
        
            
                
            
        

      
 
  I’ve always wanted to live a lifestyle others only dream about, it’s been my goal in life to live as the elite do. 
  To board a private jet on a whim to a destination of my choosing, to purchase whatever I want whenever I want just because I can. 
  Most people don’t have the ambition I do and would never have been able to get as far as I have. I’m not most people, I’m Krista fucking Bryan. 
  I’m 31 years of age, was born and raised in Camarillo, California, and was born the only child to Steven and Julia Bryan. Growing up my dad was a sales executive for a software company and my mom worked at a daycare. 
  It was always his dream to open his own sports bar and when I was fourteen his dream became a reality. My parents quit their jobs and went all-in on his passion but unfortunately being passionate about something doesn’t guarantee success. 
  My dad worked his ass off to save enough money to achieve his goal at a job he detested only to lose every red cent he ever earned. Within two years the business failed, they were bankrupt, and we were forced to move in with my grandparent in Santa Monica. 
  I had always been fascinated by the wealthy, but it wasn’t until I moved a short 9 miles away from Beverly Hills that my fascination became my life’s ambition. 
  I wanted what those people had…luxury cars, the latest and greatest clothing, diamonds, jewelry, and luxury homes in the most desirable locations. 
  The only reason my grandparents were able to live in Santa Monica was that my grandfather got lucky in the stock market and My dad had worked his ass off only to wind up with nothing. 
  In life, you may be able to become lucky and achieve financial success like my grandfather but more than likely you’ll need to work hard, save, and take a calculated risk with no guarantee of success like my dad. 
  I didn’t believe I would ever be lucky, and I certainly didn’t want to work my ass off so all I needed to was to create my path. 
  Knowing you don’t want to travel a path and making your path are two very different things and I had no idea how to create my path. 
  I had never been a great student, but I was talked into attending college as it would give me “a solid foundation for future success” as my dad loved to tell me although both he and my mom were college graduates, and it didn’t work out too well for either of them. 
  I remember it as f it were yesterday when I walked to that class. There he was, professor, Gabriel Jennings. He took my breath away and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out why his classes had a ratio that was triple girls to boys. 
  I had come close to having sex with two of my high school boyfriends, one in Camarillo and another when I dated during my senior year of high school in Santa Monica, but I was still a virgin during my freshman year of college. 
  The girls always talked about how bad they wanted to sleep with him and although it would make me jealous it also made me laugh. 
  All these girls were doing nothing more than talking shit and if he were to want to have sex with any girl on campus, I felt he would want to have sex with me because I’m me. 
  I pitied girls who were insecure and had a self-poor image of themselves because I truly never had an issue in either department with good reason. 
  If you would like to call me self-absorbed or even narcissistic you are entitled to your opinion, but your opinion would likely be based on nothing more than jealousy. 
  We don’t live in a fantasy world, we live in the real world, and in the real world, I know most girls wished they looked like me as I’ve heard it time and again for my entire life. 
  I was an adorable baby, turned cute as a girl, as a tweenager I was referred to as pretty and then hot as hell as a teenager which is exactly what I was at this time in my life and today. 
  Transforming myself from hot to superhot was as easy as whistling, snapping a finger, or clapping my hands together. 
  At a height of 5 feet 6 inches tall, with silky smooth natural blonde hair, long eyelashes, 34 double d’s, a tight firm ass, flawless skin, and the face of a goddess capturing the attention of boys and men alike was as easy as breathing. 
  To this day I dye my eyebrows black because I know having black eyebrows makes my amazing hazel eyes stand out as much as possible. I was and am also naturally fit, but I’ve always loved the adrenaline rush of a good workout. 
  I knew it would only be a matter of time before Gabriel started to show his appreciation for my physical attributes so I made sure to sit in the first row of his class so he could always look at me as often as he wanted. 
  Not only did he begin to look at me with lust-filled eyes, but I could set my watch to when he would and did my best to show that there was interest on my side of the fence. 
  It started innocently enough with mutual looks of interest, flirtatious body language, and flirtatious conversations until it was no longer innocent. 
  Having never had sex before I thought it was the most amazing satisfying sex a girl could have and sneaking away with him during the day or at night was thrilling. 
  I lost my virginity at 18 to a married college professor of 38 with 2 kids and although he told me from the start that our relationship was nothing more and could never be anything more than sexual, I fell in love. 
  I made the mistake that many people make in their lives…I equated the act of sex to love, and it makes me sick to this day. However, in life, we’re constantly learning from our life experiences and my affair with Gabriel taught me a lot. 
  Little did I know that doing something he wanted and begged me to do would lay the foundation for my path to financial success. 
  “I want to record us, baby,” he said that night with passion, lust, and a rock-hard cock. 
  I wanted to make him happy but I didn’t want him to possess the recording so I agreed with the contingency that I record the video and would share it with him. Gabriel loved recording having sex with me so much that we began to record almost all our future sexual encounters. 
  It wasn’t until toward the end of my freshman year of college that he ended our affair telling me that what we had been doing was wrong, that he loved his wife, at that he was ending it. 
  I cried, told him how much I loved him, and as embarrassing as it is to admit I begged him to continue our relationship, but he refused. 
  I was heartbroken and emotionally devastated I didn’t want my parents or grandparents to know that I had a consenting sexual relationship and fell in love with a much older married man who was also my professor, so I hid it from them. 
  I was an emotional wreck in private but to the outside world I was who I always was, the confident, gorgeous girl who everyone liked. 
  I discovered that I could hide my true emotions from the people who knew me best, but I didn’t understand what it meant at the time. 
  It was a difficult time not being around the man who I loved and even a more difficult summer. I felt that our separation would make his heart grow fonder. I even imagined and daydreamed that he would realize he loved me more than his wife and would leave her. 
  I would make sure that he saw me on campus and even went so far as to walk by his class even though it was out my way just so he could see me and realize what he had let go of. 
  I was frustrated and hurt that he wanted nothing to do with me, but it wasn’t until a few weeks into the semester when I saw Professor, Gabriel Jennings lip locked and groping a girl late at night against her car in one of the parking lots on campus. 
  I rubbed my eyes in disbelief as I watched them kiss and seductively touch one another from a few yards away. I was shocked and stunned until my emotions turned into absolute fury. 
  I balled my hands into fists as I approached them and screamed out, “You lying piece of shit!” 
  He pulled away from her and looked at me with surprise as the girl looked at me in fear. I looked at her and felt my blood begin to boil. 
  He ended our relationship because he supposedly loved his wife and told me what we were doing was wrong yet there he groping a far less attractive girl! 
  “Is this what you do?! 
  You prey on college girls, make them fall in love with you, use them sexually and toss them aside like fucking garbage! 
  How many before me and after her?!” I screamed out in pain, anger, and fury. 
  He didn’t say a word, not one single word as I looked at him with my jaw clenched and said, “You’re going to pay for this!” 
  The girl’s look of fear changed into a look of disbelief and then to a look of horror as she looked at me and then slapped him, got into her car, and drove away. 
  I looked at him, shook my head, and slowly walked backward away from him, and then ran into my car on the other side of the parking lot. 
  I sat in my car as I clenched my steering wheel, screamed at the top of my lungs, and then began to scream as I hysterically cried. 
  All the things he said to me, all the presents and telling me how special I was. Telling me how honored and special it was for him to be my first. 
  I knew he was married but I was a naïve teenage girl who honestly believed every single word he said to me. 
  I drove around for a while, stopped, walked on the beach for hours, drove around again, and finally arrived at home with emotional and physical exhaustion. 
  As I laid in my bed that night and for as emotionally hurting as I was, I laughed as I thought back to my own words of, “You’re going to pay for this.” 
  There is one thing in life that has always made me absurdly happy, and that one thing is movies. Movies are just one of those things that I’ve always loved, and the genre doesn’t matter. 
  I could always laugh at a comedy, be one with the damsel in distress, sympathize with a murderer, feel the scorn of betrayal, and could laugh at the statement of “You’re going to pay for this.” 
  “You’re going to pay for this” is a term that has been used numerous times regardless of the genre as it can be said in a humorous manner or with ill intent, but I said as it felt natural to say at the time. 
  As I closed my eyes the statement “You’re going to pay for this” played over and again in my head and when I awoke in the morning nothing had changed. 
  I rolled out of bed, showered, dressed, and ate breakfast with the term playing in my head over and again as I began to think of how I could make Gabriel pay for what he did to me. 
  How could I, 18-year-old Krista Bryan make Professor Gabriel Jennings suffer a misfortune or loss because of his action? 
  His action was ending our relationship and playing with my emotions but what misfortune could I cause him? 
  What could I possibly take from him that would be equal to or greater to how he made me feel? 
  My mind raced for days until I realized something, I felt I should have from the start. 
  His career meant everything to him as did his children. If I could affect his career and could somehow affect his relationship with his children, I could make him feel worse than he made me feel. 
  The more I thought about it the more the answer became clear. The ideal way to affect his career and relationship with his children would be to make our relationship known. 
  I was going to make him pay by taking away everything that meant anything to him…his job, his children, and his marriage. 
  The university would fire him for having a sexual relationship with a student and when his wife found out about his philandering ways, she would leave him and take the children with her. 
  This son of a bitch was going to pay for what he did to me, every girl before me and there would be no girl after me! 
  For the next few days, I daydreamed about what the expression on his face would look like when he knew he was screwed and reveled at the thoughts of him losing his job, his marriage, and his children. 
  However, as the days continued to pass, I began to feel terrible for his wife, and his kids. 
  Causing him to lose his job could have a devastating effect on his wife and children and cause them to live a life that I was unfortunate to experience. If his wife left him and took the kids it would be the kids who would suffer the most. 
  Weeks passed as I continued to think of a way to make Gabriel pay for what he had done, been doing, and was still trying to do until I had a moment of clarity. 
  The word pay was also defined as giving a person money for goods received, work done, or a debt incurred. Instead of making him pay by causing misfortune in his life, I should make him pay me as in monetarily. 
  He could pay me for doing what he did to me, for what he did to every girl before me, and paying me would be a deterrent to forever doing the same thing to another girl! 
  I would strike the fear of God in him by threatening to expose our relationship to the college and his wife. It wouldn’t be my word against his. I had close to a dozen recordings of Gabriel and me having sex. 
  I would hurt him financially and his loss would become my financial gain! 
  For me to demand money from Gabriel in exchange for not revealing our sexual relationship was the very definition of blackmail, a felony crime in the state of California and everywhere else for the matter. 
  I spent an entire week researching blackmail and concluded that I would be heavily relying on luck which is something I didn’t want to do There had to be a way to turn my idea into reality while making it look legal in the eyes of the law. 
  I needed to be careful. I needed to think about every possibility and result before pulling the trigger on my idea, so I did, for an entire month. It was all I thought about and consumed me. I researched as if I was attempting to find a cure for an uncurable disease. 
  When I felt I had dotted all my “i’s” and crossed all my “t’s” it was time to get the ball rolling. 
  I knew I needed to make him uncomfortable so I began to show up after his classes but wouldn’t say a word. Instead, I would look at him with disdain for a bit, smirk, smile, and walk away. 
  I could see the discomfort and fear he was experiencing by his facial expressions and demeanor and I knew it would only be a matter of time before I made him crack. 
  “Krista, we need to talk” he finally said to me. 
  I nodded my head, clenched my jaw and teeth, and replied, “Yes, we do. 
  Meet me here on this day at this time” I said to him as I handed him a small piece of paper with the information. I could see his hand shaking as he took the piece of paper from my hand. 
  Two days later we met late at night in a public park. 
  “I understand you need closure so I will give you the closure that you need. 
  You’re a wonderful girl with an extremely bright future and I understand that you developed feelings for me which I can’t reciprocate. 
  I felt it best to end things with you so you can move on and experience all the wonderful things that life has to offer. 
  I’m sorry for hurting you and I should have realized that you falling for me was closer to reality than a possibility. For that, I apologize” he told me. 
  “Gabriel, you’re right…I do need closure so all I need you to do is listen” I replied as he nodded his head with a look and sigh of relief. 
  “You have two beautiful children and a gorgeous wife, yet you chose to take advantage of my naivety for nothing more than sexual gratification. 
  You toyed with my emotions, you hurt me, and your little speech means nothing to me. 
  I don’t know how long you’ve been taking advantage of girls like me, but it ends now. 
  I’m going to email you a contract for my interior design services for my newly formed company and I understand that you may need some time to mull things over. 
  You have a very important choice to make Gabriel as I will be arriving at your beautiful home on Wednesday at noon while your wife is at home and you’re teaching your class. 
  I will shake your wife’s hand and introduce myself but how I introduce myself is all up to you. 
  I’ll either introduce myself as the girl you had an affair with, show her our lovely videos and you’ll be fucked, or I can introduce myself as the owner of an interior design company who you hired as a gift to her who will work with her to make a private oasis in your home. 
  She loves you and raises your children, but you cheat because you’re a piece of shit. 
  Either way, she’s going to be surprised but you’ll find my fee to and budget to be more than reasonable when you factor in the cost of divorce, alimony, child support, unemployment, and an unrepairable reputation. 
  Life is all about learning from your life experiences and you’ve taught me a lot. However, your life experience with me is going to teach you to be faithful and stop being the piece of shit you are. 
  Keep in mind we both win here. You get to keep your life, most of it anyway and I get a head start on my own, so the choice is yours” I told him. 
  I watched his face become pale as he looked at me with a terror I had only seen in movies. He looked as if he were in deep thought as we sat across from each other in silence. 
  “How much?” he asked. 
  “My fee is $50,000 and the budget for the project is only $25,000 so $75 grand which is far less than if you were to do all the calculations I’ve already done. 
  I’m letting you off easy and I know you can afford it while maintaining the lifestyle your wife and children have been accustomed to and deserve to keep living. 
  You will be the devoted husband and father you should have always been, and you will never hurt anyone the way you’ve hurt me again. 
  If I find out you’re doing what you’re not supposed to be doing and I’ll not only let your wife know what we’ve been doing but the administration at college. 
  I’ll email you the contract and I’ll be at your home next Wednesday” I said with an ear-to-ear smile as I calmly rose from the bench, walked away from him, entered my car, and drove home. 
  That’s all it took for my company, “Lifestyle Consultants” to land its first client and for me to find my passion, interior design. 
  Sure, I had my heart broken, spent almost my entire freshman year of college in an affair with a married man but I made $56,000 as the project came in under budget. 
  Plenty of girls have had given their virginity and had their hearts broken by the wrong guy but not many walked away with a five-figure pay day as a result. 
  My affair with the professor not only made me know that I never wanted to have my heart broken again but also made me realize how easy it was to get him to pay for my silence. 
  I knew what it was that I would do to achieve the riches and lifestyle I needed. My path to financial success would be to find rich married men, not the Gabriel’s of the world, teach them an important life lesson while earning an amazing income at the same time. 
  I transferred out of my college to major in interior design and as I could hide my true feelings from the people who knew me best and loved cinema, I enrolled in acting classes while attending college. 
  Acting classes would allow me to transform myself into anyone I needed to be to accomplish my goals. 
  I could be the sweet and innocent girl next door, a shy girl with a poor self-image or a seductress I realized after I began to take improvisation classes. 
  In addition to attending my college courses and acting classes I set off on my educational journey to research and understand everything, I could about men. 
  You may feel blackmail is wrong but so is a man marrying a woman and starting a family while having the inability to think with the wrong head. 
  I’m not a gold digger either. I’m no different than most women on the planet. 
  There’s a reason why women in their twenties marry much older men and with all due honesty it’s not for the love of the man, it’s love for that man’s wealth. 
  A hot 25-year-old woman and a shriveled dick 55-year-old don’t have anything in common. He’s with her because he has the money to be with her and she fucks him for all that comes along with fucking him. 
  That hot little package will continue to fuck him, stroke his ego and his cock, and allow him to do whatever he wants to her sexually so she can take him for as much as she can. 
  To him, the hot package is nothing more than a status symbol, much like a luxury watch, a yacht, or sports car. 
  Many spouses of wealthy men turn a blind eye to the cheating ways for nothing more than to continue to live the lifestyle that they’ve become accustomed to. 
  I knew I had been lucky with Gabriel but to achieve my goals I couldn’t rely on luck, I needed to be calculated and most important research. 
  As if I were a profiler for the Federal Bureau of Investigation, I put together a profile of my ideal target. 
  I needed men who had built their wealth with a woman by his side every step of the way. 
  I needed to know when was the business established, did he get married before, during, or after the business was established, and if after how long after? 
  I needed to know his net worth when he married, if he had children, how old were the children, and if the marriage was happy. 
  Single wealthy men are shallow and empty inside. They use their wealth and social standing to attract beautiful women to bed and nothing more. 
  However, married wealthy men at some point fell in love, married the woman because of that love, and wanted to share their life with that woman. 
  Eventually, the luster of the marriage wears off, their sex life goes by the wayside and the man looks elsewhere to achieve sexual satisfaction. 
  My ideal target needed to be married to a woman who helped him establish his wealth or was with him before he hit it big and within an acceptable age range…a few years older or younger but no more than 5 years apart in age in either direction. 
  The wife needed to be the type of woman who would not find being cheated on acceptable and who would take him for every red cent if she found out he was. 
  The men needed to be wealthy but not ludicrously wealthy. Wealthy enough that giving up half of everything could financially destroy him or come close if he chose not to pay for my silence. 
  All I needed was to get my hands on the information I needed and find I way to get myself into his world. I won’t divulge how I get my hands on the nonpublic information that I need but know that I have a way. 
  An entire year of college classes, acting classes, self-education, and physical self-improvement later I was ready to put my plans into action, with a 50-year-old jeweler named Alon Levi, net worth $8 million. 
  He was my ideal target. He and his wife built the business together, they had children and he had a reputation for having a wandering eye. 
  They had five locations and Alon spent most of his time at the flagship location and sometimes bounced around to check in on the other locations. 
