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CHAPTER ONE – The Vision on the Stairs
 
 
In the shadows of my mind―this is where Talia lives. The one girl who tempts to ruin my life, and nearly did, sways to a slow beat only she can hear in the middle of the spiral staircase―the place she's been appearing with frightening frequency. Her elusive appearance draws me into a spell cast long ago, in a different time, from a desperate place. Upset by her intrusion, I attempt to tell her to leave, but my voice is silenced by the sinister magic she exudes. Draped in white satin, she appears ethereal, dancing on heaven's ledge―a facade shattered by her compulsive need to crash and burn in hell. Talia can have anything she wants in the light of day, and yet she's addicted to dark paths. This unchangeable character profile is why her mental imprint must be ignored and buried in the past. Minutes after opening the floodgates containing her memory, I'm drowning, wanting to sink into the forbidden depths where she waits, determined to take me under, and refusing rescue.
I've erased Talia from my existence with closed borders and locked entrances. No invitation will ever be extended, and neither will any type of communication with her be allowed―that is, if she were to materialize. In reality, Talia is merely an unwanted illusion, or so I convince myself. Somewhere she runs, surviving on dangerous schemes, and I know I'm one of her targets. She'd speak cryptically after we'd make love, lying in the darkness, both our pussies soaked with cum, about how we swore our souls together in the clouds of heaven before we were born and that meant we would die together, too. I'd shush her prophetic ramblings, uneasy with her fatalistic views. There's no denying what transpired between us, and the promises I shouldn't have made to an unstable, conniving girl. I have no business drifting with her ghostly sways on the stairs. My hands caress her exposed shoulders, tracing the black outlines of fresh tattoos, raw from the needle. The silver piercing dangling from her lower lip slips into my mouth and I lick it like candy. In quiet, isolated moments like this, she's all I crave. Madly, I thirst for one more drink of Talia's poison. 
 
Harlow's blissful laugh is faintly heard through the walls of my master bedroom suite. Her happiness frolicking in the pool on this gorgeous, sun-drenched afternoon returns me back to the here and now and far away from disturbing memories. I open the French doors of the extended balcony which overlooks the “water park,” as Harlow refers to the backyard. Stepping out to soak in the sight of her full frontal nakedness, I gaze at her breasts floating majestically on the surface of the water. She looks up at me, and kicks water into the air. “Are you getting in? Come and play!”
Every cell in my being wants to jump off this balcony and swim with her. I blow her a kiss instead. “It's a work night, baby. I can't.”
“Yes, you can, Cherry.” Harlow gracefully backstrokes to a shady area. “This pool's just a water feature to you. Such a shame, because it feels so good to be in it.”
It's been two weeks since I chose Harlow as my special live-in. I've enjoyed every second of her easy lightness and sultry seduction. Only one minor issue bleeds into our otherwise joyful interactions. Harlow wants to come back to the club. I haven't allowed her to accompany me on work nights yet, and I'm running thin on excuses. She misses dancing and performing on the silks, and honestly, I miss seeing her toned, gorgeous body on display. My unwillingness to have Harlow at the club isn't characteristic of how I normally treat live-ins. If my girls want to work, I usually let them. Very few have wanted to, though, opting for the cozy master suite as their private hideaway. 
For some reason, I can't relax with the notion of Harlow milling about the club, working or otherwise. I've hired a few new ladies over the past week and have another talented young thing scheduled for an interview tonight before the club opens. As secure as she seems splashing in the pool and traipsing nude, I'm not ready to tamper with our peaceful situation by exposing her to the recent staff expansion. However, I have a secret plan to share with her before I leave for work. It's Wednesday―the busiest night for the club―and I won't be home until tomorrow's sunrise. I take advantage of her good mood and join her poolside.
 
