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Chapter One
 
                 
 
                 Lovely, slender Jennifer Shirazi came from the stairhead, bearing a silver tea service and her smile. Her dark hair was teased into curls and she wore a shimmering short dress of dark green silk and white lace that suited her miles of legs. Her bodice was tight against her slender body, so tight that no bra was possible and the enticing pebbles of her nipples strained beneath the fabric. 
 
                 She moved with the confidence of an athlete, because she was one. In fact, she had been practicing soccer at Bridgemore University when we were introduced. You could say it was love at first sight, but my relationship with Jennifer wasn't exactly love. Not in the traditional sense. 
 
                 "Here you are, Huntress," said Jennifer, setting the tea service on the atrium table. "And Hunt Mother."
 
                 Jennifer bowed to my tea companion, Heather Bancroft, who dominated the room with her poise and elder beauty. Marissa told me that Heather was nearly sixty, but the Hunt Mother could have passed for forty with her fashionably cut gray hair and almost flawless skin. Jennifer poured us each a cup of tea and then served us with sugar, cream, and little lemony cookies from a plate.
 
                 "Will there be anything else?" asked Jennifer.
 
                 "You can go have a seat in the lounge with Cassandra," said Heather. 
 
                 Jennifer glanced at me for confirmation and I gave her a sly smile. She winked in reply and departed. I looked back at Heather and knew that my attempt to go unnoticed had failed.
 
                 "She is a beautiful girl," said Heather. "She has great affection for you. I wish she would socialize more with the other Scouts."
 
                 "What can I do?" 
 
                 Heather sipped her tea and looked at me with sympathetic eyes. "That first relationship will always be the strongest, but the younger girls often struggle to see beyond it. She will learn even what you cannot teach her."
 
                 I nodded, although Heather was sounding a bit like Yoda. I suppressed a grin at that thought.
 
                 "There are ways to hasten her learning," said Heather. "You could recruit another."
 
                 "I've barely been here three weeks," I objected.
 
                 "Of course. Some women never feel the desire to recruit another Scout. If I am being honest, and I strive to always be honest, Autumn, I had hoped your career casting television commercials would have prepared you to become one of our best recruiters."
 
                 "Maybe," I admitted, feeling a desperate need to not disappoint the Hunt Mother. "I'm sorry. This is all new to me. There's just...there's a lot to take in."
 
                 That was an understatement. Joining the Artemis Society had revealed a whole world of lesbian romance, eroticism, and mentoring that I had been blind to. I had suppressed my sexual desires throughout a marriage. Now those forbidden doors were thrown wide open. My Daughter, April, was going off to college and I had been ready to find happiness beyond my cheating husband. When my friend, Marissa, had invited me to Artemis, it was as if all the stars had aligned. 
 
                 To join the Society as a Huntress - a middle aged woman - I had to recruit a Scout between the ages of 18 and 25. I'd been helped by a friend of a friend who coached soccer at Bridgemore. I spotted Jennifer playing soccer and I had to meet her. But recruiting Jennifer had taken more guts than I had known I had. I wasn't so sure I could do it again. And what would Jennifer think? 
 
                 Heather was right, I had developed a relationship with Jennifer beyond just being a mentor. Some nights, when I stayed over at the Lodge, I slept with Jennifer in my arms. Even though she wasn't even quite half my age, I felt very close to her, and she was so eager to please me. How could I reject that?
 
                 Heather cleared her throat.
 
                 "Sorry, I was just thinking about things with Jennifer," I said. "Was that why you wanted me to share tea with you?"
 
                 "No," said Heather. Her expression seemed to sour slightly, as if she'd spotted a fly in her tea. "I am being forced to do something I have not had to do before. I am...I must campaign to remain the Hunt Mother."
 
                 "Campaign? I didn't know you were elected." 
 
                 She nodded.
 
                 "By tradition it has been a perfunctory thing. The elections are conducted one every five years. Perhaps one or two members voicing their displeasure over some petty grievance will put another's name into the box. This term, someone is seriously attempting to unseat me."
 
                 "Who?"
 
                 "Lillian Venture," said Heather, her thin-lipped frown telling me more than the name.
 
                 But I knew Lillian Venture, or at least I knew her by reputation. I had only met her twice and both times she had scolded me for some perceived slight against Artemis. She was the Lodge's somewhat infamous disciplinarian, a slim, beautiful, but very cold Huntress with platinum blond hair and ice blue eyes. She treated her Scouts like subs in a bondage game and, by my observation, she had a lot of young women under her thumb, including some that others had recruited.
 
                 "You have my vote," I said. I was not close to the Hunt Mother, but she had always been kind and generous with her advice. It was an easy choice between her and Lillian. 
 
                 "Thank you, but I had actually hoped for a little more than your vote," said Heather. 
 
                  I waited for her to finish her thought. She seemed reluctant to continue, but, after a moment and another sip of tea, she forged ahead.
 
                  "I built this chapter of the Artemis Society. I traveled to Greece and learned about the Society. I met the Greek Mother Chapter and appealed to them to grant me permission to open a chapter. I paid to have the Lodge built and I recruited the first half dozen members from friends and their friends. I created this, and while I truly believe it belongs to every member, it would break my heart to see it pass under Lillian's stewardship."
 
                 "She seems like she would...go in a different direction." I pictured Lillian in a cross between a Nazi uniform and a dominatrix outfit. Lillian, She-Wolf of the Artemis Society. A frightening, but somewhat intriguing prospect.
 
                 "A different direction to put it mildly," said Heather. "I cannot allow her to take over the Artemis Society and I need to rely on the aid of those of you who believe in what we stand for. Pamela Candy has already pledged her aid. I need young women, Scouts, who will support me in the coming election. I need you to find them."
 
                 So that was why she was trying to get me to recruit a new Scout.
 
                 "I don't know, I'm new..."
 
                 Heather held up her hand. "The election is in a month. You have time to get comfortable, but I want you to think about helping. However you can."
 
                 I slowly nodded. I would support Heather however I could, I just could not imagine recruiting enough women to make a difference. 
 
                 "Enough with this serious talk," said Heather. "Have you heard that there is a party coming up? Just before the election. It will be one of Pamela's infamous soirees. I have heard the theme is royal court and, judging by the amount of the festivity fund she has used, it should be very extravagant."
 
                 Heather filled me in on the party, which I had heard a little about from Marissa, but was glad to change the subject. It certainly sounded like quite a hedonistic party with medieval costumes, period-accurate food and drink, and games to make it a sort of Game of Thrones meets the L-word. I hoped Lillian wouldn't decide to stick a dagger in anyone.
 
                 "Everyone will be there," said Heather. "So best to go easy on the alcohol. There have been some regrettable scenes in the past. I believe your friend, Marissa, was involved in a bit of a punch-up with another Huntress."
 
                 I snorted at the thought of my good friend Marissa getting into a drunken fist fight. I'd never seen that side of her, although I knew she was quite a lush. 
 
                 "Nothing serious, but it was embarrassing all around," said Heather.
 
                 Heather finished her tea and rang the bell for service. Jennifer and Casey came in with their trays and aprons ties around their slender waists. The auburn-haired beauty, Casey, was dressed casually in shorts and a faded t-shirt cropped to show off her flat tummy. The apron added to the outfit made her look like a waitress at a diver bar, while Jennifer looked more like a bar maid at a New England tavern.
 
                 "I'm afraid I must be going," said Heather. "International Artemis business. I hope you understand."
 
                 She rose from her seat.
 
                 "Of course," I said.
 
                 I rose and embraced her. She held me tightly and whispered in my ear, "I'll leave Casey with you. I'm sure she'll be happy to accommodate anything you desire." 
 
                 It had been made clear to me from that start that I was free to approach any Scout at the Lodge and request sexual favors. They were free to refuse, but just the awkwardness of that seemed strange to me. I knew some of the Huntresses indulged frequently in the various girls. I guess I hadn't worked up the courage. To have Casey handed off to me by the Hunt Mother was the sort of honor that made me nervous. 
 
                 I glanced over at Casey and she smiled warmly at me. Did she hear the Hunt Mother? Was this pre-arranged? An effort to pressure me into diversifying?
 
                 Heather departed from the atrium and the girls set about cleaning the table. I moved to the benches that faced the floor-to-ceiling window. The glass roof of the atrium was overgrown with ivy, but the huge windows facing the courtyard allowed golden summer light to spill across the white tiles patterned with Artemis icons, and across me. The sun felt good. 
 
                 Through the slatted blinds I could see into the courtyard. A Huntress was teaching a young Scout some sort of martial art. The older woman's movements were confident and fluid, the younger woman struggled to copy the maneuvers. I watched the Scout try the same kick several times.
 
                 Frustration began to show on the younger woman's face, but the Huntress was patient. She comforted the young woman with a hand. That hand moved to the neck of the blouse the Scout was wearing. The Huntress slipped her hand beneath the fabric and caressed the Scout's pert breast. A flush showed across the Scout's youthful face. The Huntress whispered something to her and leaned in for a kiss. 
 
                 "They practice out there every single day and it always ends the same way." Casey stepped around the bench and plopped her firm butt down beside me. "I think Brittany messes up on purpose, you know? Just to give Kim an excuse to have sex with her outside."
 
                 I became very conscious of my heated state and the warmth between my legs. I stood up and shut the blinds over the windows.
 
                 "They don't mind if we watch," objected Casey. "They wouldn't do it out in the courtyard if they did."
 
                 "Why didn't you go with the Hunt Mother?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
 
                 "I'm, you know, gonna spend the day with you and Jennifer. Hang out, or whatever." She looked away from me and I noticed the color in her cheeks. That crimson flush was a tantalizing insight into Casey's inner thoughts. 
 
                 When Casey turned back to me I was waiting for her. I slid my arm around the back of her slender neck and leaned in to plant my lips against the full pout of her smile. Caught by surprise, she gasped slightly as our lips met, but she leaned into me and I felt her tongue playing against mine. Our mouths opened and the heat grew between us. Casey moaned softly against my lips. She tasted liked bubblegum.
 