  As if all the stars in the sky aligned, I was interviewed by him for the part-time sales associate position I applied for. 
  The short, balding, pudgy, piece of shit spent the entire interview talking to my tits as I pretended to like the attention and giggled at his flirtatious comments. 
  I was hired for minimum wage and was given a schedule that worked around my college classes. He was on me like white on rice from the beginning. 
  “A beautiful piece for a beautiful girl,” he said to me the day after my 20th birthday as he placed an exquisite diamond necklace around my neck. 
  I said it was too much and that I wasn’t deserving but he insisted that I accept the gift. 
  I had it appraised a few days later and to learn it was worth a little under $3,000 which brought a huge smile to my face. It made me wonder how many more gifts I could get out of him. 
  I continued to do what earned me the necklace. I wore low-cut shirts, tight pants, and whenever he flirted with me, I would giggle, smile and flirt back. 
  My major issue was that the thought of allowing him to do anything sexual to me made my skin crawl. Even the thought of his lips touching mine made my stomach queasy. 
  “I’m so jealous of her,” I said to him as we closed the store one evening. 
  “Why is that Krista?” he asked with a grin. 
  “You’re an intelligent, sexy man who is so giving and caring yet she gets you all to herself” I answered. 
  “There’s enough of me to go around,” he told me as I pressed my body against him. 
  “Maybe I can properly thank you some time,” I said to him as I moved my lips to within inches of his lips and placed my hand on his crotch. 
  “I can think of a few ways” he replied as he went in for a kiss. 
  I placed my index finger in the middle of his lips, giggled, unzipped his pants, and took hold of his dick. 
  As I stroked him, I asked him what I could do to thank him that his wife didn’t do for him. 
  I know now that I shouldn’t have been as surprised as I was when he told me now all all-too-common answer of performing oral and anal sex. 
  I stroked him to completion and told him that I wanted nothing more than to do for him what his wife wouldn’t do for him but not in the store.  
  So, it began as I sucked him off whenever he wanted and let him fuck my ass almost as often. Oral and anal is cheating but I knew it was two things he didn’t get from his wife which he could explain away. 
  As such, I knew I needed to let him fuck me vaginally. Although the thought made me want to become ill, I figured if it happened once and received everything, I needed from the encounter it would do the trick. 
  Blackmail is what I do but Alon’s facial expression is in my top 5 for most petrified facial expressions of all time. 
  “You, sick fuck…your daughter is only 3 years younger than me and you’re wife is going to be extremely happy or so unhappy that she’s going to take half of everything. 
  “You’re going to write a check for $125,000 to “Lifestyle Consultants” or I’m going to expose what we’ve been doing to her for the last few months,” I said. 
  I played the recording of him fucking me as he moaned, groaned, and exclaimed how I was so much better than his wife and how he can’t get an erection to have sex with her without thinking of me. 
  “Tuesday evening, it’ll be me, your wife, daughter, and son at your home and if my contract isn’t signed and the check doesn’t clear she’ll know everything, and you can say goodbye to half of everything you have. 
  The pleasure was all yours, but I’m worth it” I said to him. 
  As with Gabriel when I arrived at Alon’s home all went as planned. 
  Making Gabriel pay was a result of hurt feelings but the fact that I researched, planned, and executed my plan without an issue with Alon was euphoric. 
  I was only 20 years old and was liquid with over $100K in the bank but realized a few things. 
  I couldn’t keep doing this so close to home. Wealthy men tend to run in the same social circles, and I would run the risk of getting caught by staying in the same area. 
  I needed to move around, stay in one place long enough to achieve my goals, and then move onto the next location and targets. 
  As I was going to move from one location to another, I couldn’t be Krista Bryan in each new city. It would defeat the purpose of being mobile using my real identity.  I needed to have a new identity with each new target and location. 
  As it turned out, it’s not all too hard to establish a legitimate new identity, obtain the documentation needed to prove I was that person, and use my new identity to live normally wherever I went. 
  Hit him fast, hit him hard by taking as much as I could from him, and get out of Dodge faster than I hit him. 
  I spent an entire year strategically planning my locations and targets, having multiple in each new city but knew I needed one big score to jumpstart my venture. 
  I cast a few lines out and found my next target in 48-year-old Russel Goldner, a wealthy car dealer with a net worth of over $20 million who lived in Nashville but spent a lot of time in Los Angeles, weeks at a time. 
  I applied for a job as a salesperson and was hired on the spot at his Los Angeles dealership based on nothing more than my looks which was fine by me. 
  The general manager was confident he could transform me into a successful salesperson, but I wasn’t there to sell cars. I was there to sell myself to Russel. 
  In all honesty, he was nothing close to what I thought he would be like. He was caring, kind, shockingly down to Earth and the biggest surprise of all was that I found myself physically attracted to him. 
  Russel was tall, handsome, fit, had hints of white hair on the side of his hair, and was extremely funny but had unhappiness that I could see in his eyes. The look of an unhappily married man. 
  He took a liking to me from the start and not because of my nonability to sell cars. I knew he liked my attributes, and I did my best to accentuate my curves by dressing provocatively yet professionally at the same time. 
  “I’m not giving up on you, but I need to ask why someone with a college degree in interior design is trying to sell used cars for a living,” he told me. 
  “There’s not much of a job market for interior designers. I need money to market my services and land clients” I explained. 
  “I’ve been wanting to do something different with my condo so maybe you can take a look, I’ll tell you what I’m looking for and maybe I can help launch your business” he replied. 
  “You would do that for me?” I asked with shock. 
  “If you do a good job and may be able to help you start your business. Besides you keep trying to make a go at this selling car thing you may starve to death. 
  You’re too young and pretty for me to let that happen to you” he replied with humor while being flirtatious at the same time. 
  We scheduled a day and time to meet at his condominium and I dressed as if I were heading straight to the gym afterward, wearing a tight pair of leggings and an extremely tight fitted shirt. 
  I could feel him undressing me with his eyes from behind me as he told what he had in mind and how much he was looking to spend on turning a large bedroom into a Laker's man cave. 
  I put together a proposal and eagerly waited for him to return to Los Angeles for a couple of weeks. I knew he was going to hire me but when he did, I made believe that I was shocked, and so happily surprised I just had to hug him tightly. 
  I needed him to feel my breasts pressed against his chest and get him to smell the scent of my perfume and hair which he of course did. 
  “Thank you so much Mr. Goldner” I cried out with joy as he wrapped his arms around me and replied, “I can’t wait for you to get started but please call me Russel.” 
  “Okay, Russel,” I said with a smile and seductive tone. 
  I couldn’t wait either as I knew it was simply a matter of time until he could no longer resist the urge to keep his hands to himself. 
  What I didn’t expect was to enjoy the sex as much as I did! 
  When I unveiled his man cave and asked if he liked what he saw he smiled and told me that he did, and the room was great too. 
  I sprinted to him, leaped into the air, he caught me, I gazed into his eyes and I slide down his body. 
  We stared at one another until he grabbed me, pulled me into him, and kissed me. 
  He removed my panties from underneath my skirt, went down on me, and fucked me as I had never been fucked before. He fucked me so good that he made me cum! 
  Afterward, he looked guilty and told me that he indeed felt guilty. I told him that it was okay and that I understood he was married. I also told him that I didn’t care, I wasn’t looking for anything serious, and that I had no problem with continuing what we had done. 
  He told me he couldn’t and replied that I understood but made sure to keep flirting with him and looking at him with fuck me eyes whenever I saw him at the dealership. 
  Russel again couldn’t resist me resulting in him fucking me from behind his office desk one night after closing. 
  He started buying me gifts and began to give me money without me asking for any money. 
  When I told him, my parents were relocating to Florida for a new start and I needed to find a place to live, he rented a luxury apartment for me. 
  Russel was meant to be a target but as it turned out he wasn’t. I stopped working at the dealership, became his mistress and he supported me financially to the tune of $6 grand per month! 
  Every month without fail he wrote me a check that I deposited into my business account. 5 months into my relationship with Russel a light bulb went off in my head, so I made a major adjustment to my business plan. 
  Russel was paying my rent at $4,000 per month and giving me $6K per month in spending money. I was worth $10,000 a month to Russel and all I needed to do was fuck him, listen to him, and treat him well. 
  Instead of blackmailing wealthy men all I needed to do was to get myself a stable of men like Russel. The way I figured it, if I could find a few guys who would all pay me to be their mistress, I could earn well over $20,000 a month and wouldn’t need to blackmail anyone. 
  When Russel’s wife became suspicious that he was stepping out on her while in Los Angeles he began to spend more time in Nashville. Within a couple of months, he was coming to Los Angeles a week at a time every month but still supported me in the same manner. 
  It was risky but considering that Russel knew me as my newly formed persona of Tiffany Williams I figured it was worth the risk to step out on him. 
  It took a little longer than I thought it would but within 4 months I had 2 other men, Jack and Gregory also paying me. 
  To Jack, I was a struggling photographer named Julie Goldner but to Gregory, I was Julia Goldner. However, to both, I was financially supported by my wealthy cousin Russel Goldner. 
  I could entertain both in my apartment when Russ was home in Nashville, and it would make all the sense in the world that the name on the intercom system read Goldner. 
  I wasn’t spending a dime of any of the money I already had in the bank and I didn’t need to spend money on necessities. 
  I had credit cards with my aliases from Russ, Greg, and Jack which I used to pay for gas, clothing, food, and whatever I needed or wanted. 
  There is one thing that all men with money have in common. They all love to talk about how much money they have, how much money they make, and they grow their fortunes. 
  It makes for terrible pillow talk but my head on the pillow was the best place to become educated on investments and how to build wealth. This type of education costs hundreds of thousands of dollars to obtain but I was getting paid to become financially educated. 
  All good things eventually come to an end and my triangle of lovers eventually did but believe me I did not walk away empty-handed. 
  I had built up a nice little nest egg and decided to leave Los Angeles for good when I was a tad over 22. 
  I spent time in Texas, Nevada, Arizona, and Colorado, leaving each city and state with a hefty pay day and in my wake, devasted wealthy men behind, most of them anyway. 
  Some of the men paid me six figures for my silence while I worked out monthly financial arrangements with others to sustain my lifestyle which had grown leaps and bounds since I first extorted Gabriel. 
  If you think what I was doing was easy it wasn’t. 
  Although it could be fun at times it was also quite stressful to juggle multiple men at the same time while being a different person to every one of them. 
  I had invested wisely, purchasing residential apartment buildings, investing in the stock market and cryptocurrency in addition to a few different retail franchises but I was out of gas. 
  I was in desperate need of a vacation, so I decided to take some me time and vacation in Aruba for a while even though I didn’t know how long my vacation would be. 
  It was there in Aruba that I met my soulmate, Christina Phelps, the best friend a girl like me could ever find, want, and need in her life. 
  We were on vacation and staying in the same resort, The Ritz-Carlton Aruba. I was immediately stunned not only because of her looks but because of who she was with. 
  There was no denying that the old fart she was with was her husband as witnessed by the way they interacted. Here was this amazingly beautiful woman, like me, but married to a man who I could tell was at least 30 years her senior.  
  When she kissed him passionately as he checked them in, she looked at the expression on my face, giggled, and winked at me. 
  That very same night I found myself seated next to her at a blackjack table as we played and drank while making small talk for a little over two hours. 
  “That’s all the money the casino is getting from me tonight,” I said as I removed myself from my seat. 
  “You calling it a night already?” she asked. 
  “No, but I’m done playing” I responded. 
  “You want to keep chatting at the bar?” she asked. 
  “Yeah, sure” I replied. 
  We had so much in common it was as if Christina and I were destined to meet that day and night in Aruba. 
  She was close to as gorgeous as I was but not quite at my level but still a hottie. She was 30 years old I was 28 years old and we were both California girls. 
  When she told me, her husband was 72 I almost fell over as I again almost did when she told me she was wearing over half a million dollars on her finger. 
  I needed to ask her why she married a guy 42 years older than her she laughed and told me it wasn’t anything other than the size of his fortune. 
  “We’ve been married for over 3 years and all I need to do is suck him off a couple of times a week and fuck him a few times per month. 
  Hopefully, sometime soon I’ll either fuck him to death or he’ll just keel over,” she told me with slurred speech. 
  When she told me that she was his first wife I was so surprised I spit my drink out as she laughed hysterically. 
  “He was one of those super-rich assholes who used to bang girls who like us until he discovered he didn’t want to die alone. 
  I of course knew he was on the prowl, so I did what I needed to do to get this rock on my finger. 
  I was so over being the other woman I jumped in with both feet. 
  There’s no point in being the other woman when you can be the woman” she explained as I looked at her in amazement. 
  “I’m fucking exhausted with all of this shit” I confessed to her as she looked at me and smirked. 
  We spent 3 weeks hanging out every night while her husband, Conrad, stayed up no later than 10 PM leaving her to do as she pleased. 
  We drank, gambled, and partied like we were two high school teenagers. 
  It not only felt great to tell someone what I had been doing but oh so much better that she understood exactly what I meant and felt as she had been in the same line of work until she bagged Conrad. 
  “The only downside is that he’s amazingly healthy so I may have to keep up the charade until he’s bedridden someday, but I have my fun,” she told me as she looked at a guy in his early twenties with fuck me eyes. 
  “Don’t go anywhere…I’ll be back in less than an hour” she said to me that night as she walked up to the guy, whispered into his ear and I watched them walk away hand in hand as I sipped my Aruba Ariba. 
  Not even 40 minutes later she rejoined me with a look of relief and satisfaction on her face. 
  “Did you fuck that guy?” I asked her with amazement. 
  “Conrad doesn’t like to eat my kitty and a girl has needs so” she replied with an ear-to-ear smile. 
  “So, all he did was go down on you?” I asked. 
  “Yeah and it wasn’t even good,” she said through laughter as she ordered a drink. 
  I knew finding a super-wealthy guy to marry me was my end-sum game, but I felt that I could get to my 30’s or even early 40’s before going down that route. 
  I didn’t feel that I had accumulated enough wealth at the time to play on that level, but Chris convinced me otherwise. 
  Whoever the sucker would be I knew I needed to prepare for the pushback from his family, but she gave me extremely good and useful advice. 
  “This shit is just like fishing. Always cast as many lines as you can and eventually one will bite and allow you to pull him into your boat” she told me, and I couldn’t have agreed more. 
  “I had way less money than you have now and look where I’m at,” she said to me proudly as I looked at her with admiration. 
  “You only get one shot at this shit though. All these fuckers know each other directly or indirectly. 
  Play the game wrong and there’s no starting over” she warned me. 
  “How in the hell did you infiltrate high society?” I asked with concern. 
  “My company did business with Conrad’s and that led to this business” she responded with a devilish grin. 
  “I need a way in” I admitted to her with frustration. 
  I’m not only your way in but I already have a whale in mind for you” she told me with happiness that was short-lived. 
  “What’s the issue?” I asked with concern. 
  “He’s a disaster and into shit that I’m not willing to do,” she confessed to me. 
  “How is he a disaster?” I asked. 
  “He’s a 59-year-old raging alcoholic, does so much blow I’m surprised he’s still kicking and because of his addictions, he has trouble with his manhood. 
  When he has trouble with his manhood, he gets off to watching his lady with other men” she explained to me. 
  “Like watching?” I asked. 
  “Not like watching, watching Krista! 
  You’ll need to do some fucked up shit to land him but it’s doable if you’re willing to go through it” she explained. 
  “What’s he worth?” I asked as I sat on the edge of my seat. 
  “He’s old money, a born and raised trust fund brat who’s burning through his funds at the speed of light. 
  However, there’s a substantial amount of money in another trust fund that he gains access to if he were to marry” she explained to me. 
  “I need numbers bitch” I said to her half-joking half-serious. 
  “At or about $30 million liquid but the other trust fund is twice that” she responded. 
  “You know this for a fact?” I asked. 
  She rolled her eyes and then looked at me with annoyance. 
  “Sorry,” I said to her as she looked at me with a dead serious look on her face. 
  “If you want in, I’ll get you in but there’s no going back. 
  I like you and am willing to do this for you but fuck this up and I will have you killed and I’m not joking” she said to me with fire in her eyes. 
  “I understand” I responded as I truly did understand. 
  If she were to get me into position and I fucked it up I would not only never get a do-over I would ruin her racket. 
  If I were in her shoes, I don’t think I would have made the offer, but she did, and I knew that she would have me killed if I fucked it all up. 
  If the roles were reversed and she ruined my position I would kill her myself. 
  “I want in!” I exclaimed. 
  “Are you sure?” she asked with the same look on her face and in her eyes. 
  “Positive” I replied with seriousness. 
  “Well okay then” she responded with a sincere smile as we clinked glasses, drank, and discussed all that needed to be discussed. 
  Two months later, I moved into my luxury condominium in Tribeca under my real name. 
  I had been playing characters for so long I didn’t even know who I was anymore, and it was an extreme adjustment to be called by my given name. 
  As Christina and I planned I would take a few months to not only readjust to being me again but to get all my ducks in a row with my story and become acquainted with all the players of the game. 
  Christina did her best to talk me out of moving forward but I would hear nothing of it. 
  She warned me time and again about what I would deal with when becoming involved with Preston Chambers, but the reality has been worse than she could have ever described. 
  I’ve spent the last 2 years of my life doing everything I’ve needed to do to get this engagement ring on this finger and now I’m on a fucking mission to walk down the aisle. 
  The entire Chambers clan may be the most despicable and unlikeable people walking the Earth but I’m going to be one of them and I don’t care if it kills me. 
  All I need to do is to get through the wake, funeral and with Preston’s mourning period over his devil father’s death I’ll get him to say, “I do.” 
  I can’t lie, I’m glad that mother fucking piece of shit is dead and when I get a chance, I may dance on his grave, but I know when I become Mrs. Preston Chambers and he dies I will dance on his grave. 
  Thurston Chambers was as close to Satan himself, so it’s not surprising that Preston isn’t all too far behind. 
