."

		OG shrugged. "So? I took care of it."

		Misty sat down on the couch next to OG. She let out a huff. "But he thinks I'm a criminal."

		"You are," OG said matter-of-factly.

		Misty was taken aback. She had not expected him to say that. "What do you mean?"

		OG turned to face her. "I mean, you're a criminal. You've done things. Things that would get you thrown in jail if you were ever caught."

		Misty blushed. "But I'm not a bad person," she said. "I don't hurt people."

		OG smiled. "Neither do I," he said. "Well, not unless they deserve it."

		Misty groaned and lay back on the couch. "I just can't believe this is happening to me."

		OG reached out and took Misty's hand in his own. He gave it a gentle squeeze. "Hey," he said softly. "Look at me."

		Misty hesitated, then turned to look at him. OG's eyes were full of love and compassion. She could see that he truly cared about her.

		"It's going to be okay," OG said. "You have me now. And I'm going to take care of you."

		Misty blinked back tears. "But my job... My apartment..."

		OG pulled Misty into his arms and held her close. "You don't have to worry about any of that anymore," he said. "I'm going to take care of you from now on."

		Misty leaned against OG's chest and let herself relax into his embrace. She felt safe with him. Protected. Like nothing could ever hurt her again.

		But as she sat there, she felt something else. There was a burning desire inside her chest. It was not arousal, although she was plenty wet already, as usual. Misty tried to identify what it was, but it was so hard to think while in OG's arms.

		"Join me," OG said. "We'll rule the world together."

		Misty laughed softly. "What are you talking about?"

		OG looked down at her and smiled. "I want you to join my gang," he said. "You're already an honorary member just because you're my girl, but I want you to be an official part of it. I want you to be with me for real."

		Misty's heart raced. She had not expected him to say that. "But I don't know anything about being a gang member," she said. "Isn't there supposed to be some sort of initiation?"

		OG chuckled. "You're already past that part. You've proven yourself to me. To all of us. You've shown your loyalty and your willingness to do what needs to be done. That's all there is to it."

		Misty thought for a moment. This was a big decision. It would change her life forever. But she knew that she wanted to be with OG.

		"But my job... My apartment..." Misty repeated, still struggling with the sudden changes in her life.

		"You don't need those things anymore," OG said. "You have me now. I'll take care of you. You won't ever have to worry about anything again."

		Misty looked into OG's eyes and saw only love and honesty. For a man with the reputation he had, she would not have thought it was possible. But there it was. He truly loved her.

		"I don't know what to say," Misty said.

		"Say yes," OG said. "Be with me forever."

		Misty took a deep breath. She knew that if she agreed, there would be no going back. But she also knew that she wanted to be with him. She could not imagine being without him. If only she felt like she had a choice. It was join or be cast off, alone and without a job. No friends, no sex, no big black cock.

		"Okay," Misty said. "I'll join."

		OG grinned and pulled her into a tight embrace. "Thank you," he said. "I was sure you'd say yes, so I already arranged for a tattoo artist to be here."

		"A tattoo?" Misty asked.

		OG nodded. "Yes. It's the mark of my gang. You'll wear it with pride. A permanent reminder of your loyalty to me and the gang."

		Misty thought for a moment. She had always been against tattoos, but now she felt differently. She wanted to be branded by OG. She wanted to show the world that she belonged to him.

		"Okay," Misty said with a nod. "Let's do it."

		OG smiled and kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, taking in every curve. She melted into him, feeling safe and protected. She knew that she would always be safe with him. He would take care of her. And she would take care of him.

		The tattoo artist arrived and quickly got to work. Misty laid on her belly on a couch, only wearing a bra and thong. OG wanted her to get the tattoo as a tramp stamp. She was not about to argue, even if there was still a lingering worry that people would think she was slut for getting it in such a place. But once it was done, she knew she would show it off for him proudly.

		As the tattoo artist worked on Misty's lower back, OG sat next to her, holding her hand. It was a small gesture, but it meant so much to her. The tattoo needle stung, but in some ways, it was no worse than the way her pussy stretched around OG's thick shaft. There just was no pleasure to chase away the pain, though the way he rubbed the back of her hand gave her something else to think about.

		It took the tattoo artist two hours to finish the tattoo. Misty lay on her stomach for the whole time, but OG stayed with her. He did not leave her side.

		When the tattoo artist finished, he showed Misty the mirror. It was only then that she realized she had not known what the gang tattoo was. She still did not understand it, but the tattoo featured wings in a style that reminded her of Ancient Egypt. She had seen it on the others, but usually on the inside of their forearms. This was the first time she had seen it elsewhere.

		"You're never going to cover that tattoo," OG said. "Everyone will know that you're mine."

		Misty blushed at the thought of being so marked as his property, but in a way, she liked it. She liked the idea of being branded by him. It made her feel special. It made her feel like she belonged.

		Misty admired the tattoo in the mirror. It was simple, yet beautiful. It was perfect for her.

		"Thank you," Misty said to the tattoo artist. "It's beautiful."

		The tattoo artist smiled and nodded. "You're welcome," he said. "It was my pleasure."

		"I guess you're going to need to buy me some new clothes so it's always on display," Misty teased.

		OG grinned. "You can buy whatever you want, but I always want to be able to see my mark on you."

		Misty blushed and looked away shyly. She could not believe she had just said that.