                 As we kissed, I watched Jennifer out of the corner of my eye. My young protégé finished piling the tea dishes onto her tray. She sighed, adjusting her black ponytail with her clip and picked the tray up to carry it into the back. She froze when she saw me kissing Casey. I stared into her big, brown eyes. I tried to read her expressions: jealousy, anger, and then something else, something mysterious that ended in a smile.
 
                 I broke the kiss with Casey and motioned Jennifer over to the bench. She stood with her hands folded in front of her. She was keeping her head down so that I could not see her eyes, but I could see that smile still playing at the corners of her mouth. 
 
                 "Would you like me to leave you and Casey alone?" she asked.
 
                 "You know the answer to that," I said and seized her hands. I pulled Jennifer into my lap and supported her with an arm around her waist. "Heather has been thinking that you and I need to socialize more, so she left Casey to socialize with us."
 
                 "Oh?" Jennifer bit her lip. "I thought you and I were going to...socialize alone today."
 
                 She was playing at hurt and I wouldn't stand for it. I picked her up, glad that she was so lean, and turned with her in my arms. She laughed in surprise and threw her arms around my neck. I dropped her firm little butt onto the bench beside Casey.
 
                 I knelt in front of the bench and caressed Casey and Jennifer's thighs. The two girls giggled as I teased my nails on their inner thighs. My hand slid beneath the hem of Jennifer's skirt and up to the gusset of Casey's tight shorts. Their thighs opened and closed nervously. Jennifer's legs were muscular and milky white and Casey's were tanned and slender. The squirmed as I began teasing their inner thighs with my fingernails.
 
                 "You're both so beautiful," I said, kissing their knees.
 
                 "You're beautiful too," said Jennifer.
 
                 "You're hot," added Casey.
 
                 "Well," I said, reaching to my blouse, "Since we're all on the same page..."
 
                 I pulled my blouse off over my head. The soft mounds of my breasts were cradled by the cups of my red satin bra. Without the bra, my bikini-marked breasts fell a little, but were still remarkably firm considering my age. My fleshy nipples stood out hard from my areolas, aching to be touched. I knelt high and both girls leaned in. Jennifer kissed me on the lips and caressed one breast while Casey's lips trailed from my collarbone to my hard nipple. I moaned into Jennifer's kiss as Casey began to suckle at my breast. Her tongue toyed with my tender nipple within the hot suction of her mouth.
 
                 "Oh, fuck that is good," I moaned. "Sweetie, suck the other one."
 
                 Both lusty teens clamped their eager mouths to my tits, sucking and licking and nibbling at my sensitive nipples. I was caught up in the sensations, but my hands were not idle. I pressed my fingers to the soft heat of their mounds, caressing Jennifer's through her cotton panties and framing Casey's through her tight shorts. 
 
                 The girls squirmed out of their tops and continued to play and tease my breasts. Jennifer was flat-chested, but what she had was perky and inviting with her dark nipples. I ran my fingers over them as Casey bared her firm C-cups, tanned all-over, with her puffy pink areolas and fat, gumdrop nipples. I helped Jennifer out of her increasingly-damp little panties while Casey shrugged her firm butt out of her shorts. Hip-to-hip, Casey's left leg over Jennifer's right, the girls showed me their hot little cunts.
 
                 I kissed my way between Jennifer's legs, to the familiar flower of her pussy topped with her trimmed black hair. My fingers explored Casey's heat, her soft brown hair covering her pink, trimmed cunny just enough for her bikini bottoms. I tasted Jennifer. I parted her velvet with my tongue and tasted her hot honey. She sighed and stroked my head. She pushed herself against my mouth and begged me for more.
 
                 My fingers invaded Casey's hot cunt, as tight as Jennifer's, and as eager for my attention. The girls were at my mercy entirely. They only stopped moaning to kiss each other and share their cries of pleasure in a tongue-twisting embrace.
 
                 I was in heaven with my tongue buried in Jennifer's sopping slit and my nose getting a fuzzy tickle from her soapy-scented hairs. She pushed against my face and soon was letting out these girlish little stifled cries that I knew from experience meant she was on the brink of cumming. I looked up at her, watching her sloppy kiss with Casey as I assaulted her clit with my tongue. I flicked and licked and sucked and didn't stop until Jennifer was holding my head and bucking her pussy against my mouth, feeding me the sweet juice of her ripe peach. 
 
                 "That is so fucking hot," moaned Casey, breaking her lip-lock to comment on the tongue-lashing I was giving to Jennifer. She turned to my young lover an asked, "Is she making you cum?"
 
                 "NNnnhnnnnn," grunted Jennifer. 
 
                 "Good," said Casey. "I'll bet you'll cum even harder if I suck those little pink nipples while she sucks your clit."
 
                 "Ahhhhhh!" Jennifer threw her head back and wailed with her orgasm.
 
                 With Casey's full pout locked around her straining nipples and my mouth sucking at her clit, Jennifer had no hope. She shook and arched her slender body against my face. Her thighs locked tightly around my head. I added my thumb to the mix, strumming against her clit and licking it at the same time. She was still quaking with pleasure when her thighs relinquished their grip on my head and she slumped back onto the bench.
 
                 I met Jennifer with a scorching kiss, feeding my tongue into her mouth and giving her a taste of her own sweet cum. It was brief. I wasted no time in turning my attention to Casey. She giggled with delight as my face fell to her breasts and I ran my tongue over her thick nipple. Her pink areolas were soft in my sucking mouth. I sucked harder, moving between the two so that they glistened with my saliva.
 
                 She hissed through her teeth. I squeezed her mound and let two fingers push inside her hot channel. We kissed again, my breasts mashed against hers, our lips smacking and tongues tangling in the midst of a mutual moan.
 
                 "Oh, god, I am shaking," she gasped. "You have me so turned on."
 
                 "I want in on this action," said Jennifer. She slipped off the bench and crawled behind me. With her urging hands I raised my butt. She peeled off my skirt and panties and ran her hands over the plump onion of my butt. "I love your Juicy ass."
 
                 "Oh, yeah," I shook it at her. "Give it a little kiss then, sweetie."
 
                 Jennifer leaned forward and smacked her lips against the curve of my ass. I moaned as more kisses followed, moving inward, along the crescent of my crack and lower, to my trimmed cunt dripping with my excitement. As I felt Jennifer's nose press into my crack and her tongue begin to explore my aching cunt I knew I had to transmit the pleasure I was feeling to Casey. 
 
                 I pulled Casey's legs over my shoulders as I lowered my head between her tanned thighs. Her scent was intoxicating, as clean as Jennifer's but with a decidedly more pronounced scent of arousal. Her labia were swollen and blushing, dewed with her lust, and her inner pink showed between those parted folds. Her clit was quite well-defined and I gave it a kiss as if it were a tiny penis. She shuddered and laced her fingers into my hair. She bit a fingertip of her other hand as she watched me, brushing my lips over her mound, inhaling her again, kissing her, and finally, running my tongue over that precious little bud. 
 
                 Behind me, Jennifer spread my cunt with her fingers and screwed her tongue deep into my pussy. She was an eager lover, as I well knew, and she savored my body as much as I savored hers. She even gave me a little surprise by wetting a fingertip and working it up my ass. I communicated my pleasure in moans into Casey's sweet cunt. 
 
                 I think Casey came first. I'm not sure, because after a few short minutes we became a writhing chain of pleasure, with Casey thrusting her pussy against my mouth, me rocking my hips and fucking back against Jennifer's tongue, and my sweet Scout frigging her delicate little pussy. 
 
                 "Ohmygod, ohmygod, don't stop! Don't....nnnnnaaaaahh!"
 
                 Casey pressed my face a bit roughly against her cunt, thrusting up off the bench and pressing her clit against my tongue. I cried out as my own orgasm rippled through my body in mighty waves, squeezing Jennifer's thrusting tongue in my overflowing channel and clenching her in my ass. She sighed against me, her own pleasure vibrating through my shuddering pussy. 
 
                 We collapsed together on the floor in front of the atrium bench, giggling and slick with sweat and other juices. I held both girls in my arms and kissed them each on the lips. Jennifer rested her head on my tummy. Casey, on her belly and propped up on her elbows, teased my nipples with a fingertip. 
 
                 "How about we go upstairs to one of the member's suites and continue this in a proper bed?" I said. 
 
                 Both girls were eager. I found out just how eager in the suite I had reserved for the weekend. They exhausted me with their giggling and clenching thighs, tongues that were willing to go anywhere and fingers that were just as lusty. We napped and showered and fucked some more. Casey had a vibe that she held against my clit while she leaned over me, playing her fingers in my ass and kissing my neck. I wore a strap-on and fucked Jennifer will Casey tongued Jennifer's hot little ass. Watching that made me cum against the hard base of the strap-on.
 
                 And that was only the beginning. It was magnificent.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
                 I awoke late into the night, well after the Lodge's day guests had gone home and the Scouts were locked in for the night.  Jennifer and Casey were naked and asleep beside me in the bed. I resisted the urge to play with them some more. I had a sore everything. 
 
                 I rolled out of bed and put on a night gown and sandals. I slipped out of the suite and down to the Lodge kitchen with its metal chafing tables and commercial refrigerators. The big kitchen reminded me of being in a school cafeteria after dark. It gave me the creeps. It was packed full of all the health drinks and smoothies and yogurts and juices that all of the women liked to drink. It was a wonderland of fresh juice drinks and I wanted a soda. An orange soda. I don't even normally like that sort of thing, but I really had a craving for it. 
 
                 Fortunately, as a Huntress I had a key to open the door. I slipped out of the Lodge and got in my car. I don't know why I had such a craving for orange soda...it was like the sort of craving I would get when I was pregnant with Robert or April, but I don't think I was in any danger of pregnancy considering my recent love life. 
 
                 There was an all-night convenience store a few blocks away. I had never been there this late and I was surprised, as I made a turn just before it, to see a group of young women standing on a street corner. They were dressed in micro-mini skirts, workout shorts, crop-tops, and other provocative outfits. One big-breasted girl was wearing a bikini top. Another was dressed in lingerie and high heels. I must have slowed down without realizing it because all of them turned to look at me in my Audi. One girl, a gorgeous brunette in a pair of hip-hugging jeans, started towards my car. She looked at me with startling blue eyes.
 
                 These women were prostitutes, I realized. I knew streetwalkers were a problem in the city.t I had no idea they hung out so close to downtown. And this one thought I was a potential customer. How embarrassing!
 
