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Carla is the owner of a fast growing technology startup. She is rich and successful woman in her late twenties missing one thing in her life, a man. One day, Carla asks her receptionist Dolly, why she embraced the bimbo lifestyle. After receiving a shocking answer Carla reluctantly asks Dolly to help her find a man. Dolly discovers that Carla needs a lot of training to learn how to please a man before she goes husband shopping. Dolly begins the training with some toys and a demonstration one night in Carla’s office before taking the fun back to Carla’s condo. After some practice, Dolly takes Carla to a gloryhole where Carla proceeds to take a creampie from a ten inch cock. Carla is now embracing the bimbo and slut lifestyles finding her new hobbies to be just what she needed to balance the stresses of running her businesses. One of the high-end working girls Carla met, Bambi, is now going to introduce Carla to her lifestyle.
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CARLA SAT IN THE HOTEL bar with her new ‘friend’, Bambi.

‘Are you ready for your debut, Sugar,’ Bambi asked.

‘All ready,’ Carla replied, whose new name for her new lifestyle was Sugar.

‘Nervous?’

‘Just a tiny bit.’

‘My stomach was in knots for my first time.’

‘For me, it is a sales call except I am selling my pussy instead of a product.’

‘You always make these distinctions.’

‘They are closer than you realize. Thank you for the opportunity.’

‘Anytime. Our conversations have been quite enlightening.’

‘Same here.’

Carla’s phone buzzed and Bambi nodded her head telling her that she was up.

Bambi watched Carla walk away continuing to nurse her drink. For all of her years working as a high-end courtesan, she never understood the mentality of the high end woman. Carla had everything as the owner of a high end technology startup. She had a net-worth in the millions of dollars, finding a husband would not be a problem if she applied herself. Carla wanted to experience something different. After a few conversations, Bambi reluctantly agreed to introduce Carla to Bambi’s world.

This will give Carla a taste of what her life is like and she will run back to her startup. This was one thing Bambi never understood. Rich men have their kinks. All of them do. Some legal and others illegal. For women, some had a repressed desire to live her life. Why? Who knows, but tonight would teach Carla a lesson.

The famous rapper, DJ Notezzz had a sold out show for twenty thousand fans at the local arena. Whenever he sold twenty thousand tickets, DJ Notezzz liked to celebrate by having sex with five women in his hotel room, one at a time. Each woman was tasked with getting DJ Notezzz off while he relaxed in bed. The first girl, Carla tonight, was the fresh meat tasked with warming up DJ Notezzz. Each successive girl would be freakier than the last. 

Barbie never made it past girl number three, but no matter, the final girl was always a dirty slut willing to do anything, even things Bambi herself found disgusting.

Once Carla had sex with DJ Notezzz twelve inch black cock she would go running back to her job. Her ass would be sore for a week all stretched out and wrecked with her insides turned into pudding, provided she did not run out the door. That should teach her corporate ass that this job was not a place to get your thrills.

Carla walked into the ladies room on the main floor to get ready slipping into a stall for just a moment. She took off her floor length coat before slipping out of her dress. Carla was now wearing nothing more than a black crotchless bodystocking with six inch black stiletto heels. Carla put on some neon fishnet stockings stuffing her dress into the pocket of her coat.

Carla walked out of the stall admiring her new 1200cc breasts in the bathroom mirror checking her lipstick and hair. Just perfect, Carla thought to herself, buttoning her coat as to not show anything off to anyone in the lobby. Carla walked out of the bathroom wearing her coat to the elevators looking at the code on her phone.

A few days ago, Bambi called Carla on Carla’s burn phone at home asking if she could help out on an upcoming job. Bambi explained how DJ Notezzz liked to have five girls service him one after another in every city where he sells twenty thousand tickets. 

Carla wanted in with Bambi trying to dissuade her, but Carla was insistent to the point of booking a flight out to that city under the guise of taking a weekend away.

Carla walked over to the special elevator, pressing the button for DJ Notezzz floor. The view screen asked for a code which Carla punched in before heading up to the floor.

Carla looked at her reflection in the mirrored back walls, turning her panty into a hair ribbon to form a ponytail. One deep breath and Carla smiled in the mirror telling herself that there was no backing out now. You wanted to be a slut. Well, you are a slut ready to be taken by the hottest rapper in the country.

When the elevator doors opened, there was a massive black man waiting to check the picture on the phone to make sure it matched Carla. He told her to open her coat nodding his approval offering to take it for Carla, who handed him her coat and a small purse.

‘One more thing,’ the man said pushing Carla against the wall.

Carla complied shocked at the sudden behavior.

‘I can’t have sex with you, but I have to check your holes. Strictly business,’ the man said roughly stuffing two fingers up her ass before shoving the same two fingers inside of her pussy. 

‘Open the mouth,’ the man said who checked the inside of Carla’s mouth.

Carla guessed this was for security reasons, but the rough touch of this massive man who was six feet, four inches tall.

‘This your first job?’

‘Y-y-yes.’

‘You are the fresh meat so you go first. Get in there and have sex with him whore.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Carla walked into the room telling herself that it was now or never and to remember her first pitch for her technology startup. Nothing could be that bad.

When Carla opened the door, she found DJ Notezzz sitting naked in a chair in the corner watching some porn on the television set. Their eyes met and half a second later Carla saw DJ Notezzz cock, which was ten inches flaccid between his legs.

‘You are the first one.’

‘I guess, I am not good with numbers.’

‘What is your name or do I just call you a whore?’

‘Sugar because I am so sweet,’ Sugar said bouncing up and down showing off her breasts.

‘Nice. Now dance for me. Twirl. I wanna see my slut dance. Let me see how you work the stage in your strip club at home.’

Carla twirled around showing off everything for DJ Notezzz who took a sip of whatever was in his pimp cup. Carla did her best to move like a belly dancer undulating her body just like she practiced on some online videos while the porn video played in the background.

‘So what you do?’

‘I screw?’

‘Your job?’

‘Yeah.’

‘What else do you do?’

‘Get my boyfriends to pay for stuff because I can’t do math.’
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