  As I’ve been told time and again my soon-to-be mother-in-law was sweet, kind, and beloved yet I find it hard to believe. If she was who people say she was how did Preston and his siblings become the demons, they are? 
  It’s not that I don’t see it in her, I just haven’t seen enough of it but it’s understandable as she suffers from Alzheimer’s and spends her days locked away in her bedroom. 
  No one other than me would have gone through with the things that I’ve gone through but here I am and so close that nothing will stand in my way. 
  We’ll be staying in Chambers Estate in Greenwich, Connecticut until the festivities are over but I’m more interested in meeting the rest of the family as I’ve heard so many stories of so many people that it all runs together. 
  Preston told me time and again how his father was his idol, but I’ve never understood as he talked more often about how much he hated him than how much he loved him. 
  Seeing Preston in so much pain makes me so happy that I want to smile and laugh but amazing method actors must always remain in character. 
  I’ve always felt a great sense of pride in my acting abilities, but I must give credit where it’s due, Preston should have received an Oscar award for his performance at the onset. 
  Preston was so charming and likable when I first met him, I felt that there was no way he could be the person that Christina told me about. 
  His charm and wit made combined with his good looks and his gentleman-like behavior made me feel that achieving my goal of ridiculous wealth through him couldn’t be as bad as Chris had warned me about. 
  He held doors open for me, pulled my seat out for me, and kissed my hand after our first date. Preston always brought me flowers and had a habit of bringing me small thoughtful gifts. 
  If his alcoholism and drug habit were as bad as I was told I didn’t see any of it. He didn’t drink alcohol around me, not even a glass of wine, and had none of the signs of a cocaine addict. 
  When he told me, he loved me the first time and I said it back knowing that I didn’t love him but, at that moment, I felt I could eventually get there. 
  However, a little over 7 months into our relationship, he came to my home on a random night without telling me, and as soon as he walked in, I could smell the alcohol on his breath and knew that he had been snorting cocaine. 
  He was jumpy, kept wiping his nose and I had never seen him so sexually excited. 
  The expression on his face and the look in his eyes was unlike anything I had seen in him before. He was all over me, rock hard in seconds and it was like having sex with a stranger. 
  After that night he began to drink around me on occasion but as the weeks passed, I watched his alcohol consumption slowly increase. 
  I knew he was snoring cocaine but hiding it from me but within the month he began to openly snort in front of me. 
  Slowly but surely the man I was in a relationship with became the man that Christina had told and warned me about.  It turned out that the man I thought I knew I didn’t know at all. 
  He did a 180-degree turn from the man who I felt myself developing feelings for. He no longer held doors open, pulled my chair out, or bought me flowers. 
  Preston was condescending, controlling, and extremely jealous. When we were together all it took was for a man to look at me and he would become angry at me as if I were controlling the thoughts and actions of men in my vicinity.  
  His consumption of both cocaine and alcohol gave him an extremely high sex drive but he was often unable to perform. I knew it was because of his habits but it made me feel unattractive and undesirable. 
  Christina told me that he enjoyed watching his ladies with other men but based on his jealousy alone I didn’t think it was something he would want to experience with me. 
  However, Preston again surprised me when he talked to me about how beautiful I was and how seeing me happy made him happy, and that watching me enjoy myself would bring him enjoyment. 
  We were on his yacht in Greece for his birthday bash with his “friends” who were not but rather random people who boarded throughout the night. 
  I hadn’t seen him do that much blow and consume as much alcohol as he did that night, but it resulted in him being unable to become erect. 
  “I want to watch you, baby,” he said to me. 
  “Watch me?” I asked nervously as she licked his lips and replied, “I want you to meet my friend. 
  He left the room and returned sometime later with a decent-looking guy somewhere in his 30’s. 
  “Enjoy each other,” he said to me as my heart sank and I felt a knot in my stomach. 
  I felt foolish for thinking he would not want to see me with another man but while in the act, he forced me to look at him as the guy fucked me from behind. 
  “Enjoy it, baby,” he said as I watched his penis slowly become hard yet instead of joining, he pleasured himself as he watched. 
  The guy finished, dressed, and left as Preston rose to his feet and said, “I love you so much that if you ever think of leaving me, I’ll kill you with my bare hands. 
  I’ll choke the life out of your body” as he placed his hands around my neck and began to squeeze, stopped, removed his hands, and kissed me. 
  That morning, he asked to make this birthday his best birthday ever by agreeing to become his wife. 
  I smiled, kissed his lips, accepted, and pretended to be the happiest girl in the world while thinking for the first time if I could live a life with a person, I was beginning to feel hatred toward. 
  The Krista Bryan I had was is no longer. She’s forever been replaced by the woman I am today. The woman who is hell-bent on achieving her goal no matter the cost. 
  “I can’t believe you outlived him” I hear a woman’s voice state with disbelief as I look in the direction of her voice. 
  “I can’t believe you’re here” Preston replies as he wipes his tears and rises to his feet. 
  “The drugs have fried your brain if you think that I would miss out on this. 
  I just wish I could have seen him take his last breath” she replies with laughter as I look at her in shock. 
  “You’re a cunt!” he exclaims at the top of his lungs. 
  “As if I give a shit about your opinion of me” she responds with a look of happiness on her face. 
  I don’t know who she is, but I know I don’t like the way she’s looking at me. 
  “You are?” she asks. 
  “I’m Krista, Preston’s fiancé” I reply. 
  “If you’re going to marry this piece of shit it makes you one as well but at least you’re hot,” she says to me with a wink and smile. 
  She insulted me and complimented me at the same time, and I don’t know how to respond. 
  “Where is mom?” she asks out loud. 
  “She’s my mother, not yours you pole dancing orphan” Preston responds. 
  “Stick and stones but what’s it like to know that you’re dead brother is still more of a man than you’ll ever be?” she asks. 
  Dead brother?! No one has ever mentioned a dead brother, sibling, or child before. 
  “Who is she talking about?” I ask Preston as she laughs. 
  “The golden boy, dad’s favorite” he answers. 
  “I’m not surprised you didn’t tell her about Connor, but I still find it amazing that he was the person he was coming from this freak show of a family but again mom,” she says as I look at her. 
  She’s extremely attractive for a woman somewhere in her 40’s, is dressed fashionably, and has confidence about her that I’ve rarely seen in anyone. 
  “Keep looking at me that way and I may get the wrong impression,” she says in a flirtatious tone as I look away. 
  “Figure it out” he responds acting like a spoiled child. 
  “She’s in her room, upstairs, fifth door on the right,” I tell her as Preston looks at me with anger. 
  “Maybe you’re not a piece of shit, after all, I’m still undecided but come with me,” she says. 
  I look at Preston for approval as he waves me away with disgust and I walk with the woman who I still don’t know. 
  “I didn’t mean what I said about Thurston to Preston, I just like to fuck with him” she explains to me as I look at her with a stunned expression. 
  We stop outside Caroline’s door as the woman looks at me. 
  “I don’t doubt that the Thurston you knew was a vial human being because he usually was but there was a side to him few people saw,” she says to me. 
  “Please come inside with me” she politely asks as she takes a deep breath and, slowly exhales and I follow her into the bedroom. 
  “Mom?” she asks with her voice quivering as I watch Caroline slowly raise her head and look at the woman. 
  Amazing! I’ve been with Preston for two years and have seen Caroline more times than I can remember but I don’t think I’ve ever seen her smile before. 
  “Sylvia” Caroline says in a low tone as I watch the woman, Sylvia, walk quickly across the room and place her hand gently on Caroline’s cheek. 
  “Hi, mom,” Silvia says with her voice trembling as she then grabs a brush from the dresser and slowly begins to brush Caroline’s hair. 
  “Where’s Connor?” she asks as I see a tear slowly leave Sylvia’s right eye and run down her cheek. 
  “He’ll be by later mom…you know him always working” Sylvia replies attempting to choke back tears. 
  “Tell him to stop working so hard. It’ll be the death of him” Caroline replies. 
  “Of course,” Sylvia replies as she stops brushing her hair, places the brush back, and walks in front of Caroline. 
  “Who are you?” Caroline asks. 
  “A friend” Sylvia replies as she places both her hands over her face. 
  “Don’t cry” Caroline says warmly. 
  “I’ll see you later” Sylvia replies as she walks at a sprint-like pace past me and out the door. 
  I exit the room and close the door behind me while Sylvia leans against the wall and tries to regain her composure. 
  “Are you okay?” I ask. 
  “Not even close to okay…she doesn’t deserve this! 
  If anyone deserves this kind of shit, it’s your fiancé!” she exclaims as I look at her with shock. 
  “Don’t talk about him that way!” I exclaim. 
  She laughs and looks at me with a devilish grin. 
  “If you don’t think I know what you’re up to you have another thing coming,” she says. 
  “I’m not up to anything” I instantly reply. 
  Sylvia again laughs, shakes her head, and walks away from me, down the stairs and out of my sight. 
  I rejoin Preston and ask to speak to him outside as he reluctantly follows me out to the back of the estate. 
  “Why did I just find out you have another brother?” I ask. 
  “I don’t, he’s dead” he replies. 
  “He was still your brother and you should have told me” I respond. 
  “He’s dead so there was no point. If you’re curious Sylvia was his wife” he replies. 
  “What’s the deal with her?” I ask curiously thinking back to her words of a few minutes, prior. 
  “She’s a cunt” he replies as I roll my eyes. 
  “How are you holding up?” I ask with concern. 
  “I need a drink,” he says to me as he walks away from me. 
  At the wake, funeral, and at the house, after the burial, I couldn’t stop noticing Sylvia constantly looking at me. 
  I don’t know her, have had one brief conversation with her but she’s making me uncomfortable. She’s so unlike the Chambers family and doesn’t seem to be the type of woman who’s lived a life of wealth. 
  With Preston sleeping off his latest drunken episode I walk through the large home as I envision what my new home will look like when I become Mrs. Preston Chambers. 
  I enter the large bar room of the house and look at the room in amazement thinking that it’s amazing to have a bar like this in a home that’s better than any bar I’ve ever seen in a commercial bar. 
  I walk behind the bar and look at the unique collection of liquor and glassware as I watch Sylvia enter the room with a bottle of wine in hand. 
  She walks behind the bar as well, opens the bottle of wine, pours a glass of wine, and looks at me. 
  “No thank you, I need something stronger,” I say to her as I pour myself a drink. 
  “You were married to Preston’s brother,” I say to her as she sips her wine and nods her head. 
  “You were close to Caroline,” I say to her as she looks at me, smirks, and walks out from behind the bar, taking a seat across from me as I continue to stand behind the bar. 
  “What is it that you do?” she inquires. 
  “A little but of this, a little bit of that but do well” I reply with pride. 
  “Not this well,” she says as she scans the room, sips her glass, and looks at me with a serious expression. 
  “Not many do this well” I respond. 
  “That’s why you’re marrying Preston,” she says to me coldly. 
  “I love Preston” I respond quickly. 
  “Please sweetheart. 
  Preston may be blind to the fact as to why you’re with him, but money is the only thing he has to offer” she says to me with the same expression. 
  “You don’t know him like I do” I reply. 
  “Honey, you have no idea what I know. 
  I’ve been a member of this family for close to two fucking decades, yet you dare to tell me what I know” she says with a tinge of anger. 
  “How long ago did your husband pass away?” I inquire. 
  “You’re beautiful,” she says to me ignoring my question as she looks at my face, scans to my breasts, and then back to my face. 
  “You have amazing lips,” she says to me as I look at her hoping that she’s not doing what I think she’s doing. 
  “Natural?” she asks talking to my my chest. 
  “There’s nothing fake about me” I reply with annoyance. 
  “Not your body anyway,” she says with a giggle. 
  “Do you have an issue with me?” I ask. 
  “Do you enjoy the touch of a woman?” she asks again ignoring my question. 
  I sip my drink, shake my head, and look at her with disbelief. 
  “I’m engaged to your brother-in-law and we just buried our father-in-law, and this conversation is extremely inappropriate,” I say to her with building anger. 
  “Am I not your type?” she asks. 
  “You want to kiss my lips?” I ask. 
  “I want to do more than kiss your lips, but I’d rather show you than explain,” she says with lust in her voice. 
  “You want to take me back to your room, strip me nude, and have your way with me?” I ask. 
  “Absolutely,” she says as she bites down on her lip. 
  “Lick my breasts, suck my nipples, kiss down my stomach and taste me?” I ask in a fake sensual tone. 
  “I’ll haunt your dreams,” she says to me. 
  “Sylvia, I don’t like women” I reply with a smirk. 
  “I’ve heard that before and believe me, you’ll love it,” she says to me as she takes another sip of her wine. 
  She lights a cigarette, inhales, and blows the smoke out as she smiles at me. 
  “You want me bad, don’t you?” I ask as she slowly nods her head. 
  I laugh and smile at her and then place my drink onto the bar top. 
  I grab the cigarette from her fingers, inhale, exhale, and hand the cigarette back to her. 
  “When your lips touch that cigarette again it will be the closest thing, you’ll ever get to kissing my lips. 
  I can’t blame you because you know, look at me and I could say I’m flattered but I’m not. 
  The thought of doing anything sexual with you makes my skin crawl and makes me want to become physically ill. 
  If I were a dyke, I know I could get way hotter women than you but I’m not a dyke, I love dick” I say to her. 
  “A simple I’m not interested would have been fine,” she says as she takes another drag from her cigarette. 
  “Have a great night lesbo” I say to her as I quickly exit the bar and lay next to Preston in our room. 
  It feels great to be back home and away from the Chambers clan. It feels even better that Preston will be away for a couple of weeks as I honestly need the break from him. 
  Christina and I go out to a club, drink, and wind up, having drinks at a bar not too far from the club. 
  “Shit, it’s late…I need to get going,” she says to me as I look at her with disappointment, 
  “Since when does the time matter?” I ask. 
  “I need to pack, I’m flying out to Milan” she explains as I sigh forgetting about her month-long trip to Italy with Conrad. 
  “Text me when you get home,” I say to her as we hug and she says, “I always do.” 
  I have no desire to call it a night as I notice a cute guy with glasses sitting across from me on the other side of the bar. 
  He keeps looking in my direction but when I look at him, he looks down at the bar. 
  When I catch him looking at me yet again, I smile at him as she nervously looks away from me. 
  I rise from my seat, walk over to him, and take the seat next to him. 
  “Is there something I can help you with?” I ask. 
  “I’m sorry…I uh…uh didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable but you’re beautiful and I couldn’t help myself” he explains as he twirls his wedding ring. 
  “Married,” I say to him as he looks at me, looks at his ring finger, and smiles shyly. 
  “No, I was…I uh can’t seem to take it off,” he tells me. 
  “She broke your heart?” I ask. 
  “Yeah, but not intentionally” he replies. 
  “What happened?” I ask. 
  “Cancer happened,” he says as he finishes his beer. 
  I order him another beer and myself another drink. 
  “Must have been terrible but if you’re trying to pick up women, I suggest you leave the ring at home” I say through laughter. 
  “Well, I’m not that type of guy” he replies. 
  “That’s what they all say” I reply. 
  “No, I’m serious. She’s been gone for over a year and I haven’t even been out on a date” he explains. 
  “You’re cute enough so you should,” I say to him knowing that if he plays his cards right, I’ll let him take me home. 
  I need to get laid in the worst way and with someone, I want to fuck for a change. Preston’s erectile disfunction has been getting worse and the guys he’s been having me sleep with leave much to be desired. 
  “Thanks,” he says to me with a sad tone. 
  “Were you married long?” I ask. 
  He shakes his head and replies, “No, but we were high school sweethearts, college sweethearts, married and not too long after she was diagnosed” he says to me. 
  He orders a shot as I look at him and he orders another with embarrassment. 
  “I’m Jessica by the way,” I say with a smile as he laughs and replies, “I’m David…it’s nice to meet you, Jessica,” he says to me. 
  “What do you do?” I ask. 
  “Computer geek…I.T.” he replies. 
  We drink the shots as I smile at him and say, “Finish your beer.” 
  “Are we going somewhere?” he asks. 
  “Home,” I say to him as she looks at me with confusion and then opens his eyes widely. 
  “Oh…uh…really?” he asks. 
  “You don’t want to?” I ask. 
  “This doesn’t happen to me…never has happened to me but yeah I want to,” he says nervously. 
  We exit the bar and step outside as I notice a hotel in the distance. 
  “I have a better idea,” I say to him as I point to the hotel. 
  We quickly walk to the hotel, he books a room and as soon as we get into the elevator we begin to kiss and grope one another. 
  We continue to kiss as we exit the elevator and stop only long enough to find the room number. 
  He picks me up as I wrap my legs around him and he presses me against the wall. 
  David was adorably cute once we entered the room and even more so when he saw me nude. 
  He looked at me in amazement and in a way that told me he couldn’t believe this was happening to him. 
  David had told me it had been a long time for him, so I wasn’t surprised that he had an orgasm as fast as he did when I went down on him, but I was surprised at his performance. 
  Wow just wow! He was amazing! 
  Granted he did have a cute geek vibe going on, but I never expected to have multiple orgasms with him. 
  He was so good, that my legs were shaking after we finished, and I couldn’t leave in the morning without one last performance. 
  “Uh…do I call you?” he asked as I was about to leave the room. 
  I shook my head and replied, “It was amazing meeting you David.” 
  I kissed him goodbye and walked to the elevator with a swagger having been sexually satisfied for as long as I could remember. 
  Having sex with Preston when he returned from his trip made me realize that I received no satisfaction from him as I thought about how often I was going to need to cheat to satisfy my sexual desires. 
  The month seemed to fly by as I became laser-focused on wedding plans and talking to my mom and Christina about it. 
  I lay in bed next to a sleeping Preston as my cell phone alerts me to an incoming message. 
  I take hold of my cell phone, look at the text message from an unknown number and become filled with panic as I see photographs of me with David at the hotel. 