                 I stepped on the pedal and screeched away. I could hear the women laughing and shouting a few jeers at me as I blew through the red light at the next intersection.
 
                 A few minutes later, enjoying my orange soda under the glow of the 24/7 sign, I was surprised to find myself thinking about that blue-eyed beauty that had started walking towards my car. She was so young and beautiful. She looked innocent. What was she doing on a street corner with those other women?
 
                 Maybe I'm just a curious sort of person. Maybe the idea of talking to a prostitute excited me a little bit. I drove back to where I had seen those girls working. The blue-eyed brunette was nowhere around. I was disappointed my vague fantasy had been dashed so easily. I decided to wait a while to see if she returned. I pulled over to the curb a block away and watched. 
 
                 I was just about to give up and head back to the Lodge when a dark Buick swerved over to the curb. The door open and the brunette got out. She straightened her top and wiped a napkin over her mouth. It was hard to tell from a block away, but it looked like she was on the brink of tears. The Buick pulled away. A few of the other girls seemed to be comforting her.
 
                 I was so nervous my hand was shaking as I put the car into gear and pulled towards them. My brain was telling me to keep going. Drive on past. They turned to look at me. I accelerated a little. Then those blue eyes, red-rimmed with tears, looked right at me. My hands seemed to act of their own volition. I wheeled the car over to the curb right beside the women. The passenger side window purred down.
 
                 The blue-eyed brunette walked over to the car and leaned in so that the soft white of her breasts stretched the neck of her top and I could see the lace trim of her bra. The street light was harsh, but could not spoil her youthful beauty.
 
                 "Not many women come around here." Her voice was like honey poured into cream. "Are you looking for something in particular?"
 
                 I wet my lips and asked, "How old are you?"
 
                 "How old do you want me to be?" 
 
                 "You seem awfully young to be out here with these...other women." My eyes kept returning to her cleavage. I was mesmerized by the darkness between her breasts and the way her tits shifted when she moved.
 
                 "I'm nineteen," she said. "Do you want to see my ID? Are you a cop?"
 
                 "No. No to both. I..." With a flash of excitement I realized that I was going to let her into my car. I reached over and unlocked the door. "Why don't you get in. We can talk."
 
                 "Sure," she said. "Talk isn't free."
 
                 She opened the door and climbed into the seat beside me. Some of the other women on the corner giggled and made comments as I pulled away from the curb. I glanced over at her, amazed once more at how beautiful and innocent she looked. She was wearing too much makeup and her low-cut blouse, while sexy, was not particularly fashionable. Even her low-riding jeans seemed oddly out of style. She was like a teenager trying too hard on a first date, and that naiveté made her seem even more attractive to me. She chewed her lower lip and fidgeted with her purse.
 
                 "If you--" She started to speak, but her voice was too loud for the quiet car. She laughed and blushed and started over. "If you want me to finger you, it's fifty. Same if you want to do me. Seventy for all nude. A hundred if you want to eat my pussy and one fifty if you want me to eat yours and I got to use a dam. I, um, don't do ass stuff."
 
                 Hearing her list her prices was strangely exciting and disgusting at the same time. 
 
                 "How long have you been a prostitute?" I asked.
 
                 "Fifty if you just want to talk," she said. 
 
                 "That's steep," I said.
 
                 "When I get in a car I'm expected to bring back at least fifty bucks," she said.
 
                 I reached into my purse and took out three twenties. I noticed her eyes lighting up at the sight of all the cash I had on me at the time. It was enough to buy whatever I wanted from her. She didn't know I was still sore from spending the last several hours tangling with a couple of gorgeous teenagers. 
 
                 "Who expects you to bring the money back?" I asked as I handed her the money.
 
                 She seemed to wince and almost unconsciously reach for her face. I noticed a bruise around her eye, deftly hidden by her makeup, but still visible when she called attention to it. 
 
                 "My pimp," she admitted. 
 
                 "Is he the one who gave you the black eye?" 
 
                 She looked down at her lap.
 
                 "Look, lady, I don't know what your deal is, but don't get involved. I owed money to the wrong people and now I owe a whole lot more money." She looked up at me, her eyes pleading for help, but her voice full of iron. "Forget about it. Don't try to save me. This is...this is what I want to be doing."
 
                 "My name is Autumn Douglas," I said and extended my hand to her.
 
                 "Ashley," she said. "That's my real name. I don't...I don't normally give it out. The girls back there call me Pepper. I don't know why." 
 
                 "Well, Ashley, I don't know if there's any place open to get a bite to eat--"
 
                 "Oh, I'm not hungry," she quickly sad. "Not after...I'm not hungry."
 
                 "So how about a drink?" I suggested.
 
                 I actually didn't know the area very well, so I drove her out to the near suburbs, where I knew a bit of a dive bar I used to go to when I was much younger and much more confused about my sexuality. It always attracted an odd mix of rough-around-the-edges types and college drunks. An odd crowd and we blended into it without question. 
 
                 We sat in a booth near the back of the place. Ashley kept nervously checking her phone and I wondered why I even brought her to the bar. What did I expect to accomplish hauling this nineteen year old prostitute into some late night road house? She had warned me not to interfered with her life. Yet I felt compelled to try.
 
                 We sat awkwardly until our drink order showed up.
 
                 "Tell me about your pimp," I finally said.
 
                 "Carlos?" She took a sip of her drink. "He's not so bad. He...what am I saying? He's the fucking worst. He carries a gun around and he threatens to beat the girls with it. Supposedly he shot a girl in the leg with it for trying to skim money."
 
                 "So why don't you go to the police?"
 
                 She laughed as if I was an idiot. Her expression softened a little and she explained, "The cops don't want to get involved with a hooker's drama. Are you kidding me? They don't know what or why anything is going on. I owed Carlos and his friends a lot of money."
 
                 "How much is a lot?" I asked, thinking I might be able to help out there.
 
                 "You're no better than some of my johns, you know?" Ashley smiled, but it wasn't a friendly smile. "They think they can save me from this. Like I sucked their dick so good they want me as their girlfriend or something. They don't know what's going on in my life. You think you can just write me a check or something? Buy me off like some sort of slave or something?"
 
                 She knocked back her drink.
 
                 "It's not like that," I objected. "I'm part of an organization that--"
 
                 "Save it," she said. "You don't want to get involved in my shit, Autumn. I'm sure you're a nice lady, but keep writing checks for starving kids in Africa if you want to feel better about yourself."
 
                 There was something about her petulance that was infuriatingly attractive to me. I decided I liked it and I liked the way she was trying to hold me at arm's length. My concerned mother act, if I could even call it an act, was obviously not working with Ashley. She looked innocent and young, but whatever she had been through had hardened her. I needed to crack through her defenses and there was one way I knew would work, because it already had worked with her.
 
                 As she reached to check her phone again I grabbed her wrist. I held it tightly. 
 
                 "Let go," she whined.
 
                 I didn't. I looked her in the eyes and scooted closer to her in the booth. I leaned into her shoulder, inhaling the scent of her perfume covering a hint of sweat. 
 
                 "If you don't want to talk about it," I said, "I still want my money's worth."
 
                 I slid my free hand under the table and unbuttoned her jeans. My fingertips slid into the front of her panties. I could feel the heat of her sex. 
 
                 "Right here?" she whispered.
 
                 I looked around the bar. The crowd was thinning out. We were in a dark corner and the booth added some protection, but anyone could look over and see us. I nodded to Ashley and slid my hand deeper, between her clenched thighs and beneath the pressure of the tight denim. Her pussy was shaved bare. It was warm and dry and soft as a plush doll as I squeezed her mound beneath my fingers. 
 
                 Her clit was hiding from me, so I began to rub and kneed her pussy, opening her folds as I leaned in and kissed her neck. I felt her goosebumps beneath my lips. I kissed to her ear and teased her earlobe with my tongue. Her breath caught in her throat and a soft moan, almost inaudible, escaped her parted lips.
 
                 "I'm not afraid of him," I whispered. "I can protect you."
 
                 I wasn't sure if that was true, but I felt like it was more important to assert it, to assert myself, than to let any doubt creep into Ashley's mind. I was aware of what I was doing. Don't think I'm a perverted bitch. Okay, maybe a little perverted, but my motives were pure. I wanted to get this young woman off the street and sexual aggression was the only authority to which she responded.
 
                 I ran my tongue up to her earlobe and nibbled there as my fingers began to drive her to arousal. Ashley turned her head and suppressed an unwilling giggle. I turned her head back and forced her to look me in the eyes. She chewed her lip, like she had in the car, but I wouldn't let her look away from me. She was growing wet beneath her fingers. 
 
                 "That's it," I whispered. "It's okay. I won't hurt you."
 
                 "Ooooo," the soft syllable blew from her lips. I kissed her and slipped my fingers into the hot channel of her pussy. She was tight and wet and her muscles squeezed around me. Ashley melted into my embrace, pushing her cunt against my fingers and opening her mouth to me. I tasted her sweet drink on her lips and in her mouth. 
 
                 With our lips joined and our bodies pressed together in the darkness of the booth it was as if we were in another world. The sounds of the bar seemed to recede and I could hear every soft moan of pleasure and every lewd sound of her body responding to my fingers. I fucked her with my fingers, faster and faster, pressing her against the wall inside the booth. 
 
                 I knew the waitress came and I didn't care. Neither did Ashley. Her hand slipped under my gown. She caressed between my legs and realized  I wasn't wearing anything beneath the thing fabric of the night gown. My nipples were ridiculous hard beneath it and she teased them with her fingers. I appreciated her reciprocation, but I brushed aside her teasing fingers and closed my thighs tightly around her hand.
 
                 "I want you to cum for me," I whispered into her kiss. My thumb was stroking her clit as I urgently moved two fingers in and out of her hot trench.
 
                 "I'm close," she admitted.
 
                 "Pull your top down," I hissed.
 
                 She didn't even resist. She slid her top down for me and pulled her bra beneath her nipples. The elastic of her top bit into her titflesh, squeezing and piling it up like two overf-frosted cupcakes topped with pink cherries. I sucked her nipple, bathing it with my tongue and filling my mouth with her creamy breast. 
 
