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CHAPTER 1 – Dusty's Desire

 

As predicted, I was up all night, but for a different reason than I'd originally thought. The female version of “blue balls” was the big concern with having Kristin in my bed—that she would pass out and send me to the friend zone. I pause at how nonchalantly the words, “Kristin in my bed,” was stated in my mind. The night before last, she was making love to my boss, as one of her two live-ins. Now, she's a free agent, and could spend the night with anyone, yet she took my offer, which was not a given. I'd hoped for her to end up next to me, under the covers, sleeping in my favorite team jersey. Here she is, probably the most gorgeous girl I've spooned with in several months, and I'm not undressed. 

I'm still in my club suit because upstairs are two newbie chicks in Cherish's lair, and I'm stressed to the max about this. My heart goes out to Harlow. It was her first night as the sole live-in, and I know she was looking forward to being alone with Cherry. How the hell is she going to react when she finds out two other girls from the club ended up in a guest bedroom? And one is the newest recruit, Winterlynn, no less. They're here out of necessity—both girls had way too much boozy fun their first night at the club and Cherish's hotel was booked to capacity. Although I don't believe the boss has immediate intentions of terminating the relationship with Harlow for Winterlynn, it's a possible scenario for the future. 

I want to jump all over Kristin like a puppy humping its master's leg. For weeks I've fantasized about having her tits sucked deep into my mouth and her pussy pouring out all over my face. Yet, I stand guard, listening for any disruption that might need fixing. The last time a dynamic like this happened, it didn't turn out well. It was a year or so ago, but I remember it clearly. I don't even want to think about the last time, actually. This is why I have to be on alert in case the situation spirals out of control. 

Harlow doesn't seem the type to freak out over her temporary territory being invaded. I've seen it, though, and it was scary, to say the least. No need for that drama, not when I have this gorgeous, round ass rubbing against my leg. I did dip my fingers inside her silver satin panties a few times and it was wonderful. Can't push the issue tonight, though. The boss is probably blissfully sleeping with Harlow's juices on her skin. Everyone in this house is sleeping, damn it, and I'm still awake—wanting to fuck. This is proof that being in Cherry's world isn't always fantastic. Odd situations crop up, and I'm here to handle them.

I shuffle into the kitchen, seeing a light on. Sandra, the housekeeper, is awake, sipping gin over ice. She's not a drinker, so when she does partake, it's a telltale sign something's wrong. “Good morning, Dusty.” She brushes the gray hair from her tired eyes, and gives me a thin smile.

I'm glad to see her. Having a friend to talk with is just what I need. Sandra passes me the gin and a glass. “Good morning. What are you doing awake?”

“Protecting the panic switch, of course. If you want ice, get it quick. Let's not make unnecessary noise. If there's going to be a bitch fight, I'd rather it happen in the daylight. I hate waking the dead.” Sandra's dry sense of humor strikes me as hysterical and I laugh. Immediately, her finger goes to mouth as a gesture of silence. “Hush. Get your ice and be done with it.”

“Don't act like I just got here.” There's no need for me to be polite. We know each other too well. “I haven't slept either.”

“No? Couldn't tell.” Snickering at my suit, Sandra hands me a small bottle of tonic, half empty. “Who'd you bring home?”

Stirring my drink, I savor the aromatic scent of top shelf gin. “Don't worry, mom. She's had her shots. It's Kristin. No big deal.” 

“Oh great. Another element of danger in the mix.” It's clear Sandra is losing her tolerance for unpredictable situations. “You should get her out of the house as early as possible.” 

“Sandra, chill. Everything's fine. Cherry knows Kristin's here.” I sip my drink and it's delicious, finishing the glass in less than five seconds. I go for a refill, but Sandra stops me.

“It's four a.m. Let's not get drunk before breakfast.” She clears the booze from the counter, putting the bottles back in the cabinet before locking it. “What's the story with those two girls?”

“Devon and Winterlynn?” Sandra nods. “New hires.” I suck the ice out of the glass, savoring the diluted gin, wishing I could trace my cold tongue on Kristin's crotch. “Well, one is, and the other wants to be a member. Her application is pending.”

“Interesting. If you'd like to take the rest of the graveyard shift, I'll head back to my room.” Sandra yawns, her tall, thin body weary against the wall. “I desperately need the sleep.”

“You don't want to stay and chat?” I shiver at the idea of being up alone, but someone must. Considering Sandra is twenty years older than me in her late fifties, and looks exhausted, I volunteer. “Sure. Go to bed.”

“Thank you, Dusty.” She pats my head and carefully makes her way back to her room, avoiding the creaky areas of the hardwood floor. Sandra and I both have downstairs bedrooms on opposite sides of the house. She's been working for Cherish since before I showed up. 

When I first met Sandra, I felt a great deal of guilt over her being a housekeeper—she was once a woman of wealth, a philanthropist who lost it all after a string of disastrous business deals—one deal in particular was the doomed venture she had with Cherish before the club. Sandra has no regrets, though, and owns her years of misfortune with grace. She told me once that harboring resentment and anger destroys the life within, and without experiencing loss, she would never have known herself. I don't subscribe to the same way of thinking, but it works for her, and that's all that matters.

Another thirty minutes pass. Banned from the booze cabinet, and silence prevailing, I return to my room. Kristin's legs are spread, and even though she's still sleeping, I know an invitation when I see one. I crawl up between her thighs, and rest my head on her panty-covered pussy. She smells so sweet, and I give her little hole a gentle kiss. She stirs, opening her eyes, seeing my face smiling at her. 

“Hi,” I say, kissing her dampening panties again. “Sorry to wake you.” 

“What time is it?” Kristin's eyelids flutter, seeing the plain walls of my room—a stark contrast to the master suite she's slept in the past couple of months. “I don't even remember falling asleep.” 

“You passed out in the car on the way home from the club,” I remind her. “I carried you in. You said you wanted to spend the night with me.”

“Oh wow, what a bummer I am.” Kristin smiles and my stress level drops considerably. “Why are you still dressed?”

I'm glad she brought it up—part of me wasn't expecting her to notice or care. “I wanted to make sure you were okay.” Lying is an aspect of my job I don't care for, but the truth isn't for everyone. “The sun will be up in about an hour. Want to go back to sleep?”

Kristin yawns like a kitten, lifting one thigh over my head to lay on her side. “Yes.”

Not the answer I wanted, but I don't blame her. She had a long night at the club, too. Her body needs the rest. “Cool.” I kiss her other thigh and stand, feeling like I can finally get out of my professional attire. 

“Hey,” she says, reaching for my hand. “Come here.”

I drop my pants, but keep my shirt and low-rise briefs on. “Sure.” Who am I to argue? I make myself comfortable behind her, expertly forming the perfect spoon position, then kiss her neck and shoulder. “You feel so good.”

“So do you,” she whispers as her hand grabs my hip. If I had a cock, or a strap-on for that matter, it would be erect and ready for insertion. My hands glide up her sculpted belly, landing on her luscious breasts. I squeeze the mounds of flesh, manipulating and massaging between my fingers. She releases girlie gasps, making me want to come instantly. “You like your titties played with?”

“Yes. Kiss my neck again.” Her hand is still on my hip, and I nuzzle down through her long, golden locks to tease her neck with barely-there kisses. She reacts with light gyrations, and I kiss deeper, giving playful bites. I want to fuck her this second, but I hesitate to be the aggressor. As butch as I am, being dominant in my approach turns me off. She has to show she wants me more than I want her, at least the first time, or else I lose interest. To my surprise, she twists to face me.

“Dusty.” Kristin gives me a horny whine. “Can I get on top of you?” Before I can answer, she flips around, and glides her athletic legs over me. Panties hovering over my mouth, I breathe in her feminine scent. She doesn't allow contact beyond touching the tip of my nose with her satin-covered blonde patch. 

“Don't tease. Let me taste you.” Straining my neck to tongue the wet spot, she removes her pussy from my face, and lands it directly onto my hips. The click-click-click of French manicure unfastening metal buttons, is the sexiest sound I've ever heard. I watch her open up my shirt, surprised at my uncovered chest. Her face lights up as her lips part on the decent towards my breasts.

“I love your little boobs,” she proclaims, a second before her mouth wraps around my pierced nipple. She knows exactly how to toy with it. Flicking her pointed tongue, she creates a whirlpool of warm saliva, while her free hand pinches my other tit. 

“You're freaking me out right now,” I moan, loaded with totally inappropriate thoughts for a “first date” at daybreak. “Did you treat Cherry like this, too?” 

“I wanted to, but she wouldn't let me.” Kristin sucks hard on my tit, then switches to the other one. I shake when her mouth latches on, rolling my groin so she can feel my wanting pussy.

Our panties slide together, hole against hole, actively giving each other clit lashings. Looking up into her blissful face, I ask an obvious question. “Kristin, you want me to fuck you?”

“No. I'm going to fuck you first.” Kristin fingers her panties to one side, letting me view her swelling. “This clit is going to come on yours. Then you're going to drink me up, or else I drown you.”

She's a nasty whore and I dig how she yanks my briefs down. Partially shaved cunt exposed, I'm ready for a sweaty screw. “Sounds good to me.” Happily realizing I've completely misread her, I relax into the heavenly sensations of her pulsating pussy shoved on top of my mine. Skin to skin, I howl as she thrusts. She covers my mouth with her hand, and bucks like a wild pony. The juice from her hole flows steadily into mine. Pussies quivering at the first ripple of an orgasmic wave, I hold her hips tightly, forcing her to ride in a rhythmic pattern that I know will get me off. 

“Is that what you want? Just like that?” Kristin works within the limited range of motion I've given her, captured between my hands. My pussy gulps on hers as she grinds in tiny thrusts—keeping her clit locked on mine. 

“Taste it.” Kristin wipes creamy drippings onto her fingers before shoving them in my mouth. I nurse on them as if they'll feed me more. I hear her moans and her rapid inhales. She kicks the thrusting in to high gear, bearing down with her back and forth motion. Dancers know precisely how to use their bodies, and she's no exception. I try to hold back, wanting her to come first, but I totally lose it. “Kristin, fuck you for making me come so fast!” I clench the sheets and my teeth, coming with the force of a detonating bomb. 

She pinches my nipples with her nails, and I claw her ass cheeks, encouraging her orgasm. “I'm going to come on you. You ready to clean up my mess?” Her head falls back, hips rocking at full speed, ordering me to take her over the edge. “Keep your pussy on mine! Shove it up!” 

I hoist my hips, smashing our cunts together. Her pussy explodes, pouring down my thighs, covering my pelvis in thick, slippery love. “Give it to me, Kristin. Just like you said. Put your fucking cunt on my mouth!”

In a hot rush of my own pleasure, I wield a few, fast pumps of my big clit in her hole, then release my grip on her hips. The taste of her coated and still coming snatch is savory. She brushes it on my lips and chin. Finally, my mouth takes control and I drink every drop from her honey pot, just as she wanted. I'd let her drown me, too, completely starved for more—knowing one time will not be enough. I ingest her cum until she rolls off, entire body convulsing from having multiples. Mind spinning, I don't move—instead, I lie still as she finds a cozy spot, curling up in my arms. 

“That was awesome.” What else do you say when your face is still wet with sex and thoughts no longer form? “More, definitely more.”

Kristin falls back to sleep without a response. I'd rock her like a child, but I chose to be cool over being too affectionate. There's no telling how the situation between us will evolve. It could be over tomorrow, or perhaps it's only begun. I can't get wrapped up in the intensity of what just transpired between us—not yet, anyway. Sleep overtakes me, too, and I drift into a heavy, lusty dream.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 – Newbie Girlfriends

 

Winterlynn sits on the edge of an unfamiliar bed, seeing cracks of sunlight behind the embossed curtains, recalling her blurred memories of the past twenty-four hours. She has flashes from the audition, subserviently worshiping the boss, and then her first, incredible night working at the club. There was a smoking hot lap dance to a woman who's name doesn't come to mind, and then after that, nothing. Her sleeping, supermodel friend, Devon, rolls over. A silky g-string and push-up bra remain on her delicious and sculpted body. The rest of her clothes from the night before are scattered on the floor.

“Girl, wake up already. Are you going to sleep all day?” Winterlynn shakes Devon's leg, feeling worried and anxious.“There's no clock in here and my cellphone is dead.” 

With groggy eyes, Devon observes the French, antique bed she lays in, and the expanded thread count of the expensive sheets. A spicy potpourri scent lightly floats in the air. “Where the hell are we?”

A carafe of water and a basket of fruit sit on the table by the window. Winterlynn crosses the room, scrutinizing the fruit with suspicion.“I was hoping you remembered, because I don't at all.” Peeking out of the curtains, she blinks at the bright sunlight outside. “It's daytime.”

“Yes, but what day?” Slinking her sexy legs out of bed, Devon hugs Winterlynn. “Not that I care, with a dream come true moment like this. My bestie in a see-through t-shirt and cotton panties, having spent the night next to me in bed. That's never happened before. Hey, maybe we even fooled around?”

“I would hope if we did, one or both of us would recall it.” Winterlynn bites into a ripe apple. Devon wipes the juice drizzling down her chin. “Ah, the forbidden fruit. Watch out.” She says, going for a handful of Winterlynn's ass. “And, I agree about wanting to remember having sex with you, considering how long you've made me wait already.” Devon smacks Winterlynn's bottom, and gets the expected reaction—her hands are slapped away. She continues in hot pursuit.“Let's take advantage of the situation and make love now.”

“Don't you even care where we are?” Winterlynn pulls the curtain half-open. From their viewpoint, a small section of the backyard is seen below. Artistically designed water features decorate patches of grass and colorful flower beds. “I have a faint recollection of being carried into the house by an older woman and hearing Cherry's voice.”

“Then obviously we're in Cherry's house. How cool is that?” Pulling Winterlynn away from the wall, Devon wraps her arms around her. “I think we should go back to bed.”

“How are you not uncomfortable? This is my new boss? What if we were kidnapped by her?” 

Devon laughs at the notion.“Oh no! A beautiful, rich woman took us back to her home! And she wants to turn us into her sex slaves! Girl, I know chicks who'd pay for the opportunity. I'm not scared.” She kisses her nervous friend's neck. 

Falling under Devon's seductive spell, Winterlynn lets herself be taken, for a moment. “We should get dressed, and see who's awake. Somehow we have to get home and my car's back at that club.”

“We don't have to do anything. As long as no one knocks at the door, we're fine. There's fruit and water. We'll be quiet.” Devon sits on the edge of the bed. Her mouth gently rests on her bestie's panty-line. “Just one little taste.”

“You're using me, aren't you? I'm the nearest vagina and you're a horny bitch.” Teetering between selfish want and anxiety over being an interloper, Winterlynn fights the urge to give in. 

“We live together, Winter. You're always the nearest, but even when you're not, I still want you. I fantasize about kissing you all the time. You know it.”

Hearing Devon say these words takes Winterlynn's breath. She's well aware of her roommates crush on her, but had no idea her feelings were more than a passing tease. “I didn't. You act as if being with me is a conquest. Why are you so sure I want you? You've never asked me what or who I fantasize about.”

A silence fills Devon, suddenly unsure of what she believed was obvious. “You don't think about me when we're not together?”

“I do.” Winterlynn polishes off the apple, her empty stomach growling. “Having sex just to have it isn't what I'm into, Devon. That's what I mean about you using me. Are you thinking we'll fuck once and instantly be girlfriends?”

“Whoa, so, this is weird.” Devon tosses the sheets around her frame, not wanting to travel down a serious path. “How did playful fooling around turn into a conversation about commitment?”

Winterlynn nods to herself, landing on the truth. “It didn't. You should be honest with me. If what you want is a few hot sex sessions, say it.”

“You want to go steady, Winter? I'm cool with it.” Cornered, Devon gives up the warmth of the bed and paces.

“Shut up with the going steady, okay? You don't want to take it seriously—that's the truth.”

Devon tugs on Winterlynn's arm, finally getting her way, putting them both on the bed. “I'd be so excited to have you as my girlfriend. I'm shocked you can't tell.”

“It's okay if we don't get exclusive. I've had open relationships before,” Winterlynn boldly lies. 

“Really? You have? You haven't shared this part of your past with me.” Devon positions herself over Winterlynn, pinning her wrists down. “How many?”

Winterlynn inhales the perfumed scent of Devon's long, brown hair brushing her face. “One or two.” 

“So naughty. See? You're not the innocent you pretend to be.” Moving in for more kisses, her mouth makes it to Winterlynn's without resistance. “Look how lucky I am. I get to spend the day kissing my girlfriend.”

“You haven't asked properly. I still might say no.” Winterlynn loses herself, parting her lips to taste Devon's hungry tongue.

“Say yes and I'm yours.” Devon's purr is drowned out as they kiss, mouths locking deep for the first time. The heat between them escalates quickly. Winterlynn allows the passage of Devon's hand up the left side of her sheer top to trace her stiffening nipple. “I love your tits. How could you ever doubt my need to suck on them every day?” 

Winterlynn moans as Devon pinches and squeezes, lifting her shirt to expose the pretty handfuls. She blows across the nipples' tips, making Winterlynn shiver with pleasure, then gives a lick to the pointy, sensitive gumdrops. “You like that, Winter? You still want me to be your girlfriend or your hot fuck slave?” Devon doesn't give her time to answer before plunging her wet mouth on her perfect cupcake tits. 

“Can't you be both?” She grabs Devon's head, holding it on top of her bosom, allowing her to switch between the two, alternating between hand and tongue play. Winterlynn's legs are opened by Devon's, straddling her hips, with her pussy barely touching on purpose. She taps it down, loving Winterlynn's reaction to their clits bumping, each time with more intensity.

Several solid knocks are heard before the door swings open. Sandra enters, showing no embarrassment or sign of shyness at seeing the young women about to make love. “Good afternoon, ladies.”

Devon and Winterlynn instantly release each other, acting as if nothing was going on. They each offer a weak hello in response to this serious-looking woman coming towards them with new clothes.

“Lunch is served in ten minutes. These clothes are what I picked out for you. I trust they'll fit properly. They look to be your sizes.” Laying the stylish outfits on the bed, Sandra looks over the hung-over two. “After you eat, Dusty will take you to your car.”

Neither Winterlynn nor Devon have words to respond to the odd situation. They nod, not knowing what else to do. 

“Good. Ten minutes. I'll be waiting outside the door for you.” Sandra takes the water and fruit tray with her as she exits.

 

Winterlynn whispers to Devon, “She's the one I remember from last night. She put us in bed.”

“And now she's kicking us out.” Disappointed, Devon stands, piling long strands of hair into a knot on top of her head, and then holds the more tailored of the two outfits to her body. “It's designer. The tags are still on. This one is six hundred dollars.”

Reading the tag on the second dress, Winterlynn swallows hard. “Mine was more. Eight hundred and fifty.” 

Ripping off the tags, Devon dresses without hesitation, comfortable in pricey, high fashion. “Obviously, money's no object for her.”

The same eagerness to accept the clothing isn't shared by Winterlynn. “Devon, I feel so weird about this. What kind of a person gives expensive outfits away and acts so mysterious?”

“Quick, you heard the woman. Get dressed and stop asking questions. Be grateful she's being nice to us. She could have dumped us out on the street last night.” Devon takes off her damp panties, preferring to go without underneath the fine threads of the new attire.

“Who'd do that?” Winterlynn follows Devon's lead, dressing into the tasteful selection.

Devon doesn't reply, but her eyes tell the story of bad experiences. 

“You think Cherry's going to fire me?”

Through the door, Devon smells pancakes and bacon. “Maybe? Don't get all depressed. I'll take care of the rent. You know I will.”

“It's the least you could do after getting us drunk last night.” Winterlynn does her best to make light of her stress, reaching for a hug, but Devon denies it, hurrying her along. “That smells incredible. Ready to eat?” Devon takes Winterlynn's shaky hand, and leads her to nourishment.


