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Artificial Intelligence

Real stories with real characters are what makes the most exciting erotic reading, not padded word salad or A I. What kind of person wants to read an erotic story created by Artificial Intelligence...! Personally, I find it incomprehensible, yet there are now tens of thousands of A I created books being uploaded every single day and flooding the market. All my books are written and edited by myself, a real human being.

To subscribe to my newsletter with free samples of new releases please visit

www.DantesErotica.uk
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A demonic horror story with pictures and dark erotica for adults only.

Vicky met Antonio when she was with her sugar daddy Gerald at a party on his yacht in Cannes. Antonio was constantly staring at her across the room, but had an older woman hanging on his arm. She knew it probably wasn’t his wife as he was young and attractive and she looked like she was in her early fifties, dressed elegantly and obviously wealthy. And when she caught him looking at her again, Vicky couldn't help but smile as he quickly averted his eyes, pretending to be chatting with his lady of the night. And when Vicky asked Gerald who she was, he told her she was a widowed countess from Germany.

Vicky was amused and wondering what was going to happen as she knew he was freelancer like herself and being paid to escort the elderly woman for the evening. All the other guests on Gerald’s 57 metre motor-yacht were couples and wealthy friends and Vicky was living in a totally different world to less than a year previously. Vicky’s life totally changed after divorcing her English husband for having an affair, but was soon enjoying her new high society lifestyle and quickly found that extremely wealthy yet married men were attracted to her. 

Being quite tall at five feet eleven inches, slim and attractive with long black hair, shapely 32B breasts with long sensitive nipples and what Gerald says, long sexy legs and a butt to die for. Her exotic looks come from her Japanese mother and British father but it was after having her heart broken that she decided to stay single and enjoy the jet set lifestyle. But her life becomes even more complicated when she meets Antonio, a handsome half Italian Gigolo from North London, and is invited to a demonic blood fest by Claudia the widowed countess at her castle in Liechtenstein. 

Gerald’s 57 meter motor Yacht
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Vicky
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Gerald came into my life last year after the divorce when I was still depressed and alone. At only twenty six, I worked for a private bank in London and got to know Gerald as he was always buying gold coins or half kilo bars and storing them in the banks vault. Always flirting with me whenever he popped in and then one day surprised me by asked me out. Although all the bank staff suspected he was married, I said yes because my work friend told me I'd be crazy not to, and being single had nothing to lose.  He was such a gentleman and on the date picked me up in his Aston Martin Vantage and took me to a really exclusive restaurant that I couldn't even believe, they didn't even have prices on the menu..! He even admitted that he was married and that his wife knew all about him seeing other women. However, the agreement they had was, if he ever divorced her, she'd destroy him financially and take him for everything she could as her brother was a top divorce attorney. 

Anyway, after the meal he took me to the Excel Boat show in London where he told me he enjoyed looking at the latest models and when I asked him what kind of boat he had, he just laughed and said, 

“Well let's just say, I like looking of these new models but they're all a little too small and mine wouldn't fit in here.”

I knew nothing about yachts but was so impressed as he showed me around and we were treated like royalty by all the sales staff. From there, we went back to his exclusive penthouse apartment in Paddington where he made love to me for the first time and I stayed the night. 

That was six months ago and the following morning he made me an offer I couldn't refuse. He asked me to be his live in lover and that he'd pay me double my bank salary and I could live in that very apartment which overlooked Hyde Park and was his private residence in London.  I later found out he actually owned the whole block. The condition was that I had to give up my bank job and be available for him whenever he was in the UK, usually for few days, once or twice every two or three months.

I assumed he was in his sixties but he always joked it off when I asked by telling me he was approaching three hundred and eighty five...! I must admit though he was quite a stud in the bedroom and definitely into pleasuring me with his mouth and...  well... I'll get into that later. But generally I found him to be a really nice guy and enjoyed his company immensely. He also surprised me by saying, he understood I was young and attractive and would need a lot more than a few days a month to satisfy my sexual desires. This took me aback as I thought he wanted to keep me all to himself like a mistress, but went on to say, it was fine if I needed to see other guys, in fact, he even told me it turned him on and wanted me to tell him all the naughty details.

So that's how my life changed and to be honest, I haven't looked back, and just to be clear, I'm not a prostitute or call girl, but let's just say... I have a very wealthy married man looking after me. He and occasionally his friends take me to places and parties that I'd never even dreamed existed and treat me with the most incredible respect. However, it still blows my mind what the celebrities and important people I've met all get up to at the weird events held at exclusive mansion estates, clubs, beautiful private houses and especially the parties on his yacht.
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Antonio
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My father is Italian and mother English. I was brought up in a poor neighbourhood in North London with lots of street gangs and fighting all the time. However, my mother was a strong woman that made sure my younger brother and I, never got involved in the drugs and alcohol related issues that surrounded us on the council estate where we lived. When I was 17, I left home and married a girl of whom told me she was pregnant. But three years later she told me it wasn't mine, and because of her constant drinking and going out to nightclubs with her friends and leaving me as the babysitter, it eventually all came to a head and we had a massive bust up where I moved out and went back to live at my parents house. 

For the next five years I worked in various jobs but was never there very long and felt my life was destined for better things. Highly sexed with a good physique and fairly well endowed, I never had any problems with girls wanting to sleep with me. But after my early relationship issues and falling in love with a stupid slut bitch who made me think her child was mine, it somehow turned my heart into stone.

It was after a marathon weekend fucking session with a new girl I'd brought home that my Italian father sat down with me and told me his story.

At first I thought he was making it up as it was so unbelievable, but he told me that before he met my mother, he was a gigolo in Italy. He explained that there are so many wealthy older women that pay very handsomely to have a virile young man on their arm and to look after their sexual needs. He knew I wasn’t into long term relationships anymore as he'd seen me bringing home a different girl every weekend and said he'd counted at least eighty five over the last couple of years. Truth be known it was more like two hundred as I didn't take all of them home. So after his revelation, he suggested that I stop trying to fuck the world and earn some serious money doing something I enjoy.

So at age twenty eight, I registered and paid the ridiculously high joining fee with a London escort agency and my first client was a fairly attractive older woman at the Connaught Hotel in Mayfair. Previously I'd always been into younger girls, early to mid twenties but never over thirty. However, this woman was in her mid fifties and absolutely incredible and to be perfectly honest, probably the most amazing fuck of my life to date. She was from Greece, very elegant and married to a wealthy Turkish businessman, telling me she wanted to get back at her adulterous husband. She fucked me like a woman possessed and it was completely different to all the girls I'd had before.

I knew then what my father was trying to tell me, even though I'd had hundreds of younger girls, this woman taught me that older women were far more interested in experimentation and dirty sex by far. She was into everything, anal, deep throat, squirting, fisting, and even made me cum by massaging my prostate while I was deep down her throat.

My next client was even older but it turned out to be a couple. He was incapable of getting it up and wanted me to pleasure his wife as he sat and watched, wanking himself in the chair. And surprisingly, she was also unbelievable and hadn't had sex in years, let alone a big cock...! So that was another incredible session where he was walking around the bed taking pictures as I fucked his wife senseless in every position imaginable. Screaming her head off every time she orgasmed, even though I was holding my hand over her mouth, believing the hotel staff would burst in any minute thinking a murder was being committed. Eventually, I had to fuck her on top her husband who was laying on the bed. She was sucking his cock as he watched me fucking her arse and when she cum, squirted all over his face. And when they gave me a £500 tip on top of my £150 escort fee, I knew I'd found my passion in life.
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