                 "Oh fuck," she sighed. "Oh, fuck, I'm going to...I'm going to..."
 
                 She fucked against my fingers, her body and lust doing at least as much as me to push her over the brink. I could feel the rhythmic contractions of her pussy around my thrusting fingers. I beat a merciless tempo against her clit with my thumb. I sucked her nipple and then bit it just hard enough to send a spike of pain into the midst of her pleasure. A crack of the whip to drive the chariot of her orgasm. 
 
                 The waitress was watching us and, when we emerged from our intense haze of lust, she promptly kicked us out of the bar. I think that was a first. I know it was a first for getting kicked out for messing around with another woman.
 
                 We went out the door laughing. Ashley hung on my arm as I gestured back to the angry waitress with a finger covered in Ashley's glistening cum. Ashley flashed her beautiful breasts, which sent her into another fit of laughter. Her demeanor shifted once we were back inside the car. It was as if the environment of a car activated her business sense. She straightened up and smiled politely, obviously no longer caught up in the moment.
 
                 "You can take me back to where you picked me up," she said as I started the engine.
 
                 "I want to take you somewhere else, first," I said. I saw her frown and quickly added, "It will only take a few minutes."
 
                 "Alright," she said. "But you'd better mean it. Carlos is coming by to pick up his money for the night and if I'm not there it's...it will be serious trouble."
 
                 The downtown area was deserted. It was too late for the handful of bars and restaurants downtown to be open. The street lights flashed hypnotically over Ashley's face. I reached across the seat and put my hand on her leg. 
 
                 "Where are you taking me, Autumn?"
 
                 "Right here," I said, and squeezed her leg as we arrived outside the Lodge. 
 
                 "That's a nice house. Why are you showing it to me?"
 
                 "It's the Artemis Society," I said. "It's an exclusive club for women. Members, as well as their guests, are allowed to stay in that house for as long as they want."
 
                 "What do you mean a club for women? Like a health club?" 
 
                 "Sure, that's part of it, but it's more like a...secret society. Really powerful women in the city belong to Artemis and they mentor young women like you. They - we - help to put them on the right path in life."
 
                 "And what do these older women get out of it?" asked Ashley, raising an eyebrow. 
 
                 "Companionship," I said and squeezed her leg again. "Friendship and only what the young woman wants to give. No one is coerced to do anything."
 
                 That wasn't entirely true. There were certainly incentives to playing the game for the Scouts and for being free with their affections. But they were never punished for politely refusing. Not as long as Heather remained the Hunt Mother at least. I had a feeling the story might be different if Lillian Venture successfully unseated Heather.
 
                 Ashley studied the Lodge and seemed to consider what I was saying. 
 
                 "If I agreed to join," she said. "You can protect me from Carlos?"
 
                 "Yes," I said without hesitation.
 
                 "What if he comes here with a gun?"
 
                 "We look out for our members." I gave her leg another squeeze. "As long as you stay clean and stay away from the life you've been sucked into, we can protect you."
 
                 "Alright," she said. 
 
                 "There are some things you need to know about joining," I said. I proceeded to explain that I would be her sponsor and we would have to perform the ritual of induction together, bringing her into the society while the other Huntresses and Scouts watched. I had to carefully explain that one. Thankfully, Ashley was excited by the idea rather than turned off. 
 
                 "You like to do it in front of other people, don't you?" she said.
 
                 "We like it all sorts of ways," I said and I leaned across the seat to give her a tantalizing tongue-kiss. Her lips were parted and eyes closed as I separated, a light strand of saliva momentarily connecting our lips. 
 
                 "Do you want to go inside?" I asked, feeling confident she would say yes. 
 
                 "No. I have to get my earning to Carlos so that I can go back to my apartment and get my things. There isn't much important to me, but I have some pictures and stuff like that I need to get."
 
                 "What if he finds out you're planning on leaving?" I said with concern.
 
                 "He won't." She put her hands in mine. "Come to the corner tomorrow at midnight. I'll be waiting for you."
 
                 I reluctantly drove her back to the corner. A silver Mercedes was idling nearby  and, as I pulled closer, I saw a big Latino man standing with the prostitutes. He was wearing an oversized fur coat and he had long, slicked-back hair and a goatee beard. There were many gold rings on his fingers. It wasn't quite the stereotype of a pimp, but it wasn't far off.
 
                 "Carlos," I said.
 
                 "Yeah," whispered Ashley. "Just pull up and let me out. Don't say anything."
 
                 I tried to do as she said, but as Ashley was hustling her juicy butt out of my the seat, Carlos put his hands on the roof of my car and leaned in. I could smell the booze and marijuana smoke on him.
 
                 "Ladies' night, huh? You girls have fun? Did little Pepper treat you right?"
 
                 I recalled that Pepper was Ashley's street name. Carlos's mocking tone and his use of the nickname, as if it were a pet name, was infuriating.
 
                 "Yeah," I said, trying to sound sure of myself. "She works hard for her money."
 
                 He turned Ashley around and hugged her with her back against him. He ground his hips as if he was fucking her ass. He reached around to her breasts and squeezed them through her top.
 
                 "Did she show you these titties? Oh, nice titties. Nice, juicy, suckable titties. You got some nice ones too. You ever want to come back and get some dick in the middle of that, you just call in advance, baby. I'll give it to you half price." 
 
                 I rolled my eyes. I wanted to smack him and pull Ashley into the car, but I knew I had to let her go with him. I reached across the seat and pulled the door closed. Carlos laughed at me and played with Ashley's breasts, bouncing them up and down with his hands. I pulled away. I glanced in the rearview mirror and felt sick as I saw him roughly spin her around. It took every bit of my common sense not to turn around and confront him.
 
                 The only thing that kept me driving in the right direction was the knowledge that I was going to save Ashley from that scumbag. And, if possible, I would make him pay for what he had done.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
                 I drove back to my house instead of back to the Lodge. I felt a little guilty slipping out on Jennifer and Casey like that and not going back. I left a text, but it was still a crummy thing to do to my Scout and my new friend. Going back to my house while April was asleep in her room and my husband was asleep in our bed was very strange. It was even stranger to quietly slide into the bed beside Gerald. I knew he was cheating on me. He had to suspect I was cheating on him. I had hardly been around at all since joining Artemis. 
 
                 I let out a surprised grunt as he rolled onto his side and threw an arm over me. It was hard getting to sleep with him snoring in my ear and my mind full of thoughts of Ashley and Carlos and what the future might hold. I managed to grab a couple hours sleep and somehow woke up, feeling almost refreshed, before anyone else had risen. I showered and dressed and went downstairs to make breakfast for everyone.
 
                 I've never been big on those sort of "mom breakfasts" you see on TV. I was feeling guilty though and I went all out with pancakes, bacon, omelets and freshly-squeezed orange juice. By the time Gerald and April came down the stairs the table was piled high and the kitchen smelled like a restaurant. 
 
                 "Wow, honey. This is quite the spread." Gerald gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I don't think he noticed that I winced from the sensation of his whiskers on my face. 
 
                 Sitting down to breakfast with them, even without my eldest son, Robert, made me feel like a mom all over again. April talked excitedly about her still-new car and Gerald said he was going to play golf on Sunday. I let it all wash over me and enjoyed them enjoying the food. My husband was at least pretending to be interested in me. 
 
                 April was growing up into a woman. I just wished her maturity and self-awareness would match her dynamite body. Her breasts are bigger than mine and, judging by her nipples pressing beneath her gray tank, she still isn't wearing a bra as much as she should. The best way to combat sagging is to keep them under wraps, or so I have read. I made a mental note to take April bra shopping before she goes off to college.  
 
                 After breakfast, Marissa stopped by with her daughter Eve, who still has an immature body, but has all the maturity my daughter lacks. That's a nice way of saying she dresses like a slut. A fact Marissa seemed to take pride in the last time I pointed it out.
 
                 "She is exploring her sexuality," said Marissa. "I don't want to stand in the way."
 
                 While the girls were around, Marissa and I engaged in a bit of coded conversation about "the club" and "the party." The girls went off to the pool to go for a swim, allowing me to talk more freely with my old friend.
 
                 "Heather told me that Lillian is going to oppose her in the election," I said. "And she wanted me to recruit new Scouts to pack the vote against Lillian."
 
                 "You cast TV commercials," said Marissa. "You should have your pick of any young woman you want. It should be easier for you than Pamela."
 
                 Pamela, the Bridgemore soccer coach, had helped me meet Jennifer. But I was still reluctant to use my job to bring girls into Artemis. It felt a little too much like pimping and, under the current circumstances, I did not want to think about doing that.
 
                 "I think I have a possible recruit," I said. "She's gorgeous, but she is in a lot of trouble."
 
                 "That's like half of what Artemis was made for," said Marissa. "We love charity cases."
 
                 I did not go into too much detail about Ashley's circumstances, but I mentioned a "dangerous boyfriend" and Marissa said jealous boys were a regular problem. 
 
                 "The doors all lock and we're in a house full of trained hunters and marital artists," said Marissa. "I've never worried before."
 
                 I changed the subject again to Pamela's big party. Marissa said she knew of a great place to get costumes for the Medieval-themed party. 
 
                 "She does movie props and stuff so you know it's high end. She's a former Scout and she gives discounts to any Artemis members. Best part...she has a bar in her shop. You can get drunk while you try on outfits." 
 
                 "That sounds like you, Marissa." I didn't mention that Heather had warned me about Marissa's past drunken antics at Artemis parties.
 
                 "Me and you will go before the party. Get Jennifer's measurements, or she can come with us, it'll be a whole bunch of fun."
 
                 I saw Eve and April coming down the stairs and I quickly agreed.
 
                 "Give me a call next week," I said.
 
                 "Good luck with your new Scout," she said.
 
                 My daughter heard it and gave me an odd look. I shook my head as if to indicate Marissa was being silly. I had to remember Marissa was not as discrete as me before she exposed my secret life to my family.
 
                 April went with Eve and Marissa to the mall, leaving me to get ready for the evening. I called Jennifer just to let her know what was happening. I didn't go into much detail. 
 
                 "Will I like her?" she asked, sounding more than a little doubtful.
 