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 – Cherish's Lair

 

Sleep didn't find me last night. I couldn't shake the imbalance of only having Harlow in my arms. I'd become accustom to two live-ins. Kristin and Harlow were a complimentary combination, and sleeping between them was a rare delight. Not having Kristin with us has had a bigger impact on my emotions than I imagined it would. I can't call Kristin back into the situation now, not after I chose Harlow. I closed the deal and dismissed Kristin from my bed.  There's no reversing that decision. I miss her, though, and I spent much of my sleep time thinking of ways to bring Kristin in again. This type of thought is a waste and it needs to discontinue, for everyone's sake. 

As much as I adore Kristin, Harlow suits me perfectly. I want to enjoy every minute I get to spend loving her, privately in my chambers. She's a decade younger than me, give or take a few years, and I do like my lovers in the prime of their youth. Harlow isn't simply a young tart with nothing to offer but a high intensity sex drive—she owns a level of maturity and sophistication. I'm drawn to young women who not only look sensational on my arm, but can carry themselves with confidence. 

Harlow is also gorgeous, and tastes scrumptious, too. What more could a woman like me want? I need to relax, and just be in the moment with her, without the excess mental games. Sleep is too important to go without because of pointless fantasies. Decadence is my middle name, and I know just the thing to make the afternoon lovely. I'm going to draw Harlow and I a bath filled with flower petals. 

The club isn't open on Thursdays, and it's my saving grace for not getting decent rest. We can slow down and smell the roses a bit when the club is dark, and I plan on having Harlow's pussy near or on my mouth the rest of the evening. She'll have no need to get dressed, and meals will be served in bed. The hot water sends chills up my arms, and across my chest, making my nipples stand erect. I'm tempted to jump in, but I need company. 

“Harlow,” I whisper in her ear. “I have a surprise for you.”

She doesn't want to wake yet, warm and cozy in my bed. “You do?”

“Yes, come see.” Her bare hip is calling for my kisses, and I give her several. “We don't want the water getting cold.”

“Water?” Her eyes flutter open, hands immediately exploring my body. “I'm already wet.” She brings my right hand to her inner thighs, inviting me to feel her excitement. 

“Darling angel, I drew us a bath. It's filled with roses. Come have a soak with me.” I scoop her into my arms, etching the length of her spine with my manicured fingernails, all the way to the curve and contour of her shapely bottom. My hands need to be in between her thighs, followed by my face, but the water is cooling. “I want to be wet with you, too.”

Harlow's blonde bush is like sweet cream in my hand. I walk her to the bath, cupping her delicate gem. She sings in my ear, “You're frisky this morning.” Her little mound wiggles in between my fingers, leaving sweet icing for me to taste before she plunges into the tub. 

“It's the late afternoon.” I tip-toe into the water opposite her, sensitive to the temperature. “We can stay in the bath for as long as we want.” 

“Until we shrivel?” Harlow sinks in to her shoulders, smiling playfully. Her breasts bubble to the surface and lay there tranquilly.

“We'll probably get hungry before then.” She pours the lavender-laced water down my shins and calves before massaging my feet. My eyes roll back, thoroughly lost as her fingertips intuitively find my pressure points, and then slips them between my toes. 

“My goodness, Harlow, you have quite a talent.” It's like a slice of heaven being naked with my lover, bathed in frothy essential oils. The aromatics from the flower petals send me drifting into a blissful state of calm. There's nothing in the world I'd rather be doing, and my mind is at peace. I remove my feet from her hands, and swim into her open legs, landing with the grace of a butterfly on a fresh bud. Our naked bodies float together in the large tub, lifted by the water, with flowers on our skin. Petals wash up between our chests and I press my bosom to hers, tickling the satiny flower pieces on the tips of her puckered nipples. 

Harlow giggles, blue eyes twinkling in the candlelight reflecting off the water's surface. “You're mine, now.” 

“Yes,” I agree, rocking our full breasts together, back and forth. “Feel how wet I am, baby.”

Her laughter is contagious. I envy her ability to be so free with emotions. “I love your smile, almost as much as I love your twat.” 

“Young lady!” Shocked at her bold language, I spank her bottom. 

“I think this is what you need.” The softness of her hand caresses my clit, then searches for the tight opening. She penetrates it. “Oh, Cherry, you're very, very wet.” One finger, then two, sliding in to her first knuckle. I let her push in deeper, burying both knuckles further in my cunt. I don't want to come yet, but I am suddenly close, as a surge of wild sensations shoot through my core. The pleasure she releases in me is immeasurable, and I want to lose control. It's been so long since I burst thick cum onto any of my lovers of late, preferring to express my passion in other ways, like with the new hires. Harlow is unique in this way—I've let her take me further than her predecessors. Only a very few girls have I let inside. 

My mood shifts, and I halt her from fingering me further. Turning the seduction around, I'm the lead, positioning Harlow underneath me. I harness her legs over my shoulders, and press down, pussy to pussy. For the first time, the flesh of our cunts actually meet. This precious spot of hers is even more sinful that the rest, as far as the reaction it causes in me. 

It's more than mere chemistry between Harlow and I—are bodies were designed to fit together organically. I ride her with sporadic gyrations. My intention is to make her scream so loud, it'd make the other women in my house blush. I can't think of anything more wonderful than to hear the sound of a woman in the throes of a mind-blowing orgasm, echoing through a mansion in late afternoon. Twisting and grinding with purpose, I watch her face rush with heat and feel her tremble. She's not holding this one back at all, and within seconds I could make her thrash and spasm with ecstasy, but I don't let her. 

“Sit up, baby. Put your ass on the ledge. I'm going to eat your pussy for lunch. Your cum's going to fill my belly.” From under her bottom, I hoist her up to perch like a goddess, spread wide for me. 

Harlow's mouth curls, attracted by my rawness. “If the members only knew you talked like this.”

“How do you know they don't?” There might be a few club members who know my more outward side, but I don't share that information. “Now open your pink lips” She does and I lick the entire rim of her cunt, including her fingers.

“You do this to me. You make me crazy. Why do you constantly tease?” Harlow cries, panting for more.

“Because I know best. If we come pussy to pussy, I can't drink you like I can this way. Don't deny me your sweet wine. I don't want to spill a drop.” And with tongue out, I lap at her, toying with the fullness of her clit. Licking and lightly sucking until her knees squeeze and close around my neck. 

“You do this to me!” Harlow yells. I sink my middle finger into her twitching hole, and hook on to her release button. “Why do you fucking make me come all the time?” I don't have to say anything, just spread coverage from one zone to the next. 

“Cherry, I can't...” She can't breathe, is what she means, but it's not time to back off at all. “It's too much! I can't take it!” Like any of my good little whores would, she takes it quite well. “My pussy!” 

Like a fresh waterfall of honey, her inner bloom peeks out, releasing a stream of private reserve. My mouth hinges open and locks, swallowing what she pours into me with joy. Her orgasm flows and increases, to the peak where speech no longer exists. The last drops of cum from her pussy are drunk.

“You're such a good girl, Harlow.” I kiss and stroke her head and face, gently easing her back into the warm water.

Still within the glory of being fulfilled, her body floats again with mine. “And you're the naughtiest boss in the world.”

“You think so?” She might be exaggerating, but not by much. 

“When can I have you? You can't leave the bath until you let me.” Her gaze is hypnotic. 

“Later, baby, later.” Hunger has set in, for food, that is. “You rest a bit. I'll place our dinner order.”

Harlow coos. The plush white rug outside the tub catches and collects the runoff from my skin before I wrap myself in a lace robe. 

I open the door of my chambers, still trickling with bath water. In the distance, the faint sound of two females having light conversation is heard. “Sandra?” 

The muted shuffle of slippers on marble heads toward me. “I'm here.” Sandra's low key reassurance puts me at ease. She turns the corner, slightly surprised to see me half-dressed and damp. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes, I was going to ask you the same thing. Who do the voices belong to?”

“The two ladies you brought home last night. I dressed them, served lunch, and in a few minutes I'll take them to their car. I wasn't expecting you to want an exchange with them.”

“What? Why would I not want to talk with them? I don't want to be rude. One's a new hire. I should at least say hello before they go.”

“You want to converse with them like this? In your robe?” The look on Sandra's face says everything. She clearly thinks I have no scruples.

“No, no, no. After I dress. Come on, now. You know me better than that.” 

Sandra shakes her head. “There was a time when I thought I did, but not lately.” And then she smiles, and I know she's joking. “What would you like me to tell them?”

“Set them up in their guest room with a bottle of champagne.”

Wanting to be done with the tension of having guests secreted on one side of the house, Sandra tries to instill common sense. “Champagne? Cherish, it's almost five in the evening. They were on their way out.” 

“I need a few minutes to refresh and then Harlow and I will eat in my room. Could you grill us two steak salads, and a small bowl of olive oil and herbs with crusty bread?” And than I get the urge for a vintage. “Oh, and a bottle of red, please.”

“Fine. What kind?” 

“You pick. You know what I like.” I'm addicted to Sandra's fabulous cooking. It's to the point where before her two nights off, she prepares extra entrees to get me through or else I won't eat.

“And the other girls? You sure about keeping them?”

A few different thoughts cross my mind, and I pick one to execute upon. “Yes, absolutely.”

Sandra shuffles off, given the new plan to enforce. She's usually a go with the flow person, but tonight she doesn't seem in a tolerant or easy mood. Not wanting to spend another second pondering it, I disappear back into my chambers, and prepare for the next phase of evening.

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 – The Ladies of the Evening

 

Winterlynn and Devon savor each morsel of the gourmet meal Sandra served. The silverware is intricately designed and the plates are fine China.

“I don't feel worthy to feed off this plate.” Winterlynn sinks into her lower-middle class upbringing, spooning bites of tender filet mignon and herb-spiked, steamed veggies into her famished belly. “It's so good. Better than most restaurants I've been to.”

“What about the steaks I've made for you? Don't they compare?” Devon has demolished hers without shame, running her tongue on the side of the sauce covered knife. “I'm dying for a smoke.”

“Too bad. I'm sure this entire place is a non-smoking zone. You'll have to wait. And yes, the steaks you've made are really good, too.”

“But this one is better?” Devon bats her foot against Winterlynn's shin, wanting to resume the make-out session.

“A little.” She's shy to admit her real tastes to the one who feeds her normally.

“How dare you. Now you owe me, for hurting my feelings.” Devon's pouting manipulation is halted by Sandra's return, carrying an ice bucket with champagne.

“Ladies, compliments of the boss.” She centers the bucket and bottle on the table, and pours two glasses. “Cheers?” The glasses are handed to Winterlynn and Devon.

“Yes, thank you,” Devon says, followed by the day-old employee. 

“Yes, thanks.” Winterlynn echos.

Sandra's face shows little expression. These girls are a dime a dozen to her. “She'd like you to stay.”

Winterlynn sips the champagne, taken aback by the premium label. “Who, exactly?”

“Cherry. I have no other message, just that she'd like you two to wait and meet with her before leaving, hence the bubbly.”

Winterlynn's worry gets the best of her. “Is she mad?”

Sandra's eyebrows raise with her half-smile. “I have nothing more to say on the subject. Do you accept or would you like me to deliver a message to her in return?”

In a split second, Devon's decision is spoken. “We accept.”

“Good. I'll let her know. You may return to the guest bedroom and wait then, with the champagne.” Sandra clears their plates, and leaves them in silence. The only sound is the slight creak of the staircase she descends. 

Winterlynn whispers to Devon. “What should we do? You said yes so quickly. I haven't even had a shower!”

“I'll bathe you with my tongue.” Devon's tongue is long and appealing, like a velvet cloth. “Before your mind starts going a mile a minute, we should do as asked and drink. Bubbly this pricey mustn't be wasted.”

“Listen, world traveler, I get this is all kind of normal to you, living in and out of the lap of luxury as a model. This is very new to me, though—too new—and I can't help question it. Things this good to be true rarely are.” Winterlynn shrinks, fear running the show.

“Your mistake is seeing this as good in the first place. As far as I've traveled, and as many people I know with significant money, I only know a few who're truly happy.” The flute rolls across her bottom lip. She drinks it half-gone, appreciating the flavor. “See this as part of her business. The home, sleeping quarters, drink—everything serves a purpose—including us.”

Winterlynn absorbs Devon's prophetic statements, not completely on board with her perspective, and sips her glass empty. “Might as well fill me up, girlfriend.”

Devon flashes her magazine-cover smile. “My thoughts exactly.”

 

* * * *

 

“Good-evening, Kristin. How are you?” Sandra hears dainty footsteps behind her while cleaning dishes at the kitchen sink. 

“How did you know it was me?” Kristin sits on a stool at the center island. 

“I recognize your perfume. It's spicier than what most of Cherry's girls wear.” Sandra faces her, toweling off her hands before applying a thin layer of lotion. “Based on appearances, you look like a floral girl, rather than spice.”

“Floral isn't my thing. I prefer the fall and winter to spring. And, I'm not one of Cherry's girls anymore. Only at the club.”

“Yes, I know.” Sandra pours herself a cup of hot tea. “Would you like a cup? It's strong and loaded with caffeine.”

“Yes, please.” Kristin gets her own cup from the cabinet, not expecting to be served like she was still Cherry's lover. 

Sandra pours the cup with the steamy, herbal blend. “Are you staying for dinner?”

Kristin sips the tea, responding to the temperature and powerful taste. “Am I allowed?”

“It's probably not a good idea for you to flaunt yourself in front of Cherry or Harlow at this time, but I can prepare you a meal to eat in Dusty's room.” Sandra keeps her tone on the level and straight forward.

“I had no intentions of flaunting.” Kristin withdraws from the stool, heading back for the safety of Dusty's room with her tea.

“No? Well, that's good then. Oh, and for however long you plan on staying in Dusty's room, here's the deal with the kitchen.” Sandra waits to say anymore until Kristin shows interest in listening. “I cook by choice, because I love the art of it, and I'm really freaking good at it.”

“Yes, you are.” Kristin reflects momentarily on the fine cuisine she's indulged in the past few weeks. “Cherry told us you secretly wanted to be a chef.”

“Not secretly. I still plan on being one. But anyway, I can cook a meal here or there, but don't rely on me as I'm not responsible for any of the tenants, temporary or full time. And I don't do dishes. We all wash our own plates on the two nights a week when the maid is off. You're clear on this?”

“Yes, very clear.” The flavor of the tea is incredibly strong, as Sandra said. Kristin feels the caffeine immediately, face flushed with a hit of adrenaline. “You don't think Cherry will be mad about me being here, do you?” Kristin's easy going mood cools, then darkens.

“It's not often a live-in turns up in the servants' quarters so soon after being dismissed. I don't pretend to know how Cherry feels about these things. The relationship you had with her is between you two. Your guess is better than mine.” 

“I'll take the plate to Dusty's room then. Thank you.” Kristin keeps her composure, despite her churning emotions. Her exit is stopped by the entrance of Harlow. The two former lovers regard each other like surprise apparitions from another time. 

“Hey. How nice to see you.” Harlow offers a hug, genuinely happy to see the girl she spent night after night pleasing. Kristin accepts the embrace. The attraction between them is palpable. 

“Nice to see you, too.” Kristin's arms linger on Harlow, breathing in the flowery fragrance she emits—recognizes the scent from the nights they bathed in Cherry's bath oils together. 

“What are you doing here?” Harlow checks out Kristin's over-sized clothes, immediately recognizing them as Dusty's. 

“I spent the night.” Kristin suddenly feels the need to hide the details of being with Dusty.

“Can I get you something, Harlow?” Sandra interrupts them.

“Oh, yes, please. I'd love a bottle of chocolate milk, if there is any.” Harlow lets her robe drape open, and both Kristin and Sandra spend a second eyeing her cleavage.

“How do you drink that stuff all the time?” The idea of chocolate milk is nauseating to Kristin. 

“I don't know. I just love it.” Harlow's childlike enthusiasm for an unsophisticated beverage is adorable, yet bothersome to the other two in the kitchen.

“Sorry, Harlow, we're out. I'll put it on the list for delivery.”

“That's sweet, Sandra. Thank you.” Harlow turns to Kristin. “How long are you staying?”

Kristin clears her throat of the tea leave residue. “Not sure yet.”

“In that case, I'll see you later then?” Harlow helps herself to a bottle of regular milk from the refrigerator. 

“Yes.” Kristin is out of her element, used to being one of the star attractions.

Harlow smiles sweetly, removing herself from the odd vibe between the three of them.

Sandra takes a minute to collect her thoughts before addressing Kristin. “I'll bring dinner to you in a few.” 

* * * *

 

Devon is on the attack, determined to get laid by the tipsy Winterlynn. She polishes off the champagne, emptying the last of the bubbly into their flutes. “We've got at least five minutes before we have to converse with Cherry. I say, we get it on right now.”

Winterlynn clinks glasses with her horny girlfriend. “You got me drunk to take advantage of me.”

“No, I got us drunk because it was the thing to do. When in Rome, you know, you blend in with the locals.” Devon's hands are already unzipping Winterlynn's new dress. Her softness and warmth is a total aphrodisiac and the experienced, girl-loving supermodel has the giddy one nude in seconds. 

“You're hungry. Always on the make.” Winterlynn falls onto the bed, ready to surrender. Devon jumps on top of her like a wolf on prey.

“Always on the make for you, yes. You're all I want, Winter.” Devon gets to the point, wanting to devour her in a single gulp. 

“I don't want to be hurt by you,”Winterlynn confesses, legs sliding open to go the distance this time, pulling Devon's dress from her shoulders. 

Devon kisses her neck with seductive intentions. “I'll be gentle.” Nothing could be further from the truth as Winterlynn undresses her. The second their bare breasts touch, gentleness is thrown to the wind. 

“I meant-” Mouth covered in kisses, Winterlynn's worried sentiment is squelched. The two lovers pant with excitement, knowing they'll be experiencing each other's cunts fully. 

“Are you my girlfriend?” Devon whispers in her ear in between mouthing down her chest. 

“Yes,” Winterlynn replies. “You can have me any way you want.”

The all-access pass invitation makes Devon squeal. “It's about freaking time!” Devon flips Winterlynn over, addressing her pointed-up ass, spanking it with both hands, but then, the door opens. 

Cherry enters discreetly—her hope of wanting to catch them in the act rewarded. She clears her throat, making herself known. Winterlynn looks over Devon's shoulder, seeing her boss standing in authority, wearing a tight-fitting, thigh-length white skirt and a nearly see-threw blouse with lace bra underneath.

“Oh shit.” Winterlynn feels her stomach sink, expecting a dismissal for bad behavior. Devon rolls off Winterlynn, perplexed by the devilish look on Cherry's face. 

“Hello, girls. Sandra explained I wanted to chat before you left, yes?” Not at all embarrassed over her interruption, Cherry perches on a chair, crossing her shimmering legs. 

Winterlynn gets out from under Devon, picking her dress off the floor. “Wait, stay as you are.” The order from the one who bought the clothes has been given and Winterlynn ceases, covering her vulnerable tits to be polite, but Cherry has something else in mind. “Drop your arms. I've seen you in the nude before. No need for modesty in my club, as well as in my home.”

She listens, uncovering her chest, hiding guilt over having not told Devon about sexually satisfying Cherry at the audition. She braces herself for the information to be shared.

Cherry continues,“I trust you both had a good sleep?”

“We did, for sure. And thank you for your fashion choices. I like your taste in clothes as well as women.” Ready to play at Cherry's level, Devon doesn't shy away.

Caught between two women of internal strength, Winterlynn observes their interaction and decides to interject. “I apologize for getting carried away my first night on the job. That isn't how I normally behave.”

“I didn't come here seeking an apology, although I'd appreciate better choices from both of you in the future.” 

“It won't happen again, I promise.” Winterlynn breathes a sigh of relief, realizing her employment isn't in jeopardy. 

“Good. Then I'll get to the point.” Cherry's eyes cover Devon and Winterlynn with an obvious agenda. “I'd like for you two to lay down together, without clothes.”