  There are photographs of us in the lobby, elevator, hallway, and entering the room as well as a photograph of me leaving the room. Every photograph is date and time stamped as if they were taken from a security system. 
  Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit! 
  I quickly get out of bed, quietly open the bedroom door, and gently close it behind me. 
  “Who is this?” I text as I nervously await a reply. 
  I receive a text massage back with a date of tomorrow, address, and time. 
  “What do you want?” I text back and again receive the same text message with an address and time. 
  I type the address into the search engine and am confused that the address belongs to a bookstore, but I need to find out who sent the text and what the person wants. 
  I arrive at the location a few minutes early and pace anxiously as a limousine stops at the curb. 
  A man in a chauffeur suit exits walks to me, and says, “Ms. Bryan, please” as he opens the back door and I enter. 
  About half an hour later I see a sign for Englewood Cliffs and realize that I’m in New Jersey as the limousine stops at a gate. The gate slowly opens, the limo enters drives around a circular driveway and comes to a stop. 
  The chauffeur lets me out of the limousine as I then watch the front door slowly open. I’m stunned to see Sylvia standing in the doorway 
  “Welcome to my home,” she says to me as I enter the luxurious house and she closes the door behind her. 
  “Please have a seat,” she says to me as I sit down on the couch and cross my legs. 
  “Krista you’ve been a naughty girl,” she says to me as she takes a seat across from me as my heart begins to race. 
  “Do you prefer to be called by your given name or Julia, Tiffany, Jessica, Brenda, or any of your other names?” she asks as I look at her and begin to breathe heavily. 
  Stay calm and make-believe you have no idea what she’s talking about. 
  “Preston is your biggest score yet, so congratulations are in order,” she says to me as she claps her hands together. 
  “I have no idea what you’re referring to,” I say to her as she laughs so hard, she’s crying. 
  “You’re a con woman Krista and have been for a long time. 
  Had you been nicer to me I may have not gone through the trouble that I did but I never expected to find so much dirt on you” she tells me. 
  “Listen, I may have done a few things in the past but that’s not who I am anymore,” I say to her. 
  “You’re engaged to Preston Chambers, one of the biggest pieces of shit in existence and we both know why so don’t try to con me” she replies. 
  “You don’t like him and what I’m up to you has nothing to do with you,” I say to her with hope. 
  “Oh, Krista but it does. 
  After what Connor and I went through there is no way that I’m going to allow you to become a member of that family so easily” she says to me. 
  “What did you go through?” I ask with my voice quivering. 
  “I’m glad you asked but I was going to tell you anyway. 
  My life was never easy…everything I have is because of the hard work my husband and I put in. 
  When the youngest child of a filthy rich family decides he wants to marry a high school dropout, with no family, who is also a stripper and had never been in a relationship with a man before, you can imagine how they felt about it. 
  They gave him a choice, me, or everything he had ever known would be taken from him and he chooses me over all of it. 
  Connor was left with nothing more than the money he had in his wallet and not one member of that fucking family would have been able to accomplish what he did. 
  He was never like this father, his siblings, or any of his family with the lone exception being Caroline. 
  Caroline never treated me any other way than her daughter and oh how she worried about us. 
  The thing is that Connor never let the way he was raised, or the wealth change him into what his siblings changed into. 
  Granted he was the black sheep of the family because he didn’t want the private schooling growing up and didn’t attend an ivy league college but when we fell in love it was the final straw. 
  Preston was always jealous of Connor and he loved seeing Connor destitute and did everything he could to make sure not one of his sisters or brothers helped. He would have paid them all back but nope, no help from any of the Chambers clan. 
  He was always kind, compassionate and treated everyone the same so when his friends found out what happened they did all they could to help us. 
  Caroline would have helped but she was powerless to do anything as she was dependent on Thurston for everything. 
  Connor and his college roommate, Brian always wanted to start a company together, specifically a cybersecurity company. 
  Brian is an amazingly talented programmer and just as talented on the other side, hacking. The plan had always been for Brian to create the best internet security program ever and for Connor to get it into the market. 
  Connor was broke and couldn’t find the company as planned. He was so frustrated and hurt. All he ever wanted was to take care of me, spend his life with me and it pained him that I had to keep dancing to pay the bills. 
  On my side, I felt responsible that Connor lost everything because of me. I told him to leave me, but he wouldn’t. I could end it with him because I loved him more than I ever loved anyone. 
  He worked at a warehouse at night for shit wages so he could get his company with Brian off the ground. 
  We had our electricity cut off, almost got evicted so many times I lost count and we were using credit cards to help pay for necessities. 
  It took us four years, for fucking years of struggling to get the company to a point where Connor and Brian could get funding, but they did and became millionaires in the process. 
  Connor accomplished it all with no help from any of his family and became the apple of Thurston’s eye. 
  When Connor passed away, congenital heart defect, Thurston felt responsible as he should have. 
  The stress and the long hours, year after year took their toll on Connor and ultimately ended his life. 
  Understand that after everything that I’ve gone through, my lifetime of struggling and then finally achieving success came at the cost of my husband whereas you never worked for anything in your entire life. 
  Everything you have is a result of you taking advantage of wealthy men, impressive yet reprehensible at the same time” she tells me. 
  “Without Preston Chambers, you can live a life that most people can’t. You can live comfortably for the rest of your life but it’s not enough for you. 
  I’m sorry, well no I’m not but it’s not going to happen, honey” she says to me. 
  “What do you want me to do?” I ask. 
  “Leave or I’m going to tell him everything,” she says with a look of satisfaction on her face. 
  “That’s not a choice, it’s the same result,” I say to her as she laughs. 
  “I knew you were going to say that but you’re right and you would know,” she says to me. 
  “How did you find out about the hotel?” I ask as I need to know. 
  “I own a cybersecurity firm and David Byrne, the guy you fucked, works for my company. 
  He’s more than an employee, he’s a friend, and when he told Brian about his unexpected liaison Brian being who he is hacked into their security system. 
  You could imagine my surprise when he told me about David’s liaison and showed me the pictures, but the video says more” she says with a maniacal look on her face. 
  “What do you want from me?!” I exclaim. 
  “What do I want? Hmmm. 
  I have my wealth, everything I need, and what I want is not money. 
  What was it you said to me at the house? 
  Oh yeah, putting my lips on that cigarette would be as close as I will come to kissing your lips” she says to me with a lust-filled expression as she rises from her seat and walks to me. 
  She places her lips to within inches of mine, presses them against mine, and licks my lips. 
  “Softer than I thought,” she says to me as I begin to panic. 
  “You want sex from me!” I cry out as she laughs and nods her head. 
  “You and I are going to become extremely close, or I’ll spill the beans to Preston. The choice is yours” she says to me. 
  This fucking bitch! I could kill her right now and would If I could get away with it. 
  I’ll admit that being on the side I’m not used to being on is not pleasant but I’m furious that Sylvia has turned the table on me! 
  “I have sex with you one time, and you keep your mouth shut!” I exclaim. 
  “One time? 
  No baby, you’re going to do what I want you to do as often as I want until I become bored with you. 
  I can’t give you a timeframe so we’re just going to have to play this out” she explains. 
  “What assurance do I have that you won’t say anything?” I ask. 
  “You’re going to have to trust me on that” she replies. 
  “I need a guarantee of some sort,” I tell her. 
  “Forget it, I think I’ll go see Preston,” she says. 
  “No, no…okay, fine…whatever you want,” I say to her in a panic. 
  “This is going to be so much fun for me but hey, you may like it,” she says. 
  “I’m not a lesbian!” I shout. 
  “We’ll see how that turns out, but my first girlfriend wasn’t either,” she says to me with a wink. 
  “When do we start?” I ask with fear. 
  “No better time than the present. Take your shirt off” she tells me. 
  “Now?!” I scream out as she nods her head. 
  I rise from my seat, remove my shirt, and cross my arms over my stomach as she looks at my black lace bra and smiles. 
  “Jeans,” she says as I roll my eyes, remove my shoes, jeans and now stand before her in my bra and black string panties. 
  She makes me twirl myself around and then tells me to turn around. 
  As I feel her fingers run across my ass, I feel myself become tense as she giggles and says, “Nice and firm.” 
  She ties her hair into a ponytail and says, “Follow me” as I nervously follow her through her large home. 
  She opens a door, points inside as I enter the large bedroom, and then hear the door close. 
  “Everything off now,” she says with a mischievous grin as I close my eyes, remove my bra, open my eyes, and slide my panties down to my ankles and off. 
  “Your body is better than I thought…sexy,” she says to me. 
  “Lay down and get comfortable,” she says to me as I feel my body begin to shake from my nerves and place myself back first onto the bed. 
  “Bare shaven too, perfect,” she says with happiness as I swallow loudly. 
  Sylvia gets onto the bed and seductively runs her fingers on the inside of my legs, up to my stomach, and then across my nipples as my heart beats hard. 
  She places herself over me and licks my nipple as I clench the comforter on the bed. 
  “Relax, you’re going to feel amazing,” she says to me as I close my eyes and feel her lay herself on the side of me. 
  She gently takes hold of my right leg and pulls it toward her as I then feel her fingers on my pussy. 
  My body shudders as she giggles and says, “There will be no tension in your body shortly.” 
  She begins to rub my clitoris as she also licks and then sucks on my nipple as I try my best to remain calm. 
  She rolls on top of me as she kisses, licks my neck, and bites my earlobe gently as she places her hand in between my legs and begins to play with me. 
  “Someone is getting wet,” she says with amusement as I inhale and exhale slowly. 
  Sylvia licks each of my nipples as she removes her hand from in between my legs and licks down the middle of my stomach, back up, and slow down as my body fills with tension. 
  I feel her lips kiss my crotch and then feel her tongue lick me as I immediately become tense and then feel the tension slowly leave. 
  Fuck, it feels good, no it feels great! 
  Sylvia licks my clitoris, sucks it, licks it again, sucks it again, and penetrates me with her fingers as I moan and loosen my grip on the comforter. 
  She stops orally performing and begins to rub my pussy and clit in a circular motion as she continues to fuck me with her fingers. 
  “I know it feels good…it’s okay to enjoy it,” she says in a calm voice as I begin to breathe heavily and give into the feeling of pleasure. 
  I’ve never been touched or felt like this before, but I guess it makes sense as no one knows how to please a woman better than a woman. 
  I begin to moan and pant as she giggles and says, “Cum for me,” over and again as she finger fucks me faster than she had been and is now furiously rubbing me at the same time. 
  As I orgasm, Sylvia says, “Good girl,” as she removes her fingers from inside of me and stops rubbing. 
  I run my fingers through my hair as I try to breathe normally. 
  I sit up in the bed with my arms wrapped around my bent knees as she smiles at me. 
  “Was that so bad?” she asks as I look at her with disbelief and anger. 
  I don’t answer her as she rolls her eyes and says, “You can get dressed.” 
  I quickly get off the bed, put my bra and panties on and head out to the living room where I finish dressing my retrieving my jeans, shirt, and shoes. 
  Sylvia walks to me and hands me a small piece of paper. 
  I look at the paper with a new address, date, and time as I shake my head. 
  “Don’t be late baby” she says to me as I exit the house and am driven back to the location I was picked up at earlier in the day. 
  I arrive at my home, open a bottle of wine, and walk with the bottle in hand out to the balcony. 
  If I don’t do what she wants I’m screwed but I have no assurance that if I do what she wants she’ll remain silent. 
  This is a life lesson of all life lessons and I think for the first time I understand what I’ve been doing to all the men I’ve ever conned. 
  Gabriel paid me for my silence all those years ago but must think of me every day of his life since. 
  Even though he did pay me he must constantly fear that I could tell his wife about us at any time, they all must. 
  Well, they’re going to live with that fear for the rest of their lives as I have my issue to deal with. 
  The more I think about my predicament the angrier I find myself. 
  Blackmailing and conning men for money is one thing but she’s blackmailing for lesbian sex, lesbian sex! 
  There are only so many things a woman can sexually do to another woman, but I don’t want to do any of it. 
  Granted, what Sylvia did to me felt so good she made me cum, and I could bring myself to do that to her but when I think of all the other things, she’s going to want me to do I feel like jumping off this balcony. 
  There must be a way out of this but the more I think about things the more helpless I feel. 
  What she’s doing to me is what I do and how dare she turn the table on me! I’m the best at what I do and I’m going to make her pay! Everyone has skeletons in their closet and she’s no different! 
  Yeah, I have no choice to meet her again but in the meantime, I’m going to get the ball rolling and see what I can dig up on her! 
  “Not tonight baby, I’m sick,” I say to Preston on the phone. 
  “I know baby, but I’ll make it up to you I promise,” I say to him as I end the call. 
  I arrive at the new location and am retrieved on time and again driven to Sylvia’s house filled with anxiety over what she’s going to want me to do. 
  She kisses my lips and forces her tongue into my mouth as she places her hands on my ass and squeezes tightly. 
  “Yummy,” she says as I smirk and roll my eyes. 
  “Can I get you anything?” she asks. 
  “Can we just get this over with?” I ask with frustration. 
  “Soon but not yet” she replies. 
  “You were married to a guy but you’re forcing me to have lesbian sex with you,” I say to her. 
  “I am a lesbian who fell in love with a man. 
  Believe me, it fucked with my head at the beginning but ultimately he’ll forever be the one and only man” she explains as I sigh. 
  “You’re pretty enough to get a woman who’s also a lesbian so why are you making me do this?” I ask. 
  “Thank you for the compliment but to answer your question I’m bored, you’re hot, and I love turning women” she explains. 
  “I can’t be turned, I’m not gay” I respond. 
  “I already told you, I’ve heard that before and you may surprise yourself,” she says with the flash of a smile. 
  “I don’t think so but whatever,” I say to her. 
  “You have a great ass,” she says to me. 
  “I know I do” I instantly reply. 
  “You have a high opinion of yourself,” she says to me. 
  “It’s warranted, look at what you’re having me do” I respond. 
  “Come sit,” she says as she pats the couch in the living room, and I do as she tells me. 
  “No, lay down,” she says as I roll my eyes and lay down on the couch on my back as she places my legs on her lap. 
  She slowly removes my shoes and begins to massage my feet. 
  “You have sexy feet,” she says to me as I snort-laugh and look at her. 
  She takes hold of my left foot, brings it to her face, and begins to lick in between my toes as I begin to laugh. 
  “That tickles!” I exclaim through laughter as she then begins to suck on my toes. 
  “That feels good’ I say surprised that It does feel good. 
  “You have a foot fetish,” I say as she removes her mouth from my toes and replies, “Among other things.” 
  “Stand up,” she commands as I get off the couch and stand in front of her. 
  She sits on the edge of the couch and begins to rub my ass, turns me around, gets off the couch, and says, “Bottom half off.” 
  I exhale with a long sigh, remove my pants and panties, and look at her. 
  “Bend yourself over the couch,” she says as I get on the couch on my knees and bend myself over. 
  Sylvia licks my ass cheeks and gently bites each as I wonder what she has in store for me. 
  I feel her tongue lick across my asshole, around and then feel her tongue enter as my body jerks slightly. 
  This bitch is a freak! 
  She’s eating my ass as if there’s something to be found in there, but I do enjoy having my ass eaten so whatever. 
  As she eats my ass she plays with my pussy for a little while and then proceeds to finger fuck my pussy at the same time. 
  “I love this!” I exclaim without meaning to have said what I just said but it came out naturally. 
  She stiffens her tongue as I sway my ass back and forth on her tongue as I realize I’m getting close to having an orgasm. 
  “So close” I cry out as she begins to fuck my ass with her tongue. As I climax, I feel my asshole contract and expand on her tongue. 
  “It’s okay to admit that you like what I’m doing to you,” she says to me. 
  “Sylvia, it feels good, and it has nothing to do with the fact that you’re the person doing it to me. 
  If it were a guy the result would be the same” I say to her with aggravation. 
  “Perhaps but when you eat my pussy and realize you like it your mind is going to do backflips,” she says to me as I become engulfed with dread at the thought of going down on her. 
  “Go down on you?” I ask as I get off the couch. 
  “Yeah,” she says to me. 
  “Not now though, right?” I ask. 
  “Not now, as much as I’d like you to but I’m not so fresh down there at the moment,” she tells me. 
  “Thank you,” I say to her with relief. 
  “I’m not a monster unless you turn me into one,” she says half-joking. 
  “Are we done here?” I ask as she rolls her eyes. 
  “You have something else to do right now?” she asks as I shake my head. 
  “Great then, hang out with me,” she says. 
  “We can’t be friends so if we’re done for today, I’m leaving,” I say to her with disbelief. 
  “Why can’t we be friends?” she asks. 
  “You’re blackmailing me!” I scream. 
  She shrugs her shoulders and replies, “Have it your way” as she again gives me an address, time, and date on a small piece of paper. 
  Thankfully the date is not until next week so it gives me time to find out what Sylvia has in her past that I can use against her. 
  Days later I get my hands on the information I had been waiting for and am deflated as I read. 
  I’m astonished that there’s nothing at all I can use against her. 
  I learn she has no known father, born to a Jane Doe who passed away giving birth to her, was in foster care, high school dropout, exotic dancer, the house is paid off but no other financial information. 
  I always get financial information! There must be a reason why I don’t have it though. 
  I meet with Christina and tell her my predicament as she looks at me with concern. 
  “I don’t think you have a choice in this Krista,” she tells me. 
  “No shit” I reply with defeat. 
  “It could be worse…at least she’s hot,” she tells me. 
  “For an older woman,” I reply. 
  “She’s not ancient, she only 44” she responds. 
  “You want to take my place?” I ask. 
  “No, I’m good” she replies. 
  “Have you ever been with a woman?” I ask hoping for advice. 
  “Nope,” she replies popping the “p” in the word nope. 
  “This sucks and I’m so pissed that it’s happening” I admit. 
  “Maybe it won’t be so bad and maybe you’ll be so bad at it she won’t want to have sex with you anymore,” she tells me. 