                 "I think so," I said. "Don't worry, sweetie. I promise she won't come between you and me. We have something that can't be...it's real."
 
                 "I know," she said, still sounding doubtful. "I'm going to hang out with Casey today."
 
                 "Do whatever you'd like with Casey," I said, trying to make the meaning clear in my tone. "Anything."
 
                 "I'll see if she wants to work out and maybe watch a movie or something."
 
                 "Sounds like fun," I said. "I'll probably see you later tonight."
 
                 It was strange, carrying on a marriage and have a daughter heading to college, and yet feeling obligated to check in with a lover maybe only a few months older than April. I knew Marissa had several lovers among the Artemis Scouts and she had advised me to "keep my distance" emotionally from Jennifer. I guess I wasn't doing a very good job of that.
 
                 That night I dressed casually, but comfortably, with a new bra and panty set that looked fantastic. Yellow lace with just a hint of lift and support on the bra and a pair of boy shorts that fit snugly over my plump ass. Jeans and a Bridgemore sweatshirt. And my pepper spray, just in case things got rough.
 
                 Just before midnight I left Gerald snoring in the den with some old movie on the TV and I crept out to my car. My nerves really had me on edge. I had the unshakeable feeling that things were not going to go as I planned. A feeling that turned ice cold when I arrived at the corner to find only the silver Mercedes waiting for me. 
 
                 Carlos leaned against the side of his car. When he saw me approaching he motioned me over. I thought about slamming on the accelerator and driving away. That probably was the smart thing to do, but I was at least partly being ruled by my emotions. I wanted to save Ashley. However misguided, I intended to see that through to the end.
 
                 I pulled up beside Carlos and rolled my passenger side window down. He leaned into the car, resting his elbows on the edge of the window.
 
                 "Hey there, sugar," he said. "Looking for a good time?"
 
                 His laughter was high-pitched and grating. I wanted to pepper spray him.
 
                 "Where is she?" I asked.
 
                 "You looking for your little girl, Pepper? That right, Mama? You like her to be your little girl? I don't judge. I don't judge you want to fuck your daughter." He laughed again, taking a couple steps away and seeming to struggle to regain his ability to talk. 
 
                 I started to pull away and he came back to the window. 
 
                 "Pepper is working tonight," he said. "I'm having a little party up in the hills. A real exclusive sort of thing. I invited a whole bunch of guys with the biggest cocks and they're going to take turns with her."
 
                 "You son of a bitch," I hissed.
 
                 "Oh, you don't like that? Well, I was going to invite you, mama. I bet you need a big, hard cock to set you straight." The smile hardened on his face. "I know what you tried to do, bitch. You think you can just come around here and drive up in your little Audi and steal my girl with your dyke bullshit? If you were a man I'd beat your teeth out. But I like to play fair...give a girl a chance. Right, mama?"
 
                 "What do you want? I can give you money."
 
                 "Mmmmm. I don't think you can give me enough money. Pepper has big debts. No, I prefer to take a chance. Do a little gambling. Do you like to gamble?" 
 
                 "Just tell me what you want, you piece of shit." I reached into my purse and put my hand on the pepper spray.
 
                 "No need to be so hostile," he said. "The party is happening right now up at my place and Pepper is the entertainment. She hasn't gone on stage yet, if you know what I mean. I bet you want to save her from that, right? Then I want some entertainment to replace our little gangbang, and since you love the pussy I have just the thing for you. One of my girls by the name of Brandy loves to bump pussies. Lesbo wrestling, we call it. I want you and Brandy to get it on for us. Put on a little show. If you make Brandy cum first, I'll let you take Pepper."
 
                 The idea was appalling, but I was desperate to protect Ashley from a gangbang. 
 
                 "What happens if she makes me cum?" I asked.
 
                 "Well, mama, if Brandy gets you off, then I'm afraid you get to join your girl as the evening's main event. You're going to get gangbanged right along with her. And you know I am going to be first up."
 
                 He thrust his crotch at the open window. I wanted to scream with anger and drive over this disgusting pig.
 
                 "What's it gonna be, mama? Should I call up to the party and let them know to set up for wrestling or should I have them start in with the main event? I bet Pepper's teenage pussy won't be so tight after tonight."
 
                 "No," I said. "I'll do it. I'll...I'll wrestle."
 
                 "Follow me," he said and climbed into his car.
 
                 Reluctantly, I did follow him. He lived in the far northern edge of the city, in the hills that overlooked much of the downtown. It was hard to believe Carlos owned one of the mansions in this posh neighborhood. I had pictured him as a common street thug. The fact that he was fantastically rich just made him more dangerous and made me more afraid about what I was getting myself into.
 
                 A gated property opened up and I followed Carlos up the winding drive to a magnificent, ultra-modern mansion of right angles and tiered floors. It was like Frank Lloyd Wright on acid. Judging by the number of cars parked around the drive, Carlos had not been lying about the party. He was waiting for me when I got out and he tried to take hold of my arm. I jerked it away from him.
 
                 "Just being friendly, mama," he laughed. "They're setting up the room for you now. I bet you have a real life, don't you? A couple of kids and a fat husband who doesn't pay attention to you. Am I right? Well, that's okay, you can wear a mask when you play with Brandy."
 
                 He stopped and turned on me.
 
                 "That mask comes off if you lose. That mask comes off and I'm going to fuck that pretty mouth and put my cum," he circled my face, "all around here. And take a picture for you. Make you a star."
 
                 "You're scum," I said.
 
                 "You're here at scum's party." 
 
                 He opened the door and we descended a staircase. I could hear the sounds of a party all around me. It sounded like men and women were around. Adding to the strange atmosphere of Carlos's house were the many pieces of art. They had occult, almost demonic suggestions and lewd subject matter. There were paintings of goats having sex with women, murals of demons with obscene phalluses rising from churning seas to smash ships, and Japanese-style illustrations of women being subjected to extreme bondage by satyr-legged imps. 
 
                 Each step I took deeper into Carlos's lair made me regret my decision. I knew I should have turned and ran away. I should have given up on Ashley. But I didn't. Something kept me following behind him. Something pushed me through my doubts and fears.
 
                 "Just through here, mama," said Carlos. "Your baby girl is waiting for you."
 
                 He used a key hung around his neck to open the door. My heart leapt in my chest as he opened the door and revealed Ashley was inside. I ran to her and threw my arms around her neck. She buried her face in my shoulder and cried.
 
                 "You have ten minutes to get ready," said Carlos. "The mask is in the locker. You wear bra and panties only."
 
                 He shut and locked the door behind us. 
 
                 "You shouldn't have come here," said Ashley through her tears. "Carlos is never going to let either of us go. He's going to--"
 
                 "Shhh." I hugged her tightly and kissed her forehead. "I can beat this woman he wants me to fight."
 
                 "He wants you to fuck Brandy?" She sounded even more distraught. "Autumn, nobody ever beats Brandy. She is some sort of sex freak. She will pin you down and make you cum right away. I've seen her in Carlos's weird games."
 
                 "You've watched her before?"
 
                 "Yes," she said. "It's hopeless."
 
                 "Look, we don't have much time, but tell me everything you know about her." 
 
                 I stripped while Ashley talked. I kicked off my shoes and slid out of my jeans. Ashley was distracted as I peeled the jeans down over the round onion of my ass. She watched intently as I pulled the sweatshirt over my head, my big tits bouncing as I tossed it aside.
 
                 "You look hot," she said, interrupting her description of Brandy.
 
                 "Later," I said. "Where's this mask?"
 
                 "All the wrestling stuff is in that locker behind you."
 
                 The mask was a red luchador style mask with holes for the mouth, eyes, and nostrils. I piled my hair up inside it and Ashley tightened the mask over my head. It was like something from an S&M fever dream. If the situation wasn't so terrifying, I would have laughed because it was so surreal. Me in my bra and panties, wearing a wrestler mask, about to confront the apparently legendary "Brandy." 
 
                 "She's really tall and muscular," explained Ashley. "She knows some sort of martial art. Judo, I think. Maybe. It's like a wrestling martial art. She waits for someone to strike and then tackles them to the floor. Once she has you on the floor, it's all over. She knows all sorts of tricks."
 
                 "Tricks? Like what?" 
 
                 "She will find your g-spot like a heat-seeking missile. If having your breasts played with turns you on then it will be like she knew it and she'll focus on them. She has this instinct to sense what gets you off and she will use that against you."
 
                 "How do you know so much about her?" I asked. 
 
                 "I said nobody ever beat her, but that's not entirely true." Ashley took a deep breath. "I beat her. A few months ago."
 
                 "You? How?"
 
                 "I cheated," she said. "And he won't let you get away with it again. I smuggled in a couple of those little paper salt and pepper packs from a fast food restaurant. I had them in my hand and when I went for her I acted like I was going to hit her and instead..."
 
                 She made a throwing motion.
 
                 "You blinded her with the salt and pepper?"
 
                 "It's how I got my name. I pinned her and got her in a position she could not escape while she was screaming bloody murder. But...I don't remember how I made her cum. I was on top of her, but, Carlos had given me drugs. I don't remember it very clearly."
 
                 "Don't worry about it, sweetie," I said, hugging her so that her face was against my breasts. "I'll find a way to beat her. Then we're going home, where it's safe."
 
                 At this point you might be thinking that I was insane to go along with all this. Maybe I was a little bit insane. Maybe I was just blinded by lust. But I wasn't entirely helpless. My short time at Artemis had been well spent. In addition to firming up my body in the gym, I had joined in with Huntress Angelica and her scouts in the boxing class. I was not under the mistaken impression that a few boxing classes would give me the moves to Brandy, but those classes had taught me two different and very crucial lessons: I don't like getting hurt and I don't like to lose. 
 
                  If Brandy's tactic was to wait for an attack, then I would wait for her attack. I laughed.
 
                 "What's so funny?"
 
                 "This morning," I said, straightening the mask, "I was making pancakes for my husband and my daughter. They wouldn't believe what I was doing after midnight."
 
                 "Let's hope they never find out," agreed Ashley.
 
                 Intentionally or not, she had just reminded me of the stakes of the match and my smile died on my face. If I lost this bout against Brandy I wouldn't just lose my chance to save Ashley, I was going to be unmasked and gangbanged like some sort of porn star. Not exactly my idea of a happy ending.
 