Harlow swims to the edge, playfully splashing water on my bare feet. “I love getting you wet. Remember how much fun we had making love in the bath? I think we should try it in here.”
“You're an evil temptress, Harlow.” I unbutton my casual dress, contemplating diving in. “You know I have no time for this today.”
“The water's perfect.” She floats back, anticipating my entrance. I gaze at the golden aura her blonde hair creates as it spreads out around her in the water. 
“No, you're perfect. Water's just water.” It's been too long since I stood naked in the daylight and enjoyed the warmth. The sun awakens my senses and yearning for afternoon sex―my favorite time of day to indulge. Living like a vampire has it's drawbacks. 
“You're so beautiful.” Harlow loves lavishing me with compliments. I model my figure, flexing the defined muscles of my ass cheeks to make her giggle. “Well, thank you, my darling.” My reserved exterior washes off, submerging up to my waistline, laughing at the instant chill. “I want to tell you about a surprise I've concocted.” 
“Concocted? You?” Harlow springs up, creating a fantastic waterfall cascade from her bosom that takes my breath away. “Tell me, tell me, tell me!”
She comes to me, coating my dry skin with her wetness. Body to body, our nipples slip and slide together. “At dawn tomorrow morning, Sandra will drive you to my plane. You and I are going on a little trip.” 
Harlow blinks, flashing a curious look at me. “Plane? You have a plane? You never mentioned it before.”
“My dear Harlow, what difference does it make?” Cupping her bottom underwater, my fingers slide in between her round cheeks, whisking by her pussy lips. “It's just a mode of transportation when needed. I much prefer my car to the plane.”
My touch releases a pleasured wince in her. “Where are we going?”
“Why do you want to ruin my surprise?” A tiny flinch in response to my fingertip in her tight hole makes me pause before pushing further. Waiting for her eyes to close―a sign she wants more―and I insert the entire finger, loving how her body reacts. “Can't you wait and see?” 
“No.” Harlow looks me straight in the eyes, trying to maintain composure as I wiggle a second finger inside. “You need to tell me or else I won't be able to sleep.”
Two fingers fit snugly up in her constricting pussy, allowing for the right level of friction to drive them in and out. Her wetness is slicker than the water, and her moans blur the demand for more information. “You'll be patient or else I'll give you a third.”
Her mouth moves to protest, but her body does the talking, opening legs for my fingers to go deeper inside. I continue, “You don't need to pack as we won't be gone for more than a night and I have a closet full of clothes at our destination. A few toiletries perhaps, but all else will be supplied.” Harlow's pussy swells, squeezing my fingers with each penetration. I've memorized how to navigate the narrow passageway of her juicy box and set it off, rubbing the spot I can only reach when my fingers are buried up to my knuckles. Harlow's moans are precious. I kiss her in between gasps, loving the sensation of her hot cunt releasing on my hand, quivering, thrusting ever so slightly. “Good girl, baby. You come so good on my fingers.”
“I'm coming more...don't move.” Her pelvis presses down and my hand pushes back, keeping continued pressure on her g-spot, flicking my fingers as she pulsates―a technique she absolutely loves. A second gush covers my fingers before I slowly withdraw them, hungry for a taste of her sweet pussy. 
From her slit to my mouth, cum-laced fingers are sucked, saving some to share with Harlow. Watching her lick her own cum sends rippling vibrations to my untouched clit. She travels her hands towards my pussy, but I interrupt her path. I need my energy at full throttle on Wednesday nights and Harlow's seduction will undoubtedly deplete me. Wrapping my legs around her hips, we swim as one, kissing like lovebirds as the silky water carries us. Bosoms float in unison and Harlow continues to rub her nipples against mine, slipping back and forth with a hypnotic rhythm. 
A throat clears behind me, and suddenly I'm like a child scolded, not wanting to look and see who it is. “Cherish?” Sandra's authoritative voice breaks the watery love connection. “It's four o'clock.”
Towel outstretched in Sandra's arms, the look on her face is not to be argued with. Not my boss, she is my keeper, firm with me when needed. Sandra and Dusty are my watch guards, and for that I'm grateful, as I would get lost in this sexual dream. Unwinding myself from Harlow, refusing to let her clinging affect my mindset, I climb away from my lover. Taking the plush towel from Sandra to dry off, a nod is given, signaling my switch to work mode 
 “Thank you, darling.” Blowing a kiss to Harlow, I glance at her for a second, not wanting to linger. “That was quite refreshing. Enjoy the rest of your swim.” 
 
****
 
“You swam?” Dusty hydrates, scanning over the member list for tonight. “Totally not like you. In fact, I think that was your first time in the pool.”
“Very funny, Dusty.” I shrug off her statement, fearing she might be right. “You know I love to swim.”
Dusty's phone vibrates with message after message which she silences. “What's going on popular lady?” I tie the towel to cover my chest and take a seat at the center island. “Your phone's blowing up.”
“Members on the waiting list anxiously awaiting word on attending.” Dusty ignores the noise. “You know, the usual.”
A plate of decedent snacks are served by Sandra and a bottle of champagne is chilling. Two crystal flutes are set on the counter. “You're welcome to join us, Sandra,” I offer my caretaker. “Share a midweek glass of bubbly with the girls?” 
Sandra chews and swallows a bite of melon wrapped in fresh prosciutto. “When was the last time I drank champagne with you two on a Wednesday?” 
“Never.” Dusty snickers, helping herself to caviar and toast. She's in a sarcastic mood void of good humor and it bothers me―she's obviously hiding some piece of information.
Popping the bottle, Sandra pours the two glasses half-full and distributes them to us. “Cheers.”
I sniff, savoring the aroma of fine champagne and raise the flute to Dusty. “Here's to a successful evening.” 
Looking up from her phone and paperwork, Dusty's worried eyes zone in on the offer to clink glasses. She lifts her flute to meet mine. “I'll drink to that.”
 
A silent moment passes and I study Dusty's nervousness. “Are you going to share what's got you so twisted? Who's scheduled for tonight?” 
“Sorry, I'm just... the girls have me running in circles right now,” Dusty admits, downing a hefty gulp of champagne and suppressing a quiet belch. “We're understaffed tonight for the first time in over a year.”
Blinking at the unthinkable notion of being without proper coverage on our busiest night, I drop the food from my hand and miss the plate. “What? How did this happen? I hired two new girls last week. Who's on the list for services?”
“Eternity, Viviana, your new girl, Jolie, and that's it. Only Eternity and Jolie are scheduled for performances.” Dusty is flushed with stress and my thoughts blank out, stunned by the terrible situation. “You're going to have to let Viviana dance tonight.”
My refusal is fast, remembering how the girl stumbles in heels. “No, I don't think she's ready for a full performance.”
“I don't see how we have any other choice.” Shaking her head, Dusty pleads, “Besides, you can't let her cocktail forever when she's been promised a promotion.”
I'd rather close the club then pass Viviana off to the members as the star. “She's had only two member requests since her impromptu rendezvous with Avery and Katherine, which kills my confidence in her abilities.” Dusty looks at me like I'm being too picky, but I must stick to my intuition. “She's a sweet girl, and very willing, but she doesn't have the presence to headline a Wednesday night.”
“Then what do you suggest we do, Cherish? The contortionists went back to Europe last weekend and Nixie's had a family emergency. With only Eternity and Jolie dancing, and one other girl available for services, the members' needs can't be fulfilled, and not one person on the waiting list will be allowed in. Bar staff's limited and we have two cocktail waitresses who could supply services but you haven't approved them.” 
Sandra twitches, picking up on the tension, knowing how bad this could be if not remedied. 
“Excuse me, ladies.” Sandra sweeps crumbs off the counter before hightailing it out of the kitchen, having no interest in the club drama. 
 