  “I’m great at everything I do” I snap back at her. 
  I arrive at Preston’s and as usual, he’s drunk and high. 
  “Preston, I love you, but you need to slow the fuck down!” I shout at him. 
  “Get off my back!” he screams at me. 
  “I’d like to lay on my back and have my fiancé get his dick hard so he could fuck me for once instead of having others do it for him,” I say with sarcasm as he looks at me with rage. 
  “What the fuck did you just say?” he asks. 
  “You heard what I just said!” I exclaim. 
  As if happening in slow motion I watch his hand leave his side, move toward my face, and hit me so hard across my cheek my entire body spins, sending me crashing to the floor on my knees. 
  I can’t believe he just hit me! 
  “You motherfucking piece of shit” I scream out as I rise to my feet and lunge toward him. 
  He pushes so hard away from him I find myself on the floor again but this time sitting. 
  “You ever hit me again, I will kill in your fucking sleep!” I scream out in shock. 
  “I’m sorry…I’m so sorry, I…I…didn’t mean to,” he says to me. 
  “You need help, serious fucking help, Preston. 
  I deal with a ton of shit because I love you, but this crosses the line!” I shout as I get back to my feet. 
  “I love you, Krista,” he says to me. 
  “Prove it…get some help, dry the fuck out,” I say to him with my teeth clenched. 
  “Okay, I’ll go into rehab,” he says to me. 
  “A serious program, not some bullshit short-term stay nonsense,” I say to him. 
  “Alright, I promise” he replies. 
  I’m not going to leave his ass, but he doesn’t know that, and I feel a sense of accomplishment that I can kill two birds with one stone for a little while. 
  I get much-needed time away from him, at least 90 days while giving myself that much time to figure out a solution to my Sylvia problem. 
  When he gets out of rehab, he should be okay for a while but he’ll of course relapse. However, I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it. 
  I can handle Preston’s stupid ass but when it comes to Sylvia, I’m at my wit's end but I know I’ll eventually figure something out, I always do. 
  Yet again, I find myself at Sylvia's house but unlike the previous two times, she’s not in a good mood. 
  “Nice to see you too,” I say to her as she looks at me with her nostrils flaring. 
  “What crawled up your ass and died?” I ask with sarcasm. 
  “You could have asked me anything you wanted to know. 
  There’s one thing I don’t do and that’s lie” she tells me as I look at her with confusion. 
  “How dare you run a background check on me?!” she screams. 
  “What are you talking about Sylvia?” I ask while knowing she knows full well that I had her checked out. 
  “Okay, I’m sorry but it’s what I do. 
  My natural reaction to getting blackmailed is to find a way to blackmail my blackmailer. It’s logical and you shouldn’t be surprised let alone angry about it” I explain. 
  “You’ve been a bad girl and bad girls need to be punished,” she says with a tone of voice I don’t like. 
  “I apologized already,” I say to her. 
  She looks at me with fury as I watch her slide her pants and panties down and off. 
  “In the bedroom, now!” she exclaims as I know however she’s going to punish me is going to be a punishment. 
  I walk into the bedroom where we had our first encounter and watch her remove her shirt exposing her breasts. 
  “You have a great body for an older woman,” I say to her jokingly. 
  “Get the fuck on the bed now!” she instructs me as I lay on the bed. 
  “You don’t want me to undress?” I ask with confusion. 
  “Shut up,” she says as I watch her climb on top of me as she now sits on my stomach. 
  She slowly walks on her knees and places her pussy over my face and then sits on my face! 
  “Eat my pussy bitch!” she shouts as I slap her ass as I can’t breathe! 
  “What the fuck Sylvia?” I ask as she removes herself from over my face. 
  She tells me to get off the bed, I get off the bed, she lays down and says, “Eat my pussy.” 
  Oh, shit, the inevitable is about to take place and if there’s one thing I know it’s that I don’t want to do this. 
  I slowly get onto the bed, place myself between her spread legs, stick my tongue out, and lick. 
  “What was that?” she asks with annoyance. 
  “I’ve never done this before!” I shout. 
  “I’m sure you had oral a ton in your life, and I gave you oral last week. 
  Don’t you pay attention?” she says. 
  “No, I enjoy the feeling. I don’t educate myself on eating pussy because I don’t want to nor eat pussy” I respond. 
  “Make your tongue stiff,” she tells me as I stiffen my tongue. 
  She places her hand behind my head moves my head up, down, side to side, and then begins to grind herself into my tongue as she removes her hand from behind my head. 
  “Go ahead Krista,” she says to me. 
  Do what she did to me last week…I think I can do that. 
  I kiss her pussy, lick, and begin to tongue her clitoris as I find my face become saturated in her juices. 
  I stop licking her clitoris and bury my face in her pussy as I taste pussy for the first time and it’s honestly not as bad as I thought it would be. 
  It’s a bit tangy but also sweet with a hint of salt but again not as bad as I thought it would be. 
  I told Christina I’m great at everything I do and I’m great at eating pussy as Sylvia squirms, moans, pants and seems to be loving what I’m doing to her. 
  “Finger me” she cries out as I slowly move my finger to her wet vagina and slowly insert my finger inside of her. 
  I’ve fingered myself before so doing it to her doesn’t feel as odd as one would think but for some reason, her moans and movement of her body are doing something to me. 
  No way…eating Sylvia’s pussy is making me aroused?! 
  She suddenly pushed my head away from her pussy as I removed my finger from inside of her and watch her get into the doggy position. 
  “Eat my ass,” she says to me as I sigh and say, “Some other time maybe?” 
  “Eat my ass!” she orders as I slowly place my face behind her ass, close my eyes, rim her ass, and then lick her asshole from the top to the bottom, up and down over and again. 
  Without her needing to instruct me I do as she had done to me on the couch the week prior and finger fuck her as I eat her ass. 
  “You’re a fucking natural!” she cries out in pleasure. 
  Admittedly, I’ve never stuck my tongue inside of an ass before, but I’m stunned that it doesn’t taste like anything.  She’s either extremely clean or my sense of taste is off. 
  “I’m going to cum!” she cries out as I feel her asshole and kitty throb on my tongue and finger. 
  She looks at me with amazement and then gets an animalistic look on her face as she unbuttons my jeans, unzips them, and pulls them off. 
  Instead of removing my panties, she slides the crotch of my panties to the side and goes down on me. 
  “You’re so wet,” she says to me as she eats my pussy as I place my hand on top of her head and grind myself into her mouth. 
  I can’t deny it. Sylvia giving eating my pleasure box is so much better than any guy who I’ve ever had do it to me that’s it’s not comparable. 
  As I cum I’m dumbfounded that she only used her tongue to get me off. Just her tongue, no fingers at all! 
  “I need a shower,” she says to me as I look at her and tilt my head. 
  “You want to shower with me?” she asks with surprise. 
  “I had my face in your ass and pussy so what’s a shower between us at this point?” I say with sarcasm. 
  Sure, Sylvia is a bit older than me, but she does have an amazing body and Christina was right, she is kind of hot. 
  I’m not hating rubbing my soapy hands all over her body and I know she’s enjoying washing my body as I can’t think of anyone who wouldn’t. Maybe a gay guy but probably not. 
  Sylvia was right, my mind is doing backflips. The thought that I may have liked eating her pussy is bothering me as is the fact that I know I didn’t hate it. 
  “You okay?” she asks me as I scrunch my face and reply, “Yeah, I’m great.” 
  “You want to maybe do something with me?” she asks. 
  “I told you we’re not friends” I reply with aggravation. 
  “You need to eat,” she says with a grin. 
  “Raincheck but I need to tell you something. 
  I’m not running away or anything but with Preston in rehab and some time to myself I want to visit my parents. 
  I haven’t seen them in forever, but I’ll be back in 2 weeks” I tell her. 
  “I love Miami,” she says to me. 
  “Who doesn’t but see you when I see you,” I tell her. 
  “We can take my yacht,” she says to me. 
  “I’m not taking you with me to visit my parents, Sylvia,” I say to her. 
  Two days later I arrive with Sylvia in Miami. 
  We have an understanding that I will stay at my parent’s house while she stays on the yacht. 
  Granted my dad has been short with me on the phone and I knew he was upset over my relationship with Preston, but I didn’t know he was as furious over it as he is. 
  “Where did I go wrong Krista?!” he exclaims. 
  “Daddy, I love him” I reply. 
  “He’s 3 years older than me. You’re 31 years old and he’s 61 for Christ, sake! 
  “I know daddy,” I say becoming upset that he’s so upset. 
  “You earn a great living…so what if he’s rich,” he tells me. 
  “Mommy please,” I say as she shakes her head and replies, “Talk to your father.” 
  “He’s not talking he’s yelling at me” I respond. 
  “Steven, ease up on her,” she says to him. 
  What a disaster visiting my parents turned out to be. My father would not stop yelling at me over Preston and although I planned on staying for two weeks after the first week I had enough. 
  Going to Sylvia for advice wasn’t a good idea either…I don’t know why I would think that the women blackmailing me so I can marry into a fortune would be on my side. 
  “You look well,” I say to Preston as she smiles at me. 
  “I feel good, and I think this may be the last time I’m ever in one of these places,” he says. 
  “I don’t want to put pressure on you, but I want to get married when you get out of here. 
  Nothing big, just some close friends is all I need” I tell him. 
  “Yeah, whatever you want to do is fine with me” he replies. 
  “I’ll take care of everything while you keep getting better,” I tell him. 
  “I love you,” he says as I smile and reply, “I love you too.” 
  I set the date and am now crossing out the days on the calendar. 
  Christina arrives at my condo and is beside herself with pure joy. 
  “What the fuck are you so happy about?” I ask. 
  “Conrad!” she exclaims. 
  “What about him?” I ask. 
  She sticks her tongue out, tilts her head to the side, and makes a gurgling sound. 
  “No way!” I shout. 
  “Way, I fucked him like I never fucked him before last night. 
  He was smiling ear to ear when I left him to take a shower. 
  After I showered, I had a few glasses of wine while watching television. 
  I fell asleep on the couch and when I woke up a couple of hours later, I went to go to bed in my bedroom and lights out. 
  He had the same look on his face when I left him, and his eyes were open which I thought was strange. 
  I said his name a couple of times, no response, and then 911. 
  I’m sure his heart finally gave out, but I did it, I’m free!” she sings out as she dances in my living room. 
  “We should go and party!” I say to her. 
  “I’m grieving and rather chill here,” she says to me. 
  “You’re grieving?” I ask. 
  “No, you, dumb blonde,” she says to me with laughter as I roll my eyes. 
  “Whatever you blue-eyed black-haired rich bitch!” I yell out as we both dance. 
  “I want pizza,” she says to me as I slump my shoulders. 
  “How do eat so much pizza…how do eat so much of anything and still keep your figure?” I ask with jealousy. 
  “High metabolism,” she says as she sticks her tongue out. 
  “I’m not hungry,” I say to her. 
  “I’ll fill up on booze then,” she says with a wink as she pours a couple of drinks on ice. 
  A few rounds later she says, “You seem off, are you okay?” 
  “I set a date. As soon as Preston is out of rehab, I’m walking down the aisle” I say to her. 
  “That’s great!” she says to me with happiness. 
  “Yeah, it is,” I say to her. 
  “What’s bothering you?” she asks. 
  “I had sex with Sylvia meaning I performed on her” I confess. 
  “How was it?” she asks. 
  “Uh…I’m kind of mind fucked right now. 
  Enjoying her going down on me is one thing but I think I kind of enjoyed going down on her too” I confess as she looks at me and laughs. 
  “It’s not funny Chris. 
  She told me that if I liked going down on her it would fuck with my head and now it’s happening” I say to her with confusion and despair. 
  “It shouldn’t be confusing. You either like something or you don’t” she replies. 
  “I’m not talking about ice cream flavors,” I reply with despair. 
  “Look at the bright side. 
  She’s blackmailing you for sex but if you like having sex with her are you getting blackmailed?” she asks. 
  “Anyway, what’s your next move?” I ask. 
  “Sell the condo, get everything into my name, and sail off into the sunset” she replies. 
  “You’re going to leave New York,” I say to her. 
  “Not until the place is sold but yeah” she replies. 
  “Where to?” I inquire. 
  “I don’t know…I’ve always loved Hawaii so maybe there, but time will tell” she answers. 
  “Back to Sylvia…you said you enjoy her going down on you…why?” she asks. 
  “I honestly never felt that way from anyone going down on me. 
  She may have ruined it for me permanently” I reply honestly. 
  “That good?” she asks as I sip my drink, nod my head, and pour us another round. 
  “How good is good?” she asks. 
  “Forget good, amazing. It feels amazing!” I exclaim. 
  She makes a sucking sound through her teeth that I find odd. 
  “What was that?” I inquire. 
  “Nothing” she replies with a short laugh. 
  I’m happy for Chris but I can’t stop myself from feeling upset. 
  I know the only reason she ever came to New York was to be with Conrad and with Conrad now deceased there’s no reason for her to stay but thinking of not seeing her often as I do makes me want to cry. 
  She was happy and celebrating at my condominium yet there she was crying her eyes with her body shaking during the wake. 
  Christina seemed to be better during the funeral but at the burial, she was such a mess that I had to hold her up from collapsing to the ground. 
  “I was with him for 8 years, 5 years as his wife and he loved me with all his heart. 
  I was with him for his money, cheated on him constantly and I killed him, I fucking killed him, and then I celebrated. 
  I’m a horrible person” she cries out as we sit in her condominium. 
  “Chris, of course, you were him for his money…this is what we do, and you don’t ever have to again. 
  He was 75 years old, and you didn’t kill him, you had sex with your husband, and what a way to go. He died with a smile on his face, Chris” I explain to her. 
  “Do you think why I was with him?” she asks. 
  “Of course, he knew. You said it yourself, he didn’t want to be alone anymore and no matter the reason why you were with him, you made him happy, and he didn’t die alone” I tell her. 
  “You’re the best friend I’ve ever had,” she tells me as we embrace. 
  “Same here, Chris but don’t beat yourself up,” I reply. 
  A few days later I find myself meeting Sylvia at a luxury spa instead of meeting at her house as usual. 
  “Why am I here with you?” I ask with confusion. 
  “Can’t two friends enjoy a spa day?” she asks in reply. 
  “Friends can of course have a spa day but again, we’re not friends” I respond with aggravation. 
  “How’s your friend doing?” she inquires. 
  “I never told you about any of my friends,” I say to her. 
  She rolls her eyes and replies, “Christina Brand, also known as the Christina Phelps recent widow of Conrad Phelps.” 
  “How…what?” I respond. 
  “Word travels fast sweetheart but I’m sure she’s already over his passing. It was no secret to anyone that she was with him for his fortune” she tells me. 
  “She was a mess at the burial,” I say in her defense. 
  “Of course, she was. She needed to make it look good to all in attendance” she responds. 
  “She cared about him,” I say again in defense of Christina. 
  “If you say so” she replies. 
  “She’s not a bad person,” I tell Sylvia as she begins to laugh as she then takes a sip of her champagne. 
  “What would call her then?” she asks me. 
  “An opportunist” I reply as I stick my tongue out at her. 
  “You know all about that,” she says to me with a look of anger. 
  “Yeah, I do but don’t sit here and judge me as if you’re high and mighty when you're doing what you’re doing to me” I snap back. 
  “I’m not doing anything to you. 
  I gave you two choices, and you selected the choice you liked best” she replies. 
  “That’s a rather interesting outlook on things” I respond. 
  “It’s not an outlook it’s the truth but I don’t think there isn’t anything you wouldn’t do to keep your secret,” she says to me. 
  “I’ll have to get back to you on that,” I say with sarcasm. 
  “Have some champagne, enjoy the day and after this, we’ll head back to my house” she says to me. 
  It was an enjoyable day of champagne, strawberries, manicures, pedicures, facials, and one of the best massages I’ve ever had. 
  “Thank you for today,” I say to Sylvia in a low tone. 
  “You’re welcome but if you think you feel good now just wait,” she says to me as she presses her body into mine, and we French kiss. 
  Her breasts pressed against mine would have made me become filled with anxiety when we first began but I find myself enjoying the feeling. 
  I run my hands up and down her hips, place my hands on her ass, rub and then squeeze as we stop kissing as she looks at me with fuck me eyes. 
  “I want to show you something,” she says to me as I follower her into her bedroom, not the normal guest bedroom and I’m stunned. 
  “Your bedroom is amazing,” I say to her with envy as I scan the large and luxurious room complete with a hot tub in the corner of the room. 
  “Make yourself comfortable,” she says to me as she walks through a door on the other side of the room. 
  I sit on the bed, remove my shoes, and briefly bounce on the bed. My butt feels as comfortable as ever on the mattress. 
  Sylvia, renters the bedroom nude and holding a realistic-looking dildo while wearing a strap-on dildo. 
  “Two of the most realistic fake cocks, money can buy,” she says to me. 
  “Those for me?” I ask with a bit of excitement as she walks to me and stops in front of me. 
  I stroke the dildo on the strap-on harness and am amazed by the texture. She wasn’t kidding the dildo feels almost real. 
  She pushes my back first on the bed playfully, removes my panties from underneath my dress, and climbs on top of me. 
  We kiss as I run my hands over her ass and feel the dildo in between my legs as she tosses the other dildo onto the side of the bed. 
  The combination of Sylvia’s tits pressed against my own while feeling the head of cock pressed against me feels odd and remarkable at the same time. 
  Sylvia gets off me only long enough for me to remove my dress as she opens her mouth wide and says, “No bra today.” 
  “No point in putting one on if it’s coming right off,” I say with yearning as I pull her back down on top of me onto the bed. 
  As we kiss, she places her hand in between my legs and touches me as I moan in her mouth and take hold of the dildo in between her legs. 
  I move her hand away with my free hand and rub the head of the dildo over my clit as I look at her with desire and say, “Fuck me.” 