Devon is fully amused. “Right now?”

“Yes.” Cherry lets the silence float, liking the tension she's created. 

“And do what?” Winterlynn is too naive for this room of experienced ladies. 

Devon reads Cherry clearly, having met a few women like her in the past. She brings her girlfriend to her lap and places her on it. “Don't speak, just listen.” 

“Wise advice, Devon. Ready to hear more?” Cherry smiles, high on the thrill of what she's about to watch.

 

* * * *

 

Sandra brings two dinner plates to Cherry's chambers, finding Harlow alone. “Here are your steak salads, my dear.”

“Oh, is that what she ordered?” Harlow is pleased with the meal choice and presentation. 

“Yes. She doesn't tell you these things?” Laying out fine silverware and cloth napkins,  Sandra's well aware of what Harlow's answer will be. Cherry never asks—she doesn't assume she'll be questioned on it, either. 

“No, but she knows what I like.” Her fork aimed for a bite, Harlow nods to Sandra. “Thank you for feeding us. You're a fantastic cook.”

Loving culinary compliments, Sandra blushes. “You're welcome. It's certainly what I'm most passionate about. Where's Cherish? Did she say?”

“I was hoping you could tell me.” Harlow munches on a delicious bite of succulent steak and baby greens. 

“Sorry, I can't. If I see her out and about I'll let her know her dinner is waiting.” Sandra opens a bottle of red wine and leaves it on the table. “Enjoy.”

“When it was Kristin and I, she didn't let us drink.” 

“It's a night off. If you prefer to wait and ask her permission, do so. Otherwise, don't fret over it. From my experience with Cherry and her lovers, a glass of wine on down days is usually okay.”

Harlow swallows, “I'll have one then.” 

 

* * * *

 

Winterlynn and Devon lay naked on the bed, awaiting the rest of Cherry's requests. Their bodies vibrate with anticipation. Devon rests a leg over Winterlynn's glistening pussy, feeling wetness glaze her knee, while gently petting her bushy mound. 

“I want you two to make love. Have you indulged with each other before?” Cherry speaks after a long, sultry exhale. 

“Not completely.” Devon's admission makes Cherry very happy.

“So, this will be your first time being totally intimate together?” The smile on her face is brighter than a summer night's moon, remembering how skilled Winterlynn's clit licking was. “I came at the right time then. Please, show me.”

Devon's pussy aches with lust, highly turned on by the wants of the woman watching them. She gets down to the matter at hand—Winterlynn's right breast—and laps at it. 

“That's nice,” Cherry says, uncrossing her legs as her hands relax onto the edge of her skirt. “Don't stop.” 

Winterlynn gasps as Devon shoves her pussy on top of hers, teasing with the stealthy rubbing motion that nearly made her come earlier. Their twats are so wet, Cherry can hear the juice mixing from where she sits. “Good girls. Very, very nice.” 

Legs intertwine with the increasing intensity as they begin to move in sync, kissing and licking with a heated rhythm. Devon hears Winterlynn try to speak, but she's too breathless from the sensation of her girlfriend's tongue flickering on her inner thighs. 

Devon opens Winterlynn's pussy lips, inhaling her feminine scent, before tasting the private spot she's fantasized about a thousand times. Spooning her dewy goodness with the tip of her tongue, Winterlynn stifles a scream of extreme pleasure. 

Cherry interjects her own visual needs. “Relax, baby. Let Devon slide her tongue all the way inside. Slowly. I want to see every inch of it sinking in.”

The nasty verbal commands from such a sophisticated woman are enough to make Devon come without even being touched. Cherry has tapped into Devon's secret perversions of being watched while she makes love. Devon's tongue does as told, dipping inside Winterlynn's little hole, giving her a slight poke of curled tongue, then allowing it to widen out for thicker penetration. Cherry's entranced, observing Winterlynn arch her back with Devon's tongue all the way in, her chin smashed against her taint. Deeply, Devon sucks as she tongue fucks, zoning in on the orgasmic wave building within her girlfriend. 

“Don't stop. Make her come.” Spine erect as her legs squeeze together, Cherry sits on her hands, fighting the urge to grab her own twat and tits and make herself come in front of them, as Winterlynn does. Mentally, she's at the peak, mouth gaping open with short breaths, controlling her desire. “Make her come, now!”

Winterlynn lets out a scream, clenching Devon's long locks, holding her face in place. “She is! She's making me come!” 

Devon plunges her tongue in and out with a rigid, fast pace that sends Winterlynn's pussy into convulsions. Tears trickle from Winterlynn's eyes, overwhelmed with the gorgeous, lusty sensations of coming hard on Devon's beautiful face. Nothing was held back in her final surrender, and every jolt of her muscles contracting squirts warm streams of her girlie ejaculations into her lover's mouth. Devon willingly gulps her deliciousness down, falling in love with the freshness of their sinful connection. She doesn't let up, taking baby sips and tiny licks—each time causing Winterlynn to shake. Eyes diverting to the lady who caused this salacious event, Devon waits for her next instruction.

A bit of saliva leaks out the corner of Cherry's mouth in the lewdest way. She's had enough watching, but these girls are not the ones to satisfy her sexual cravings. Abruptly, Cherry bounces up from the chair and goes to the lovers on the bed. Winterlynn's crotch is slathered in juice and Devon hasn't removed herself from between her still quivering thighs. 

“Thank you. I'll tell Sandra to take you ladies home in an hour. Finish up and be ready to go when she says it's time. You may take your new outfits. Winterlynn, I expect to see you at the club tomorrow night. Dusty will contact you with further information.” And with that, the boss excuses herself, done with them for now.

A strange silence fills the room after Cherry closes the door behind her. Devon crawls up Winterlynn's body, wanting to share the loveliness that came from her pussy. “You're so hot.” Devon tells her while they kiss. 

“You need to let me do the same to you.” Closing her eyes, Winterlynn could easily drift off, but Devon gives her ear a nibble. 

“Oh I will,” Devon says, “As soon as we get home, you're going to give me the same pleasure, if not more, but not just for one night. You and I are going to make each other come every day. That's how I like it, girlfriend, and now I know that you do, too.”

 

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 – The Boss Gets Hers

 

Heart pumping with adrenaline, I rush back to my chambers, and storm in like a wild force of nature. Being so close to naked women fucking at my command is precisely what I needed to get my mind back in the right direction with my chosen one. My body races to the finish line before I've even left the gate, and I'm filled with an insatiable need to finally give myself to the beautiful angel I picked to solely enjoy. Harlow wipes flecks of balsamic vinaigrette from her face with the napkin, having finished her dinner plate without me. “There you are. I was worried. Where were you?”

Not wanting to waste a second with meaningless talk, I strip from my scant clothes and stand in front of the sitting Harlow. 

“Cherry? You never cease to surprise me. I take it you're not going to have dinner first?”

Harlow's questions are answered by my legs spreading. My pussy hovers over her mouth. Nothing's more exciting to me than seeing the eyes of my lover gazing up from my crotch. Preferring Harlow in a submissive stance, I cup her face and speak my intentions. “Suck on me, now, Harlow. Put your tongue on my clit this second.”

Harlow isn't one to disobey her mistress, and this is why she and I blaze with chemistry. She could dominate and own me if she wanted—and if I was willing—but she also knows her place. At this moment, she belongs buried under my cunt, and for the first time, I want to offer it to her fully. 

She swallows the ice she was munching on, and delicately lays her cold tongue on my clit, causing ripples of ecstasy. In an instant, I wonder why I've been so foolish, keeping her from satisfying me. She's so very talented at worshiping, and a gifted, giving sex kitten. 

Wanting desperately to please me, Harlow maneuvers thoughtfully, showing love and care for not simply my throbbing clit, but the sensitive area surrounding it. Head falling back, I lock my legs for stability, as a rush of insane pleasure fills me from groin to chest. Even my arms grow weak as Harlow uses every ounce of her longing to prove herself worthy of satisfying the boss, who is now vulnerable to her prowess. I shudder and buckle, thrusting my hips into her face, holding onto her head. I can't believe the enormous level of desire that shoots through me. I could fuck a room full of girls at once with the unquenchable lust I exude at this moment. Harlow's incredible, eating my cunt exquisitely, and the thunder she releases when her pinky finger dares to find its way inside my squeezing hole, sends me skyrocketing. 

“Fuck me, Harlow! Fuck my pussy! All the way! Put your finger in deep!” 

The rush of her inserting two fingers, then three, takes me over the top. I soak my thighs with cum, peaking down to see my angel fingering her own pussy simultaneously. Harlow loses control, slurping me non-stop, while her other hand fills with her orgasmic release. We moan in unison, eyes rolled back, ready to die in the throes of one of the most powerful oral experiences I've ever had. How could this young woman, who seems untouched by experience, have such depth as a sexual creature? I don't want to move, happy to have my cunt on her mouth for the rest of my days. 

“Don't stop, Harlow. Keep your tongue inside me.”

She holds steady with her tongue on the inner trigger, yet suddenly I change directions, wanting to wait for our next screw before I pour on her face more than I just did. My mind is at ease, with no other thought but how glorious it is to have a new live-in, equipped with superb technique, and a willing, open mouth. I keep my pussy in place until I'm good and ready to remove it. 

“Did I do okay?” Harlow purrs as I help her up from the floor. 

Giving a response would be cheap pillow talk and I have more respect for her than that. I kiss her face, then her plump lips, keeping our bodies close. 

“I love you, Cherry.” Her eyes are beyond the glorious color of the ocean, I want to answer back and float in her gaze, but I'm afraid my true feelings might be misleading if spoken. 

We hold each other in bed for a stretch, completely spent. I haven't had a bite of food in a day, yet my hunger is not a disturbance. If only time would stand still, and leave us in this place of quiet bliss. Harlow kisses my shoulder, her arms wrapped under mine and around my waist. “Thank you for choosing me,” she whispers.

This brings a tear to my eye. “No need to thank me, Harlow. I knew all along my choice would be you.”

It's the truth, and it terrifies me.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 6 – The Tits Under the Jersey

 

The cool detachment of the friend zone has been established. I might be reading way too much into her quiet mood and reacting defensively. It's not like I've been forthcoming with personal details or witty conversation either. Having had a hot quickie fuck this morning seems like a fleeting memory. 

Kristin's been listening to her playlist on her headphones most of the evening while I watch television with only partial interest. We made small talk while we ate dinner and I got to watch her take a hot shower. I'm assuming she's spending the night again because she's made no comment about me taking her home. Other than that, she's offered nothing. 

I really don't know much about her, besides where she works and who she's recently slept with. When she was Cherish's live-in, I took the role I always do, which is to simply be friendly and ask no questions. From her background check, I remember her being one of four kids in her family and she lived with a dance troupe in Europe for three years before working at the club. Her credit is clean and there are no blemishes on her record. Who she is beyond her paper profile is a mystery. 

I massage her feet to gauge her interest level and she willingly receives my hands. I've been told my foot massage techniques work like magic, and I fully attempt to cast a spell on Kristin. She seems to be falling under it, and I press harder into her sore areas. Her moaning encourages my craving for a second round, especially when she opens her legs, giving me little peaks of the pussy I devoured for breakfast. “Tell me if I'm pressing too hard.” She melts in my hands. The ear buds are removed and the mp3 player is turned off. This is a good sign. One step closer to getting laid tonight.

“No, what you're doing is perfect.” She adjusts herself closer to me, extending her legs. No panties cover her bottom and her buoyant tits look magnificent under my jersey. 

“I charge for this service.” Kicking over a bottle of lotion, I roll it to me on the floor. Without missing a beat, I grasp the lotion, and warm a dollop in the palm of my hand before applying it to her heels and arches.

“Whatever the fee, I'll pay it. They're so sore from wearing spiked heels all the time. Feels better than sex.”

I'm not thrilled with her statement, but I'm sure she isn't referring to me. At least I think she's not. “Better than sex in general, or the sex we had?”

“We had sex?” Her sly smile makes my heart pound, and then she throws a pillow at me. “You know I'm kidding. I had fun. I think you did, too?”

“I did, yes. We should do it again. Soon.” The momentary bonding is broken by the sound of Sandra's car pulling out of the driveway. I open the blinds to look out the window. To my relief, Winterlynn and Devon are in the backseat. Like a stack of bricks lifted from my shoulders, I shake off the anxiety of having guests in the house and get back to the more important issue at hand. “How about now?”

This makes Kristin laugh, and I don't know if that's a good thing or not. “You certainly have a one track mind, Dusty.”

I sit on the bed next to her, taking privileges by feeling her up under the jersey. “Really, I do have some questions.”

“Like what?” She doesn't stop my hand from circling her left breast.

A weird case of stage fright seizes me and I can't think straight. My mind flips over a couple of different options for questioning, yet none seem to fit the mood. Deciding to come right out with it, I blurt a random thought. “What's your favorite color?”

“Dusty! Is that what all the suspense was for? And I thought you were going to ask me to get fully naked with no panties between our pussies this time.” 

Damn, I wish I had asked that. “The thought did cross my mind. I guess, you know, we hardly know each other. I don't make it a habit of getting to know the girls who come in and out of the house, so I don't ask anything.”

Kristin's face changes. “How many other live-ins have there been?”

I've stepped over my safety zone and now I have no choice but to backpedal. “Oh, I have no idea. Cherry keeps me extremely busy with the management of the club. All I meant was, you have a special quality that draws me in.”

“Cherry told me the same thing.” A wistful hint coats her tone. 

“She wasn't lying. Do you have another place to stay?” I move my petting down to her hips, caressing her pelvis.

“No. I was staying with Harlow before Cherry invited us both to live here.” The reality of the situation comes into view. I had forgotten Kristin and Harlow were best friends before Cherry's invasion of their cozy setup. “As far as I know, she's kept the place, but I wouldn't want to go back there without her.”

“I see. Did either of you have a plan for where you'd go or what you'd do after the stay was over?” Her shaved goodness is calling out to me and I'm seconds away from shoving my face up in it. 

Kristin's face hints at a good memory blurred by confusion. “We didn't talk about it, no. Cherry's offer took us completely by surprise.”

Needing to enhance a dimming mood, I amp up the intensity of the foot massage. “Kind of like my mouth on your clit?” And the little sex switch gets tickled with my chin while rubbing her arches. There's no way she could doubt how welcome she is in my bed.

“I saw that coming.” Kristin opens her legs for me to snuggle in between. I lay my head on her thigh and spend a few minutes gazing at the beautiful thing in front of me, and I mean, the entire girl, not just her lovely snatch. “How long can I stay with you?”

I hate that we're at this point, but it's a question I knew was coming. It always does. I've had to give the answer too many times to the girls who visit my bed, and it never gets easier. “A few days. Maybe even a week or so.”

“Or so? What does that mean?” Kristin's fingers get lost in my thick, black hair. “I'm temporary to you, too?”

“I wouldn't say fully temporary. We can see each other however long we want. It's the living together thing that can't last.” I can feel the situation turning in a direction I had hoped it wouldn't go. “Remember, I'm a guest, an employee, too.”

“And if I say I want to stay the week, I'd have to hide in here. Right? Like Sandra said, I shouldn't flaunt myself.” She sits up, pulling her preciousness away from me. 

“Basically. It's best for us to be discreet.” I sit up as well, readjusting my intentions.

“Cherry stated the rules from the first day Harlow and I arrived. No promises and no emotional attachments or mental games. It seemed easy enough.” Her thoughts wander back into her own mind. 

“I can call the hotel and see if there's room. Would you prefer it? Cherry wouldn't have a problem with that.” Cherry's boutique hotel was booked solid last night. I'm taking a risk by even suggesting there might be room. Right now, saying it feels like the only way to deal with this. 

“Do you think I should?” She doesn't like the idea at all, and I'm relieved. 

“I want you to be comfortable, within the confines.” I crawl to her side and kiss her shoulder.

“Then I want to stay right here, with you, for as many days as I can.” Kristin melts my heart. I know it's not just me she wants to stay for. The girl isn't ready to leave the place she got attached to. I'm always the buffer, and will continue to be so—it's inevitable considering the relationship dynamics. Over the years, only a few girls have been dismissed without any leftover emotional involvement. Kristin is obviously not one of them. 

My phone rings. The caller I.D. states a name I haven't seen or heard in a very long time—Bethany. Letting the call go to voice mail would be bad because Bethany doesn't leave messages. “Excuse me,” I say to Kristin, and quickly exit my room for a private place to talk.

“Hello, this is Dusty.” My heart pounds a few beats, anticipating the voice on the other end. 

“Hey. It's Beth. Remember me?” Bethany's deep and soulful voice is like a warm blanket on a chilly autumn night. 

“Yeah, I do. What's up, girl? You don't call unless you've got something important to say.” Really, Bethany only calls once a year or so when she's in town and looking for work. She never just stops by to say hello or calls because she misses me. This girl's the one I fell head over heels for back in the day. I probably fell in love with her at first sight on her first night at the club, but so did Cherry. 

“Oh, you know, the usual. I wanted to see what was going on with you this weekend?” She plays coy, and I'm cool with it.

“Nothing special's going on with me this weekend. I'm working. You?”

“I'm in town.” That's all she needs to say. The rest is a given.

“Very cool. Our performance schedule at the club is full. Did you want me to talk with the boss about squeezing you in for a show or two?” Having to mention Bethany being in town isn't something I look forward to. Cherish's reaction to Bethany being in her club can run the gamut from thrilled to absolute horror.

“Sure, I'd love to come. How many new girls are in the mix since I was last there?” She fishes for information.

“A couple. I'll get back to you once I have a chance to talk with Cherry.” 

“That's fine. I'm just sitting here masturbating. I'll be waiting for your call.” Bethany disconnects and I tap the buttons on my phone, wanting to call her back impulsively, then shove the device into my pocket. She used to send me dirty pictures of herself randomly, like love notes from a mischievous girl. I swear her middle name is 'Destruction' because that's what she inspires. She's not like a gentle wind—far from it—but a wicked hurricane. 

Vacillating, I listen to the peaceful silence. A week ago our days off were quite noisy with Cherry, Kristin and Harlow constantly making love upstairs. Indulging in a late evening snack that doesn't come with baggage, issues, or drama, sounds like just the ticket. In the freezer is a pint of my favorite ice cream—mint chocolate chip. I take possession of it, along with two spoons, and bring it to my room to share with Kristin.


 

 

CHAPTER 7 – Cup of Morning Sex

 

There's a kitten lapping at my pussy, and the only pet I own is a beautiful young woman named Harlow. I lie still with my eyes closed, pretending to sleep. The dream she creates with the soft swirling motion of her tongue is too serene and erotic to wake from. For a few seconds, I allow myself to let loose in a favorite fantasy. 

The fantasy fades in, and my body instantly relaxes as the vision plays like a movie in my mind. I'm sipping a fancy cocktail from a private deck overlooking the ocean, clad in a designer string bikini and strappy high-heeled sandals. I don't care who sees me, and I want to be stripped naked, absorbing sun rays like a blooming flower. In this dream, the only responsibility I have is to gaze endlessly at my stable of gorgeous female creatures, dressed in less clothing than I am. They're numerous, and I want to touch pussies with each one. The naughtiest girl in the group takes liberties with my nipples. She removes my bikini top from one side of my chest and nurses from my bosom. I let the other girls watch as she spreads my limbs, and I motion for them to join in, inviting the entire sex-dripping entourage to take me.

And then Harlow's voice merges my mind back with reality, and I open my eyes to see her angelic beauty between my thighs. “You don't mind me kissing you like this, do you?”

“I certainly don't. If you kiss faster, I might come on you.” What Harlow does to me surpasses the imagined pleasure of a lesbian orgy. Her tongue darting in and out of my hole then swiping my clit side to side, makes my body rattle and jerk. The sheets coil in my hands as I push my head against the pillow, bracing for a gushing orgasm. I come loudly, holding nothing back, tying my legs in a tight knot around Harlow. My hands nearly pull her hair out as I scream. She forces my hips down with her arms, controlling my need to thrash about. Harlow kisses lightly, spooning the hot fluids from my pussy into her mouth and then feeds me a finger-full, too. 