Dusty lowers her voice as she checks her voice mails for the fifth time in two minutes. “One of your new hires isn't answering her phone, not for two days now.”
“Mia?” This girl auditioned for me last Friday and was absolutely one of the best pole dancers I've ever seen. She performed at the club all weekend to standing ovations, and received a private round of applause from me, too. “I hope she's okay. I can't imagine she'd just vanish or be so irresponsible. What about Winterlynn or Kristin?” 
“It's Winterlynn's night off.” Dusty's expression flattens, thinking about Kristin. “I haven't heard from Kristin since last Wednesday. She asked to be taken off the schedule and is unresponsive to messages.”
“Why would she act like that?” I was suddenly worried about the whereabouts of Kristin, my former live-in and highly requested girl. “Did she say why she wanted to be taken off the schedule? Did she give official notice?” 
Dusty's emotions crease her face, revealing deeper feelings than worry. “No.”
I don't have time to contemplate the fact my girls are disappearing. Holding my breath to quell the stabbing pain in my gut, I exhale a possible solution. “Call Winterlynn and offer her double pay if she can work. Two sets and at least one service, though. She must agree to it.”
“Worth a shot,” Dusty says, not trusting she'll comply. “What about Bethany? Should I ask her back?”
Ten different angry slurs come to mind. “You know the answer.” 
“She seemed well behaved at her last appearance.” Dusty grasps at straws, borderline begging, but I don't give in. I've lived through worse. “Don't lose faith. Everything'll fall into place. Maybe tonight's the night I put Carson on the service list?”
A short, sarcastic laugh blurts out from my assistant. “You might as well put me on the list then.”
“Don't tell me you didn't see it, Dusty.” It's true we turned a blind eye to Carson's behavior, servicing members and guests without permission. My DJ's on watch until I feel the warning I gave her was heard loud and clear. “You know what she's been doing.”
Averting her eyes from mine, Dusty owns a measure of guilt, and I accept it as her acknowledgment. Checking her phone to see nothing new, she tries to change the subject. “There's one other thing...” 
No time for continuing this back and forth, I push out of my chair, ready to make a dash for the bedroom. “I need to hurry. This girl I'm auditioning today might be what saves us later.”
Dusty says what I was hoping she wouldn't. “What about Harlow, Cherish? We need her to dance tonight.”
The porcelain tile under my bare feet is cold and my unclothed body shakes under the wet towel. An immediate answer of “no” almost shoots out of my mouth, but the situation demands my flexibility. “I'll think about it.”
“There's no time for thinking.” Dusty's urgency spikes. “We must have a backup plan.”
“Dusty, don't force my hand. She'll do whatever I tell her, too. If I decide to put her in play, it'll happen.”
Having overstepped her bounds, Dusty retreats. “Understood, but one more thing, though.”
“Later.” The conversation ends and I leave Dusty to deal with her job so I can handle mine.
 
 
 



CHAPTER TWO – The Lost Girl
 
 
This club location, built in the 1940s, is one of my favorites. Although I own it, as well as a few others choice properties, I prefer to host the club at various rental locations. Moving elusively from place to place suits my need to keep the nightly locations secret and spontaneous. I love this location because of its art deco architecture, high ceilings, sexy lighting and circular stage―perfect for seating members around it so everyone has a perfect view of the performance. Busy situating chairs, tables, and floral centerpieces, I notice the time. Tina, the girl scheduled to audition is ten minutes late. She's the former babysitter of my longtime diamond level member, Avery, who has major lust for this girl. If Tina passes my test then I have a plan in mind for her―probably the exact naughty plan Avery has in mind―that is, if she shows up.
 
