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For Elena, who is a whore without the celebrity, and whom I still owe billions to over that stupid bet.

There is a FREE BOOK hidden in this text! Find it!

Hi there. Nice to meet you. Since we're about to become intimately acquainted, you can call me Kat. I'm your friendly lesbian kink explorer, smut peddler and deluxe porn story author. My stories are full of wonderfully depraved lesbian domination, doused with a good dose of peeing, some rough fisting, stretching and hard insertions, anal as much as vaginal, a little bit of public humiliation, abuse and degradation, with the occasional spanking and bondage, sometimes coupled with some gratuitous sperm play in my rare bisexual moments and, of course, all of that with lots and lots of beautiful, regular, naughty and oh-so-willing women.

I know, you're impressed already, right? So before you dive in and delve deep into the story and your own orifices, let me use this precious moment of your time to tell you how you can get a FREE, EXCLUSIVE book of mine: “Dark Fairy Tales – Taking Beauty From The Wolf” by just subscribing to my newsletter HERE. Also included are regular updates on new stories and sales, and the occasional little gift. Yeah, I know, like you needed any more incentives, but that's just how generous I am.

Well. Let me get out of your way, then, so nothing may stand anymore between you and orgasmic bliss.

Enjoy,

Kat

P.S.:

CLICK THE FUCKING LINK TO GET YOUR FREE BOOK ALREADY!


Preface

Yeah. Welcome. Have a seat. Take a cookie. Take two, you'll need them.

So here's what happened: My partner Elena is a fond purveyor of romance novels, which is a lie and I just wrote that to use the word "purveyor" in a book. She's really not too much into them. Neither am I. So imagine our surprise when we read – quite by accident, I might add – that the latest fad in romance novellery is "billionaires".

The billionaire, it turns out, has become what used to be the royalty in your mom's romance novels. Duke Hugglesborough, the 14th in the line of the Hugglesborough dynasty, has been replaced by Mark Sandwich, CEO of Sandwich Enterprises, a man of his own making, whose fortune resides firmly on a pile of soft bread and condiments.

How the times have changed! Capitalism penetrates everything, even romance novels...

Speaking of penetration: We both thought this was hilarious, so I made a bet to find a way to include "Billionaire" in one of my book titles. I'll be damned if I can't jump on any bandwagon I fucking well wish! Hence this book, which is filled with glorious fuckery of celebrities – possibly billionaire ones, why not? What more can you ask for?

For me to shut up, that's what! Which is why I'll stop writing this preface and you better start reading the stories. They're the better read anyway.


One good turn deserves another

In my current job, I spend a lot of time visiting the social fringes and taking care of other people's problems, making sure that by and large, things are going well in society. It's not the most fascinating job in the world, but at least it lets me be my own boss, I get to go out and meet actual people that way and I feel that I'm actually doing something good, however small that might be at times. Plus, it sometimes has very... tangible benefits.

The area I'm assigned to is mostly rural, with a few small towns, but like all places has its seedier streets and dirty underbelly. Among those is a bordello, which had run into a few problems that were just mounting up. Unlike most other establishments of this sort, it was actually not owned by a group of pimps who were pushing "their girls" to work for them, but were just renting out rooms and access to its facilities to about 20 to 25 girls who all were pretty much independent and "self-employed" as far as I could see.

This meant the girls were all working on their own accord and actually enjoyed their work, and got to keep most of their profits for themselves, which led to a very relaxed atmosphere. The downside of this was that each of them had to take care of their own obligations themselves - medical checkups, papers, taxes, bureaucracy - and some were just more... sloppy, than others. The place was disliked by certain local politicians who wanted to score votes by showing a strong arm against "immoral elements in our midst", and  when rumours about some large-scale orgies surfaced that was just the thing they needed to shut it down.
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