“You taste delicious,” Harlow purrs with very wet lips. I know this second the only way I'll get any work done at the club tonight is if Harlow stays home. Or else I'll stay at my desk in my office, with her at my feet, mouth locked on my cunt for hours. 

“Thank you, my darling.” I attempt to free myself from her, but she likes pretending to be the dominant one. “I must get ready for work. You stay and rest after all you just gave.” I have no time to reciprocate, unfortunately. On the days the club's open, it's all business. 

“Am I coming with you tonight?” Harlow lounges into the plushness of the blankets, fingering her unsatisfied and swollen hood. 

“I'm thinking about it.” I've already made a decision, but I'll inform her when it's time. The chance of protest does exist, and I must quell it in order to focus. 

The morning shower routine of making myself come with the massaging faucet head is skipped, having no immediate need. I lather with floral scented body gels and rinse clean with haste, wanting to connect with Dusty over coffee and poppy seed muffins. She's expecting me, and I can smell the morning brew percolating downstairs. Lotion is spread over my skin, and I dress in professional attire from top to bottom, finishing with a sweep of mascara and lip gloss. Harlow dozes and a I quietly escape without notice.


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 8 – The B Word

 

Dusty has two piping hot cups of coffee waiting with a selection of my favorite breakfast baked goods. “And how did you sleep?” Cream and sugar dissolve in my cup. I blow across the surface before sipping, appreciating the aroma of imported beans, followed by a healthy bite of apricot danish.

“Good. When did you start liking pastry for breakfast? You're the muffin queen.” Dusty looks at me curiously, like I'm an alien. 

“I've been called that before, you know.” A bit of humor never hurt anyone and until my hunger is sated, I keep things light. I barely ate yesterday, consumed by sex, and now I must make up for it.

“Yes, but it's me who owns the title. I've been full lesbian muffin muncher all my life. You've had bad bouts with men once or twice.” My loyal assistant reminds me of past regrets. I swallow the candied fruit center and flutter my eyelashes at her. “Why do you bring unpleasant subjects up before noon? Have you no respect?”

“Oh, I have plenty of respect for you.” She hands me another danish. “Try the lemon.”

“One's enough. Tell me, what have you planned so far?” A second cup of coffee is poured and I drink half of it while scanning over the guest names in Dusty's notebook. “Full house. Do we have a waiting list?” 

“Yes, of ten.” Dusty shows me the women on hold and I pick three. “Invite them. I think they'll blend in nicely.” Every detail of my club is considered, from the candles to the compatibility of the members in attendance. If one aspect is out of sync, the rest will follow.

My cup and plate empty, Dusty clears the counter and wipes off the crumbs, then hands over color photos of the location. “No special events requested or reserved for this evening. Here are the club pictures.”

“I love it. Looks like it's turnkey.” The main floor is bigger than Wednesday night's club, and the bar has an extensive collection of spirits on mirrored shelves with an extended seating area.

“It is. I have a shipment of linen being delivered at five p.m. and the bar and wait staff arriving an hour after. I'll be there early for setup.”

“Perfect. Who's on the schedule?” I'm given a glass of ice water and a second list of employees. “Eternity, Nixie, Karissa, Vivianna. Kristin and Serena on the ropes and platforms. Oh wow, there's platforms at this location?”

Dusty is dialed in and on top of things, which gives me a sense of relief. “Yes, two, on either side of the main stage with private entrances. I was going to tell the girls to make their appearances on the platforms seem like magic. I'll be picking up their outfits and costumes this afternoon, too.”

“Very nice. Who else?” The core group of performers is fine, but at least one more needs to be taking center stage. 

“Harlow's still off the schedule?” Dusty inquires, obviously with something up her sleeve.

“Yes. No one else is available?” If she says yes, then I must get to auditioning candidates immediately. The club will suffer if there's a lack of offerings.

“Well, did you want me to contact Winterlynn? I wasn't sure because her background check is still incomplete.”

“Schedule her. And what of Devon? Has her information come back clean? She seemed serious about joining.” I would sign Devon up in a heartbeat, just so I could stare at her legs all night. 

“I'll check. There's one other thing to discuss.” Dusty's voice drops an octave and her easy smile stiffens.

“And that is?” I brace myself for whatever curve ball I'm certain will be swung at me.

“I got a call last night from Bethany.” Dusty diverts her eyes, knowing she should've told me as soon as contact was made. “You were sleeping and I didn't want to bother you.”

“And how's she doing these days? How long's it been? More than a year since we last heard from her?” My mental calendar searches, coming up with a faint recollection of my former live-in's last appearance at the club. 

Dusty gives me a straight forward look. “Yes, about eighteen months. She wants to sing tonight.” 

“Does she? I'm happy to have her if she's willing to abide by the rules. And my rules, not hers.” 

I have no doubt Bethany's narcissistic behavior hasn't been shed, and the mischievous little brat she is will arrive in full glory, expecting to be treated like royalty. She's an unbelievably gorgeous woman, but so are many others who work for me, and they have more loyalty than she ever showed. There's no denying what an awesome fuck she is, and I know how thrilled some of the members will be to have her for themselves tonight. “If she agrees to the terms of being scheduled with three diamond level members and performing on stage at least twice, then please, tell her to come.”

Dusty nods and jots down a note. “One more thing. Carson will be about an hour late to the club, which shouldn't be too bad. I told her it was okay as long as she arrived at least fifteen minutes before the doors open.”

“That's cutting it close, don't you think, Dusty?” I prefer to have sound check thirty minutes or more before guests arrive, especially at a new location. “What's her excuse?”

“Personal.” That's all she has for me and the meeting is over. 

“Good. On with the day then?”

“Yes. Can I get you anything else?” Dusty's my assistant, not my servant. She asks this question because she's harboring guilt for some reason.

“No, thank you. What's got you bothered?” I stop her from moving past me.

Unable to hide anything from the boss, Dusty makes her second confession. “Kristin's here. She feels uncomfortable, though, and I told her I'd make sure you were okay with it.”

A slight heart string is pulled by the mention of her name. “She's been in your room since when?”

“Yesterday. She doesn't know about the other two who spent the night. I kept that quiet.” 

I brush off the odd feeling of suddenly wanting to talk with Kristin and give her a hug. “Tell her it's fine. She doesn't need to hide. You'll take her to the club with you?”

“I will, indeed.” Dusty gathers the paperwork and bows her head at me. 

 

* * * *

 

“How was your meeting?” Harlow greets me with a kiss once I'm inside my chambers. 

“It went well. The new location's perfect.” 

Harlow's restless, not wanting to languish another day in the house. “Can't wait to see it. Am I coming with you?”

I know she won't be satisfied with my excuse, but it must be used for a second time, and possibly a third when tomorrow comes. “Not tonight. We have a full house. I won't be able to spend a second with you.”

“You don't need to babysit me, Cherry.” Her tone slightly insulted, she occupies the space between me and the closet, which is where I was headed. “I was capable of keeping myself occupied before we became lovers.” 

“Yes, you were. One of the many reasons why I adore you. You're independence is a turn on.” Not a great reply, and I nearly predict her next words. 

“Then I should come with you. I miss the club. I promise not to be in the way.” 

“Darling, Maybe tomorrow. If not, then next Wednesday. Don't push, baby, please.” I've been down this path before with one too many live-ins. It seems to be the nature of events when you take a girl from performance art to bedroom slave. Perhaps I need to reinvent the rules of the game? Maybe, but not this instant.

“What am I to do then? Stay in the house alone? Seems a waste to me. I like to work.” Harlow's good intentions are totally sincere—I don't doubt that for a second. She may struggle at first with the parameters of our agreement. Ultimately, if she wants to stay in this relationship with me, a level of peace must be attained. However she comes to terms with it is up to her, though, as my mind must stay focused. I kiss her cheek and move her to the side of my direct path. “I adore how dedicated you are. This isn't personal, Harlow. Consider this night off as a paid vacation. Believe me, the other girls are quite envious of your position and would trade places with you in a heartbeat.”

Harlow studies my words, interpreting what she thinks was said against what was really spoken. “I'm sure most of the other club girls would, yes. So I'm perfectly clear, this arrangement between you and I, it requires me to stay out of the spotlight?”

“I wouldn't say 'spotlight', baby. For now, you're off limits to others. I let you be at the club two nights ago because the transition was sudden, and I wanted you to not feel isolated. It's important your new situation isn't flaunted just yet.” I search my closet for a few personal wardrobe changes, hoping the conversation will be dropped, but Harlow persists.

“I love being here and with you, Cherry, but dancers need to dance. I won't be happy being kept from what I do and who I am.” Harlow's inner strength is such a turn on. She's quite the catch, and I feel for her, yet the circumstances are what they are. Giving her a kiss on the cheek, I state my final answer. “Tonight and tomorrow I'll be going to the club on my own. You've been given the weekend off, gorgeous. I'll play with you as soon as I return and I expect you to be in the new lingerie I gave you, sleeping like an angel, waiting for me.” 

Harlow shifts, realizing there's no more to discuss on my end. “Understood. Should I order dinner in the room or can I eat downstairs in the dining room?”

Her attempt to induce guilt has a small effect on me. “You can eat wherever or whatever you want. Just as long as you dress appropriately if you eat in the presence of Sandra. We're ladies first, and respect the others in this home.” 

 

She simply nods, retreating to the bed and clicking on the infrequently watched television. My wardrobe is selected and it's time for a long soak in the bath. This time, I want to bathe alone, desperate for the refuge of the private place in my mind where only passionate and forbidden things exist—no strings attached.


 

 

CHAPTER 9 – Bethany's Return

 

The club location is typical. I would've found it without Dusty giving me the address—I know Cherry that well. She likes nondescript locations that give off zero hints about what's happening behind the doors. If I was looking for a sex club, I'd absolutely know it was this building. I absolutely would. 

I'm thirty minutes late because that's how it is with me and Dusty knows it. It's been a long time since I last worked for Cherry, yet Dusty, and the other girls decorating tables with flowers and candles, haven't changed a bit. Her jet black boy toy haircut and tailored suit are as predictable as the choice of venue. Like a time warp is how it feels inside the club. The address switches, giving a mysterious impression, but the people devoted to Cherry's world never evolve and she wants it that way. For me, it was too claustrophobic and suffocating. 

After a year of being in it, I had to get the hell out. It's fun to visit, but I wouldn't want to live here. I could see my future working for the queen bitch and it was frightening. Girls grab on to whatever leverage is available or slowly drop down in popularity. Unless fully dismissed, as my ex-girlfriend was, the employees don't leave—they just get transitioned into new positions within the confinement—and I demand freedom.

“Hey, sexy.” It isn't bullshit when I call Dusty this. She embodies the mystique of a true butch—seriously masculine with a horny vagina and a devouring mouth. The type of lesbian who falls for straight girls in hopes of converting them, but mostly she ends up with blue balls and a broken heart. I like to fuck chicks but I'm not gay by any means. Having my pussy filled with a stiff dick feels incredible and no amount of fucking from a rubbery strap-on could make me convert completely. This DJ, Carson, has made the ranks, I hear, as a false penis pro. We'll see about that, if and when the opportunity arises. 

Dusty pretends to act cool with me. “Bethany. You're right on time.” 

“Does that make you happy, girl?” I sing softly in Dusty's ear, giving her a tempting chill. She wears the same scent I remember coating my skin the last time she and I were naked together.

“You know it. Did you bring wardrobe?” Look at her being all professional with me. I'd like to screw the facade right off her face, knowing she wants me as bad as she ever did. Dusty and I have had crazy sex, and I expect it to be no different tonight. I came prepared to fuck and I plan on starting with the assistant before working my way up to the boss, or the other way around, if that's how the evening rolls.

“Didn't you buy me a pretty dress or sheer lingerie to wear on stage? Or privately in the club office like we did before?” 

Trusty Dusty stays on the outside of my warm welcome. “This location doesn't have an office.”

“How about a warm hello instead of acting like a machine?” I open my handbag for Dusty to inspect, abiding by the amateur safety measures.

“A machine? Girl, you don't even know. My night's just getting started. I have to reserve excitement for when it counts. You wouldn't be here if I didn't want you to be. I told you on the phone about respecting the rules.” Dusty speaks the truth, and I withdraw, noticing the empty DJ booth. “You can go back to the dressing room and prepare.” 

“Cool. Where's the DJ? I was looking forward to meeting her.” 

“She'll be here. You can sound check with her before we open,” she reassures, sounding controlled.

I came to Cherry as a referral. The girl I was cheating on my boyfriend with a few years ago was a cocktail waitress for the club. She was the one who told me Cherry was looking to hire a torch singer for a one night gig. A platinum level member was having a bachelorette party and requested a singer to entertain in her private room. I had heard about the sexual demonstrations required on Cherry as standard entry to be an employee, for all positions within the club, not just the performance jobs. When I auditioned, I came prepared to do more than sing, yet what happened was totally different. 

There was a young girl with Cherry—her then current live-in—and I was instructed to demonstrate my unsung skills on her, instead of the boss. I can't recall the live-in's name, but her cunt was sweet and had only been penetrated by Cherry's fingers. She favors girls who've never been fucked by a cock, and she has a special place in her heart for virgins. I spread her lover's legs open and kissed that little piece of precious goodness—kissed and sung a ballad of love and passion to her slit, until her girlie moans peaked with a gush. Cherry didn't ask for anything for herself, satisfied with observing. I sung to Cherry, her lover's pussy juices glistening on my mouth, and was hired on the spot.

“Who's in charge of the scheduling? Wait, let me guess...” I know it's Eternity, the pseudo Domme in charge of the girls who aren't directly under Cherry's thumb, meaning—the girls not actively screwing the boss. 

“Yes, her.” Dusty waves me off, busy delivering linens and pillows to the private rooms. 

The excitement circling in my groin increases the closer I get to the dressing room door. There's going to be a handful of hot babes with glossy cheeks and tender cunts approved by the boss as top quality. I want a sample of each.

“And here she is.” Eternity doesn't look away from her own reflection in the vanity mirror as she speaks to me. “So kind of you to grace our humble establishment. I didn't think you'd come back after the last stint.”

In my mind, I'd rehearsed this scenario with Eternity. She's either black or white, hot or cold—never indifferent. I'd hoped for a delicious and lingering kiss from her, and still might get one, if she'd relax and enjoy my visit. “Yes, you did. I could feel you thinking about me. You were fingering yourself before I got here. I can smell your pussy cum lingering in the air.”

I'm not shy in front of the dancers dressing and primping before showtime. None are familiar. There's even a pair of extremely flexible girls on the floor, turning their bodies from left to right all while doing the splits. “Hi, girls,” I address the blinking eyes and blank expressions of the half-nude staff, legs outstretched in warm-up positions. “I'm the first one you'll be fucking tonight.” 

Not a single laugh is heard in the room. “They don't understand your sense of humor.” Eternity buckles the thigh strap on her trademark spiked-heeled boots.

“I didn't say I was joking.” Not afraid of her dominant pose, I let Eternity get in my face. “Let me introduce you to tonight's staff, Bethany.” Like a flashlight in their direction, Eternity shines her adoration on the pretty collection. “This is Karissa, Vivianna, Kristin and Serena. You know Nixie.” 

I know Nixie very well, and I've fucked her animal-style in backrooms and closets, wherever we could smash our holes together. She smacks her plump, Latina lips at me. “How dare you come in here and think you can fuck whoever you want before fucking me first. What kind of a stupid bitch acts and talks like that?”

My heart skips a wild beat. “A bitch who doesn't care.” Before the last word spills from my mouth, Nixie's tongue is in it. She kisses me with a burning passion, as if we'd been teasing each other relentlessly for hours. I take her tits and shove her chest off of me, reminding her a third alpha is in the room. “Is this how it's going down?”

“When I heard you were working tonight, I thought, this bitch is going to pay.” Nixie's fingers take hold of my crotch with Eternity's hiking up my skirt for her. Both Nixie and Eternity fuck fiercely, neither giving a damn about the proper place or timing. When they want it,–they want it now, and I'm right in line with their spontaneous desire. 

My hair is pulled back by one of Eternity's black leather gloved hands, and I open my mouth instantly and willingly to swallow her spit. This is foreplay at its finest to me—no wasted words or aimless flirting. Jump right in and get the sex handled first. We can always talk later if we run out of reasons to fuck. “Girls, don't leave. I want you all to stay and watch.” Eternity gives the command to the nervous audience and they stay captive. “Play with yourselves, if you wish.” 

There's a lovely and innocent looking blonde—I believe Eternity called her Kristin—sitting next to the wide-eyed Euro-flex girl who holds the arms of the other spicy redhead doing the splits. Cherry's selections for the evening appear completely delicious. Having their attention fixed while I'm being stripped makes my cunt soaking wet. Nixie has her hand pressed hard against my clit and three fingers embedded inside. Eternity and I are locked at the mouth, deeply French kissing as we pinch each other's nipples. “Don't fucking make me come yet!” I yell at Nixie, but she knows better than to listen. Her lengthy fingers work harder and faster, all three tips glued onto my exploding bomb button. 

Kneeling in front of me, Nixie hoists my legs over her shoulders to show the watchers how she likes to treat a cunt. She's probably fucked every girl in the room multiple times, but maybe she hasn't made them come quite as ruthlessly as she's going to make me. 

Eternity inhales, breaking our saliva infused connection, addressing her staff. “Kristin, you first. Get on your knees and under her cunt.” She directs the blonde to get between my thighs and Nixie yanks her down to the floor where she crawls into position, jaw open. Nixie's fingers pulsate upwards, so far up in my hole I can hardly keep from screaming. Eternity bites on my right nipple, snapping her fingers at the redhead girl. “Come closer, Serena. You suck her other tit.”

The innocent, fair-skinned babe, rolls out from her extreme splits and rushes to duty at my left side. She mouths my nipple without hesitation. My breath is quick and I start to pant, hips held in place to feel the impact of Nixie's outrageous hand job. I can feel the lips of the sweet blonde brush against my pussy lips, awaiting to drink me, her love for pussy totally authentic.

“Kristin, drink all of it. Not one drop missed.” And with that, Nixie pounds my squeezing cunt until it pops open, squirting cum. With an aggressive thrust, Kristin's head is brought directly against my hole by Nixie's pussy-coveting grip. “She was the boss's most recent fuck. An excellent little guppy, isn't she? Trained by us to fuck the boss like a pro.” Nixie wants to take all the credit, but Kristin's luscious mouthing is too natural to be taught by shallow backstage whores.

Serena's mouth on my tit is like a warm suction cup, which makes me release even harder. Eternity twists her tongue around mine again, as I feel my sticky cream being sucked down in gulps by a girl who I've never met before she submitted herself to ingesting an orgasm. “Take one more big sip, Kristin, and excuse yourself.” Nixie's generosity is tossed, needing room to pull her panties to one side of her dripping, shaved snatch, then cross one leg over mine for a standing straddle. She gave me mine in order to get my cunt sopping, which creates the perfect, slippery condition for heavy tribbing. Nixie's a master of the hips, grinding her ample curves across my overly-sensitive spots. Her tanned skin and dark curly hair shine with sweat, giving in to the power of multiples.

Desperate for her own hole to be played with, Eternity turns my face to Serena's. “Make out with her. Keep her quiet until Nixie is done.” Eternity struts her leggy boots to the couch where Vivianna and Karissa await instruction. She snaps and points to her pussy, wanting both of their mouths on her at once. The giggly, jiggly girls bounce their breasts on Eternity's, until the leader guides their faces to her cunt and the backside, between her ass cheeks, on her puckering anus. Vivianna and Karissa's chins touch as they drive their tongues inside Eternity's two holes. 