  Sylvia slowly penetrates me and as soon as she begins to thrust, I can’t tell the difference between a real dick and the dildo inside of me as it feels the same. 
  I wrap my legs around her ass and help her thrust into me as rub my nipples and light tug on them at the same time. 
  “Fuck me harder!” I cry out as she picks up her pace and I feel my eyes roll into the back of my head. 
  I’m so wet I can hear the dildo thrusting in and out of me as Sylvie suddenly stops fucking me as I remove my legs from around her ass. 
  “Turn over,” she says through heavy breaths as I turn over onto my stomach as she takes hold of the dildo, she had tossed to the side of the bed earlier. 
  “On your knees” she instructs me as I get onto my knees, lock my arms straight into the bed and feel her penetrate me again with a dildo as I too feel the head other dildo resting against my asshole. 
  She unhurriedly enters my ass with a dildo as she begins to peg me with the strap-on while fucking my pussy with the other dildo. 
  I’ve never been double penetrated before and although I had wondered why it would feel like I never thought I would have it done to me. 
  I feel like I’m stuffed, filled with pressure and intensity. It’s like my brain is going haywire with mixed messages but it feels incredible. 
  “Oh fuck…oh yes…fuck me!” I cry out as my arms begin to shake with my body trembling as I do my best to hold myself up. 
  As I orgasm my arms give out sending me crashing onto the bed with the side of my face. 
  She switches the strap-on in my ass and the one in my pussy and continues to pound me while not moving the dildo in my ass but the feeling as the same as before. 
  Sylva takes hold of my hand and places it behind my ass so I can hold the dildo in place as she again begins to pound my pussy as I make sounds I’ve never made before and again cum. 
  She exits my pussy as I remove the dildo from my ass, toss it on the floor, and roll over onto my back drenched in sweat. 
  Sylvia too is drenched in sweat and panting as she removes the harness from her body and, tosses it to the floor, and lays next to me. 
  “Felt great, right?” she asks as I giggle and reply, “Unbelievable” as I then kiss her lips, place my sweat-drenched body on top of hers, lick down her stomach and place her pussy in my mouth. 
  I like the scent of her vagina, the taste of it, and having my face soaked in her juices. 
  I enjoy sucking her clit, fucking her with my fingers as I do the sounds she makes and the movement of her body. 
  I like looking into her eyes from in between her legs and seeing the look of pleasure on her face as I explore every inch of her. 
  I find myself especially enjoying having her cum with her pussy in my mouth as she is now doing. 
  “I’m exhausted,” she says to me as I smile and reply, “Me too. 
  Is it okay if I get driven home now?” I ask. 
  “Just stay here,” she says to me. 
  I kind of want to stay with her but if I do stay with her what does it mean and for that matter why does she want me to stay? 
  “No, I should go,” I say to her as she kisses me and says, “I don’t want you to go.” 
  “Are you asking me to stay or telling me to stay?” I question. 
  “What’s the difference?” she asks. 
  “I need to do what you say” I instantly respond. 
  “You’re staying then,” she says to me as I again find myself in the shower with her as we wash one another’s bodies. 
  She spoons me in bed as I close my eyes and give into the call of sleep. 
  I awake in the morning alone in bed with a smile, get out of bed, dress and exit the bedroom to find Sylvia in the kitchen. 
  She kisses me good morning and smiles at me. 
  “I need to do a few things, but you’re welcome to come,” she says to me. 
  “Thank you but I have a few things to take care of myself. 
  When do you want to see me again?” I respond. 
  She again smiles and does the usual by handing me a small piece of paper with an address, date, and time but the date is two weeks out. 
  “Two weeks?” I ask. 
  “It’s a business thing that needs my attention so you’re free of me for a couple of weeks,” she says to me. 
  About half an hour later my driver arrives, Sylvia and I kiss goodbye, she hands me a gift bag and I’m driven home. 
  I visit Preston in rehab, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen him look so good. He wants to check out, but I tell him he needs to see it through for the both of us, so he thankfully reluctantly agrees. 
  Being away from Preston for as long as it’s been and the fact that I don’t miss him at all makes me wonder how difficult married life is going to be for me, especially without Christina. 
  I check in with my accountant, a few of my managers as well as the management company that takes care of my properties and am ecstatic that I’ve again had a record-breaking month of revenue. 
  The thing about making money is that it’s addictive and there is no such thing as having enough. 
  Sylvia was right when she told me I could live comfortably than most people without marrying Preston, but I don’t want to live uncomfortably I want to live like royalty. 
  Being blackmailed by Sylvia has affected me in a way I never imagined. It happened a few days ago while I was shopping for new outfits. 
  “Welcome and let me know if I can do anything for you,” the girl in her early 20’s said to me. 
  “I will I replied” while thinking if there was anything, she could do for me it would be her nude with her legs spread in my bed. 
  The thought just popped into my head and never, ever had before. 
  Having sex with a woman was something I thought I knew I never wanted but being blackmailed into it by Sylvia had somehow changed me. 
  Not only was I enjoying having sex with her I’m now found myself looking at this young saleswoman sexually. 
  I kept undressing her with my eyes and imagined what she would look like nude and even wondered if she was bare or had hair on her nether region. 
  It happened again this morning when I was at the gym working out. I was on the treadmill when an attractive woman walked into my view and ten got onto the step machine in front of me. 
  As I jogged on the treadmill I was fixated on her incredible ass as she used the step machine and wondered if her ass looked that good because it was or if the leggings, she wore made it look better. 
  I asked myself the question over and again when the thought of wanting to bury my face in her ass entered my mind as I then cut my workout short and left the gym with my mind racing. 
  I’m becoming unhinged and although I don’t know what to do about it I know I need to talk about it so I text Christina to find out if she wants company tonight. 
  “Yes, please!” she replies as we make plans to have cocktails at her condominium. 
  “Chris, I think I’m losing my mind” I admit to her as she looks at me with concern. 
  “What’s the trouble bubble?” she asks humorously. 
  As we have a few drinks I tell her about the last time with Sylvia, the sales associate, and the woman at the gym as I notice she seems to be tense. 
  Christine always seems to be tense but even more as of late. 
  “Did she turn me gay?” I ask. 
  “You can’t be turned gay but maybe she unlocked something that was always there” she replies. 
  “I’ve never thought about fucking a woman before, but I like fucking Sylvia and now I find myself attracted to random women” I explain. 
  “If a guy was forced to suck a cock, sucks a cock, and discover he likes sucking cock, the act didn’t turn him gay, it just let him know that he would have always like it had he done it sooner. 
  It’s the same with you. Being blackmailed into having lesbian sex made you realize that you like having lesbian sex and had you done it sooner you would have known sooner” she tells me. 
  “It’s worse…I’m not even looking at guys right now” I confess. 
  “You have tunnel vision for women right now because it’s new. 
  Are you still attracted to men?” she asks as I roll my eyes. 
  “I’ll always be attracted to men. 
  I love men, I love muscles and cock” I reply. 
  “Okay so you’re bisexual is all,” she says with a smile. 
  “This is such bullshit! 
  I preferred not to know I had this side of me and now it makes life more complicated” I say. 
  “Not at all. 
  You know Preston is going to relapse and when he does Mr. Winkey will go back to not cooperating. 
  Instead of being fucked by random guys you’ll get to fuck random women” she replies. 
  “It’s different,” I say to her. 
  “How so?” she immediately replies. 
  “Having sex with a guy is him sticking his dick inside of you and fucking you. 
  If Preston has a guy who’s not my type I let him fuck me from behind until it’s over. 
  With a woman the sex is entirely different…it’s more sensual and looks matter way more. 
  I can let a random guy fuck me, but I couldn’t have sex with a random woman that I have no attraction to” I tell her. 
  “Simple fix, tell him that you need to choose. 
  I don’t know of many men who don’t want to watch their girlfriend or wife fuck a woman” she says to me and then looks at me with beady eyes. 
  “What’s on your mind, Chris?” I ask her. 
  “You like women” she answers. 
  “No shit Sherlock” I reply. 
  “Why aren’t you attracted to me?” she asks. 
  “Do you want me to be attracted to you?” I reply in question. 
  “I asked first,” she says with a smirk. 
  “You want me to answer your question?” I ask. 
  “No, I asked for no reason” she replies with a roll of her eyes. 
  I watch Christine twirl herself around and smile. I watch her bend over, wiggle her ass, and cup her tits as I smile at her. 
  I thought Chris was gorgeous the first time I saw her and although I didn’t look at her sexually, I am now. 
  Her long black hair, dark blue eyes, large yet firm tits, lips, and facial features are making me aroused. 
  “Are you bare below?” I ask she smiles and nods her head. 
  “Damn it, Chris! 
  Why in the fuck did you ask me the question?!” I exclaim. 
  “You think I’m hot?” she asks. 
  “Not as hot as me but yeah” I answer. 
  “I don’t think your hot as me either,” she says as she wiggles. 
  “Fair enough but don’t that!” I shout. 
  “Don’t do what?” she asks as she wiggles in front of me again and I become smitten with her tits. 
  “Fuck Chris!” I shout. 
  “What Krista?!” she yells out. 
  “I want to fuck you!” I confess as I then open my eyes and mouth wide. 
  “Awesome,” she says as she takes a sip of her cocktail. 
  “No, it’s not awesome, it’s the furthest thing from awesome. 
  How am I supposed to hang out with you the way we hang out when I want to fuck you?” I ask. 
  Christina smiles at me with a cheesy all-teeth smile and then winks at me. 
  “Wait, why did you ask me?” I inquire. 
  “I’m going to explain my thinking, we’ll talk about it and make a mutual decision,” she says to me. 
  “Okay, fine…explain your thinking” I respond. 
  “You know how much I love being gone down on but it’s for one simple reason, it’s the only way I can cum” she says. 
  “Wow, that’s fucked up” I respond. 
  “So is fucking a guy in his 70’s who doesn’t eat pussy but let me finish my explanation, Krista,” she says. 
  “Sorry” I reply apologetically. 
  “It is fucked up because I can’t get myself off because I can’t go down on myself. Believe me, I’ve tried and it’s not possible. 
  It’s hard enough to get random guys to go down on me but even more difficult to find a random guy who’s good at eating pussy. 
  Before I lost my virginity my boyfriend was obsessed with going down on me and he would do it until I got off every fucking time. 
  Since that time, I haven’t had a guy who’s been willing to do it until I’ve finished and it’s frustrating. 
  I can’t tell you how many young hot studs have gone down below and have cum from doing it without me touching their rods. 
  I’ve had less than a handful of orgasms in my life and the last one was way before I met you and Connor. 
  You like women, you want to fuck me, I need to get off in the worst way so help me out” she confides in me. 
  “You like women?” I ask with shock. 
  “No, but the way you described Sylvia going down on you and how amazing it felt has been playing in my head over and over. 
  When you told me, she made you cum with just her mouth I almost asked you to ask her to do it to me until I realized it would have been fucked up of me. 
  “You want me to go down on you,” I say with shock. 
  “You’re hot, we’re friends and you’re talented enough to eat a lesbian’s pussy and get her off so you’d get me off at the speed of light,” she says. 
  “What do I get out of it?” I ask as I sip my cocktail. 
  “Is it hard for you to get off?” she answers in reply. 
  “Not really…tongue, mouth, fingers, penetration all do the trick” I answer truthfully. 
  “I’m jealous but I can use my fingers to make you cum” she replies. 
  “We can’t” I state. 
  “We can and I need it, Krista. 
  Come on, help a friend out” she says to me in a whining voice. 
  “I don’t know about this” I admit as I bite down on my lip. 
  “You want to fuck me,” she says as she quickly removes her shirt and stands before me in her red string bra. 
  “Chris!” I exclaim as she smiles at me devilishly. 
  She ignores me yelling her name out as she sits down, removes her heels, removes her pants, and now sits in lace red panties to go along with her red lace bra. 
  “Put your clothes back on,” I say in a low slow voice as she slowly shakes her head and giggles. 
  “One time…come on Krista, help me out,” she says to me in an almost pleading tone of voice. 
  “Chris, this is a terrible idea” I admit to her as she inhales deeply, exhales slowly, and quickly springs to her feet. 
  She has a serious look on her face as she removes her bra and quickly removes her panties but makes sure to turn her body so I can see her ass as she removes her panties. 
  Oh my God! I’ve always known that she’s had a great body, but I never imagined that she would look as good in the nude as she does. 
  Christine quickly turns around and faces me as I open my mouth slightly as I gaze at her near-perfect mounds. Her nipples are so small and perky that I want to suck them like a lollipop. 
  “What do you think?” she asks me in a voice filled with lust and yearning. 
  “My bedroom now!” I shout at her as she giggles with a look of excitement on her face as she quickly sprints into my bedroom. 
  Going down on Christine is something I never thought of doing but I can’t help myself right now. What kind of friend would I be if I didn’t help ease the tension in her body? 
  She lays on my bed and calls me to her by waving her index finger at me as I attack like an uncaged wild animal. 
  Within seconds I’m licking and sucking her earlobe as I run my hands over her soft, supple breasts and begin to lick her neck. She makes cute sounds when she’s turned 
  I quickly concentrate on each of her nipples as I alternate between licking and sucking each and then slowly lick and kiss down the middle of her stomach. 
  I kiss her crotch and before I taste her, I gaze at her pussy and am almost in awe. Her pussy is beautiful! She has thick lips that I quickly separate with my fingers as I taste her. 
  “Oh yes!” she cries out as I begin to orally perform on her and enjoy her unique taste. I never thought that one pussy would taste different from another pussy but I’m pleasantly surprised. 
  It’s sweet with a slight tinge of tartness that I enjoy immensely and, she’s enjoying what I’m doing to her as she’s squirming so much, I need to press down on her legs to stop her from moving. 
  “Krista you’re amazing!” she shouts at the top of her lungs which makes me need to get her off for some reason. 
  With her hand on top of my head, she begins to thrust herself into my tongue and mouth as I begin to alternate between sucking, kissing, and licking her small clitoris. 
  “Don’t stop…please don’t stop…I’m so sucking close!” she cries out as I continue to do my best to make her cum. 
  “Oh God, oh shit…I’m…oh…I’m…fuck yes!” she cries as she grabs a handful of hair from the top of my head, arches her back, and then crashes back onto the bed as she pants and then laughs. 
  I lick her sweet wet pussy for a few more seconds and then remove my mouth. 
  “What’s so funny?” I ask as I wipe my face on the inside of her legs. 
  “That’s was the best oral I’ve ever had and I’ve never cum that fast in my life” she replies through laughter. 
  “Feel better?” I ask as she sits up with a look of pure satisfaction and nods her head. 
  “Glad I could help you out,” I say to her as she looks at me with an odd look on her face, slides herself down the bed, and kisses me with her tongue. 
  She’s a great kisser but I’m confused as to why she kissed me, to begin with as we stop kissing and she licks her lips. 
  “You want me to get you off?” she asks. 
  “It’s okay” I reply. 
  “I needed that so fucking much, thank you,” she says to me as I laugh as we get off the bed and enter the living room. 
  She puts her panties and bra back on as we have a few more cocktails and decide to call it a night. 
  “Is it okay if I crash here…my back is killing me. 
  I’ve been sleeping in the guest room and the mattress isn’t as good as the one in my bedroom. 
  I can’t sleep in there anymore since Conrad” she explains. 
  “Of course, Chris” I respond. 
  We’re laying in bed as I feel myself begin to drift off to sleep. 
  “Krista,” she says out loud. 
  “Yeah” I reply. 
  “You think you could maybe do what you did earlier again?” she asks. 
  “You want me to you” I reply with a chuckle. 
  “So bad” she confesses to me. 
  I again go down on her and make her cum in minutes but this time around I also get myself off as I play with myself at the same time. 
  Here I am, nude in bed with Chris yet I don’t feel awkward that I made her cum twice tonight. I feel like a great friend who helped a friend in her time of need. 
  I slowly open my eyes to the feeling of dizziness, confusion, and pleasure as I realize that Christine is going down on me! 
  “Krista…what are you doing?” I say through moans as she ignores my question and continues to lick, suck, and penetrate me with her tongue. 
  “You’re good,” I say to her in a combination of shock and surprise as I’m having trouble wrapping my head around the fact that she’s never done this before. 
  Maybe there’s something inside of us girls that makes us naturals at sexually pleasing other girls. 
  “Put your fingers inside of me” I instruct as I feel her penetrate me and slowly begin to fuck me with her fingers. 
  “That’s good…mmm…suck my clit” I again instruct her as she again follows my instructions to perfection. 
  “Just a little longer, just a little bit longer!” I say as I feel my mind and body tell me I’m close to climax and then cum. 
  Christine stops eating me and slides her fingers out of me as I run my fingers through my hair in surprise. 
  “Chris, why did you do that?” I ask. 
  “You got me off twice last night and I felt guilty that you didn’t. 
  I got up to get a glass of water and when I came back inside to lay down, I thought it would a nice way to wake you up by playing with you. 
  I started playing with you and you started moaning in your sleep and then I thought since we had done what we did I may as well get the full experience, so I went down on you” she explains. 
  “That’s not the full experience,” I say to her as she looks at me curiously. 
  I get out of bed, enter my walk-in closet, and remove the item from the gift bag Sylvia gave to me last time we met. 
  As Sylvia had done, I exit my closet with the strap on affixed to me and slowly walk to Chris. 
  “Feel it,” I say to her as she rubs the ultra-realistic fake dick and looks at me in amazement. 
  “I’m going to fuck you with this so you can get the full experience,” I say to her with excitement as she quickly gets herself into the doggy position. 
  I go down on her from behind and am amazed that she’s already wet as I shrug my shoulders and enter her. 
  I fuck her slowly at first but proceed to pound her pussy as she screams out in pleasure and ecstasy. 
  I cup her tits with my hands as I continue to pound her and then place my hands on her shoulders for leverage as she moans, pants, and cries out in joy. 
  She lays on her stomach as I press my body onto her back and continue to fuck her. 