I never give girls I haven't met my phone number, and often not for months after they've been hired, or ever. Retaining my privacy is of the utmost importance. Dusty fields the calls, and relays pertinent information to me. Calling to check on her progress, which has stalled, I ask about the new girl. “Has Tina called you? She's almost fifteen minutes late.” Dusty's negative and exasperated response loads my tension level beyond reason. She gently suggests scheduling Harlow again, but I disconnect the call before giving an answer, hearing a cautious knock on the back door.
I brighten the color contrast on the security camera viewing the building exterior, seeing this scrumptious auburn haired girl standing alone with her ankles crisscrossed together. Knee-high black boots and booty shorts catch my attention, and then I notice her plain white t-shirt with collar cut off, hanging from her shoulder, uncovering a white bra strap. Hitting the button on the intercom, I speak in my most seductive voice, just to see how she reacts. “Hello, pretty baby in the white see-through shirt. Did you come to bring me cookies?” 
The poor girl is speechless, looking in all directions for the speaker, not bothering to cover up her chest. I continue, “Would you like to come inside? You're a very attractive young lady.”
Who knew a girl could blush an entire palate of pinks and reds in a split second? She spots the camera up above and finger waves at it. Just to make sure I'm letting the right girl in, I clarify her identity. “Tina? Is this you?”
Her nod is authentic, and I place my paranoia on a back burner, unlocking the door. “You must be the woman in charge?” she asks in a southern accent. Avery didn't say she was from the South and I find her sweet tea-laden voice pleasing.
“Yes, I'm the woman you came to see.” Her palm is moist as a I shake and then kiss the top of her hand. “You prepared a routine for me?”
Her rosy, blushing cheeks whiten. “Uh, no, I thought it was an interview, like other jobs I've had.”
My stomach sinks, realizing Tina isn't up to par. Back against the wall, I lay it on the table. “Are you at least aware this job requires nudity?”
A slight hue of color returns to her face, shyly smiling. “Avery did mention it, yes.”
“And you're okay with being nude in front of strangers?” Leading her to a table by the stage, her feet quickly shuffle across the marble tile floor. 
“Well, I've only done it for a few of the ladies I've worked for,” Tina confesses. “But I think I'm okay with it.”
“Think?” More curious by the second, I sit and she follows suit, appearing too innocent for what she shares. “In order to work for me you must know.” Clasping my hands in my lap, the stray fantasy I had earlier of sampling this girl is heading out the window. “Elaborate on what you just said. What type of job did you do for the women who wanted you naked?”
“Housekeeping. Mother's helper type work. It was three different women, all Avery's friends.” My eyelids flutter over Tina's matter-of-fact description of naked cleaning gigs, more accustomed to interviewing burlesque dancers and overtly sexual girls. Tina's like a young, happy homemaker who sees naked housework as a matter of efficiency. 
Thrown off my game, I can only think of mundane questions. “How often did you clean their homes? Do you still work for Avery and the others?”
Tina snorts and giggles, amused by me for some reason. “I didn't clean for them at all.”
“No? Please explain.”
“They called it housekeeping, but like for Avery, she just wanted me to walk around nude for two to four hours a few times a week. Her friend Katherine would be there sometimes, too. They'd watch me, or ask me to sit with my legs spread open while I straightened a stack of magazines. Stuff like that.”
I catch myself blinking rapidly. “They'd only watch and not touch?”
“None of the ladies touch me,” Tina admits, cracking her knuckles. “I do touch them, though.”
Now we're getting somewhere. My shoulders relax, sitting back, renewing my interest in her. “Details, please.”
“Avery usually had her manicurist at the house, doing her nails, and she liked when I touched her.” Smoothing lotion on her hands, Tina narrows her focus on my chest. “The manicurist was a new mom and her breasts would fill up―you know, like get engorged―while she was painting Avery's fingers and toes.” 
My sexual journey has been spiked and layered with kinky activities―spanking, paddling, light BDSM, sex toys in all varieties―and I adore having multiple partners and often masturbate to my group sex memories. I'm a watcher, a voyeur, an instigator of salacious events―a woman who, by choice, lives beyond society's code of moral conduct. I've hosted and participated in explicit situations others might not dare dream of partaking in. Lactation, however, hasn't come up as a libidinous fantasy―not until this very moment, about to be explained via a barely legal girl with a dirty job. 
Tina demonstrates the points where milk glands are on her own modest tits. “Milk glands bulge and get hard when filled. It can be painful, so, I was there to help relieve the pressure and also to fill a bottle for her to take home to her baby.” 
“Essentially, you were doing God's work,” I say, my lips curling into a feline grin. “So, you massaged her then?”
“Yes. Want me to show you how? She wasn't the only woman I did this for. Two of the other women were lactating, too. Avery referred me to them.”
“How sweet of Avery. Always thinking of others.” No sooner are the words spoken, when Tina's hands drop on top of my bosom, fearlessly touching me. Warm energy emanates from her fingers, immediately beginning the therapeutic, milk-extracting massage technique. Hands smaller than my D-cup breasts, she presses in, then releases, then presses with a firmer grip, repeating the pattern like she's kneading dough. “Very nice. You're hands are quite strong―much stronger than they look.” 
“Thank you.” Tina blushes a deeper shade of pink than earlier, perhaps because her hands are on me. I sense her excitement, quickening the pace of the massage, hands undulating as if she could magically make milk drip from my nipples. “It took some time to build up strength. My fingers are so thin. I need to remove your bra to show you the rest.”
Not wanting to appear too eager, I pretend to consider it. “If it's absolutely necessary, then yes.” Leaning forward, I free my tucked blouse. “Can you assist with my bra?”
She unfastens the hooks, placing hands flat on my back where the strap was, sending heat through my skin. The lacy bra separates from my mounds. Immediately they are captured by her cupped hands and cradled. My pussy reacts, dampening silky painting. I want her to straddle my lap while she finishes the job, but I refrain from directing the outcome. It is her audition, after all.
 