Nixie buckles and gyrates, scissoring like a mad woman, muttering her foreign language as she lets loose on me. Seeing her come, and the redhead tweaking my breasts with her tongue on mine, then in the distance Eternity being devoured by the obedient subservience of Vivianna and Karissa, triggers a second and a third climax within me. I clench Serena's head for stability, having nothing else to hold onto, as my legs shake and give out. In her dangerously high platform heels, Nixie doesn't waiver as our bodies separate, done with the high-velocity trib, yet she hasn't caught her breath.

The door closes with a slam. Standing in front of it is another unfamiliar young one, not at all sure about walking in on the tail end of lusty group activities. The room is still—our diverted attention on Eternity, riding two beautiful faces. Nipples pointing out through her bra as if they could cut the fabric, her chiseled belly muscles flexing with her pleasure waves. It's a gorgeous scene, and Eternity comes without shame or a hint of shyness, in full orgasmic glory. Her lovers sip at her openings, in no rush to end the pleasing of their workplace mistress.

Nixie takes charge with the intruder so Eternity can calm down and collect herself. “Winterlynn, right? That's your name?”

Winterlynn bravely ventures in .“Yes, it is. Seems I'm interrupting something?” 

“Yeah, you missed your chance to join in the fun. We'll have to get you later.” Nixie helps herself to a feel up Winterlynn's shirt and a spank on her ass. 

“You're officially hired?” Eternity brushes out her silky hairdo and sends her oral lovers to freshen up. 

“As of this morning, yes.” She keeps her pace, dropping her cosmetic bag on a small vanity in the back of the room. 

“Funny, I didn't hear you ask if that table was taken, Winterlynn.” This causes the late girl to flinch, catching a glimpse of Eternity in the cracked vanity mirror. “It's a totally unfamiliar location for all of us and we have a guest performer working here tonight.” Eternity takes my hand, bringing me to her side. “Did you want to ask who this lovely woman is?”

Winterlynn half-smiles at me, clearly uncomfortable in Eternity's presence, and mocks her. “Sure. Who's this lovely woman?”

I don't wait for Eternity to do the introductions. I'm not under her wing—we're equals. “Bethany's the name. I'm not here to strip either, but I did come to fuck, as you can see.”

She doesn't offer a handshake, just a nod of semi-interest, and speaks to Eternity. “I brought a selection of clothes. I'm guessing you want a say in what I wear?”

Eternity doesn't care for her unaffected tone. “You shouldn't guess. It's a given.” Picking through her meager selection of faded lingerie, she tosses a couple of pieces in the trash. “You need a wardrobe refresh, Ms. Winterlynn. There are better places to shop than thrift stores.”

Winterlynn retrieves the discarded items.“Please don't handle my belongings like that. This is my property.”

“Not since you entered the building. What did I tell you two days ago on your first night?” Eternity owns the intimidation factor, swiping the pieces out of Winterlynn's hands. “Everything's approved by me. Your hair, makeup, costumes, the smile on your face. What you do beyond this room is a direct reflection of the entire business, and each of us must represent it to the highest standard.”

There's no argument to follow Eternity's remarks from Winterlynn, but she doesn't agree to the terms either. The silence is broken with a hard yank of Winterlynn's hair by Eternity's angry claw. “You said, yes Eternity, correct?” 

The surprise attack rattles Winterlynn, triggering her better judgment. Eyes darting around, she sees the lack of protection from the onlookers. We know not to interfere when Eternity's asserting her power. “Yes, Eternity.” Winterlynn doesn't cower. Her dancer's physique is strong and unbending.

“Throw out every item in your bag.” With Winterlynn's hair still clenched, she motions to the trash bin. “Now.”

“No!” Refusing to give in, she clutches her belongings, not backing down. “That's unreasonable and unnecessarily cruel.”

Eternity laughs in a steely, guttural way. Her glossy red lipstick flashes under the spotlights. “Little whores who prefer to slum it don't survive here. If you were smart, you'd drop the pride and understand I'm only interested in helping you be a success.”

“I was a success before I met you. My talent's what I was hired for. Cherry made no mention of having to own a specific wardrobe to work. All she said was the dancing would be full nude. Clothing shouldn't matter.”

Simultaneously turned on and totally repulsed by Winterlynn's reply, Eternity loses control of herself. She stuffs the panties taken from the trash into Winterlynn's mouth. “I know what got you the job, baby. We all were given the same test. Cherry's been known for passing girls without talent. They come and go quickly. She passes them in case she wants more, and you know exactly what I mean.”

Her ears must have been on fire because the boss arrives, probably having watched us from video surveillance or some other undisclosed pervy location. Cherry's a voyeur, which is an aspect of her naughtiness I absolutely adore. When she and I were lovers, at least once a day she'd order me to masturbate in front of her. Other times she'd bring home a tasty treat from the club—a new girl or two—and one night, a club member, to fuck me for her visual entertainment. For four months I did my time as Cherry's live-in, and when I ended the arrangement, she requested for me to be with a stranger—a non club member—as a way to remember me by, and I said no. I think in her mind she believes one day I'll agree to fulfill her wish. Cherry's wishes and desires are not usually denied.

“Ladies!” Cherry storms towards Eternity, restoring the abused control back to herself. “Eternity, my darling, please refrain from handling my staff in too forward of a manner. We wouldn't want to lose a needed addition to the performance schedule, would we? I certainly don't.”

“How would you like her dressed then?” Eternity lets Winterlynn's hair free, and gives her head a parental pat.

Cherry holds Winterlynn's face, seeing the trace of upset in her eyes. “Why don't you wear the dress you received yesterday? Dusty told you to bring it, yes?”

“She did.” Winterlynn averts her glare from Eternity, in favor of the queen. “Are you sure? It's not stripper material.”

Eternity laughs wickedly, speaking before Cherry can answer. “Neither are you.” Returning to her vanity like a lioness done with her fresh kill, she finds sanctuary in her mirrored reflection. 

“Thank you, Eternity. You may be quiet now.” Cherry looks from Winterlynn to me and back to Winterlynn. “I have a special member coming tonight and you and Bethany are scheduled with her. The dress will be perfect. You'll see.” 

I'm impressed with Cherry's suave, diplomatic skills. Back in the day when I was hanging with her, she wasn't as polished with her treatment of the staff. “Hi,” I say, bored of Winterlynn's plight, and wanting the boss's attention. “Miss me?” My swagger was irresistible to Cherry in the past, so I work it all the way to her mouth, greeting her with a tongue-laced kiss. 

Cherry beams her rays of magnetic light directly into my gut with an edge of guilt. “I expected you to be dressed and doing a sound check. You wasted your warm-up with frivolous affairs. Was I wrong to expect more from your triumphant return?”

“Hold on. Eternity? Would you pick for me?” I wait for the head of wardrobe to decide on my first dress—a black beaded showgirl costume with minimal coverage. Cherry approves it, waving off Eternity. 

“Bring it. You can change while discussing your sets with the DJ.” Cherry addresses the rest of the room. “Behave. We open in thirty minutes.”

“Oh, we will. You don't ever have to worry about us,” is Eternity's devious reply as Cherry and I head for the main floor. 

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 10 – Lip Service

 

Bethany's not the girl she pretends to be. Her pretentious act is well rehearsed and often captivating to watch, but a total facade. She was my kinky lover, and her naughtiness was not to be taken lightly. Together we delved into unusual sexual territory to the point where our ventures bordered on dangerous activity. Being with her felt like hanging on a perilous ledge that was at once terrifying and outrageously sinful. I hooked myself willingly into her speeding vessel programmed to pervade the land of extreme taboo. The lifestyle she thrives on is for adrenaline addicts and I prefer a more controlled environment. This is where our connection clashed and broke—when I refused to continuously live outside of my comfort zone—and the arrangement between us ended abruptly. 

It's customary for me to give my live-ins a few days to transition once the end of the term has been reached. With Bethany, our hot bed of libidinous behavior was done and over in less than an hour once our mutual dissatisfaction was brought to light in the harshest of ways. This open door I allow her to enter on certain occasions, like when the club needs a splash of spice to mix things up from the norm, gives Bethany the false sense she has a degree of power. Crossing over into my world, she doesn't own a morsel of it. For her to convince herself otherwise proves how lost she is in her self-created image of grandeur. 

She's here for a one night gig, and I won't be sweet talked into extending the contract. Bethany probably thinks I'll hire her indefinitely, which is not the case. Calling her a user would be a polite way to define her career tactics. Despite the immense amount of talent she has, Bethany is her own worst enemy. Her self-destructive tendencies have kept her from the success she once deserved and I refuse to be her fallback plan.

“I've scheduled you to sing two sets in between servicing three diamond level members.” I hold her hand, wanting to be familiar with her touch again, as we walk the parameter of the club. It's my right to do so, and I reserve it. “Since you're only here for one night, I want the members to get the most from you.”

Bethany shrugs and smiles. “I have new songs to perform tonight.” She speaks like a little girl secreting a handful of candy. 

“Ah, so, the club members will be first to hear them? What a treat they're in for.” When Bethany shared my bedroom, she sung to me morning and night. Simple lyrics she'd invent on the spot, or her favorite passages from songs she'd recorded and produced. It was hypnotic to be lovers with a musical woman who could make my pussy sing, too.

“No, they'll be the second. I sang them for my boyfriend first.” Bethany gets a cheap thrill out of my negative reaction when she speaks of her male lovers. 

“Must you mention inappropriate subjects? This isn't the place to speak of the male species. They don't exist in my club.” My words evaporate as her inner lesbian reveals itself, seeing the androgynous Carson waiting for her in the DJ booth. Carson wears leather pants and an unbuttoned vest. The sides of her A-cup tits show in the wide cut of the minimal chest coverings. 

“Look at her. I say, it's me who's in for a treat.” Bethany presses her hands and breasts against the glass surrounding the turntable setup. Her mouth curls ravenously, handing over a CD of her latest tunes. “You must be the infamous Carson.”

Carson returns her smile. “Dusty mentioned a guest star making an appearance. That's you?”

“You know it.” Bethany flashes a tit just to get a reaction, which she fully receives. Carson motions for her to come inside the booth, and Bethany hops to it, eager to share her musical attributes. The strong chemistry between them was predictable. Bethany digs alternative dykes. My DJ is a strap-on specialist, or so I've heard, and Bethany loves to play with toys. If she gets wind of what Carson packs in her pants, I'm sure they'll be getting it on in some dark corner before the night is through.

Dusty lights candles on the tables lined up at the dance floor's edge, stopping to make small talk with the barely clothed Devon. The beige mini dress glued to Devon's leggy high-fashion model physique is sheer, and it exposes the milky brown color of her nipples. Yesterday, I witnessed her making love for the first time to Winterlynn. Tonight, if her membership has been activated, I might watch her make love to another one of my girls. She and Eternity would make the most beautiful love, and I can fully visualize how their bodies will look, naked and sweaty, fucking on a satin blanket—

“Cherry? Hello? Did you hear anything I said?” Dusty's there, right in my face, and I'm so caught up in fantasy I didn't see her. 

“Oh, Dusty, I apologize. My mind is somewhere else.” I didn't need to explain my distracted state, as she's well aware of how I behave before the doors open. 

“We're ready to launch. Rooms are well appointed, bar staff is acclimated, and the performers have their schedules.” Dusty eyes Carson and Bethany, looking rather touchy-feely in the DJ booth. Not a note of music has been sound checked. “Should I deal with them?”

Impatiently I shift from wanting to scold Bethany in favor of more positive things, like greeting a possible new member, .“Yes, please do. What's Devon's status? Can I welcome her in yet?” 

“She's approved for a gold level membership. I have her signing papers.” Dusty heads off and I steal a congratulatory moment with Devon.

“Aren't I the lucky one?” My arms are like ribbons wrapping around the gorgeous present that Devon is. “Welcome, welcome, welcome, my dear.”

“Thank you. Being a member of a club like this is a dream come true for me. A secret oasis for pussy sluts.” Devon's trademark, runway legs crisscross as if they were two snakes poised for an attack. I'd wrestle them open, if I could, and partake in the lovely snatch hidden between them. And lovely it was to watch.

“Is that what we are? Pussy sluts?” Her words generate a giggle in me. “Well then, tell me how can I make your membership worthwhile. I haven't had a chance to read your profile yet.”

“The profile's blank. I don't need special treatment. I'm happy to enjoy the atmosphere,” Devon quite convincingly states, but that won't fly in my club.

“Nonsense. You're paying a healthy price to be here and I'm sure you didn't join just to watch Winterlynn perform.” The thought crosses my mind that perhaps she really doesn't want anything more out of her membership than to be a seat warmer, but I quickly dismiss it. “You can't deny me the opportunity to design the most amazing experiences of your life. I won't allow it.”

“I have a girlfriend now. I must behave accordingly.” Devon winks, and I get her denial completely. 

“Yes. So do I,” I remind her, winking back. Several blasts of music interrupt our conversation. The ambient lighting comes on and the sound of Bethany's voice fills the club like a layer of sultry smoke. It's time to get the evening started. “Duty calls, Devon. Can I buy you a celebratory drink?”

“You may.” Devon swings a leg at me, touching my calf with her pearly heels. 

She may not want to have a full experience tonight, and I'll respect her wishes. The gold level memberships include six involvements a year. I refuse to let any member have her benefits wasted. If she's the woman I think she is, she won't be wasteful either. 

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 11 – Orgasmic Echoes

 

Dressed to kill and starving for fun, Katherine and Avery—two very tipsy diamond level members—shake it on the dance floor. They prance under the flashing red and blue lights to Carson's thumping beats. This is when I love trailing though the crowd, picking up the scent of expensive perfume-kissed skin sweating lightly in the heat of bodies drawing closer and closer. Carson's tempo is edgier than usual, which causes me to wonder what her personal issues are. I don't want to pry, but if she continues to be late like she has the past two weeks, I'll press for an honest explanation. Regardless, the members are into the groove and I find myself snug between the gyrating bottoms of my diamond ladies, warmed up and ready to go to their private rooms. 

“What's on the menu for us, Cherry?” Katherine's spun by the statuesque Avery, then dipped so low her bleach blonde waves whisk the floor. 

“We ordered three selections. Care to share who they are?” Avery brings Katherine back to an upright position. Their gleaming tiger grins anticipate a feast, and I don't want to keep them waiting. 

The lights dim in favor of a single spotlight on the stage. Bethany strikes a dramatic pose in the center of it as the music begins. Everyone is caught in her powerful aura, enchanted by the haunting vocals and titillating lyrics. When Bethany sings, heartbeats slow and time stands still. The chill she creates among the members as well as the club staff, is almost unbearable. Her voice is one of an angel falling from heaven willingly. Tears fill my eyes, listening to the story she tells through song. 

Having not heard this one she sings before, I find myself transported to a memory I shouldn't keep alive—the one about Talia creeping back into existence and into my closed-door life. I close my eyes and let the song take me back to a place where Talia owned my heart, dangerously skewing reality to her liking, blurring my vision from seeing the truth of who she is. The vicious girl, on her knees, wickedly seeping under my skin until she owns me, one clit twist at a time...

Applause breaks the darkness of bad reminiscing. The sound is thunderous and it snaps me back into the present moment. Carson's down-tempo tracks soothe the emotional mood as Bethany takes her bows and leaves the stage before dancing resumes. 

I lead Katherine and Avery to their room, where chilled champagne, chocolates and two lovely young women new to my stable, Karissa and Serena, drape themselves on couches covered by lavender satin sheets. They emanate a European vibe, but they're Russian girls, a blonde and a redhead. 

“Avery and Katherine, meet the incredible Karissa and Serena. I recruited them from Russia. They were born and raised to be performers, two star contortionists.”

I knew this would trigger positive responses. The dirty minds of Avery and Katherine spin in all directions. Katherine's the first to blurt out a random thought. “I've always wanted to be with a girl who could lick her own pussy!” 

“Oh, Katherine, must you?” Avery smacks her best friend's ass, laughing at her silly joke. The Russian girls on the couch look a bit puzzled, yet happy to see who they've been matched up with after their backstage escapade. “Do you ladies speak English?” 

Karissa and Serena look puzzled, and giggle, speaking back to Avery in their native language. I answer for them. “Enough to get by in a compromising situation. The language of love will have to be your mode of communication.” I pop the champagne and pour two glasses. My employees aren't allowed to drink on the job, but my members can have all they want—within reason, of course. “I'm sure you'll manage without any troubles.” 

Katherine touches the girls like exotic animals on display. “Pretty babies, they are.”

Avery pats my shoulder, sipping from her flute. “Where have you been hiding them?” 

The sly cat smile I give her states the obvious—my secrets are for their own benefit and not to be shared. “In the golden cage I keep in my living room, where all my employees stay until it's time to bring them out.”

Snorting at my response, Avery joins Katherine. She traces the cleavage line of Serena, the bendable redhead with hazel-eyes. “I would do the same thing if I were you, Cherry, or else they'd never leave my bed.”

“My point, exactly, dear Avery.” I light a few candles, and fight the urge to stay and watch. I've been dying to set Katherine and Avery up with these two. Serena and Karissa's audition literally overwhelmed my senses. So much so it caused me to second guess how the members would react to being with them, considering they embody a bizarre element. 

For the first time in my sexual history, these two girls made me come by twisting their bodies into an unthinkable position around me while I stood, holding on to a chair. One was positioned at my pussy and the other at my breasts, while they smashed cunts in a scissor-type connection. With the precision of a sex machine, their mouths went to work on my sensitive areas. Their bodies gyrated unnaturally, held in pose, one upside down and the other upright and thrusting, both bursting with pleasure. I do love a sinful three-way, and Serena and Karissa inspired me to invite Harlow and Kristin to be my dual live-ins. 

My first thought was Serena and Karissa might be too freakish for a good portion of the members, but I'm known for offering an exceptional variety, and what could be more exciting than making love to tag teaming contortionists?

“Are we the first members to have them?” Avery inquires, fingering her nipple.

I clap my hands and point to the floor. “Yes.” Serena and Karissa crawl to my feet. Stepping back, I command them to start the private presentation. “You may begin.”

Katherine and Avery are in for a marvelous time. I'd like to stay and watch, but there are other pressing business matters in need of my attention. I quietly remove myself, but my diamond members have already dismissed me, mesmerized by the gifted girls on the floor, flexing their limbs.

 

* * * *

 

Avery whispers to Katherine, “Might as well settle in and get comfortable.”

“Yes, we really should,” Katherine agrees. The two wealthy ladies thoughtfully help each other out of their expensive dresses, stripping off everything but their diamonds and high-heels. 

Topless, Serena and Karissa's wryness is surreal. The lower half of their bodies are dressed in pink g-strings, looking painted on their alabaster skin, and ballet slippers tied with satin ribbon at the ankles. Their sleek litheness changes continuously. They flow snakelike between static poses through the first part of a well choreographed routine. Back-bends from multiple approaches, one arm handstands while lifting the other, standing splits mixed with a variety of spellbinding plasticity—all executed with a unique style of athletic ability. The girls curl into extreme positions separately and as a singular unit of power and grace. Upper and lower extremities fold and twist, until their crotches meet in a way only they could achieve. 

Katherine gives them applause. “Very nice, ladies. Very, very nicely done.”

“Honey, please.” Avery calms her overanxious friend. “Don't rush art. I want to see what they have in store for the grand finale.” Warming their hardening nipples with light pinches, they return their attention to Serena and Karissa as the last contorted pose is given. 

Katherine and Avery are nearly brought to tears by the final scintillating moments they watch. 

Katherine swooshes down her champagne as Serena and Karissa end the routine and bring themselves upright, smiling with curious excitement. Her accent hot enough to make a woman come without physical touch, Serena breaks the ice. “Did you like? We can do more.”

“Oh yes, your performance was wonderful. You two have incredible talent.” Avery boosts their egos happily.

“I agree with my good friend, Avery. I've had dreams where I could magically bend like you two do so well, but...” Katherine is at a loss for words, shaking with horny desire. She seeks advice from her lip-licking counterpart. “Avery, what do we do with them? They're so—pliable. We could do it so many different ways. I think my brain went on fuck-me overload! Where do we start?”