                 There was a loud knock at the door and then the key turned. Carlos and two other men were waiting outside. Carlos took one look at me and whistled appreciatively.
 
                 "You still got it going on, mama. Let's hope those crunches you been doing pay off when Brandy gets her legs around you." He motioned me out into the hall. "Come on, it's time to fight. Let me see your hands."
 
                 I showed him my open hands. He looked and then pulled out the cups of my bra to peek inside. I pushed him away, but not before he got an eyeful.
 
                 "You ain't smuggling nothing but those fine titties," he declared. "Alright, let's go."
 
                 Ashley tried to follow us. Carlos's men pushed her back into the room. 
 
                 "Not you, little bitch," said Carlos. "You need to do some stretches to get warmed up for all the fucking you're going to get tonight. Lots of big dicks need satisfied and mine is first in line." 
 
                 I reached past Carlos and took Ashley's hand. I looked into her eyes.
 
                 "I will get you out of this," I said. "I'll beat her."
 
                 Carlos started laughing as they dragged me away from her down the hall. I pushed them away after a few paces and walked with them. I was done hearing Carlos's mocking and I tuned out his comments about how he was going to fuck Ashley and then fuck me. If that disgusting pig tried to stick his cock anywhere near my mouth I would bite it off.
 
                 Carlos was still muttering gross things to me when we emerged onto a small indoor basketball court packed with a standing crowd. Gymnastics style mats were lined up on the floor to create a space about the size of a wrestling ring. The men became excited as they saw me. It was disorienting to step into this brightly-lit environment wearing nothing but my underwear. I felt hot and I began to sweat under the pressure.
 
                 "Our challenger," said Carlos, gesturing in my direction. "Let's give this courageous cougar a round of applause." 
 
                 I was greeted with applause that became a roar as Brandy emerged from a door on the opposite side of the court. 
 
                 "Brrraaaandy!" shouted Carlos in his best boxing announcer voice.
 
                 I never felt totally confident in my ability to win, despite my statements to Ashley, but any confidence I had was shaken loose when I caught sight of Brandy sauntering into the bright lights. She was over six feet tall by a couple inches, with a body like an amazon warrior princess with breast implants like a porn star. Her big, hard nipples were outlined beneath her silver bikini top. Her blond hair was pulled back from her face and braided into pigtails. She was all tanned and oily and with her bulging muscles she looked like a damned body builder.
 
                 "Fuck," I muttered. 
 
                 Carlos must have seen my horror. He leaned into me and shouted, "That's right, mama. Get ready to get fucked."
 
                 I pushed him away as he laughed. I tried to look confident as I stepped onto the mats and walked towards Brandy. She towered over me and glowered as I stepped up to shake hands. She smacked my hand away. 
 
                 "I'm going to make that pussy explode," she said and pounded her fist into her palm.
 
                 The loud ringing of a bell announced the start of the match. I began to slowly circle, my arms held akimbo and my feet wide apart in case I needed to brace myself. Brandy was patient, but circling ever-closer. She grinned, obviously taking pleasure. I met her gaze and smiled back.
 
                 "You're so much bigger than me," I said. "Why are you afraid of me?"
 
                 I pretended to strike and she quickly brought her guard up. 
 
                 "There is a difference between playing hard and playing smart. I do both."
 
                 She lunged at me with one arm. I wasn't quite ready for her attack and she very nearly got her hands on my wrist. I yanked my arm away and dodged aside, my tits heaving in my bra as I bounced on the balls of my feet. 
 
                 "Come on, you can do better than that," I said.
 
                 She did do better than that on her next strike. She fooled me with a wide swing of her arm and, as I moved to avoid her attack, her other hand caught hold of the right cup of my bra and she roughly pulled it down. Her attack was so strong that the strap tore and my breast popped free, much to the delight of the cheering crowd. My fat, pink nipple stiffened under their gaze. I tried to ignore my breast flopping free, but it was an undeniable distraction.
 
                 In my anger, I lost track of my plan to wait for her to attack. I leaped at Brandy and it very nearly cost me the match. She stepped out of the way, but caught me at the hip, bending me across her body as if she was putting me over her knee. She tore my bra off completely and then delivered a series of brutal swats to the jiggling onion of my ass. I cried out as her vicious spanking reddened my cheeks. 
 
                 Luckily for me, she had greased herself up before the match a little too well and as she was spanking my butt I was able to squirm out of her grasp. I dropped to my hands and knees. She caught the waist of my boy shorts and pulled them down below my ass, the gusset stretching tight against my mound. A let out a cry and kicked her away, scrambling forward and getting back to my feet, but losing my bottoms as well in the process. 
 
                 All I had left was the red wrestling mask to hide my shame, a throbbing redness that seemed reflected by my sore buttocks. I'd been stripped naked in the first two attacks and had failed to accomplish anything. I was nearly overcome with despair at the thought of my defeat looming over my head. I summoned an image of Ashley, and of Jennifer, who I feared I might never see if I fell into Carlos's web of drugs and sex, but it was my daughter April, so excited to be going off to college, who gave me the strength to persevere.
 
                 "You haven't beaten me yet, Xena," I spit at her.
 
                 "It's only a matter of time," she said as we began to circle again. "Why don't you just lie back and let me take you to heaven?"
 
                 "Go to hell," I said, gritting my teeth.
 
                 Camera flashes from the audience captured my humiliation in stark white. I was circling with my plump ass reddened by Brandy's hand, my breasts heaving with excitement and my nipples undeniably hard. Brandy sensed my weakness and tested me with swings of her arm. I let her make contact each time, feigning exhaustion, letting her think I had all but given up. When she decided I'd had enough, she came at me in a full charge.
 
                 It might have looked like I just stepped out of the way, but I had been preparing for the moment from the start. Brandy barreled past me, eyes wide in shock, and I fell in behind her, grabbing a handful of her bra strap and the bank of her bikini bottoms. I yanked as she rebounded from the crowd and, even though I was outweighed by a good 30 pounds of muscle, I used my momentum and weight to hurl the Amazonian to the mat. In the process, I tore open her bikini top and yanked away her bikini bottom. 
 
                 Brandy was firm all over, tan all over, and completely shaved. I caught a flash of her pink pussy as she tumbled to the mat with a thud. A cheer went up from the crowd as I dropped atop her, pinning her shoulders with my knees as I faced her feet. This presented her with my pussy and ass, making myself completely vulnerable, but she was equally vulnerable. It was a classic 69, but I was in control and negating her strength advantage.
 
                 But Brandy was hardly out of the fight. I heard her laugh and a moment later I felt her tongue lick from my straining clit, over my tender folds, across my perineum, and between my cheeks to swipe warm and wet across my asshole. Brandy's shoulders might have been pinned to the mat, but her arms were free to spread my cheeks wide for the cameras. One of her hands reached around my thigh and she began to rub my clit with her fingers as the other held my ass open so she could tongue my clenching hole to the delight of the crowd.
 
                 "Ohhhhhh!" I cried, momentarily disoriented by the pleasure.
 
                 "Yeah! Lick her ass!" cried a man from the crowd.
 
                 "Lick her pussy too!" shouted someone else.
 
                 More voices from the crowd hurled advice for Brandy and taunts at me.
 
                 "Big mistake," shouted one man, leaning almost onto the mat and wagging his finger at me. "Now she has you right where she wants you. Brandy will make you cummmm, bitch!"
 
                  Brandy's tongue pressed into my hot cunt and I arched above her, unable to resist the urge to thrust my pussy against her face. She was devouring my dripping slit, driving me with shocking speed towards a climax that would spell my defeat. I knew I had to act quickly. I grabbed her muscular thighs and pried Brandy's legs open. I inhaled the scent of her arousal through the smells of sweat and oil. Her clit quite large and her fleshy lips were dewy with her excitement.
 
                 "Cum for me," Brandy murmured into my pussy and slid her tongue as deep as it would go. Her thumb pressed and teased at my asshole and her lips brushed against my clit. It was hard to think of anything besides my mounting pleasure.
 
                 I don't know why, but her teasing demand for me to cum made me particularly angry. I took it out on her thigh, leaning down and biting it hard enough to leave a red impression of my teeth on her leg. Brandy moaned with pleasure, spreading her legs wider and giving me easy access to her pussy. I may not be much of a fighter, but I was smart enough to know I had unwittingly discovered Brandy's weakness. She was a masochist.
 
                 I began to rub Brandy's juicy pussy and bite her inner thighs almost hard enough to break the skin. Each bite was answered with a hot moan against my pussy and a growing wetness in Brandy's slippery slit. I fucked two fingers into her and then three. I began stroking her clit, but as I did she seemed to regain some of her senses and resumed licking me. She pushed her thumb into my ass and I gasped with pleasure. 
 
                 Strumming her clit was having the opposite effect I intended. If she didn't like her fat clit being rubbed, I thought, then maybe the masochistic bitch would like to have it punished. 
 
                 I smacked her clit with a slap of flesh that seemed to echo in the acoustics of the basketball court. Brandy froze, all of her muscles tensing and relaxing. She exhaled in a long, hot sigh against the juicy peach of my pussy. I shuddered with pleasure and slapped her clit again. This time she cried out. I slapped her clit a third time and she began to writhe beneath me. The crowd fell silent. Each blow of my hand on her clit sounded as loud as a spanking. Her cries of pleasure were mounting. I leaned my breasts against her flat stomach and rapidly beat my fingers against her big clit. 
 
                 "Oohhhh, ohhh god, I can't take it," cried Brandy. At the last moment she seemed to come to her senses and she stuffed her tongue into the crack of my ass and furiously worked at my clit. But even this effort fell away as I dropped by mouth over her clit and delivered the coup de grace: I bit her clit. I was a bit more careful with it than I had been with her legs, but I could only imagine the agony as my teeth pinched the tender nub of her pleasure.
 
                 "AAAAAAAAAHHHH!" wailed Brandy. Her thighs closed so tight around my head I thought she might crush my jaw, but I did not release her clit from between my teeth. Too afraid of moving, she could only endure the pain and pleasure of my assault, her orgasm evident in the copious flow of her cum and the tensing of her abdominal muscles beneath my breasts. 
 