She doesn't remove my blouse, but demonstrates her skills underneath it. Her execution is an odd mix of clinical and sensual teasing. “This is the best part. It's aggressive, and not very relaxing, but it gets the job done. I find it to be the most effective way to express. If it doesn't feel good, let me know.” I grip the chair with the unexpected surge of electricity that her expression technique sets off in me. 
From shoulders through bosom to the erectness of my nipples, she draws straight, deep lines. The long strokes end with a purposeful squeeze at the base where the nipple sprouts from, and then her fingers quickly slide to the sensitive tips, pinching for a beat before falling off the ends. She repeats the process, drawing lines across the entire circumference of each of my breasts, each time ending with the nipple squeeze. “This is when the squirting happens.”
“Oh?” My voice cracks, as if I'm awakening from heavy sleep. Had I drifted off? I honestly don't know, fully engaged in the breast play. “Squirting? As in milk?”
“Yes. What other squirting is there?” Tina raises an eyebrow and I resist giving a sly offer to show her in return for her good deeds.
Tina's hasn't stopped mock milking me, and I am not one to protest. “Avery often holds a bottle right up onto the nipple's tip so I can fill it. Some ladies are very milky and just pour out like faucets. Others need more manipulation and massaging. Her manicurist is pretty easy, and can fill a bottle in less than two minutes.” Tina tugs and twists my nipples. The ache in my groin is unreal, and my thighs are hot and tingling. I want her to milk my clit, hips rocking in the chair, and express cum from my pussy. 
She sees me part my legs, and steps back, slowly taking her hands from my overworked and thoroughly happy breasts. “That's what I do. I mean, sometimes the ladies want foot massages after being expressed. Would you like me to show you as well? I use a great shiatsu technique I learned from the internet.” 
Lunging towards her, I grab her face and lock my lips down on her mouth. I would devour and eat this girl alive if I could, shoving my tongue inside to meet hers. Her saliva is sweet, with the hint of bubble gum and strawberry lip gloss seeping in. She doesn't hesitate to kiss me back, jaw opening to allow hungry tongues to roll and wrap around together, taking turns entering each other’s mouths. Her hands come back to my bosom, cupping and massaging again and I nearly come on the spot, rubbing my pussy against her hip through my skirt. 
“Whoa...” Tina gasps. “You liked me that much?”
“More than you know.” I don't want to talk, my body in total fuck mode, and I slide my tongue between her teeth, tasting her youth, her luscious innocents. 
Surprisingly, I hear the clank of the metal buttons on her booty shorts and feel her hand working quickly to undue them. This girl is faster than I imagined, and I accept the unspoken invitation to explore the velvet box tucked into cotton panties. My fingers touch down on her hair-covered pussy and I pet nicely, wanting to finger fuck her senselessly―till she squirts like a woman taken to the edge of ecstasy. 
Her gasping makes my cunt twitch hard enough to cause an orgasm. “I want to taste you, down between your legs. Will you let me, Tina?” I don't ever give oral pleasures at auditions, but this girl has me wound beyond measure. I'm hungry, like I haven't had sex for months, as my middle finger rolls her clit in tiny circles, creating a sticky, wet sound. “Huh,,, baby? Have you ever been licked by a woman before?” 
Not caring what her answer is, my free hand pulls her shorts down, followed by her clinging, soaked panties. “Stand still,” I instruct, assuming the proper pussy-eating position on my knees. “Squeeze my shoulders if you feel weak. Your legs are going to shake in a second.” 
I hear her gasps turning into cries of nervous excitement, and her hands gripping my loose blouse. She can tear it off of me if she wants, and she might this very moment as my tongue touches down on the tip of her ripe and swollen clit. I could be gentle, and tease her to the brink of sanity, but that's not the kind of mood I'm in. Slowly I lick the smallness of her female loveliness, from the hood to the unbearably sensitive spot under it. She doesn't shave and I love a hairy pussy opening on my mouth and chin, lathering me with hot juice. “Oh honey,” I whisper before tonguing and penetrating her hole, flaring out the sides as I push in and pull out, then push in again. 
Tina's pleasure cries edge upon screaming. I grab her arm, wanting her to breathe with my lashings against her clit, venturing my tongue rapidly from hole to hood. Her knees buckle, thighs quivering, entire body shaking, and I know it's time to release her. Halting my tongue's wildness, I settle on her clit, swirling, teasing, sensing an orgasm about to rip. Holding her hips against my forehead, mouth surrounding her vibrating kitty, tongue fast as it swings and circles, Tina comes loudly, screaming with a fever pitch. What I drink from her is delicious and she convulses on my face. She may have spoken words, perhaps even told me to stop licking, but all I heard was the splashing of my tongue in her pulsing hole and the gulping as I swallowed. 
I drink till she squeezes too tightly for my tongue to enter. My legs as weak as hers, I climb her body till I'm upright, kissing her torso, chest and for the first time, her budding tits under her t-shirt, but on top of her white cotton bra. Offering a taste of her own juice, our mouths reconnect. She kisses me fully, and with a level of desire I mostly feel with my live-ins. Although I'm not sure where she'll best fit, I'm convinced she's the right girl for the job―whatever it may be. 
“Can you start tonight?” My usual question after a successful audition hangs in the air between us, as if she's forgotten why she was here in the first place.
Tina reaches for her panties, wrapped around her knees. I help her dress. “Tonight. Sure, yes, I think I can.” 
“No thinking. As I said earlier, you must know.” 
“I know. I mean, I know.” Blushing brings a healthy color back to her sweaty face. “What time?”
“Six p.m. sharp. You're only allowed to be late once and you used your one chance today already. I'll have Dusty, my assistant, call you with the details.”
Tina smiles and I'm mentally relieved. Passing thoughts of masturbating in my office cloud my mind as I send my new hire on her way without hugs or kisses. She must learn that what happened is a one-time deal, unless asked to be a live-in, which I can't see happening between us. Not one to close doors completely with my employees, I leave the option open, ever so slightly, in case I have a change of heart.
 