  “Let me ride you,” she tells me as I remove the dildo from inside her and we switch places. 
  She begins to ride me slowly and then proceeds to ride me fast and hard as she presses down my tits and whips her head back. 
  She locks onto my face and looks stunned as she then closes her eyes and cums fast and hard. 
  She gets off me and flops down next to me in bed as I roll over and look at her. 
  “I thought you can only cum from oral,” I say to her. 
  She rolls onto her side and looks at me with a stunned expression and says, “I thought so too” and begins to laugh hysterically. 
  “I need to get me one of those,” she says to me as I smile, get out of bed, remove the harness, and removed the dildo from the harness. 
  “It’s all yours,” I say to her with a wink. 
  “Let’s get breakfast,” she says to me as we both get dressed and go out for breakfast. 
  My ass muscles and muscles I didn’t know I had are sore for days from fucking Christine with the strap-on as apparently, girls don’t normally utilize the muscles used to fuck like a guy. 
  Even though I worried that Chris and I having sex would hurt our relationship, it hasn’t. If anything, it’s made our bond and friendship stronger and we’re closer than ever. 
  We’ve had long and detailed conversations about what the future holds for us, how to get to where we both want to be, and have put a plan that I’m extremely happy and excited about. I just hope that her condominium will take as long as possible to sell. 
  When I meet with Sylvia after our two-week hiatus, I’m again not driven to her home but a restaurant for dinner and she looks beautiful. We talk about her past, Connor, her family, and my upcoming nuptial. 
  For as many times as we’ve gotten together, we’ve never spoken so much, and it makes me wonder why instead of meeting for sex we met for dinner and talked like two friends. 
  After dinner, she pays the bill and thanks me for having dinner with her as I look at her with confusion. 
  “Are we going back to your place?” I ask. 
  “Do you want to?” she asks me. 
  “I want to if you want me to” I respond instantly. 
  “Did you miss me?” she asks. 
  “I did miss you which is odd because I shouldn’t have,” I say to her. 
  “I’ll take that as a compliment but you're free to go home if that’s what you want,” she says. 
  “I’d rather go back to your place,” I say to her as she smiles at me and replies, “Okay then.” 
  We arrive at her house as I look at her up and down as she looks at me peculiarly. 
  “Why are you looking at me that way?” she asks. 
  “You’re a very beautiful woman,” I tell her as she smiles at me. 
  “Great job on getting Preston into rehabilitation,” she says to me as I look at her with passion and yearning. 
  “I don’t want to talk about Preston right now” I respond. 
  “What do you want to talk about?” she asks. 
  “I don’t want to talk at all…I want you,” I say to her. 
  “If you want me, take me,” she says as we kiss and caress one another. 
  “How about you, me, and champagne in the hot tub?” I ask.
   
  “Sounds great,” she says to me with a grin as we get the bottle of champagne, two glasses, strawberries, and enter her master bedroom. 
  We kiss, caress, slowly undress one another and enter the hot tub nude where we sip champagne, feed one another strawberries, and begin to fool around. 
  Sylvia has always been the dominant one but on this night, I become the dominant one and do as I please to her. 
  I eat and finger her pussy until I make her orgasm and afterward eat her ass while again fingering her to get her to orgasm once more. 
  “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re into me,” she says to me with sexual gratification. 
  “Don’t flatter yourself. This is strictly business” I respond. 
  “If you say so” she replies with a diabolic grin. 
  Sylvia and I have continued our sexual liaisons meeting at minimum three times per week and the sex has not only been getting better but more adventurous, sensual, and freaky. 
  We’ve been using handcuffs, paddles, and bed restraints but our relationship has evolved into something more than sex. 
  Sylvia and I cuddle, talk for hours, hold hands and kiss as if we’re an actual couple but when we part ways, she always has a mischievous expression on her face. 
  “Surprise” the entire room screams, whistles, and claps as Preston and I enter his home. 
  “Babe, what is this?” he asks with happiness and surprise. 
  “Welcome home baby” I reply with a warm smile as he greets his family, friends, and even Sylvia. 
  As the surprise party for Preston’s completion of the 90 days long in patient rehab program progresses, I can do nothing more than shake my head. 
  As I watch him watch the guests eat and drink, I can already see him fighting the urge to join them. 
  “Preston, drink this,” I say to him handing him a bottle. 
  He smiles, laughs, and says, “Non-alcoholic beer” as I giggle and nod my head. 
  “Not too many now,” I say with humor as he kisses me and says, “I can’t wait to marry you.” 
  “Me either, I already signed the prenuptial agreement so all that’s left to do is to do it,” I say with excitement. 
  The part wraps up in the early AM as Preston and I retire to his bedroom where we have sex. 
  I’ve always loved a stiff hard rod inside of me but as Preston fucked me, I can’t deny that it doesn’t feel the same. 
  I also can’t deny that something inside of me has changed. I’m no longer the person I once was before Sylvia and I know that when I marry Preston it will be even more difficult than I ever imagined. 
  I awake in the morning to see a beaming Preston as he kisses my lips and smiles at me. 
  “Baby, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking. 
  I know you don’t want an expensive and lavish wedding and have planned everything, but our nuptials should be ours and ours alone. 
  My family has told me time and again that you’re with me for nothing more than fortune but the fact that you were willing to leave me if I didn’t straighten out and that you signed the prenuptial agreement already has told me a lot. 
  I know you love me, I love you and I don’t want to wait for another second for you to be my bride. 
  I know it’s selfish of me but I want to get married today” he says to me. 
  “Okay but where?” I ask. 
  “Viva Las Vegas!” he exclaims. 
  “Yes…absolutely, let's do it. I don’t wait anymore either!” I scream out with joy as we embrace, quickly pack bags, and head off to the airport where a private jet awaits. 
  I can give a shit where or how I’m getting married. My parents and family don’t support my relationship. The Chambers family and extended family don’t like me so if I need to get married by an Elvis impersonator so be it! 
  I finally did it! I’m finally Mrs. Preston Chambers and although I know this is not going to be easy, I’m all in. 
  When Preston and I first began dating it took 7 months for his true colors to show and I foolishly thought that a long-term inpatient rehabilitation program would extend his sobriety, but it didn’t. 
  4 months, only four fucking months and the man I so desperately needed to get away from is back in full force and effect. 
  He started slowly with a glass of wine with dinner that turned into a bottle of wine now and then. 
  Now and then turned into more often and before I knew it the wine was replaced with beer which was then replaced with mixed drinks. From mixed drinks to drinks on the rocks and I knew it was only a matter of time before coke reentered the picture. 
  He denied it at first but then stopped denying his cocaine use and again started sniffing in front of me. 
  I knew it would only be a matter of time before everything else began as well. 
  Slowly but surely his erectile disfunction came back as I once again was fucked by men of his choosing for his sexual gratification. 
  When I told him, I wanted to bring women into the picture he wasn’t interested at all which took me by surprise. Especially when he told me that watching me with women wouldn’t be as satisfying to him. 
  With Christine living in Hawaii, I had no one to turn to for a shoulder to cry on other than Sylvia which was ironic, to say the least. 
  Crying to the woman who was blackmailing me for sex because I made it my mission to marry Preston. 
  “I made a huge fucking mistake and I know if I try to leave, he’ll fucking kill me,” I said to her with the feeling of hopelessness. 
  “This is what you wanted,” she said to me. 
  “You’re right but I’m not that person anymore. 
  I need your help with something” I said to her. 
  “Help with what?” she asks. 
  “I’m going to form a new corporation, but it needs to look as if it’s been in existence for a long time” I replied. 
  “Why does that matter?” she asked. 
  “I now know that everything I’ve done in the past is wrong and you blackmailing me has taught me a valuable lesson. 
  For however long this thing between you and I lasts, when it does, I’m going to live with the fear and worry that you will tell Preston. 
  You could tell him at any time about my past, about my cheating on him with David, or even that we’ve been having sex for as long and often as we have been” I explain. 
  “I don’t have a reason to say a word. You’ve upheld your end” she told me. 
  “I know I have but I need to erase that fear and worry from all the men I’ve harmed in the past. 
  I’m going to repay them all, every single red cent and I need the corporation to pay them back as if they all invested with the company. 
  It’ll be my way of telling them all that they never need to worry again so they can live their lives as if I never entered their lives. 
  I don’t have the connections to get it done so can you please help me?” I said to her. 
  “Yeah, of course, if this is what you want” she replied. 
  “It is and thank you,” I said to her as I embraced her and cried on her shoulder as she rubbed my back telling me that everything would be okay. 
  It took longer than I thought to get everything set up correctly to return the money. Thankfully I kept great records and with Sylvia’s help and resources, I returned all the money I had ever extorted from every wealthy man in my past. 
  I even went as far as making sure I used the alias name each man knew me by, closed all the dummy corporations that were used for monthly payments thus ending the life I once knew. 
  “Are you okay Christine?” I ask with worry as we speak on the phone. 
  “I have all the money I’ve ever wanted but it sucks to be alone, to not have anyone to share my life with,” she tells me. 
  “I know it is but hang in there” I reply. 
  “I will but take your own advice and do the same. 
  You’re so close” she tells me. 
  “Chris, this so much harder than I ever imagined. 
  Preston is getting to the point where I’m starting to become afraid of him” I say to her with my voice shaking. 
  “Don’t provoke him, Krista” she says. 
  “I’m not… everything sets him off and I think I’m in over my head” I cry. 
  “No, you’re not. You’re in control, you’re always in control” she says to me with confidence. 
  “I wish the fucker would just off himself already,” I say to her in anger. 
  “See it through…no turning back” she replies. 
  “I know,” I tell her as we end the call. 
  I wish Christine was still in New York with me but she’s thousands of miles away and even if she were here there isn’t anything, she can do for me. I know I need to see it through, and I will. 
  “Baby I’ve been doing a lot of thinking. 
  It’s wrong of me to expect you to change for me and for that I’m sorry. 
  You’re my husband for better or worse and I know that instead of asking you to change I should change for you” I say to Preston as he looks at me with his stupid smug face. 
  “What do you have in mind?” he asks. 
  I smile and remove my small bag of white powder and tap it with my finger. 
  “I can’t snort your shit, it’s too strong for me but I have my own. 
  Let’s get high, drunk, and fuck like rabbits” I say to him as he looks ecstatic with my decision. 
  We drink, snort and head into our bedroom as we quickly undress one another. 
  I try to get him hard by sucking his dick but nothing! 
  “Preston,” I say to him with a tone of disappointment and then have an idea. 
  “I can get you, hard baby,” I say to him as he looks at me with curiosity. 
  “I’m all ears” he replies while swaying from side to side. 
  “Lay down and let me do it,” I say to him as he shrugs his shoulders and lays down on the bed. 
  I rim him, stick my tongue in his ass, lube up my finger and massage his prostate as I watch his cock slowly but surely come alive. 
  I’m more pissed with myself than I can say that I didn’t think of this before but I’m happy that it’s working as I quickly insert him into me and ride him as feel him cum inside of me for the first time in a long time. 
  The sick fuck! I thought by being able to get him to perform by massaging his prostate would not want to make him watch me with other men but instead, he’s now joining in! 
  Silvia is still my blackmailer but she’s also the person I confide in after we have our sexual liaisons and from the way she looks at me I know she looks at me differently than she had when we first started all of this. 
  “Krista, it’s time for this to stop,” she says to me. 
  “You’re bored of me?!” I ask loudly. 
  “No, I’m not but it’s over,” she tells me. 
  “Please, Sylvia no!” I exclaim. 
  “We can’t see each other anymore,” she says. 
  “You’ve awakened a part of me I never knew existed and now you’re going to end it with me?!” I yell out. 
  “I’m sorry” she replies. 
  “You’re sorry…you’re sorry?! 
  This was your plan all along. 
  You forced me to have sex with you as a punishment. If I didn’t like it, that would be a punishment but if I did you would do whatever you could to make me develop feelings for you. 
  The cuddling, kissing, holding hands, spooning in bed while having our long intimate conversations, and all the things we’ve done to go along with the time we’ve spent together. 
  You did make me develop feelings for you, you’re ending things with me now and it’s so much worse punishment it’s not comparable. 
  I get that you struggled to get where you are, how hard your life has been, and that you wanted to punish me for conning my way into Preston’s heart, but this is too much Sylvia. 
  Being with Preston and not being able to leave is torturous enough but now I also have to be with Preston, and you don’t want me anymore” I cry in despair. 
  She slowly walks toward me and then sits on the floor directly in front of me. 
  “You have feelings for me?” she asks with surprise. 
  “You’ve changed me and I’m not only talking about my sexuality. 
  I used to think that all I ever wanted and needed was wealth but spending the time that we have together has taught me a valuable lesson…money isn’t everything. 
  There’s no point in having wealth if you don’t have someone special in your life to share your life with. 
  You’ve made me a better person, such a better person that I’m ashamed of all that I have done. 
  I returned all the money I’ve ever taken because you changed me…I’m not the same person I was when we met, you’ve profoundly changed me. 
  You’re intelligent, beautiful, and such a great person I’ve developed feelings for you, strong feelings but it doesn’t matter because you don’t have feelings for me” I explain. 
  “You’re right…I did want to punish you for conning you’re way into Preston’s heart and the Chambers family’s wealth and if I could take it back I would, but I can’t. 
  You’re wrong when you said I don’t have feelings for you which is why we can’t see each other anymore but I can’t be with you” she replies. 
  Why…tell me why we can’t be together!” I cry out through sobs. 
  “You’re married and…and…” she says as I quickly rise to my feet. 
  “You don’t believe me!” I scream as Sylvia also rises to her feet, looks at me, and doesn’t respond. 
  “If I could leave him to be with you I would!” I yell out as she looks down at the floor. 
  “Fine, have it your way, but thank you,” I say to her. 
  “What are you thanking me for?” she asks as she looks up at me. 
  “For helping me become the person I never knew I wanted to be,” I say to her as she again looks down at the floor. 
  “Take care of yourself,” I say to her as she replies, “You do the same” without making eye contact with me. 
  Christina is in Hawaii, I no longer have Sylvia in my life, so I have no choice but to live my life with Preston as I had planned from the start. 
  His behavior has never been this erratic before, but I know it’s because he’s crossed a line he’s never crossed before in his life. 
  His cocaine intake begins as soon as he awakes, and his first alcoholic beverage begins soon thereafter with a breakfast cocktail. Preston ingests alcohol and cocaine all day long. 
  He’s developed a pattern where he parties as soon as he awakes, goes all day long, recovers the next day and after his recuperation day begins the pattern again. 
  For the last two months, I’ve been partying right alongside him, it’s brought us closer and has made him unbelievably happy, but I feel terrible and look even worse than I feel. 
  I’ve been married to Preston for a little over 6 months and couldn’t be more alone, depressed, and lonely than I have been. 
  I haven’t seen or heard from Sylvia since that day in her house and I don’t think I need to worry about her telling Preston about my past and why I married him but there’s a part of me that does worry, constantly. 
  I have dreams of being awoken from my sleep with Preston’s hands wrapped around my neck that feel so real when I awake, I feel as if he had indeed been attempting to strangle the life out of my body. 
  “Baby, I’m leaving for the trip to Vegas tonight…are you sure you don’t want to come with me?” he says. 
  You’re married, not dead and I think it’s great to take some time for yourself to hang out with your friends” I reply. 
  Due to the highest consumption of booze and coke in his life his inability to get hard has never been so bad. 
  He’s watched me have sex with a guy before and I’ve had threesomes, with him and a guy before but after the events of two nights ago I need him to get the fuck away from me! 
  I’ve done what I’ve done sexually before but never had I felt so incredibly cheap, dirty, and disgusted with what I’ve done before. 
  Five guys, five fucking guys used me as I’ve never been used before as Preston watched with a look of joy I’ve never seen on his face before. 
  All night long I stroked two cocks at the same time with one in my mouth while being fucked in my pussy and ass at the same time. I was the center of a merry-go-round, being used for their sexual gratification and Preston’s sexual enjoyment. 
  All of them, including Preston at various times during the encounter, sniffed cocaine off my body and when it was done, they all left me with my face and body covered in sperm as Preston took them out to keep partying. 
  I cried as I sat on the floor in the shower and called Christina first thing in the morning to tell her of all that had happened. She didn’t say much but she did what I needed most from her, she listened but when she did speak, I could hear the anger and worry in her voice. 
  I’d attempted to reach out to Sylvia in moments of hopelessness with no success although she hasn’t reached out to me. 
  I left her a tear-filled voice mail that was never returned, and I even went as far as showing up at her house but she either wasn’t home or chose to ignore me. 
  Preston had been in Vegas for a couple of days when Sylvia and I crossed paths while I was at the mall. 
  I was walking north while she was walking south on the other side. We both stopped walking, looked at one another but when she began to walk toward me, I walked away from her so fast I was nearly running. 
  It’s been six days since Preston took his trip to the city of sin and I haven’t heard from him in two days. I’ve texted him a few times with no reply and a couple of times I tried to call him have gone unanswered. 
  Although I’ve left voicemails, he still hasn’t called me back. I know he’s traveling a path never traveled before but it’s not like him to ignore me like this no matter his condition. 
  I’m not used to being ignored and it’s driving me insane but as Preston is traveling down his new path so am I. I just hope that he’s not regretting marrying me and thinking about ending our marriage. 
  With the prenuptial agreement in place, I’d walk away with less money than the money I paid back to my victims and it would all be for nothing. 
  Tonight is much like most nights as I find that I’m unable to relax. I open a bottle of wine, pour myself a glass of wine, and sit alone in my large home as I worry about all that can go wrong with my situation. 
  I knew it was going to be a risk but as I never thought about or seen Preston’s truest colors, I’m filled with anxiety I’ve never felt before. 
  I hear my doorbell ring as I look at the time and wonder who could be coming to see so late at night. 
  I place my glass of wine down on the table, walk to the door and slowly open it. 