                 The room was silent for several seconds save for the heavy panting of the post-orgasmic Amazonian. I finally released her clit from my bite and lifted my flushed face from between her legs. 
 
                 "Do I need to make you cum again?" I asked, lifting my hand to slap her clit again. "Or do you plead mercy?"
 
                 "You win," she moaned.
 
                 I stood up, a bit out of breath myself and stood astride the fallen champion of Carlos's twisted wrestling league. I have to admit, it felt good beating her. 
 
                 "I won, Carlos," I said to him.
 
                 "Yes, you are the new champion," he said. "An unexpected outcome, but I am a man of my word."
 
                 I was soon reunited with Ashley. She threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips, her body pressed against the softness of my breasts. I knew Carlos was enjoying the show and I didn't care. I folded my arms around her and opened my lips to catch her in a deep and passionate kiss. 
 
                 "Thank you," she cried. 
 
                 I dressed without my ruined bra and panties and Carlos held open the door for us to leave. He let Ashley go through the door and stopped me with a hand on my chest.
 
                 "You're welcome to come back to the Satyr's Club to defend your title," he said. "And there's always other fun to be had."
 
                 He gave me a pat on the butt. His hand lingered for a little too long and I answered him with a hard slap across his face that knocked off his stupid sunglasses.
 
                 "No thanks," I said. "I have to get Ashley somewhere safe from pieces of shit like you."
 
                 My plan all along was to take Ashley back to the Lodge. I didn't do that, not right away at least. Maybe it was the way she was holding my hand while I was driving. Maybe it was that I didn't want to put this in Jennifer's face right away. Maybe it was because I was still buzzing with adrenaline and incredibly turned on after my bout against Brandy. 
 
                 If I'm being totally honest, I think it was probably that last one, but whatever the reason, I drove us to a hotel downtown. It was a nice one. The sort of place a high-level business traveler would go after meetings in the city. Ashley kept holding my hand as we walked into the lobby. We walked up to the counter and I rang the bell for the night concierge.
 
                 "This is really nice," said Ashley, "but this isn't the place you showed me yesterday." 
 
                 "I need you to myself for a little while," I said. "Do you mind?"
 
                 She got up on her tip-toes and gave me a kiss on the lips. We searched each other for a reaction. I saw the heat I needed in her eyes. I felt the desire heating my loins and rising volcanically inside me. I took her in my arms and kissed her, pressing her back against the concierge's counter. Our kiss was a molten explosion. It was poured steel of lust spilling out in a moaning, sloppy tongue-kiss. My hand pressed between her pale thighs. I gripped her mound through the silky gusset of her panties. 
 
                 "I have to fuck you," I hissed into her kiss.
 
                 "Please," she gasped as I rubbed more urgently between her legs and kissed her neck. She threw her head back and moaned. As I was deciding whether or not I should grace her flawless neck with a hickey I spotted the night concierge, a heavy-set young woman in a maroon jacket, watching us in disbelief. I winked at the concierge and began to make my way down to Ashley's cleavage. I trailed my light kisses down to the warm softness of her tits. I cupped them in my hands, pushing her breasts up and against my face. 
 
                 "Take off your panties," I said to Ashley, looking up from her cleavage. 
 
                 "Here? Right now?"
 
                 The hotel bar was closed and the lobby was at half-lighting. There was no one there, except for the concierge who was behind Ashley's line of sight. The thought of the woman watching us was making me hotter. I had to have Ashley and I couldn't wait for a room.
 
                 "Right now," I said.
 
                 I lifted Ashley in my arms and with a growl I deposited her butt on the counter of the concierge's desk. My hands snaked up her legs and caught the waistband of her panties beneath her skirt. Ashley lifted her butt up so that I could slide her underwear from under her bottom. I pulled the hot pink thong panties down her thighs and dropped them at my feet. 
 
                 "Oh my god you are so bad," laughed Ashley. 
 
                 She chewed at her fingertip as she watched me move down to her knees. I lifted her skirt with a hand on each of her long legs, pushing up and up her thighs until I could see her thatch and the soft mound beneath it. I ran my fingers over her sex. She was wet and steamy hot. My fingertips brushed across her clit and she shuddered and tried to scissor her legs closed.
 
                 I pulled her legs over my shoulders so she couldn't escape me and I began to lick. My fingers opened the hot flower of her cunt. My tongue tasted the honey that gathered along her delicate folds. When my tongue found her clit she moaned and took hold of my head. I buried my nose in her dark hair and inhaled her scent. 
 
                 "I can't believe this is happening," she moaned.
 
                 I couldn't either, as I slipped my tongue into her hot channel. She was so wet her juices slicked my cheeks and chin. The more I licked the more of her sweet cum poured across my lips. I pulled her out so that her ass was overhanging the concierge's desk. With one hand on her pubis I stroked her clit with my thumb. My other hand teased her sex again. I slipped two fingers easily into her steamy cunt. She gripped them like a glove as my tongue beat against her straining clit.
 
                 I slid my glistening fingers from Ashley's pussy and pressed lower. 
 
                 "Ooooh," she gasped as my wet fingers slid between her overhanging cheeks. My cum-glazed digits probed the hot clench of her asshole. She was tight and obviously inexperienced anally, but as I licked her clit and thrust my tongue into her slit she began to relax. I eased my fingers into her hot back passage and began to fuck her gently. 
 
                 "Oh my goddddd, Autumn...that's so...oh my god!"
 
                 "Mmmmhmmmmm," I agreed with my mouth clamped over her pussy and my tongue licking deep into her juicy peach. I worked my two fingers in and out of her tight asshole, opening and stretching her, but careful not to hurt her. She seemed to relish it and pushed back against my intruding  fingers as her cries of pleasure echoed through the lobby.
 
                 Past Ashley, just over her gyrating hip, I could see the plump concierge. The young woman was leaned in the doorway of the back office, watching the scene unfold with a hand stuffed down the waist of her skirt. Her fat tits jiggled beneath a white button-down blouse. Her face was flushed and she was doing her best not to make any noise to alert Ashley.
 
                 That was easily done as Ashley's mounting pleasure had reached a crescendo. Her girlish cries echoed through the lobby with abandon. My tongue speared deep into her shuddering cunt, my thumb stroking her clit as I drove two fingers in and out of her ass. The flow of her juices and my saliva from Ashley's cunt provided a steady stream of lubrication to those two fingers. 
 
                 "I'm going to...mmmmmm...mmmMMMMM!" She tried to quiet herself by biting her lower lip, but finally exploded with a loud, "I'm cumming!"
 
                 She held onto my head and desperately thrust her pussy against my face. My tongue drove deep inside her, into the flood of her honey as her body tensed and her orgasmic contractions tore through her body. She arched her body, breasts straining beneath her blouse, head back so far I thought surely she would see the concierge watching us. The rippling of her inner muscles clenched around my thrusting fingers. 
 
                 I devoured her sweet cunt until Ashley was a trembling ragdoll with her legs hanging over my shoulders and her body wracked with the occasional aftershock from her orgasm. I gently slid the fingers from her tight asshole and lifted my cum-smeared lips from between her thighs. We embraced and kissed for a very long time. Her lips were salty with sweat and mine, I'm certain, were flavored by her sweet cunt.
 
                 "That was so hot," she gasped between kisses. "I want to do it again. I want to taste you."
 
                 "Let's get that room," I said and helped Ashley down from the counter.
 
                 The concierge appeared after a few seconds. Her face was flushed and she had a strange smile. The idea that she was oblivious to what had happened was ridiculous, considering the rich smell of sex in the air. I paid for a nice suite with a hot tub while the concierge, thought polite, carefully avoided making eye contact.
 
                  I thought about making a comment, maybe even inviting her up to join the fun, but the poor girl seemed as though she'd been through enough. When I took the key cards from her I let my hand rest on hers for a little longer than was necessary. She jerked her hand away and flushed an even deeper shade of crimson.
 
                 "Have a good stay," she said.
 
                 "Oh, we will," giggled Ashley. She was already pulling me towards the elevator. 
 
                 After the discrete incident on the concierge's desk, it is difficult for me to describe the hours-long sexual experience that unfolded in the hotel room. It began with another kiss, looking out at the late night city and enjoying the hotel room. I complained that I was still "gross" after wrestling with Brandy, not to mention my constant state of arousal, and that I wanted to take a shower.
 
                 Ashley didn't let me make it into the shower. She was aggressively submissive, a combination I don't think I have ever experienced before. She helped me out of my clothes and worshiped my tits with butterfly kisses that circled my areolas. The heat of her mouth closed around my jutting nipples and she sucked and licked them as her hands roamed elsewhere on my body. I leaned my back against the bathroom counter, legs apart, and Ashley dropped to her knees between my thighs. 
 
                 Her kisses and touches seemed exploratory at first. Maybe she had never been with a woman like me before. She was less than half my age, after all. But there was no hesitation to what she was doing. It was a careful teasing, up my legs, along my inner thighs, delivering hot kisses back and forth as her hands found my dripping cunt. When her kisses arrived at my sex there was no more playing around. Her tongue sought my clit and I pulled her against me. Her blue eyes stared at me with intense lust as she licked and sucked me to a quick climax. 
 
                 We showered together and, beneath the relaxing streams of water, we kissed for a long a time. I fingered her against the wall of the shower. She dropped to a crouch and spread my cheeks to give my clenched asshole a tongue-lashing that was only matched by her feverish stroking against my clit. When her tongue invaded my asshole I came against her face. I grabbed a handful of her hair and fucked my plump ass against her tongue. Her cries of sympathetic pleasure vibrated through my perineum and to my clit.
 
                 Ashley was not at all the tender lover that I found in Jennifer. Ashley was eager to perform acts that some might consider debasing. She sucked my toes and licked my ass several times. She invited me to piss on her. I declined, but I was surprised by the offer. If the urge had struck me at the time, I might have done it just to say I had. Ashley could play innocent, she could bite her lip and pout and wiggle her ass begging to be spanked, but it was all part of a game for her. 
 
                 A game that exhausted me with her need to pleasure me. I fell asleep more than once with her tongue ravishing my cunt or lapping at my clit and her fingers sinking into my gripping trench. Finally, after an orgasm that nearly made me black out, I insisted she stop and pulled her into my arms.
 