“You're not seriously worried, are you, Katherine? Our passion will lead us in the right direction. We have a few moves of our own to show them.”

Katherine squeezes her full breasts in her hands, foregoing thought in favor of sin. “I'm sure we do, but for the life of me, this second I can't remember.”

“Point your pussy up and let her do the rest.” Done with the pep talk, Avery prepares, sticking a finger in her sticky snatch, and sucking her own juices off of it. 

Katherine copies Avery, giving herself the same taste test. “Yes, thank you for reminding me.”

Opening their arms for the Russian dolls to come inside, the MILFS initiate their Friday night sex party. “Come here, gorgeous girls. Come sit on our laps.” Avery takes ownership of Karissa. “Lift your leg and straddle.” Karissa extends her limb high up in the air before laying it across Avery's quivering thighs. 

Katherine simply pats her legs, blatantly wanting Serena's ass up against her crotch. She moans with the first feel of young, foreign flesh, separating Serena's round buns with the thrusting off her pelvis. “You first, darling.” Katherine gives permission for Avery to have the stage. “I'm perfectly fine bouncing this baby while we watch.”

“Do it with me,” Avery rasps, experiencing the gentle waves of Karissa's scrumptious muffin pressing on her overexcited clit, jutting above wet lips. “Let's come together this time, Katherine.” 

In a sudden switch of positions, Karissa flips onto her back, hoisting her hips high in the air, legs split apart – “Put your pussy here.” She speaks within her limited yet sufficient scope, fingering her succulent sweetness under the pink g-string and moves the strip of material to one side. On her knees, Avery gazes at Karissa's tiny opening and the trail of girly goodness leaking out from it. 

“I'll do my best, baby. Give mommy a second to get on.” In her finely crafted designer heels, Avery holds her composure, executing a challenging scissor pose across Karissa's bottoms-up posture until their pussies slide into place. Releasing a healthy dollop of cream from her hole to the one she sits on, she swirls in perfect circles with her hips. Avery yells as her pelvis contracts with pleasure. “You're going to make me curse, little girl.”

“I've been cursing this whole time, Avery! You didn't hear me?” Katherine yells, tilting her hips upwards to receive the full impact of Serena's fur-covered cunt, smacking into hers. “Her pussy is so fucking hot!” Serena's throaty wails escalate with her frenetic reverse cowgirl pounding on the smooth, sophisticated, spouting pussy she rides. Katherine digs her nails into the lacy pillows, muscles locking as her pussy unloads. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”

Avery is lost deep in her bliss. Hearing the orgasmic screams of Katherine, she feels her own cunt on the verge of exploding. Not ready to come yet, she removes her dripping whore hole from the scissor, and plants it on Karissa's innocent face. “Eat it, little one. I'm going to come all over your face. I'm going to pour out down your neck.” 

Karissa works her tongue inside the tightening well of Avery's pussy. The inexperienced Russian lover's hips bolt up suddenly, her cunt under surprise attack, penetrated by two of Katherine's fingers. In and out, faster and faster, Karissa mimics the intensity of the finger banging she receives with her tongue inside Avery. “Yes, yes...hold your tongue way up there! Hold it right on that spot!” A deluge cascades from Avery over Karissa, just as she promised, covering her chin, and pooling at the base of her neck. Karissa's hips rise, gyrating with the steady force of hand-banging. Her muffled cries vibrate Avery's sensitive pussy, bringing on a second dose. “My pussy won't stop! Katherine, what are you doing to her?”

“Giving her what she needs. Her squeezing hole needs another finger.” Katherine inserts a third one, making Karissa scream and suck harder. Avery's whole body buckles and falls over, tits dangling over the side of the couch. Karissa can't take anymore, giving in as Katherine teases her opening with the tip of a fourth finger. 

Katherine refuses to ease the constant pressure, wanting to stick her entire fist in the girl. “Let it go, baby doll. Come on my hand.” 

Lusty and fulfilled, Serena places her face in the palm of Katherine's hand, joining her tongue with the wild finger fucking. Karissa screams again into Avery's spent pussy, coming with a blaze of ecstasy unmatched by anything she's ever felt before. Her hips flail up and down as the older and younger ravenous women stay on and in her cunt. 

Avery rolls off of Karissa, kissing her face and gurgling mouth, drinking her own cum from it. “Good girl, sweat angel. Good girl.”

Karissa can take not a second more of the licking and fingering. She blocks any further stimulation with a slap of her hand on Katherine's. Serena grins, fully satisfied, petting her panting girlfriend, accent huskier than before the private orgy. “Good ladies,” she responds. “You did good jobs, too.” 

Katherine and Avery crawl to their flutes, needing champagne refills. Neither of them can articulate a thought, acknowledging their mutually satiated state via exhilarated laughter. Avery reaches the bottle first and serves Katherine before herself. They clink glasses, eager to restore their vitality, in case there is a round two.

“What just happened, Katherine?” Dazed, Avery adjusts the twisted backwards, diamond crusted necklace she adorns, then fluffs her salon-perfect hairstyle from just-fucked craziness to clean and coiffed. 

“Like the most awesome thing ever.” A breathless Katherine gently pats her chest. “I think we should do it again, soon as a revive.”

Avery laughs, reclining back on her elbows, admiring the view of the contortionists recouping on the couch, awaiting word on a second session. “Yes, truly, but did you just say awesome?” 

“I did, and I'll use it again. I'm not afraid.” A dainty burp bubbles up, which only makes Avery laugh harder. “Excuse me, girls and friend. I have no manners tonight.”

“Or ever.” Avery confirms.

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 12 – The Beat Box

 

The club is thumping with intensity early tonight, which is just how I like it. The kind of energy the members are putting forth doesn't usually happen until several hours after the doors open and rounds of drinks have been absorbed into the bloodstream. I'm not judging at all—this type of ecstatic, synergistic behavior when women are given permission to go insane, defines me completely. 

Being the DJ, the heartbeat, backbone and driving force that creates the powerful environment contained within the structure, is far better than sex—and I love sex like a possessed flesh-eating junkie. I'm addicted to chicks and cunts and fucking the shit out of their assholes with my strap-on. Screw any mention of a therapy group that might be needed to save me from my compulsion for constant pussy. Why any woman would want to be with a man, I have no clue. There's nothing like being set free on the female landscape. However the form takes shape, it's always a pleasure. Pussies are for worship, and I know there's not a dude alive who knows how to do it better than another woman. 

I've been a DJ for a multitude of clubs, but not one compares to Cherry's club. I work for a lady who has an eye for aesthetic, and a heightened sense for designing profoundly tangible atmosphere that just doesn't exist anywhere else. The time and effort she puts into the finite details, as well as the larger spectrum, is to be respected. 

When she offered me the job as her only club DJ, it was like scoring big time. The different venues and underground aspect of a club in perpetual motion is fascinating. It lends to a feeling of desperateness, that in turn allows the members to act as if it's their last night on the planet. None of us are to know from one day to the next where the club will be and miraculously, the doors open usually with only minor issues. 

In many ways, the club resembles a theater production, with strong characters, and intriguing storyline, yet better because it's real. Cherry plays the part of a mysterious woman, and we're all participants in her race to the next destination. No one could convince me that she would actually let a Wednesday, Friday or Saturday go by without the club manifesting somewhere, even if we all ended up at her house. She would risk her sophisticated sex ring being busted then let a dark night happen. She's addicted to the club more than any of us, including the members at the most expensive levels. 

I understand the importance of my position within her business. It scares Cherry, although she'd never admit to it, that without me the club wouldn't be the same. She's  responsible for who's hand chosen to join us in our private Garden of Eden, and I'm the fuel that keeps the fire burning so we can all thrive. I landed my dream job, no doubt, and I protect my spot inside the booth, but I don't feel threatened either. 

These women who pay an outrageous sum to be a member are crazy, and I mean, in the best way. They willingly fork over the cash because there's no other place like this club on earth. Well, not entirely—a few underground lesbian fuck clubs float out on the periphery—like foreign islands under separate ruler ship, but they don't compare. For three nights a week, or however many visits they can attend, the inner animal is unleashed collectively. 

I dig this location, and from my back corner booth, I've got a scenic view of the entire dance floor, stage and multiple platforms. The dancing is out of control. Thirty beautiful members and a staff of bombshell babes, comprise the sea of tits and ass I stare at while spinning the beats that make their bodies move. The view is outstanding and more awe-inspiring than gazing at a starry sky. I turn up the volume, and speed up the tempo. The groove the women have fallen into changes with it. I've been called the 'beat-mistress in the shadows', and yes, that would be an accurate description. 

I stroke the hefty strap-on tucked in my pants, watching this incredibly scintillating woman, who can't be more than twenty-four, dance provocatively ten feet or so directly in front of my booth. She's been here once or twice before, the guest of a long-time member, and likes to tease me. She spends quite a bit of her time at the club trying to get my attention, and tonight she has it, dressed in a low-key yet totally sexy thigh-high black dress with gold, almost military style buttons decorating the front. Two top gold buttons jiggle, hanging off the tip of her D-cup breasts as she sways and rocks her hips, dancing specifically for me under the beam of white spotlight.

If she's hooked up with any of the staff previously, I haven't seen it. She also dances more seductively than the paid performers, in my opinion, without any practiced choreography, just her own organic style, moving in sync with my carefully chosen musical tracks. Her dark hair droops over her shoulders and down past the middle of her curvy back, with thick spiral curls. Bending so that her ass sweeps the floor, then blowing me kisses as she swivels her way back to standing is thoroughly entertaining. 

How I love the devout fems—the so-called 'lipstick' lesbians who are feminine organically—not the bitches who think they'll get more respect by wearing a dress and acting falsely demure. I wink, smiling shyly, playing the part of a dyke who needs to be coaxed out of their shell, or in my case, the booth. No coaxing is needed, but hey, if this is what turns her on, then I'm ready to play shy boy. 

I switch turntables, selecting a more aggressive tempo, and sure enough, she doesn't miss a beat. The music draws her towards me, dancing with a deeper purpose, an obvious goal in mind. She stops on the outer edge of the glass divider, her fingers exploring under the buttons, paying special attention to the two on the tits. The buttons clink, hitting the glass as she continues her sway. It's obvious what she's asking for, and I'm willing to give it. 

Stroking my crotch, she sees the outline of the strap-on in my pants, and approves the size. My eyes don't leave hers for a second, as she shifts her curves from right to left, then stands in the opening of the booth. Arms outstretched, tempting me to accept her advances, passion electrifies the space between she and I. Looking beyond her shoulder, the dimness of the hallway strikes me as the perfect place to fuck this chick's brains out.

Brushing past her, a tilt of my head indicates the direction I'm headed—the semi-private shadows of the secluded corner. As expected, she follows behind me, and before she knows what's hit her, I swing around, taking hold of her shoulders and pinning her against the wall. Tiny gasps of fear and lust puff out her lipstick stained mouth and I pause briefly, pretending my lips are coming for hers, but I have no interest in kissing. The music I've cued will only go on for a short duration, and I must return to my post. 

“Don't make a sound.” Attention can't be drawn to us, and I have no idea if this chick is a screamer or not. Cherry wouldn't like me screwing the members, or the guests of members, since I'm not technically on the list of offerings, but I give a freebie here and there. She's the lucky recipient of my gift-giving tonight and I quickly drop to my knees, shoving my face between her thighs as her spine imprints on the wall, mini-dress pushed up by the top of my head. I hear her choking back her moans, with nothing to grip but the baldness of my scalp. She didn't expect I'd attack in such a hardcore manner, but now she's in for a ride—a high-speed roller coaster racing to a heavenly finish. Tongue lavishing her dewy cunt, I eat her out fast, forcing an orgasm of mind-blowing proportions. I raise my arm, and grab her face, covering her mouth with my hand as a reminder to shut the hell up. Her chest heaves, holding her breath, body locking down on my skull. 

She asked for this, and I'm going to give it, harder than she imagined. Maybe she thought we would peck and neck in the corner—giggling like school girls experimenting for the first time? She was wrong, if that was her mistaken notion of what messing with the DJ would be like. Her cum is thick and warm as it fills my mouth, depositing the excess juice on the firmness of her thighs. I need a very wet area for what I plan on doing to her next. Two fingers shove in her hole stiffly, maneuvering her like a puppet. 

I shove her against the opposite wall, fingers still holding her pouring cunt, as I unzip my pants with my other hand. The strap-on is unfurled, ready for insertion. Pointing it at the tip at her quivering cunt lips, I give her a half-inch and nothing more. Waiting, listening to her whispered pleas, moving her ass back towards my hips, she begs for more. Wanting the erect shaft deeper inside, I spank both sides of her taut ass cheeks repeatedly, and then stop. The entire club seems silent in this second, feeling her anxiously awaiting my next move and her heart beating like a drum. 

Wham! Her entire body hits the wall as I thrust the cock all the way in her tightness. My pelvis smacks her ass again and again, pumping like a crazed sex maniac, bent on making her take all eight inches with every pump. She loves it, tears streaming out the corner of her eyes, stuffing her own fingers in her mouth to stop the wails of pleasure. Her cunt tightens up so intensely, I can hardly push the cock in all the way, which makes me fuck her harder, faster, and more fiercely. 

One foot pressed against the wall, and my back supported by the other, this narrow hallway has served its purpose as a perfect place for a standing screw. The hard thrusts reach a peak, fucking her doggie-style with lightening speed and exact precision, just like this chick wants it. She's come too many times, shaking and trembling, hardly able to stand, and I halt, holding the cock in place as her pussy pulsates on it. Her hair pulled by my hands, back arched with her ass up, unsure of what will happen next. 

Slowly, I let the cock slip out of her cunt. Long, gooey streams of her cum web out between the strap-on and her just-fucked hole. It's her turn to fall to her knees, weak and wanting. Her beautiful, drooling mouth hinges open, ready to lick the rod that fucked her senseless, and she cleans it good, all of it, even tempting my own clit with her tongue. I grab her face, guiding the back and forth bobbing, wanting to watch the cock disappear in her mouth, and her chin hitting the vagina under the strap-on. 

I want her to have me. I'm twisted up with horny needs, sweat trickling down the sides of my face, but there's no time. The music is edging upon a break in mood and rhythm, and I can't let it lapse into the dead zone. The steamy quickie ends, both of us satisfied by the passionate whirlwind of a loveless sex act. I shake off her saliva from the cock and tuck it back in my pants. Pulling myself together, I see the wet spots all over my clothes—the juice that shot out from her pussy with my thrusts. 

“Where are you going?” Her voice crackles, and she swallows, giving a weak smile.

“Back to work.” There's no discussion to be had here. I'm on the clock and the rendezvous is over. “The music? Don't you hear it?” 

“Oh, yes.” Looking like a drunken sailor ditched in an alley, she tries to get to standing again, but she's not ready yet.

I privately laugh, proud of my accomplishment. Another thrill-seeker handled and put in her proper place. “Take it easy.” 

As I exit the hallway, I hear the muffled sound of her calling after me. “Thank you...”

But I'm not one for words.

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 13 – Hear No Evil

 

 

I should be angry. There should be disciplinary actions taken now that I have proof of a disobedient employee. She was not scheduled for a member match-up, yet hooked up with a member anyway without permission. Maybe this was her first time? Perhaps she's gotten it on with a large percentage of the members behind my back? I don't know for sure, but I do believe more than the one she just took in the hallway, have been had by Carson. 

My instinct was hinting the results of my search for the truth might prove disconcerting, and it was right. As much as I adore Carson, and as sad as I would be to lose her as my DJ, the sneaking around and screwing on the job without management consent, has to stop. The members pay for services, and the number they're allowed to have is based on their annual or month-to-month fee. Carson very well could be causing a member to unknowingly exceed her service allowance, which is reason for membership and employee termination. 

Tonight I caught her, although she's unaware I watched her having sex with not a member, but a guest, which is even worse. Guests don't have access to services—benefits of membership are exclusive to the paying clientele. Occasionally, a member will gift a guest with a service, and those arrangements are discussed and agreed upon before the club opens. There are times when a member doesn't request to use a service upon making an RSVP to attend on a certain night, and changes her mind once here. I do my best to accommodate the wishes and needs of the members, but I can only satisfy last-minute requests if I have available staff. 

Bottom line—Carson has crossed the line and broken the rules. The excuses and absolute denial are predictable, as she doesn't want to lose her job, and I don't want to fire her either. I'll have to confront her at some point before closing. I'd do it now, but I don't want to upset the lively vibe happening at the club, nor do I feel like getting in Carson's face. Can't fault a girl for wanting a spontaneous fuck, but no one on the staff has the right to give away freebies, not unless they want the entire operation to go out of business.

“Hail to the lady of the club.” The songbird from behind me touches my back, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Darling Bethany, what a lovely set you sang for us. The members were very complimentary.” Checking my watch, it's clear how quickly the night is passing. “Looking forward to your second set.” 

“Don't try to run from me, Cherry. There's no reason we can't be friends. You've fucked other girls since we broke up, and so have I. We can live without the emotional tension and just enjoy each other as women, don't you agree?” Calm in her stance, she has no fear of me. Bethany is convinced I'm hers deep inside. Her ego is in full tilt mode since re-entering these doors. I expected no less.

“No, I don't think we can. Not after what happened between us. The tension's there for a reason. Please respect it.” I stand my ground solidly and there's no pushing past.

Bethany treats me as her equal. In her mind, I'm a bendable woman faking a wall of resistance. “What happened between us? You mean our 'arrangement'? Oh, no, you called me your live-in. That's what I was to you, or any of the girls who share your bed.” 

I clasp my hands and assume my managerial purpose. “The evening is young and there's much to do for the members. I have two ladies here who are extremely particular about their arrangements and I need to tend to them.” 

“And when will you have time for me?” The pout on Bethany's face is infectious in both positive and negative ways. She's horny, and so am I, but I have a gorgeous angel ready to satisfy me when I get home, and I'm sure somewhere out there Bethany does, too.

“Care to share your song list for your next set?” It's stay on topic or drop the subject for me.

“I like to give surprises, so, no.” She steps directly into my personal space, and I let her. Every inch she gets closer firms my resolve to not let her back in any further than this. “I like strap-ons, too, and I noticed your little dyke music maker packs one.”

“Of course you did. Not one woman in here hasn't noticed. She's off limits to you, though.”

“Cherry, my Cherry, why do you say such things?” Bethany's mouth floats to mine. “I'm not paying to be here, remember? You're paying me, therefore, I can fuck whatever employee I want. Wasn't that the rule?” 

I wipe a smear of eye-shadow from her cheek, feeling suddenly maternal towards my guest star. “Carson and I are dealing with an issue presently. She's off limits at this time.”

“So, she was a temp live-in, too, then? I could see you getting tired of having her in your bed. You like girls young and fem. How long did she last?” The misreading strikes me as curious. Bethany's intuition is usually on target. 

“She was never my live-in. I need to get moving now, Bethany. I'm happy to chat more later, though.” Before she can steal my lips, I kiss her cheek.

“Oh, we will do more than talk later, Cherry. Much more.” The naughty temptress yields to me, and surprisingly didn't try to cop a feel as is her custom. Instead, she sings softly, sweetly, with a layer of soul. That alone is what almost stops me from walking away.

The song grows, louder as I fade from her view. And now I can't shake it from replaying in my ears. Not even Carson's rapid-pulse, aggressive beats can't drown it out. This is her power, and for a stinging yet fleeting second, I want to succumb. 

The two members who need special attention tonight are Jane and Sarah. Both are gold-level members, but that's the only similarity between them. Sarah is a wallflower, a terrified closet case presenting herself as an introverted prude. She was born into money, and inherited an enormous sum when her mother passed away. She's never held a job and doesn't date, and the only reason she keeps her membership status at gold is because she lives on the other side of the world. I've been contemplating expanding my operations to cover foreign territory, but for now, Sarah must travel quite a distance to take advantage of her prepaid visits. I've learned not to assume what she wants when she requests a service. 