Turning on lights and inspecting rooms, I notice the light coming from under the door of the dressing room. Listening for voices, I hear nothing. A cold chill courses through me as I open the door, hoping to find the room is empty. Possessing a passable level of self-defense skills I can handle myself to a certain extent with an intruder, but I don't care to put those limited skills to work―ever.
“Hi there, Cherish. How did you enjoy the new girl?” Eternity is sprawled on the floor in black panties and bra, stretching her gorgeous dancer's legs. “You certainly made her come hard.”
Relieved to see my lead dancer and former lover diligently handling her business, I enter, concerned with her knowing about the lusty incident. “Did I? Thanks for noticing... and listening.” Eternity has a nasty way of projecting guilt into my psyche and I throw it back to her, knowing her mutual taste for the young and fresh. “You know how inexperienced pussies are. Easy as melting butter in the palm of your hot little hand.”
“I haven't had a young one in a while.” Laying out her stylish lingerie and costumes for the evening, Eternity keeps her back to me. “Last one was Veronica's stepdaughter. You know, the one whose virginity I took?”
“Allison?”
“Yeah, her. She was fucking hot. When's she coming back? Veronica said she might gift that precious pussy with a membership.”
Eternity knows me better than to take a stance of disinterest. When questions are asked or issues need to be discussed, we converse, not play immature games. “Haven't heard from Veronica in a while. She did mention an add-on but so far a second membership for Allison hasn't been approved or paid for.” 
“Too bad. I was hoping she'd be one of my regulars.”
Unable to pinpoint what is behind Eternity's evasiveness, I invade her space. Pushing her lingerie to one side of the couch and taking a seat, my high-heeled-clad foot swings as I cross my legs. “How long have you been here? And why are you here so early?”
“I'm always early. Dusty sent me the list of girls scheduled. What happened to your staff?”
“Your guess is as good as mine. The Russian girls were on a short term contract. Where are the others? Can't say at this time. I was hoping you could tell me. You're the eyes and ears of the performers. You haven't noticed any unusual activity?”
“Me? I thought Dusty was your eyes and ears?” She takes a seat at her lit vanity table, and wiggles into a pair of thigh-length, black platform boots covered in spikes and buckles―her signature footwear. I used to make love to her while she wore them, legs extended straight over our thrusting bodies―the pointy heel of her boot ripping my expensive sheets when she'd come. “I'm the backstage manager, a nightly dancer and I service the clientele. When did club “spy” get added to my job description?”
“Why do you feel the need to run in mental circles with me, Eternity? Is there a problem you'd like to discuss? A festering issue that needs to be brought into the light?”
Eternity is silent, zipping the boots up her perfectly muscular calves. I wait a few minutes, giving her a chance to speak, but she doesn't.
“Are you unhappy working for me? If so, please say it. We don't get opportunities to talk on a more intimate basis frequently. Right now, you have my attention.”
“Cherry, there's nothing wrong with me. I just think there might be something wrong with you.”
Hand to chest, double checking I heard her correctly, I ask, “Me? What have I done to make you think that?”
Eternity looks at me like I'm totally out of touch. “You made that girl come. Don't you have a rule against reciprocating at auditions? Aren't they only supposed to satisfy you? For skill assessment purposes, of course?”
“Yes, usually, that's my rule,” I give a defensive answer, realizing what she's getting at. “But I didn't reciprocate. It was a one way deal with my pussy untouched in the process. What does it matter to you? It's my business how I handle my affairs.”
“Is she an affair, too?” Not out of judgment, but concern is where Eternity's questions stem. She's always had my back, and it behooves me to listen, even in my distracted state. “How many rules are you going to change? I think I'm at least owed an explanation of what's allowed and what isn't.” 
Considering her influence in running the club, I give her a tidbit of insider information. “I haven't changed any rules―none. This thing with Tina was spontaneous, definitely not planned. There's a live-in at my home and my hiring standards are intact. No other lover will cross the line unless I deem it so, which I haven't, and won't in this capacity.” 
Eternity accepts my answer, yet I can tell she's not convinced. “Capacity? Okay, boss. Due to a lack of employees, I wouldn't blame you for changing your approach. A good businesswoman's ahead of the curve, not behind the eight ball.” Sweeping glittering eyeshadow to her lids, she changes the subject, swiftly taking the conversation to an unexpected place. “Do you ever miss me, Cherry?” 
“In what way?” Unsure if she's manipulating or sincere, I tread slowly down this path with her. The love we shared at one time was extremely intense, and the aftermath of our breakup was equally as dramatic. There is a place in my heart that is owned by Eternity―she was my longest live-in―but it's under lock and key. I've come to prefer relationships like the one I have with Harlow―light, loving, gentle and sexy―without head trips, guilt parades or outrageous demands. The live-ins who’ve had the longest stays had an impact on me long after being excused. Bethany clicked into my secret insanity, and wreaked havoc by blowing it out of proportion. Talia was my worst and biggest lesson―the one who taught me no one can be trusted―not even those you swear by. When Eternity was my live-in I instinctively knew I'd met my match―she is my equal, without holding power or possessing money―underneath it all, we are the same heart, soul and mind, and it was too much for me. A girl like her is once in a lifetime―and that life is not one I want to live. 
“I see you several times a week, darling.” It's partially true and for now it's what I'm willing to share. She knows me better, but I'm still the boss. “On our nights off, I'm exhausted, sleeping for most of the day and night. I don't have time to miss anyone.”
“Whatever you say, Cherry.” Eternity turns the table again, moving on from a dead end. “When can I expect an assignment list?” 
I want to stay on the couch all night, watching Eternity dress and undress. Tempted to ask her for a fashion show, I glance at my watch and my wants are halted. “Soon as Dusty arrives, which should be any minute.”
Exiting the room, I take a swing and spank her plump, curvy ass. She looks over her shoulder with eyes that once melted me and winks casually. “Give me someone good to eat tonight. I'm so, so very horny. In fact, give me many. I'm hungry enough to take them all.”
I don't doubt it, considering her sex drive is equal to mine, and I might take her up on her request. That is, if I don't change my mind and take her first―for old time's sake.
 
 
 