                 "I need to rest," I said. "We'll have more fun tomorrow, when you meet everyone at the Lodge."
 
                 "Alright, Autumn," she said. "And maybe we can get some toys."
 
                 "Oh, I have toys," I promised. "There are toys at the Lodge you wouldn't believe." 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
                 I woke up to the comforting rush of the shower running in the adjoining bathroom. Jennifer was in my arms. Sweet Jennifer. Early morning light broke through the blinds on the window beside the bed and painting Jennifer's naked, slender body in purple and shadow. She stirred against me and pressed her smooth back against the cushion of my breasts and the warm curve of her ass against my hips. I tightened my arm around her and leaned past her shoulder to kiss her neck. 
 
                 "Good morning," I whispered. 
 
                 "Mmmm, morning." She greeted me with a sleepy smile. She turned her head so that our lips could meet. What was chaste at first became heated. Our tongues curled together in a slippery rush and the taste of morning was quickly lost in the hot wash of our saliva.
 
                 I reached over her hip and slid my hand over the fuzzy trim of her mound and to the warmth between her thighs. She opened her legs for me and I ran my fingers over her lips, teasing, but not stroking her. She moaned softly into our kiss, the sweetness of her pleasure almost too much to stand. I cradled a pert breast in my hand and teased the nipple as I began to work my fingers up and down her slit until I found the aroused bud of her pleasure. 
 
                 I rolled atop her, pinning her hands above her on the bed and letting the weight of my breasts fall against Jennifer's much smaller tits. I purposefully teased my fat nipples against her little pebbles and when she cried out I kissed her again, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. Her thighs opened and she wrapped her long legs around me. 
 
                 "Oh, no," I laughed. "You can't trap me like that. Haven't you heard? I'm an expert wrestler."
 
                 I forced her legs apart again and began to kiss my way from her collarbone to her breasts. She laughed and arched her back to push her nipples against my lips. I licked them and gave one a hard suck. Hard enough to make her wince and squeal in pain. She obviously did not share Brandy's masochism.
 
                 My kiss moved down over Jennifer's flat tummy and to her mound with its small, neat patch of dark hair. She smelled raunchy in a good way, like all the sex and sweat of the night before was lingering in her hair. The scent just made me want her more. I kissed her inner thighs, my lips moving ever-closer to the soft pink of her mound, now glistening with her arousal. She squirmed impatiently. She moaned and tried to push her little pussy against my mouth.
 
                 "Lick me," she gasped."Pllleease."
 
                 How could I refused a request like that? I gave her sweet peach long, slow licks, from the hard bud of her clit down her delicate folds and below, to give her little clench a teasing flick of my tongue. I held my tongue out, curved down to touch my chin as I sawed it into her juicy slit. I watched her squirm with each long lick. I loved the way she moaned when I licked her clit and hissed through her teeth when my tongue made contact with her clenching ass.
 
                 Jennifer stretched and twisted her athletic body as she pushed her slick slit against my tongue. I drove my tongue against her clit and moaned with the excitement of the moment. She bent like a bow and cried out. One of her hands twisted in my hair, pulling my mouth against her juicy quim. Her other hand twisted in the sheets as she cried out in orgasm. I lapped at her cunt and teased her asshole and used my fingers on her clit. I enjoyed her heavy flow of cum and let its slick sweetness fill my mouth before swallowing. 
 
                 She relaxed back onto the bed. Her perky tits shook with the force of her breathing. I climbed back up her body, a smile on my face. Between sloppy kisses, Jennifer asked, "Aren't I enough for you?"
 
                 I stopped kissing her and looked at her seriously.
 
                 "Is that what you think? That this is just about me needing more sex?"
 
                 "I can't help feeling jealous. She's cute and you've been spending a lot of time with her."
 
                 "After tomorrow she'll be a member and she won't have to stay with me in this suite. She can go to one of the bunks and mingle more with the other girls."
 
                 "And what about me?" asked Jennifer. "Go mingle?"
 
                 It was clearly what Heather had wanted, but looking into the young beauty's serious eyes, seeing the emotion there, I could not push her away like the Hunt Mother wanted.
 
                 "No," I said. "I want you right here."
 
                 I leaned down to kiss her, a smile spreading across my face. "Just the two of us."
 
                 "Casey can visit sometimes though, right?" she asked with a sly grin.
 
                 "Maybe Casey and Ashley can both visit," I suggested.
 
                 "Did I hear someone say my name?" asked Ashley as she stepped out of the bathroom. She discarded the towel wrapped around her body and walked over to the bed, her naked curves dewy with water from the shower. She was holding something.
 
                 "What have you got?" I asked.
 
                 "Oh, just a little something I found in one of the drawers," she said and handed it to me. It was a strap-on with a curved purple dildo attached. I had used it more than once with Jennifer and it always made her cum. 
 
                 I held it up and smiled at both young women. 
 
                 "Alright," I said, "who wants me to fuck them first?"
 
                 They looked at me and then each other. Both girls smiled and climbed onto their hands and knees, presenting their firm asses and damp pussies for me to choose. My daughter, April, sometimes overuses the word "epic" to describe amazing or good things. As I tightened the strap-on over my mound, I knew that the previous night's fun had just been extended into a lazy Sunday threesome that was sure to be epic.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Also available from Amanda Clover...
 
    
 
   Your Naughty Playmate 2 - Succubus Fantasy
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   Have you ever wanted a nubile redheaded demoness to do your sexual bidding? It sounds like a fantasy come true, and maybe it is, but when you discover a ritual that allows you to conjure a succubus you learn to be careful what you wish for. Especially when your lover has an appetite for your life force!
 
    
 
   Your Naughty Playmate 2 - Succubus Fantasy puts you in the action and lets your choices guide the erotic fantasy. You can command the succubus to perform a variety of erotic acts or use her incredible powers to change into someone else. You can have an affair with your friend's lusty wife or spend some quality time with your own. Maybe, if you play things right, you can even convince your wife to take a turn with the succubus.
 
    
 
   Create the erotic fantasy you want with the demonic girl of your dreams. Your choices guide the action to one of 25 possible steamy endings. Countless hours of entertainment are to be found in this 44,000 word epic of erotic choices.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   My Lesbian Cougar Diary now compiled in The Complete Deepest Secrets Collection! 
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   All SIX scorching installments of My Lesbian Cougar Diary, collected complete with cover art. Plus, Madison is back in an ALL NEW and EXCLUSIVE epilogue to the saga, "My Daughter's Honeymoon Sex Video."
 
    
 
   Join Madison Acres, recently-divorced cougar, on her erotic odyssey through her repressed lesbian lust for younger women.
 
    
 
   Part 1 - Seducing College Cuties at My Daughter's Sleepover
 
    
 
   Madison explores her newly discovered attraction to younger women by seducing two of her daughter's closest teenage friends.
 
    
 
   Part 2 - Submitting to the College Athlete's Perfect Body
 
    
 
   Madison bumps into Penny, a fit and fetching teen coed with a perfect ass and a decidedly kinky side.
 
    
 
   Part 3 - Dominating the Spoiled Beach Brat
 
    
 
   After an airline tryst with a flight attendant, a sexy teen brat tries to blackmail Madison, but Madison turns the tables and then some.
 
    
 
   Part 4 - My Best Friend is Dating My Daughter
 
    
 
   Madison convinces her cougar pal Rebecca to seduce Madison's teenage daughter to a life of lesbianism, but Madison takes things to steamy extremes.
 
    
 
   Part 5 - Romancing My Neighbor's Naughty Nanny
 
    
 
   Madison has her eyes set on the neighbor's gorgeous French nanny, but the flirtation becomes complicated when Madison's teenage ex intrudes on the budding relationship, with steamy results.
 
    
 
   Part 6 - Pursuing the Perfect Threesome
 
    
 
   Madison learns that Rebecca and Madison's daughter are getting married. In a spiral of lust, Madison reunites with Penny and seduces a naive straight girl, all the while in danger of crossing a taboo line.
 
    
 
   All New! Epilogue - My Daughter's Honeymoon Sex Video
 
    
 
   Madison avoided crossing a line with her daughter, but a surprise package from Rebecca reawakens her feelings with explosive results.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Choose Your Own Erotic Odyssey #1 – Escape the Monster Breeding Grounds
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                 In this darkly erotic twist on the tradition of interactive novels, you decide the actions of a beautiful virgin princess as she tries to escape a forest prowled by lusty monsters...
              Princess Sabrina was not happy to be promised as a bride to the elves, but her dismay soon turned to fear as her carriage came under attack, stranding the princess in a dark forest infamous for harboring monsters.
              Can the princess escape the clutches of the foul denizens of the wood and reach her elven groom? Will she go through with the marriage or find a different love along the way? 
              It is all up to YOU in this 100,000+ word erotic novel, featuring dozens of erotic encounters and 27 steamy endings. This dark fantasy is not for the timid; orcs, goblins, trolls, beastmen, werewolves, tentacle beasts, and many more horrors lurk within. From romance with a handsome knight, to an encounter with a seductive succubus with something extra, to bondage at the hand of the elven queen, every fantasy can be explored, if YOU choose.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Sexy American reporter Emily Jansing debuts in The Gangbanged Reporter's Journal: Bound in Bulgaria
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                 I should have known better than to agree to a late night meeting at a seedy club in the suburbs of Sofia. I thought a little flirting could get me closer to my big story, but Bulgarian mobster Sergey Black had other ideas. Before I knew it, I was tied up and on my knees in front of his desk. When Sergey was done with me, his thugs dragged me down to the basement and things only got worse. I knew I was going to be lucky to make it out of that club with my story, but I had to do whatever it took. 
 
                 My name is Emily Jansing and I am a reporter with a knack for getting into trouble. I have been hot on the heels of the biggest kingpin of international sex trafficking. It's the sort of story that could make a career, even if it means traveling the world without a safety net. Sometimes, to get the lead, I have to do things I don't like with people I hate. Nothing and no one can stand between me and my story. 
 
                 Join blonde American bombshell Emily on her journey through the seedy world of international sex trafficking. Bound in Bulgaria is an 8,000+ word story of dark erotica, featuring bound sex, coerced sex, and gangbangs filmed for a Bulgarian sex ring.
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