		"But right now," OG continued, "I want to see you without any clothes."

		Misty glanced at the tattoo artist, then back at OG. She was still embarrassed by her comments, but OG's words made her heart race. She wanted him so badly.

		OG reached out and took Misty's hand. He pulled her close to him. Their bodies pressed together. He leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips.

		Misty felt herself melt into OG's arms. His kisses were like magic. They made her feel things she had never felt before. She wanted more. She needed more.

		"I want you," Misty whispered into OG's ear.

		"You'll always have me, baby," OG growled. "You're mine now. Forever."

		Misty bit her lip and nodded. She was his. And she would do anything for him. She knew that now.

		OG took Misty by the hand and led her to the bedroom. They stripped out of their clothes and fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, making sure to keep Misty's bandaged back from getting further irritated. But the lingering pain was soon pushed from Misty's mind by the overwhelming pleasure she felt every time she took OG's big cock inside of her.
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		"L ook at the snowbunny," one of the newest members of the gang said as Misty walked into the room and perched herself on OG's lap. She wore a tiny skirt and crop top that showed off her body and her gang tattoo.

		"Shut up, dumbass," Spider said, scolding the young recruit. "That's OG's girl. You don't talk about her like that."

		Misty glared at the newest member, then smiled wickedly. "You have a problem with me being a snowbunny?" she teased. "This man's big black cock makes me feel so good. Nothing can compare."

		The young member's face turned red and he looked away, unable to say anything in response. The other members of the gang chuckled at his embarrassment. Misty was becoming a fixture around the gang and everyone knew better than to disrespect her. She had earned their respect through her loyalty to OG and her willingness to do whatever he asked of her.

		OG nodded toward Spider and then smiled as he turned his attention toward Misty. She had grown into her slut role as if she had always been a slut on the inside. The more he dominated her, the more she wanted to be dominated. She had given up everything for him. All of her fears, insecurities, and doubts had melted away in the face of his love and affection. Now she lived only to serve him. To please him.

		Misty ground her hips against OG's crotch, feeling his cock grow hard beneath her. There was less fabric separating them than there used to be. Misty's new styles often kept her from wearing bras or panties. Just spreading her legs far enough would show off her glistening pink pussy. And his cock was just what she was after now.

		Misty reached down between their bodies and unzipped OG's pants. His cock sprang free, hard and ready for her. She lifted herself up on her knees and positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. She looked over her shoulder at the gathered men, winking at the new recruit. He was too nervous to do anything but stare at her in disbelief.

		Misty lowered herself down onto OG's cock, taking him inch by inch until he was fully buried inside her. She let out a moan of pleasure as she felt him stretch her pussy wide open. It was such a good feeling. There was nothing like it in the world.

		OG leaned back in his chair, letting Misty take control. He watched as she began to ride his cock, bouncing up and down on it like a wild woman. Her blonde hair bounced around her face and her breasts jiggled with each movement. She was the perfect picture of lust and desire.

		The other members of the gang watched with envy as Misty fucked OG. They all wanted to be him at that moment. They all wanted a taste of her pussy. But while Misty might have been persuaded to let herself be shared, OG was not a man who liked to share his belongings. And Misty belonged to him, body, mind, and soul.

		Misty rode OG's cock faster and harder, her own orgasm building inside of her. She closed her eyes and let the pleasure wash over her. It felt so good to be full of his cock. To be used by him in front of his men. She had never been an exhibitionist before meeting him, but she had never been a devoted snowbunny back then, either. So much had changed, but Misty loved every moment of it.

		Misty knew that OG was close to cumming. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her pussy. She increased her pace, wanting to push him over the edge. He leaned his head back against the chair and groaned as he came inside her.

		And as OG came inside of her, Misty's own orgasm finally washed over her. She cried out in ecstasy as she felt her body shudder with pleasure. It was so good. It was so right. This was where she belonged. This was who she was meant to be.

		Misty collapsed onto OG's chest, breathing heavily. She nuzzled her face in the curve of his neck, breathing deeply of his masculine scent. OG waved away his men, dismissing them so that he could have a quiet moment alone with his girl.

		"I want to tell you something important, Misty," OG said softly in her ear.

		Misty sighed contentedly. "Anything, OG."

		OG held Misty close, keeping his lips right next to her ear. "My real name is Pharaoh," he whispered. "But only you get to know that. My mother is the only other one who knows that. That's how much I trust you."

		Misty soaked up OG/Pharaoh's words. She felt honored that he trusted her with this information. And she knew that she would never betray that trust.

		"I love you, Pharaoh," Misty whispered back.

		OG pulled back and kissed her passionately on the lips. He never thought he would hear those words from her mouth, but now that he had, it was the sweetest music he had ever heard. He knew then that she was the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with.

		OG sat up straight, his cock still buried in Misty's pussy. "But now that you know that, I'm going to expect you to be the perfect little slut for me."

		"Of course," Misty said. "I'll do anything you want. I live to serve you. You know that."

		OG grinned. "You're already my slut, but I'm going to make you my bimbo slut. No more brains. No more thoughts of your own. You'll just be a fucktoy. My fucktoy."

		Misty bit her lip. She knew he was asking a lot of her. And even as she nodded her head in acceptance, there remained a flicker of a worry that she was in way over her head. She was not just a gangster's girlfriend. She was about to be so much more. Could she go all the way for him? She did not know.
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