Gold level members are allowed six services annually but can attend twice a month. So far this year Sarah hasn't used any of her service allotments until tonight, and she has requested two girls at once. One will do the servicing, while the other will hold her hands, and make eye contact continuously. In the past, Sarah has asked to have poetry read to her. Cerebral is her favorite method of seduction. I have her scheduled with Winterlynn and Eternity. This might be a drastic mistake, or it could be an incredible combination of opposites. There's no hiding the obvious clash between Eternity and Winterlynn, and this is why I feel strongly the two of them will quell Sarah's prudish fears and give life to the siren she foolishly stifles. Just in case I'm wrong, and the clash brings forth a war, Dusty will be stationed outside of her room.

Jane is a wild card and I absolutely love having her at the club on the nights she finds time to attend. A child actor who gained worldwide recognition and fame before she was ten, her money was made in abundance based upon the depth of her dimples and the adorable, rambunctious characters she played. Her stage mother was hellbent on controlling the direction of not only her career, but her public persona as an innocent child—one forbidden from ascending in age. This proved to be a disastrous form of mothering, and Jane overthrowing her maternal dictator became known in the press as the “hellion rebellion.” 

After she was emancipated, she broke off all contact with the woman who created her on screen and off and several years later, the two are still at odds and have not made amends. Vehemently protective of her personal life, having spent all of her formidable years under the watchful eye of slumming journalists and obsessed fans, she comes to the club as her only safe hideaway. She doesn't shy away when another member asks for her autograph, or gives complimentary recognition, and the rule of privacy must be upheld by all members without exception, regardless of public status. 

Privacy is the most important and serious clause in the contract members sign upon acceptance into the club. I enforce the rule that our outside lives die at the door, because inside the club we are reborn. Jane has left the arrangement of her servicing tonight up to me to design a unique interaction. A dramatic idea is what I have in mind for her, and I'm hoping she goes along with it. If she does, the event will be extraordinary. 

Bethany is back on stage, her golden voice mesmerizing the listening audience. I scan the main floor, noticing Carson in her booth, Kristin twirling from the ropes, and Nixie swaying to the moody vocals on a side platform. Devon looks content at her ringside table, sipping a cosmopolitan, swinging her show-stopping legs as seductively as Bethany sings. 

Jane drinks at the bar, flirting with her favorite bartender, Star, who's she's requested on a number of occasions. I'm not entirely sure what the allure of being serviced by the bar staff is for Jane, but it's not my call, and every girl under my employment is available by request—all but Carson and my live-ins, of course. Evelyn and Petra, two of my cocktail waitresses—both barely eighteen—have yet to be paired up with anyone, and tonight will be their first time giving service. 

Katherine and Avery are not in sight, which is good because that means they're still happily occupied by Karissa and Serena, most likely enjoying a third round. Dusty discreetly escorts Sarah to her room where Eternity is waiting. I search for Winterlynn, finding her dancing for a table of tipsy members here tonight without service requests. They stroke their French-tip nails on her toned muscles, accentuated by her exaggerated and undeniably sexy movement. This is my cue to step in and redirect her arousal to the appropriate party. 

“Miss gorgeous, I must take you away from these women nipping at the bud, to your rightful place.” Winterlynn's body is a bit dewy from her exertion and I roll her to my hip. 

Winterlynn behaves shy with me, and I tickle her waistline. She retracts and coils, cracking a smile, but her eyes will not look towards me. “Where are we going?” As if she has no memory of being told, I have to reiterate the plan for her first service. 

“I'm bringing you to meet Sarah. She's the lady you're paired up with tonight.” We pass by Devon, who gives a casual wave, as if we were bystanders on her catwalk. Her model lifestyle is in her blood, whether she's strutting the latest in haute couture or sitting alone at the club. Bethany's set comes to an emotional break, and I whisk Winterlynn quickly through the standing ovation. 

“Paired up? As in, dancing, like I did the first night?” 

Her lack of a clue disturbs me, and I whisper in her ear as we approach Dusty standing guard at the door. “No, Winterlynn. As in, total intimacy. Sarah doesn't want you to make love to her, at least that's what she originally stated, but she does want you to be close. If she changes her mind, we're obliged to grant her wishes to the best of our abilities. You understand, yes?”

“Uh, okay.” Her weak response is ignored and there is nothing left for me to say. She's not in the dark about the requirements of the job, so why she acts naive is strange, and I don't care—there's a client in need and Winterlynn's side of the couch is growing cold. 

Dusty takes Winterlynn from me so we both have one of her arms. We're running slightly behind schedule and this setup is taking too much effort–we must make the transition swift. “Thank you, Dusty. Are the other two inside?”

“Yes.” Dusty knows not to waste another second delivering the goods, and together we proceed as planned. One of us on either side of the hesitant girl, we enter the cozy room, decorated in soothing blues, scented with lavender and vanilla—Sarah's favorites.

“Who are the other two?” Winterlynn's question is answered by the site of Sarah and Eternity, getting comfortable on the lounge. Dressed conservatively in a buttoned up blouse and navy, knee-length, pleated skirt, Sarah blushes at the new arrival. Eternity, fabulous in her trademark black leather, diamond studded bra and bootie shorts with spiked, thigh high boots, stands to greet Winterlynn. 

Dusty breaks the ice with her relaxed tone. “Sarah, this is Winterlynn. It's only her second night working for us at the club. She's very eager to experience her first pairing.”

“Her first?” Sarah inhales, covering up a gasp and full body shiver. “How lovely. Thank you, Cherry and Dusty, for bringing her to me.” 

Eternity extends a hand to Winterlynn, ready to lead the mnage  trois to victory. “Come here, baby doll. Join the party.”

Winterlynn doesn't take the offering. I connect her hand to Eternity, committed to this going smoothly. Sarah notices the tension between her two selections and immediately frets. “Hello, Winterlynn. Don't you look pretty?” Still in the sedate dress I picked for her backstage, Winterlynn compliments Sarah's understated looks perfectly—precisely what I had imagined. 

“Oh, well, thank you.” Winterlynn finally awakens to the situation, placed on the couch opposite Sarah by Eternity. 

Dusty and I leave them in Eternity's care, and I give my customary instruction. “If you need anything, you know what to do. Yes?”

 

* * * *

“Tell me about yourself, Winterlynn.” Sarah faces her, genuinely curious, as Eternity's glossy, red fingernails trace her arm underneath the blouse. 

Winterlynn watches Eternity's technique, mind racing ahead in an attempt to gauge what will be expected of her. “I'm a dancer. I've been dancing since I was a little girl. It's all I've ever wanted to be.”

“I admire your passion. I've wondered endlessly about what that feels like, to be gifted with a purpose, or willful desire to excel at a certain thing.” Even though this scenario is what she favors, Sarah nervously reacts to Eternity's touch, as if it's her first time, too. “Not for one second in my life have I known that feeling.”

“Known passion or what it's like to be a dancer?” Inquisitive Winterlynn observes how Sarah's prude demeanor to Eternity's close proximity and purposeful touch, drifts into pleasure.

“Either. Both. Is it like being possessed? At any time, did you feel you had a choice not to dance? Could you leave that part of yourself and never want it back?” The hands of her sexual aggressor have found their way under Sarah's blouse, having been removed from the skirt. A wince creeks out at the striking sensation of Eternity's hot fingers asking no permission to play with her soft bosom. 

Winterlynn's pussy dampens, distracting her from the questions asked. Absorbing the sensual vibrations Sarah gives off, she keeps eye contact solidly with hers. “When I was younger...”

“How young?” Sarah blurts out with uncharacteristic rudeness.

“Twelve or thirteen.” Winterlynn continues, “My mother had bought me my first pair of toe shoes and I was so scared to wear them. When my teacher told me it was time to learn how to dance in them, I was excited. Yet, I sat on the resin covered hardwood floor, too scared to put my feet in them.”

“What? Why?” Sarah's blouse opens with each button unfastening. Eternity casually looks at Winterlynn, raising an eyebrow for her to elaborate in detail. 

“I, well, I was scared of what was going to happen once the shoes were laced up. Dancing on point for the first time is like learning to walk, or taking your first step.” Eternity maneuvers her face onto Sarah's chest, pecking at the pink nipples, bare and exposed. “I was fearful of falling and equally frightened of wanting to master the skill. I knew once I dedicated to being on point, the next expectation was to perform, and dance for others, not just my mirror.”

Sarah closes her eyes, fading into the elegant tounging Eternity massages her nipples with. “Continue, Winterlynn. I'm listening. How did it feel when you gave in?”

Not wanting to compete with the watery sound of mouth bathing flesh, Winterlynn pauses, waiting for Sarah's eyes to flutter open and connect with hers again. “Freedom. Dancing on point was this magical key. It unlocked a side of me that needed to be free. The shoes enabled a form of expression—my deepest passion—to the fullest degree. 

“So, yes, you could call it an obsession. Once I understood the power of letting the toe shoes train and shape my muscles in order to move as a true ballerina, I was addicted. I couldn't live a day without dancing. Specifically to your question, there's no leaving dancing behind. It has control over me.”

Eternity's power overshadows the conversation, readjusting their placements for the next round of Sarah's questions. “It's your turn to stand up and fly, Sarah.” She brings the half-dressed client to her feet and unzips her skirt with a sexy flair. Instead of letting it drop to the floor, she gently lifts the skirt above Sarah's knees, to just below her thighs, before settling her back onto the lounge. 

A peak at the beige satin panties protecting Sarah's modest pussy is given to Winterlynn, as Eternity strokes and scratches the client's palms. “You love this, right?”

“You remembered.” Flushed with the rush of vulnerability, Sarah closes her legs while her palms are mercilessly teased. “It tickles to no end.”

“Yes, of course. Don't press your legs together, Sarah. I need room to work.” Eternity presses her legs in between Sarah's, attaining a foothold. “Show me yours, Winterlynn.”

The dancer's ass scoots to the edge of the cushions, turning her hands up to face the bossy bitch who group fucked the other girls in the back room earlier. Sarah's hands are placed in the center of Winterlynn's, fingers curled around and together. “Hold her tight.” Eternity supplies the command before owning the center of gravity between the thighs of the one about to be serviced. Sarah shakes so nervously she tears up.

“Please tell me more. Did you have a male or female teacher?” Sarah braces herself for the impact of Eternity's tongue on her clit.

“A woman. She was a Russian ballerina, the star of her dance troupe.” Winterlynn fights off the first waves of an orgasm building in her groin, stimulated by hearing the slurping on Sarah's pussy. 

“And...and...did she...how did she touch you, when you were learning the steps? Were her hands on your hips? Did she caress your back or your...ass?” Sarah's sudden hint of dirty talk runs in line with the jolt of delicious sensations Eternity masters with her suckling. Faster and faster, her head moves in counter-clockwise circles, each spinning motion more elaborate than the previous. 

“She did. Her hands often held my hips and a few times on my ass to improve my posture.” Winterlynn rubs her knees so stiffly together, she creates a burn, seeing the drips of saliva and orgasmic juice pool on Sarah's neatly trimmed bush. 

“Did you desire her, too? Your teacher? Did you have fantasies of being with her, with nothing but your toe shoes on?”

The mental probing has crossed personal territory. Winterlynn contemplates not revealing the truth to this woman. Having to share her private experiences wasn't anywhere on the employment contract. “She was a magnetic woman. I loved her and wanted to emulate her talent and profound grace.”

Sarah cries, tears streaking the creamy rouge painted on her cheeks. Gasping, then speaking, and gasping again, she utters a few last words before coming. “Did you want to fuck her? Tell me, Winterlynn? Did you?” As if activated by string, Sarah's head falls back, and her arms droop. Eternity gorges on the impressive dose of cum expelled from the uncontrolled cunt. 

Winterlynn holds on to Sarah's hands, as if she was keeping this woman from drowning. The physical bliss outweighs her, almost pains her, and tears flow as fluidly as what comes from her pussy.

Eternity abruptly halts, holding her tongue firm on the exotic spot, the hidden zone within Sarah's swollen cunt lips. The cries are subdued, and composure regained.

Winterlynn exhales as if the orgasm belonged to her, and gives an answer. “Yes, I did. I wanted her to take me. I had incredibly hot dreams of being fucked by her. For her to teach me how to make love to a woman for the first time.” 

Little kisses, gentle baby nips, are lavished on Sarah's hole, clit, and thighs. She clears her throat and kisses Winterlynn's hands before letting go of them.“Thank you for sharing with me, Winterlynn. Maybe one day we can dance together? I don't ever agree to public displays such as dancing, but with you, if you asked, I might.”

“I'm honored,” Winterlynn says sincerely. “And I'll keep that in mind.”

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 14 – In the Shadows

 

The arduous decision to confront Carson needs to be dealt with head on. The lovely and ravenous guest she screwed in the hallway has left with the member she came with—a gold level member named Barbara, who hadn't requested to be serviced tonight. I make my rounds, checking in with those content to spend their evening dancing and drinking with their friends and other members. Nixie performs her specialty skills on the chair from the main platform, while Bethany prepares for her next act—this time off stage. I wave to Jane, confirming she's next on the list with a familiar signal I use when I notice an aura of impatience glowing in the dark. She waves back with her glass of rum and Coke, topped with cherries, of course.

“Carson?” Standing at the edge of her booth, I'm poised and serious. “Put the tracks on autopilot. You and I need to have a talk.” Instantly, she freezes, smile dissolving into a cold expression. 

“One second.” Adjusting the pitch, she puts the console on cruise control and follows me into the dormant kitchen. Stainless steel dominates the unused space. The wall switch is flicked, sparking a dim light overhead that sporadically flickers. 

“What's up?” Carson shifts her weight from one foot to the other, playing with the chain hanging from her belt loops. “You seem mad about something?”

I swat her hand away from the annoying clanking, and lift her chin. “I am and you know why. It'd be in your best interest if you were forthcoming with the details of your wrong doing.”

Her eyes dart, and then she lets out a sarcastic laugh. “I have no idea what to tell you. As far as I know, I'm doing my job.”

“Well, we have a much bigger problem then.” I take a few steps back, wanting to get a good look at my lying girl. “Carson, I saw you in the hallway. I know what you did with the guest.”

Trapped, she silences the rapid fire excuses riffling through her head, and I continue. “Without exception, no employee of my club shall engage, entertain, or perform physical acts with a member or guest without the permission of management, which would be Dusty or myself and that's it.”

“Uh, yeah, okay. I think I remember hearing something like that three years ago, or however many...”

“Carson! Don't you dare act with total disregard for me and my rules. You signed the contract that clearly outlined what the expectations of each and every one of you working for me are. The rules, the incentives, the structure and term of my business and how it operates—all stated and explained. There hasn't been, nor will there ever be, a time when having sex with the members, or guests of members, will be allowed unless services are reserved and approved by me. Do you remember any of this?” The speech caught fire and embers fall on her avoidance. I wait longer than I should for her response.

“It didn't seem like a big deal. I'm sorry. I was offering services, just not by your playbook, and I apologize for not collecting a fee in return.”

My arm involuntarily jerks, aiming for a slap across her face. I've known Carson for too long, years before the club, for her to behave like a petulant child. The slap is averted, and she looks at me with a new understanding. “There's no playbook. You agreed to the terms and conditions for employment. I've never given consent for you to be included in any level of membership offerings, and my reasons were previously explained. I don't interfere with your personal choices outside of work and, in return, I demand professionalism while on the clock. If you feel the terms no longer can be agreed to, then we need to have a serious discussion immediately. My contracts are not subject to change as they're set in stone. Revisions won't be made to suit the needs of an impudent employee.” 

Carson takes a moment to thwart her defensive retaliation and chooses a smarter comeback. “My needs did dominate the situation, yes, and I did side-step the restrictions placed upon me. It was wrong, and won't happen again.”

Preferring a more heartfelt apology, I accept her words for now, and give a warning in return. “Good. Your dedication and talent is deeply appreciated, Carson. And one more thing-the members are not to be contacted or connected with outside of the club, either. Doing so would result in immediate termination. Even if they ask for you to meet with them, it's contracted that you decline any invitation to hookup beyond our business. They're my clients first, and their identities and lifestyles in the 'real world' are to be kept anonymous.”

Carson is at a loss for a response, not gelling with the law of the land. She's guilty, yet unrepentant, and that's cause for me to put her on watch. This is why I stand firm with a tightly regulated and guarded approach in every aspect of my life. My borders must be protected at all costs, even if it means letting go of the ones I love dearly. Once an invitation is revoked, another will not be sent. When the doors close, they close permanently.

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 15 – Bethany's Trip

 

The dressing room is totally boring being the only girl in it. The others are busy servicing members, and now it's my turn. The little group sex warm-up romp was fun. Time for this girl to perform for the club, only with an entirely different set of skills than my vocals. Cherry is such a perv. Why we can't be open about this, I'll never understand. This act of hers, the enigmatic lady who rules with a silken lace glove, is how she wants to be recognized. I know her to be a woman who would spread her legs twenty-four/seven, lost in the pleasures of the decadence of her bedroom, if the lusty ingredients mix to her taste. The live-in situation was not my cup of tea, but I'm not afraid to admit I do miss her. 

There's no rush to arrive at my next destination within the walls of the club. Cherry's scheduling lacks the precision of performing for bigger venues. The crowd grooving on the dance floor is fascinating, like unlocking a treasure chest of priceless gems—women of intangible wealth and stature, proudly boasting the latest collection fresh from their favorite designer's showcase, committed to unbridled lesbianism, totally under the radar. 

I wave at the DJ, but she doesn't give me much notice. Kristin, the sweet lover who got me backstage, winds her limber body down from the aerial ropes and without drawing attention, traipses through the members, and trails her way to a dark corridor. I've been wanting to talk with her, and I'm in need of a thrill before I take part in the grand finale. 

Following her down the hall, I stop and cover, catching her in the embrace of a blonde beauty I don't recognize as being a member. I can barely hear their whispers, but the emotional intensity between them is unnerving, like long lost lovers rekindling. They kiss, passionately, with no barriers in their needy touching. It's obvious these two angels want to fuck, and might do it right here. Not wanting to disrupt whatever secret liaison they have going, and not wanting to be caught by Cherry, I back away, and slip out.

With a couple of minutes remaining before my appointment is scheduled, I search for a welcoming face or gesture—someone who'll let me feel them up or under so I can rev the internal sex engines. I invite myself to sit at the table of a heavenly creature, apparently alone.

“Buy you a drink?” I'm not the fake type who comes up with flirty introductions, preferring to shoot from the hip. “I brought a pen if you want me to sign your tits, too.”

Devon smiles curiously at my forward greeting. “I'll take the drink, but skip the tattoo.” She's cool, like the groupie girls who follow me when I have gigs, but far more elegant. “I have a photo shoot tomorrow. Don't think the magazine would appreciate the scribble.” 

“Ah. I should be asking for your autograph then?” I order her a shot of premium tequila from a passing cocktail cart before getting comfortable at the small, metal table built for two. 

“What made you guess tequila?” Her fingers dab the shallow bottoms of the two empty shot glasses she grips. 

“No guessing. I saw your collection. Figured you'd want the same.” 

“You're an amazing singer. Do you perform here often?” Devon runs her long, twirling tongue on the inner rims, savoring what drops of booze remain.

“Once a year or so, if Cherry's lucky. I don't want to became stale. I'd rather be an element of excitement and surprise.” 

“Me, too.” She confidently seconds my personal belief. “I hate predictability.”

“Who are you here with?” I find it weird this sculpted goddess would attend solo, yet she shares no obvious connection with the women on the dance floor.

“My girlfriend is a dancer. This is her second night working for Cherry.” 

Dirty minds dislike pure thoughts. I mentally entertain the lewdness of convincing her we should fuck in front of her girlfriend back at their place. Obviously she knows the requirements of the job, which makes her open to experimentation. There's no reason they shouldn't share themselves with me. After she watches what I'm about to do to another member, she won't be able to deny me. “And how does she like it?” 