  “Mrs. Chambers?” a man in a cheap-looking suite asks me as the man he’s, dressed just as poorly, looks at me with no expression. 
  “Yes, how may I help you?” I ask as the man removes his wallet from his right front pocket and shows me a badge. 
  Oh, fuck…I knew returning the money would be risky but not this fucking risky! I’m too hot to go to prison! 
  “I’m Detective Rojas and this is my partner Detective Johnston. May we come in?” he asks. 
  I slowly nod my head and do my best to hide my fear and nervousness as I allow them to enter and ask if I can get them anything. 
  “No thank you, Mrs. Chambers, but we’d both like for you to sit down,” Detective Rojas says to me as I take a seat on the couch. 
  “When was the last time you heard from your husband?” he asks. 
  “Two days, going on three?” I answer. 
  “Do you know your husband to have an issue with illegal substances?” he asks. 
  “Uh…um…he has a cocaine problem” I answer as both detectives look at one another and then at me again. 
  “Do you know who this woman is?” Detective Rojas asks me as his partner places a picture in front of my face. 
  “No, I’ve never seen this woman before” I answer. 
  “Was your husband having an affair Mrs. Chambers?” he asks. 
  “We’ve only been married for a little over 6 months and Preston has his issues, but he would never cheat on me” I reply with my voice shaking. 
  “Why was he in Las Vegas?” he asks. 
  “Boy’s trip…he wanted me to come but I don’t want to be the wife who doesn’t allow her husband to have his fun. 
  Why are you here?” I respond. 
  “He was last seen with the woman in the picture who we haven’t been able to identify or contact. 
  I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but your husband is deceased Mrs. Chambers” he tells me. 
  I thought they were here to arrest me but instead there here to notify me that Preston is dead! 
  “Oh my God…how?!” I scream out at the top of my lungs as I begin to cry. 
  “Drug overdose, Mrs. Chambers, he was found in his hotel room by his friend, Reed Callahan” he explains to me. 
  “Are you sure it’s Preston?!” I shout. 
  “We’re certain but we’d like you to return to Las Vegas with us to have you identify the body” he replies. 
  I’ve never been a person who’s relied on luck but when Preston went to Vegas to party, I never thought I would be the one to hit the jackpot! 
  I had Preston cremated against the wishes of his family because fuck what they wanted. They didn’t know Preston the way I did, and I only wished I could have seen the motherfucker burn before my eyes. 
  “I’m heading home but whatever you decide to do know that you have my full support,” Christine says to me as we embrace. 
  She offered to stay with me for a while, but I have so much to take care of with the estate and all she wouldn’t have a good time and I know how much she loves to have a good time. 
  It’s not a competition but it only took me close to 3 years total with Preston, far less than the 8 years it took Christine to cash in which she knows as she smiles at me. 
  “I’ll be in touch” I reply as we stop hugging as I watch Christine walk away and Sylvia walk toward me. 
  “Congratulations, you have everything you ever wanted,” Sylvia says to me after Preston’s memorial service and spreading of his ashes. 
  “Why didn’t you ever reach out to me?” I ask with anger and hurt. 
  “When I tried to approach you at the mall you practically ran away from me” she replies. 
  “I thought we were friends, more than friends but you’ve never felt the same way, so I had nothing to say to you” I reply. 
  “I had my reasons” she responds. 
  “You had one reason and one reason only. 
  No matter what you think of me I need you to know that I was open and honest with you the last time we spoke” I say. 
  “I want to believe that” she admits to me. 
  “I have all the wealth I’ve ever wanted but I don’t have everything I want,” I say to her as I gaze into her beautiful eyes. 
  “We need to talk but I think you know this is neither the time nor the place,” I tell her. 
  “What do we need to talk about?” she inquires. 
  “Please, just meet me, and listen to what I need to say. 
  You’ve always been great at picking dates, times, and locations so whenever you’re free just let me know” I answer. 
  “I’ll be at your house, tomorrow night, 9 PM sharp,” she says to me. 
  “If you don’t show…” I begin to say. 
  “I’ll be there, I promise,” she says to me. 
  Sylvia looks as beautiful as ever yet as guarded as I’ve ever seen her. 
  “I promised I’d be here, I’m here and because you need to speak to me so speak to me,” she says to me as we sit in what will soon be my former home. 
  “I’m selling this place as well as my condominium in Manhattan and what I do next is all up to you. 
  I told you I have all the wealth I’ve always wanted but I didn’t have everything that I wanted because I don’t have you. 
  I understand that based on my past you’re having trust issues, but I need you to know I’m not that person anymore. 
  I don’t how we came to be I only care about the here and now. 
  You have no idea what I’ve been through with Preston to get what I’ve wanted but I’m at peace with it because no matter what I had you in my life. 
  I had you in my life and I need you to be in my life” I say to her. 
  “Why Krista, why me?” she asks with tears in her eyes. 
  “You know I thought I was in love once, but I now know I wasn’t because I’ve never felt like this before about anyone. 
  I’ve lived and been through hell since we parted ways and I know I don’t deserve you but to answer your question it’s because I’m in love with you. 
  It may not be the most romantic story in the world, but it can be our own story. 
  I want to spend the rest of my life with you and if it takes me the rest of my life to prove it to you, I’m ready and willing. 
  Christine has shown me what life can be when you have all the money you want but have no one to share a life with. 
  I don’t want to live life like her, I want to share my life with someone who I love and who loves me. 
  I need you to love me the way I love you” I say to her filled with emotion. 
  “I want to believe you, Krista,” she says to me as I watch a tear leave her eye. 
  “I’m leaving New York no matter but I’m either leaving alone or not and that decision is up to you. 
  “Where are you going to go?” she asks. 
  “Home, back to California, it’s where I need to be, but I need you to be with me. 
  I will take care of everything and I mean everything, and I’ll do so because I love you, Sylvia. 
  “I can’t just up and leave with you to live in California” she replies. 
  “I’ll fly you back and forth between here and there so we can at least try. 
  After all, we’ve been through can you at least try?” I ask as I take hold of her hand. 
  “I’ll try and I’m going to try because I love you too,” she says as we kiss and embrace tightly. 
  I sold the house and my condominium as I told Sylvia I would and purchased an amazing house where I always wanted, Beverly Hills. 
  She was extremely cautious with me at first, visiting for a week at a time, then two weeks at a time until she finally gave herself fully to me, moved in with me, and made Beverly Hills her home after 4 months. 
  Sex with Sylvia had always been good but when truly she gave herself to me and fell head over heels in love with me, I could feel her love during the act making the sex more amazing. 
  I proposed to her during a trip to Paris, she gleefully accepted, and we married in a private ceremony on a beach in California. 
  It’s been a long hard road and I never thought I would marry someone for love but here I am. 
  I love her so fucking much that if anyone were to ever try to harm one hair on her beautiful head it would be the last thing that person ever did. 
  When she looks at me, I find myself become lost in her gaze, it makes me weak in the knees, fills my stomach with butterflies, and engulfs my body with emotions I never thought I could have. 
  There’s no acting in my relationship with her and no acting on her side of the fence. 
  It sometimes amazes me that I say the things I say without thought but mean every word said. 
  It feels amazing not to judge her and not to be judged by her for anything I’ve ever done in my past. 
  As I kiss her lips, she kisses mine and we caress one another gently and softly in the bed of the master suite of our yacht I’ve never wanted her so bad. 
  I love the feel of her breasts, nipples, and her entire body as we slowly undress one another and feel dazed yet focused at, the same time. 
  The feeling of her tongue exploring every inch of my soaking wet pussy and feeling her fingers caress my clitoris and penetrating me as I do the same to her feels perfect. 
  “I love when you eat my ass baby!” she moans in pleasure as I alternate between eating her ass and pussy as she does her best to please me at the same time. 
  The fact she tries as hard as she does to please me even though she can barely contain the movement of her body and head when I please her is one of the many reasons, I love her as much as I do. 
  It’s often a challenge to make her cum fast and hard but I’m always willing to put the effort in. I find the noises she makes when she orgasms to be fulfilling, rewarding, and adorable. 
  “Baby…baby…I’m so close,” she says through her erratic breathing and trembling voice as I begin to tongue fuck her ass, I finger her wet pussy. 
  As a teenager and young adult, I never thought that having my face and fingers drenched in the juices of a woman would ever be something I would enjoy. 
  I more than enjoy it, I’m addicted to it worse than Preston’s addiction to white lines. 
  “Krista…Krista…oh baby,” she says to me in the tone of voice that tells me she’s about to erupt. 
  “Don’t move your tongue…please!” she exclaims as I stiffen my tongue and finger her as fast as I can. 
  I feel her pussy throb on my fingers, and her asshole on my tongue followed by her small moan and cries of pleasure that bring a tear to my eye and joy to my heart. 
  “I need a minute, just a minute,” she says to me as I remove my tongue from her ass, fingers from her pussy, and then lick my fingers as she looks at me with a look of yearning. 
  “I love you so much Krista,” she says to me as she throws herself next to me, kisses me, and then places her head on my stomach. 
  I run my fingers through her long, silky hair and reply, “I love you too Christine.” 
  Please don’t tell me that you thought for a second I was enjoying my honeymoon with Sylvia! As if I could ever truly love that blackmailing bitch! 
  I told you from the beginning of this story that I’m Krista fucking Bryan and that Christine was my soulmate so this should come as no surprise to you. 
  You may have been told in life that there are two guarantees in life, death, and taxes but there is a third. When the table turns on me, I turn the table back! 
  Sylvia crossed a line that I never crossed in my life and the line was trying to make me fall in love with her and me realizing she was. 
  She didn’t do it for money, she did it for no other reason than to punish me for being the best at what I do. 
  It’s plain sad that she thought she could do what she tried to do to me. As if a high school dropout stripper could pull it off on me of all people! 
  Every wealthy man that I blackmailed for money was for money and nothing more than money including Preston. 
  Preston fell in love with me, I loved his wealth and did what I needed to do to achieve my goal, but he would have never known the truth. I’m that good of an actress. 
  Conrad Chambers was the devil, Preston wasn’t far behind. 
  When Sylvia tried her best to punish me by trying to make me fall for her just so she could pull the rug out from underneath me I knew she was just as evil. 
  She refused to acknowledge it, but she was a true member of the Chambers family and just as evil as they. 
  Sylvia’s problem was that she thought she was intelligent which is a common problem for those without intelligence. 
  Had she been as smart as she thought she would have already known two very important things. The first, not to fuck with Krista Bryan. The second, fuck with Krista Bryan and you will get it back twice as bad. 
  After Christine and I had our night and morning together in bed, I awakened a part of her she didn’t know she had as I had experienced with Sylvia. 
  Afterward, we spent time talking about it and realized that we were meant to be and decided that after Preston we would be together. 
  I didn’t expect Christine to fall in love with me as fast as she did, but I can’t blame her because it’s me after all and I tend to have that effect on people. 
  However, I didn’t expect to fall in love with her as fast as I did either, but I was stuck with Preston and I was ready to share my life with Preston until death did us part. 
  When I was told that Preston was dead, I had thought I was lucky. 
  I had no clue until earlier tonight that his passing had nothing to do with luck. 
  I didn’t lie when I told the detectives that I didn’t know the woman in the picture because I didn’t know I did. Christine didn’t kill Preston, she just sped up the process. 
  When I told her about the night with the five guys, I could hear the anger and worry in her voice, but I never thought she would take matters into her own hands. 
  She dyed her hair red, cut it short, changed the color of her eyes with contacts, hung out with Preston and his friends, and then went back to his hotel room. 
  Knowing he had a serious drinking and cocaine addiction she introduced him to crack cocaine knowing the decades of abuse and crack would make for a deadly combination. 
  Preston always talked shit about crack as the poor man’s form of cocaine but as I had done with my own “cocaine” she did with her “crack cocaine” as in use substitutes that seemed real but aren’t as done in the movies. 
  I can’t blame Preston for going back to his hotel room with Chris and smoking crack for no other reason than to enjoy her body because although she may not be me, she’s damn close. 
  With the promise of sexual acts with no line that could be crossed he decided to forgo his white lines and freebase for the first time in his life. 
  The result of his decision was death doing us part. 
  Preston couldn’t have seen it coming as he never met Christine. 
  If only I could have been there to watch the waste of life evil sick fuck take his last breath, but the way Chris described, it made me feel like I was there. 
  After Preston killed himself unintentionally, I could have started my life with Christine, but I couldn’t live happily ever after knowing that Sylvia had gotten the better of me. 
  I knew she had developed feelings for me and knew how much she loved turning straight girls but the fact that she blackmailed me filled my body and soul with the need for retribution. 
  I talked about my desire to not only get even but to completely turn the table on Sylvia with Christine at length. 
  She left the decision up to me but her telling me she wouldn’t be able to let it go helped my decision-making process. 
  It also deepened my love for her knowing that she wouldn’t judge me, and I had her support in my quest. 
  The process of turning the table on Sylvia was both exhilarating and satisfying but it was just as much about becoming Christine’s financial equal than it was in getting even with Sylvia. 
  When I think of the sacrifices that Christine did for me it brings tears to my eyes and fills my soul with happiness. 
  She loved living in Hawaii, but she loved me more and couldn’t bear to be apart from me so she moved herself to California. 
  With her, in California, we could spend time together whenever Sylvia needed to head back to New York for her company. 
  Sylvia should have gone with her gut instinct all along to not believe my words and certainly not marry me, but a rich bitch lesbian is very much the same as a rich guy. 
  I was younger, hotter, and as much as she loved me, I was also a status symbol to her, arm candy to an extent, for her to be admired by her wealthy friends and business associates. 
  I did what I needed to do to strengthen Sylvia’s love for me by attending the opera, going to art galleries and so many charity events they ran together after a while. 
  I was married to Sylvia for a little over a year when it began to affect my relationship with Christine, I understood where she was coming from. 
  My marriage to Sylvia was a con but to Christine it was her being the other woman. She pretended not to be bothered by me being intimate with Sylvia for a long while but slowly became increasingly upset and jealous. 
  “End it now or I’m done!” she screamed with me with tears streaming from her eyes. 
  I couldn’t risk losing Christine for anything more than to take Sylvia for more money to become Christine’s financial equal, so I pulled the trigger on my birthday. 
  Sylvia made me breakfast in bed and told me she wanted to take me out for a special night, but I told her I wanted nothing more than to spend a quiet night at home with her. 
  I opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses, and told her to have a seat so I could get more comfortable knowing the process server was en route to our house. 
  I sat on our bed waiting for the bell to ring and when it did, I waited a few minutes and then rejoined her. 
  The look on her face was priceless as she quickly flipped through the pages of the divorce document as I sipped my wine and smiled at her. 
  I could see her heart shatter as she angrily slammed the documents down onto the table and screamed out “Why?!” 
  “I know this hurts but you should have expected this. 
  You could have let me be but your anger and jealousy that I was so easily able to become a member of a family that you struggled to become a part of was unbearable for you and quite pathetic. 
  You blackmailed me for sex in exchange for your silence and did your best to make me fall for you, but the reality is that a woman like me could never fall for a woman like you. 
  All your husband’s money doesn’t change the fact that you’re an evil, unintelligent cunt who decided to play a game she could never win. 
  I knew I needed to gain your trust which is why I asked you to help me form the company to pay my victims back” I explained with glee. 
  “You forget about the prenuptial agreement?” she asked. 
  “This was never about what you had before me, it’s what we have together love. 
  We keep what we had before getting married but I earned a tad over $3 million last year compared to the ludicrous amount of money you earned from your company alone. 
  I know it’s only been a little over a year, but I’ve become accustomed to a certain lifestyle and I don’t know for a fact how long I’ll get alimony, but my lawyer has a good idea. 
  Add in half of what you sold your house in Jersey for, your return on investments, and a few other things, and you get the picture. 
  Divorces can be extremely expensive, and a lot of nasty things often become public which easily affect reputations and future earnings so don’t make me do things I enjoy doing, and let’s get this done. 
  It’s an expensive lesson but worth every penny of the $35 million you’re going to give me for us to part ways amicably and uncontested” I said to her as she stared at me expressionlessly for a moment with tears streaming from her eyes. 
  “How could you do this to me?” she asked as she began to sob. 
  “This is what I do, what I’ve always done, and you deserve it for what you tried to do to me. 
  How you feel at this moment is exactly how you wanted me to feel but it was never going to happen” I said as I finished my glass of wine, took a seat, and crossed my legs. 
  “By the way, you can’t turn a straight woman gay but you made me realize that I’m not completely straight which I’m so grateful for that I’m taking it easy on you,” I said to her. 
  If you’re worried about what happened to Sylvia don’t because she’s fine. She sold her company for an absurd amount of money, shacked up with a hot lesbian girl in her 20’s, and bounces around Europe. 
  If most people had the table turned the way Sylvia turned the table on me, I know most people wouldn’t have been able to turn the table on her. I’m not most people I’m Krista fucking Bryan. 
  I had always wanted to live a lifestyle others only dream about, and it had been my goal in life to live as the elite do. 
  To board a private jet on a whim to a destination of my choosing, to purchase whatever I want whenever I want just because I can, and now, I do, although I never thought it would be with my wife, Christine. 
  I love Chris with all my heart and feel that we’ll be together for the rest of our lives but as I stated earlier there are only 3 guarantees in life…death, taxes and trying to turn the table on me. 
  My wife did what she felt necessary to speed up the process in ending Preston’s life and although I’m not an attorney nor claim to be I’m confident that what she did was premeditated. 
  There may come a time in our life together where she becomes bored with me, cheats on me and decides she no longer wants to be with me. If that day were ever to come, I’ll have no choice but to do what I do best. 
  I’m Krista fucking Bryan and when the table turns on me I turn the table back in my favor but in the meantime I’m going to enjoy what I’ve worked so hard to achieve. 
   I love a happy ending!  
   A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

  Thank you for reading “When the Table Turns.” 
  If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, visit my Amazon Author Page where you can find all my stories by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

  To be notified of new releases follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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