CHAPTER THREE – Dusty's Naughty List
 
 
The guest list tonight looks like a road map for disaster. Having been Cherish's guardian of the list for several years, I know when it's a “good” one and when it's not. Like pairing wine to food is an art form, so is creating a balanced, harmonious blend of members who will co-mingle in a positive and dynamic way. On Tuesday afternoons, I send out messages to hand-picked members―starting with those who've requested to attend that night or week―inviting them to the club for either Wednesday, Friday or Saturday openings. Five hundred women from around the world are active members. Forty percent of the ladies are diamond level―a membership with unlimited visits and services annually. They are the members who get invited first for the list. The other levels are platinum, gold and silver, and they are called as space becomes available or if a special occasion party has been reserved. On Wednesdays―the busiest club night of the week, the members are thirty percent diamond level, and then I fill in the other seventy percent on a first come, first served basis. 
Five hundred may seem like a small number for membership, and it is. Thousands of women have inquired about buying in, but Cherish is extraordinarily discriminating when allowing entrance. Those who pass the heavy duty selection process must pay in full at the time of acceptance, or else they are denied membership. No payment plans are offered and a strict respect for the rules is mandatory. Every membership level gets a certain amount of guest passes that can't be distributed to just anyone―every guest must undergo background checks and approval before allowed in the club. Only one person can change the rules―Cherish―and although her bending is infrequent, she does alter her standards on rare occasions―often without warning. We, the people of her inner circle, must be light on our feet and constantly aware of her sudden changes and adapt without questioning. 
At the club, I hide in Cherish's office, reading through the names on the list repeatedly, praying for a solution to materialize that will save me from having a night filled to capacity with clashing personalities. Cherish enters the club office, immediately removing her heels, looking discombobulated. “Everything okay, boss?”
Laying herself on the beige leather couch, and closing her eyes―an abnormal thing for Cherish to do two hours before opening―she brushes off my concern with a tired voice. “Fine, fine. Give me the stats, Dusty.”
“Overdo it this afternoon? And this is why we don't swim or do strenuous exercise on workdays,” I reprimand with genuine care. “How'd the audition go?” 
“Good. Talia starts tonight.”
Hearing her use the name Talia is like a warning blast from a shotgun. “Cherish, you said, Talia?”
Sitting up, she gives me a troubled look. “Stop it. You misheard me.”
I don't want to tell her, but I have to come clean. “You did say it. And you've called me that name twice this week, too.”
Alarmed, Cherish shakes her head. “No. Don't mess with me, Dusty. Now's not the time.”
“I'm not messing with you. You even called Sandra by that name yesterday. Neither of us wanted to say anything, but considering it just slipped out again, I figure it's worth getting yelled at.”
Cherish's fatigue vanishes, replaced by a jolt of adrenaline. “I meant, Tina.”
“Have the, you know, the uh,” It's killing me to deal with this disturbing subject, but I have to ask, “visions happened lately?” 
She's up and pacing before I finish the sentence. “One or two minor flashes. It's not worth discussing. You shouldn't worry yourself. It's my silly mind playing tricks―stress.”
The thing is, I've caught Cherish sleepwalking in the past, muttering Talia's name. I knew her, too, the horrid criminal of a girl, and I fear Cherish's lingering obsession. “Okay then. Just as long as you've got a handle on it.”
“I do. Back to business.”
And so I turn back to my list. “Good news is, Nixie's family emergency isn't as urgent as she originally thought. She'll be here tonight to perform and give services. Same for Eternity, Viviana, Jolie and your new hire, Tina.”
“Hold on, Dusty, I didn't agree to Viviana dancing.”
Biting my tongue, I ask anyway, “Is she really worse than this Tina girl? What kind of dancing does she do?”
Cherish's mind wanders, and I look at her sideways, waiting for her to tell me. “I think I want her to walk the floor and perform lap dances. Tell members at the door about her. She has a gift, trust me.”
“You think?”
“I haven't decided about how she fits in yet. She doesn't dance.”
“Then why not have her cocktail?”
Cherry catches the edge of the desk, stabilizing a sudden swoon. “Her hands are worth more than serving drinks. We don't want to damage her.”
Whatever she says goes, but I'm totally in the dark about what she's thinking. “And what about services?”
“Not on her first night. Let's see how well she can entertain a crowd. She might need some fine tuning on her one-on-one skills.”
The situation only slightly improved, I clarify the details. “Okay, that still leaves us with three performers on stage, no aerial artists, two cocktail girls, four girls for servicing seven members with requests, with three more on a wait list, and a minimal bar staff. You're good with that?”
Cherish is a lousy liar. “Absolutely.”
I have no choice but to go with it. “So, just to double check we're on the same page, you want no one on the silks, and four girls pulling double shifts servicing in between their stage work. You're positively sure I should confirm?”
Without missing a beat, she nods her answer, and then says, “Give Winterlynn a ring and put her on standby. I hate to overwork new girls, but if she's open to it, book her.”
 I make a note to call Winterlynn and go for the forbidden question one more time. “What about Harlow? Can I call her in for an aerial set? The members would love it if she did.” And I almost piss my pants when Cherish replies, “Okay.”
Speechless, I choke out a cough in response. Not wanting to push my luck, I stop myself from telling her about the pending drama I tried to share earlier. She picks up on it, though, and draws it out of me. “What else, Dusty?”
“The guest list. We have a semi-uninvited woman wanting to attend.” 
“Oh? Who is it?”
I brace myself, fearing Cherry's reaction. “Natalia.”
“Just her or with guests?” Again, not what I expected her to say. She doesn't seem bothered in the least―a much scarier reaction than outright anger when it comes to Cherry. What she really feels is bound to reveal itself at some point this evening and I need to mentally prepare for a storm.
“Just herself.” Using only a first name, Natalia is a woman I met a decade ago―a former employee of Cherish's―turned competitor. She's a club owner on a different coast, who stole Cherish's idea and opened her own private all-female domain. It's more than just her being direct competition that's bothersome―she's most likely working for someone else―someone we can't trust, which reminds me of another woman who can't be trusted. “By the way, you never elaborated on why you terminated the membership of Susan Corcoran. The supposed guest of hers who showed up a few weeks ago hasn't been back since, but what's the deal? What happened?”
A pained expression etches Cherish's face and I wish I'd stopped while I was ahead. “She's a thief. If you need more detail, I'll tell you later. In regards to Natalia, she's allowed entrance in a limited capacity. Make sure the staff's aware of exactly who she is and keep a close eye on her. If she behaves suspiciously, kick her the hell out―no permission needed.”
“I will,” I reassure, watching Cherish sift through a small closet containing a few fine pieces of wardrobe. “I love the purple satin blouse on you.”
“You do?” Undressing from her “audition attire” to a sharp, black suit, she buttons a richly colored purple top over her favorite lace bra. I've seen Cherish naked many, many times―an unavoidable part of the job working for a passionate exhibitionist―and still I am taken aback by the symmetry of her well-stacked and all-natural breasts―I mean, they are perfectly out of proportion to her slender length and it just works. “I knew I hired you for a good reason.”
Cherish sends me her trademark wink, which still sets my heart fluttering. I love her and appreciate her, and would do anything to keep her happy and safe. Beats thump from the main floor, causing the office walls to rattle. “Carson's here.” 
“Excellent. And early for a change.” Looking utterly debonair, Cherish kisses my head and leaves me with the list. 
I accidentally dial Kristin instead of Winterlynn, and I feel sadness having to end the call before the first ring. Six months previous we lost a few girls suddenly and without proper resignations. We didn't read too much into it―but Kristin's the third girl in a month who's vanished without a call, email or text. Harlow says she hasn't heard from her either. It could be she needed a break―an emotional respite―and we'll be hearing from her soon to resume her position both at the club and in my bed. Or, the opposite will transpire and we'll never see her again. It happens in this business. Dancers, like artists, can be a flaky breed. I was just hoping it wouldn't with her. My phone rings with the Romanian bitch's number. Taking a deep breath, I answer it. “Natalia? Good news...”
 