Devon sends me provocative messages, using her body language for translation. “I might like it more than her.” 

“You're a guest?”

“A member. Just approved.”

“Congratulations.” Not only is she staggeringly hot, but the smell of money is sweet on her, like the honey scent that wafts at me when she uncrosses her legs. “I'm sure Cherry will take good care of you, if she hasn't already.”

“Thank you. She's quite unique, isn't she? There's much to learn about how things happen at the club. This type of place existed in my masturbation fantasies, but I didn't imagine...” Whatever the naughty memory lingering in Devon's head is, it's potent.

Warm hands massage my bare shoulders, and I know the touch too well. “You're on, baby.” Cherry extends her hand like a gentleman, politely assisting a young lady from a low chair, but it's a gesture of control. She's the mother of the den, and I'm in danger of my unregulated behavior going unchecked. “Please excuse us, Devon. Can I bring you anything?”

Devon melts at the edges, looking up into Cherry's face. “I'm fine, thank you.” And then her face loses that layer of lust when she looks at me. “I enjoyed the conversation. Hopefully we'll talk again?”

Ego dinged by her cold salutation, I stand with Cherry, determined to bring the house to a laser-beam like focus on me for my next act. “Yes, but I'm about to perform. Care to watch?”

Artists and their benefactors, with a special nod to power women who own vast bank accounts like Cherry, share a powerful polar opposite connection that truly turns me on. One side of the equation needs what the other has and vice versa, no matter how far apart on the societal spectrum they are. Cherry's my benefactor, my former fuck mate, and the one woman who won't admit she's in love with me. Falling in love with her wasn't required when my lucky number was called to sleep in her bed, just complete devotion. 

Interestingly, when I was hers, she struggled to satisfy my sexual whims and spontaneous urges. As her temporary employee, I'm served fantasies on a gilded plate, exceeding the top of my whorish bucket list. The situation I'm about to partake in with the irrepressible, freckle-faced wild girl who used to be on TV, makes me moist with anticipation, and I want Cherry to watch along with the rest of the club. I was a fan of Jane's show when I was five or six, and actually wanted to be like her, or rather the role she played. Being a lonely kid with the television as a babysitter, the character Jane portrayed was who every young girl wanted to be, including me—a child pageant queen surrounded by dramatic characters who lived for their little spoiled princess. And now I get to fuck her brains out, unscripted. 

Cherry drops me off at the bar, where Jane polishes off her one-too-many. “Jane?” I take a seat next to her. “I'm Bethany, the one you've reserved.” 

“Ohhh...the singer! No way! Seriously? You're my bitch tonight? Fuck yes!” Not once from the dozens of women I've fucked for Cherry has anyone responded with pure enthusiasm. The drink propels her uncensored reaction, and I decide to stoke the flames, considering what I've been instructed to do. 

“Yeah, baby, I'm your bitch. What are you going to do about it?” I'm ready to shove my whole hand in her twat, but I fondle the dazzling multi-carat diamond nestled in her cleavage as an alternative. She reacts favorably and I pull her close to whisper in her ear. “I want to make love to you right here.”

“Oh? How exciting!” Jane giggles, snapping her fingers at Star, the Asian maiden head bar mistress, who gives me a knowing wink, delivering a bowl of maraschino cherries to us. 

“How perfect! Bring me another rum and Coke, too, please.” Jane puckers her lips towards Star and I intervene, taking control of the offered kiss and owning it. Her mouth is sweet, laced with spirits and sugar. She parts her lips as a doorway for my tongue to enter, and I let it slide half way in to mix and mingle with hers. 

Part of me can't believe I'm kissing an idol from my youth—the girl I was so jealous of—and I chose to share an adolescent fantasy with her. “I have a confession to make.” 

“Let me guess. You're not wearing any panties.” Jane bites a cherry off the stem and chews, loving the syrupy sweetness. 

“That's nothing I feel I need to hide from anyone, Jane.” Using my mysterious tone, she sobers up enough to subdue the giggling. “I wanted to confess that when I was twelve, I had a fantasy about you.” 

Jane blushes, swallowing. “You did? What did I do to you?” She reaches for another cherry. I select a plump one for her and dangle it over her lips. “You let me touch you, in a way I'd never touched a girl, or a boy, for that matter.”

The hanging cherry glides across her lips, leaving a glossy trail. Her tongue follows it, tasting the sweet liquid before accepting the candied fruit into her mouth. “Where did you touch me?”

“We were in my room, on my bed, lying on all piles of stuffed animals and dolls. You wanted to practice kissing. I made the first move and gave kisses to your arm, like this.” The demonstration is smooth, wet and enticing, giving baby-soft kisses from her wrist to the elbow's inner cleft. 

Jane relishes the tickling sensation. “And how did I respond?”

“You were nervous, awkwardly holding a stuffed elephant, not knowing how to touch, or be touched.” Her other arm gets the kisses, which continue to her shoulder and up her neck. “It was very innocent and playful in my mind, and I touched myself, pretending you had your hand on my cotton panties, giggling as we clumsily touched, too unskilled to understand about pleasure.” 

The club around us disappears, only seeing each other. I don't even notice the boss standing guard less than five feet away, and Star clearing an area on the bar for what will come next. Our faces close, Jane says, “We should go to our room.”

“This is our room. Here, at the bar.” My confirmation of the plan causes a ripple effect in Jane, heart rate rising at the salacious idea. “Two stars doing what we do best, entertaining the masses as the main attraction.” 

Jane's voice wavers, cracking a disbelieving smile. “You're serious? Here, in front of everyone?”

“Yes.” Using the stool for leverage, I mount the bar top, catching the onlookers by surprise. Jane gasps, realizing my sincerity, laughing wickedly, but not willing to join me. Like a queen, I wave to the people below, turning their attention towards me. “Are you game, Jane?”

“Maybe after a few more drinks.” Jane snaps her fingers again at Star, but she blows her a kiss and then shakes her head, denying a refill.

Now with an interested audience, and my legs hanging over the side, I capture Jane within them. Star walks her hands under my dress and unfastens my bra. “Who gets naked first? You can have the stage.” 

Jane looks over her shoulder, seeing Cherry. “You're cool with this?”

Cherry gives a solid nod of approval, clapping her hands, drawing a wider range of members to voyeur in. I can feel Jane vibrating, holding on to my legs, kicking off her heels as she readies herself for the ascent. 

The show begins with Jane and I on our knees, removing our tops while we French kiss, losing ourselves in the heightened intensity of the moment. Star retrieves the clothing piling up on the counter, and the members grant us the room we need to recline on the counter. 

“Wrap your legs around my waist,” I insist, and she does, tying her ankles together behind my back as she lies on her back so I can mount her. 

Jane is thrilled, overly excited, alive with electric pulsations coursing through her body. Loving her nakedness beneath me, I move forward, squaring my clit on hers, preparing for thrusting. Between her thumb and first two fingers, she rolls my nipples. 

“I want them in my mouth! Come closer!” 

And so I bend, giving her my tits. The hard sucking of her hot, wet mouth, and her face—the face that captivated me as a kid—so beautiful on my chest. I hear the gasps of excitement floating through the crowd as my milky pussy saturates her tender cunt. I thrust across her clit, and then aim down to juice up her hole. I tease with little rubs against her impenetrable asshole, desperately wanting to get my fingers in it. 

“Suck me!” Jane orders me, freeing my boobs so that I can give her what she wants. Sticking my ass in the air doggie-style, my sopping hole is willingly on display while my tongue and fingers go to work and open hers up. This bitch has obviously never had a cock anywhere on her, and the thickness of my tongue entering her cunt makes her back arch on the lacquer counter. 

I'm not giving her an option for anal play—it is a must and what I crave giving to girls more than any other sexual act. My spit pours down into the pin-hole of an ass, lubricating the spot. Star covers Jane's mouth with her own, kissing her deeply to soften the blow of my finger pushing in, butt fucking her with a slow speed while tonguing the shit out of her pussy. My upper lip massages her swollen clit, and shockingly, I feel a finger in my cunt—the cocktail slut, Petra, has joined in on my side, and helped herself.

Jane's losing it, hips buckling in my face. Her ass has given in, and she takes the finger invasion up to my knuckle. I wriggle it up there, and plunge in time with my tongue, and Petra's three fingers fucking me. The spectacle we create has the house under our mesmerizing spell. Members clap, even cheer, wanting to see she and I explode on the bar. 

Jane calls out, “More, more, MORE!” and I give it to her, pumping my arm so that my finger drills in, now holding my tongue inside her compressing pussy, lips sealed on her over-sensitive clit. I fully come on the drink slinger's hand, without reservations, or fear of spraying out on anyone standing close by. I growl and hiss, getting off on Petra's brilliant finger pounding, and turned on by the audience of dripping snatches in awe. 

Jane blows wads on me—my face taking the brunt of her release, as her ass squeezes my finger out. Sensing the members on the verge of wanting to join in, or copy the act simultaneously, I lift my face, and let the overhead light shine on Jane's glistening, drenched holes. Petra removes her fingers from my cunt, and gives it a few kisses. 

Still mouthing each other, Star and Jane invite my pussy juice-covered tongue into theirs, and the three of us orally merge. My body on Jane's, rippling pleasure waves in our clits, I press my hips on hers to quite the lusty storm we incited. I don't want to get up, and she gives no signs of wanting to either—two attention-whores getting our fill of provocative behavior. 

Cherry's no longer standing guard, and I don't see Dusty either. Jane and I laugh, and hang out just as we are, listening to the echoes of the chatty exchanges rising among the members. 

“You're my new best friend,” I say to Jane. 

“Good. Next time let's fuck on a live stream and let the entire world watch us fuck,” she kids, but I wouldn't disagree if she was serious. I could go crazy with this girl, and I don't care who sees.

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 16 – Going Horizontal

 

The aftereffects of Bethany and Jane going full frontal and horizontal on the bar had far reaching effects on the club members. As if infused with a magical aphrodisiac, table upon table, room after room, sex happened at an epic level, out in the open on the perimeters of the dance floor, and in the private rooms. The ripple effect of voyeurism seeps deep within the veins and psyche of highly aroused women, which is why I stand by the belief that watching sex is as important to a healthy well being as physically participating in it. 

It happens, and when it does I let it be. The random hookups between the members had a freestyle, spontaneous quality that was unstoppable and organically fascinating. When women are stimulated on a group level, sex becomes tribal and purposeful. Activities among the ladies took on a life of their own, and on those rare occasions, I am obliged to step out of their way and let nature take its course. 

Dusty and I took seats in the back and let the bonfire of Eros burn itself out. We dismissed the performers, as the members were only playing among themselves, and when the fires cooled, we said goodnight. They faded dreamily into the night, spent yet exhilarated, heading for the hotel or other sanctuary, to recuperate before the final club night of the week—Saturday. 

Usually, I leave an hour before the club closes, and let Dusty shut it down, but tonight there were internal issues. Bethany's on the prowl, and with Carson under suspicion, Dusty agrees to follow her car until it's certain that she's going home alone, and not with a member. I keep my eye on Bethany, fighting any residual urges to invite her back to my place. Her gig was not extended, nor was she offered a contract, but do I trust her to not go home with a member? Certainly not.

Arriving home near dawn, the situation is particularly quiet. In the kitchen, Dusty and Sandra sip gin on the rocks, waiting for me. 

“Good morning, ladies. How is everything?” I look at the face of my two loyal yet exhausted crew. 

After a minute, Sandra answers. “Everything seems okay. I'm going to bed now.” She kisses my cheek and shuffles off to her side of the house. 

Dusty looks glum in the dim lighting. I pat her shoulder, listening closely to the silence surrounding us. “Are you sleeping alone?”

“Yes,” she says, polishing off her drink. “Kristin declined my invitation.”

“Oh? Where did she go?” I inquire, wondering about Harlow, having not heard from her the entire night.

“She didn't say and I didn't want to probe.” Dusty washes out her glass, not wanting to discuss it further. 

“Did you see Harlow? I mean, when you got home?” 

“No. Not a peep.” She heads for her room, then stops. “Did you need anything else?”

“Get some sleep. Saturday promises to be another busy night at the club.” Waiting until she's out of view, I head for my quarters. 

The spiral stairway creeks, and in the shadows, I see an outline—a young woman shrouded by long, brown curls, dressed in a sheer, white, floor-length dress. My heart almost stops, frightened by the image, but I know who she is. Talia, the girl who haunts me—the one who must never be in my life—appears, wanting me to hold her. As if my body is propelled, caught in a magnetic vortex, I step closer, reaching her at the top of the stairs, and take her in my arms. The dangerous connection wants power over me. Her pierced lips hover too close, and I feel the metal brush my mouth, and then her tongue...

“Cherry?” The hellish spell is instantly broken by Harlow's gentle voice. The image is gone and my arms drop to my sides, having no explanation for my odd behavior. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, yes. I'm fine, sweetie. It was a crazy night. I'm just...” My verbal fumbling makes no sense to her, and I swiftly change the subject. “How was your evening?”

Harlow stares at me, blinking in the dark. “Lonely. I missed you so much.”

“Come, baby, let's get to bed. We'll sleep in, and while you dream, I'll be making love to you.” Taking her hand, I lead her back to our private room and close the door. Harlow embraces me, her full bosom pressed into my chest, and without a doubt, it's the most incredible feeling in the world.

“I love you,” she whispers, like a purring kitten.

The words, said yet again, I've denied responding to. This time, however, she deserves a sincere reply. “I know, my darling. I...I love you, too.”

And I do. God help me, I do.
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Warning: this title contains graphic language, and lesbian sex 

Excerpt:

Dusty greets me at the door of my home, dressed in a finely tailored masculine suit, with good news regarding tonight's location for the club. She’s secured a full staff and made assignments. A case of my favorite champagne arrived and she has a bottle chilling and ready to pour as we look over the RSVP list. Dusty and I have a long established tradition to share a glass or two of champagne on the nights the club is open to get us in the mood for the evening's events. Two birthday celebrations will take place and one is especially intriguing—a married, older woman named Veronica, who was one of my first members, is bringing the daughter of her latest husband for her 18th birthday. 

“I can see your wicked wheels turning, Cherish,” Dusty teases, anticipating details. She's one of the few people who call me by my full first name, and loves me for my madness. “What do you have in mind?” 

“Something wonderful and perfect for a young woman's first time at the club. What is Veronica's step-daughter's name?” 

“Allison. I checked her I.D. and everything's cool. Her birthday was on Wednesday and Veronica wanted to book that night originally before changing her mind.” 

“Why did she change dates?” 

Dusty adds a bit more champagne to my glass. “It was a school night and apparently Allison doesn't graduate high school for another two weeks. So, she moved the party to Friday.” 

“Veronica put responsibility over playtime? She's usually so carefree, not at all conflicted when bending the rules.” I remember fondly the decadent parties I've thrown for Veronica in the past. “She obviously has special feelings for this one. We need to make it perfect. What girls are performing tonight?” 

Dusty checks the staff list, “Eternity, Nixie, Delilah, Remy, Kristin, and Harlow.” 

“Take Harlow off the list,” I insist.

“Is she sick?” 

“No. I'm taking her off availability for a while.” 

 This news isn't a surprise for Dusty, just delayed. “Finally, you’ve made a decision! I was getting nervous not knowing which one you were going to pick.  You drew this out much longer than usual. I figured with all the auditioning of new talent you've been doing you lost track of time.” 

“Have I ever lost track of anything?” 

 Dusty bites her tongue—there's a speech lying dormant inside her waiting to be said. I look at her curiously. “What did you think I was going to do?” 

“I was starting to think you wouldn't pick either one,” Dusty admits.

With a sigh, I show my cards, “It was a difficult decision. As a pair they go so well together, but having two live-ins is too much. I simply don't have the time.” 

Dusty nods, understanding the situation. “Exactly. If it was my choice, I...I don't think I could make one. I would suffer with double duty.” 

I roll my eyes at her humor saying, “You don't have to stress any longer. I came to my senses. Get back to focusing on tonight.” 

Dusty contemplates offering another opinion, and gives it. “She’s different than the past few.” 

“Harlow? In what way?” 

“She seems sincere.” 

I've always loved Dusty's honesty—she has no need to mindlessly toy with me, knowing direct is best. My straight-forward business practices suit her, and I take good care of her because she is so loyal to me and the club. I affectionately smooth out a ruffled patch of Dusty’s very short black hair. “She does have a rare innocence.” 

“And she's gorgeous.” 

“You noticed?” I give a sarcastic smile to Dusty. You’d have to be bordering total insanity to not notice Harlow’s perfection.  

“Please, don’t I always?” 

The mere thought of Harlow's profound physical attributes makes me swoon, but I stay professional. “She will be at the club tonight, but off limits, for the most part.” 

“Fine. Should I keep her on the schedule for aerial?” 

“For tonight, yes, and book Eternity for Allison.” 

“Veronica hasn't requested arrangements.” 

“Dusty, you're not questioning me, are you?” 

Dusty loves the naughtiness brewing. “Never. I'll handle it. The pink lounge is available from 10pm to 11:30 and I'll move dance sets so that Eternity is available.” 

“Perfect. Set it up for them, please.” Having other things on my mind, like what is waiting for me in the master suite, I excuse myself from the organizing.

My two latest live-in girls, Kristin and Harlow, sleep naked in my bed. It's silent, and I remove my heels, not wanting to wake them. They've been living with me for three weeks now and as Dusty implied, that's far longer than I normally let girls stay. Others that I've invited stayed less than eight days, which is about as long as I like to keep a private party going. I've known after one night whether my live-in choices are best suited for the club only or have dual purposes. My home is an extension of my business. Regardless of having six bedrooms, the only other permanent resident besides me is Dusty, and the housekeeper who lives in a separate guest suite. However, I love having pets, and that's what my live-in choices are—pretty things for me to touch and play with. Inviting special new hires to live at my home for undefined periods gives me the opportunity to explore the possibilities of a domestic position. My pet choices are spoiled with their own rooms, expensive wardrobes so I can dress them up when I want, spa treatments, and access to my bed. A paid vacation from the normal routine is what it's like for them, and for me it's a survival mechanism.  Having live-ins keeps me sane, for a time, until I opt to change the scenery. 

At auditions, only I am serviced. In my home as a live-in, there's a chance I might want to give service back. Getting my full attention means you've caught my interest on a higher level. It can also mean a domestic position might be extended and during that time, availability to the club members is restricted. The members respect this rule, understanding another woman's needs, without judgment or demands to have for themselves. In many ways my unavailable girls are the wild teases on display at the club—look but don't touch—as they belong to the owner for now. My choices are admired, and members wait patiently for the date when they come available. Live-ins are expected to give their dedication, without any ties, commitments, or promised outcome, while under my roof. So far, none have met my own personal criteria for the long term, which is why Dusty was surprised with my choice of Harlow. I did come close to releasing them both—Kristin is a darling young woman and I adore how she entertains me, and Harlow has a unique quality that can't be put into words. Having them lay on either side of me as I sleep is a slice of absolute heaven, yet with a negative effect of making me quite lazy. It was one or the other or neither, as the tempting threesome had to end or else my business would suffer. Tonight is bittersweet, the last time with both girls in my bed. In the morning, Kristin will be dismissed and Harlow will be the only live-in until I say further. For now, they are like two blonde star-kissed angels draped in silky sheets, leaving room for me to slide in between them, as I've done for the past twenty-one days, in hopes of the three of us making love. 

Together they undo my robe and fondle my breasts, having never been allowed to go past this point before, and the three of us kiss fully. I let Kristin wrap her mouth on my nipples and nurse while Harlow kisses my neck. I drift into bliss, where nothing else exists but this horny ménage-a-trois. Stimulating their precious clits with my fingers, I dip inside their wet little holes, moving in and out, making them both moan with heightened desire. This is what they've been waiting for, and Kristin quite aggressively lifts her leg to mount my face. I take my hands back and look at their panting faces.
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