 
****
 
 
The sound check is thumping, and I love watching Carson come to life in the DJ booth. This club has a booth stationed in a raised, unenclosed balcony overlooking the dance floor. Carson says it's more dynamic to be above the action than on the ground level because the energy rises, and she can feel it stronger, hence a deeper groove of tracks. 
I stand center of the empty dance floor, listening to her intricate spinning skills, and she watches to see what beats will make me move. I'm not a dancer and you'll never catch me throwing down the hip gyrations with the members unless I get caught in a chick sandwich while making nightly rounds. Carson knows if a track gets me to involuntarily shake it, the entire club will almost certainly flood the dance floor when she plays it for real. This particular one she's spinning happens to have that special vibe and my hips move on their own naturally to the beat. On the microphone Carson calls out to me, “Awesome. Now drop it low, woman!”
Laughing, I step out of the spotlight. “You first, baby.” Carson can bust some serious hip-hop moves. The members love it when she joins them for a song or two and shows off. I'm sure she'll get into it tonight and my heart fills with happiness, looking forward to the magic the wondrous environment inside the club manifests. I've kept my eye on Carson since our last confrontation and so far she's been behaving. There hasn't been any questionable interactions with Carson and the members from what Dusty and I have seen―but she hasn't been taken off the watch list either. I give her the thumbs up, and with the tentative guest list in hand, I move on to check the private rooms. 
 
 
 



CHAPTER FOUR – Dirty Devon
 
 
The heat is turned off under a bubbling sauce pot as Devon stirs the creamy mixture. “Ready for a taste?” Blowing a spoonful for Winterlynn, she tests the temperature against her own lips before serving her hungry girlfriend. “How is it?”
Seduced by the aroma of Italian spices, the bold flavor of the sauce sends Winterlynn in a savory trance. “Delicious, Dev. The best white sauce I've ever tasted.” 
Proud of her culinary achievement, Devon strokes Winterlynn's plump backside. “You're just trying to get me in bed.”
“Please, like I have to try?” Winterlynn aims a finger for the sauce. “You mind is always in or on the bed. Naked, half-dressed, standing, bent over it, ass in the air...”
“Hey! You wait!” One swift spank on Winterlynn's bottom halts her sampling. “You're not going to tamper with my dinner! I don't know where your finger has been.”
Kissing Devon's cheek, Winterlynn hints at the pussy play they teased each other with an hour ago. “Yes, you do.”
“Go sit and let me serve you.” Devon sends the starving one to the dining table. “And take your bra off. Show me tits if you think you deserve to be fed.”
“You're crazy. All of downtown will see them.” Situated against a wide window overlooking downtown, Winterlynn sits at the small table designed for two. Letting the bra straps fall from her shoulders, the B-cups dangle from pointed, turned-on nipples.
Winterlynn watches the sun set on the buildings while Devon prepares plates. “I got a call from Dusty. She has me on call for tonight.”
Devon pauses, dropping the spoon into the pot with a loud clank. “Why? I thought Cherry said you'd only be working two nights a week?”
“Short staffed, I guess. I don't mind. I need the money.” Winterlynn inhales the plate of saucy pasta Devon puts before her, then digs in. “Don't be offended if I only eat part of this. I don't want to stuff myself in case I have to work.”
Devon pours a glass of wine for herself, then offers it to Winterlynn, who declines. “When'll Dusty let you know for sure?”
Curious over Devon's anxious tone, Winterlynn waves her fork in the air. “I don't know. In an hour or so. She didn't say specifically, just to be ready in case. Aren't you working tonight, too?”
Remembering her lie, Devon tears into a steamy loaf of bread and shares a chunk. “Photo shoot. Yes.”
“So then why are you bothered by me possibly working tonight, too?” 
“I told you not to worry.” Swirling the bread in the sauce, Devon reaches for Winterlynn's hand. “I'll cover rent. Don't make money the issue between us.” 
“Devon, it's not. I'm new at the club and after we fucked up the first night, I want Cherry to be sure of my professionalism.”
“Okay then, cool. I love your ambition, baby.” Playing footsie under the table, they tease with matching red-polished toes. “Maybe I'm just jealous I can't watch you get fondled by all those horny women.”
“Stop it...you know it's not a sexual thing for me.” Uncomfortable with the truth of the job, Winterlynn wipes the sauce from the corner of her mouth, pushing away from the table. “I'm a dancer first.” 
“That's what you say, but there's no denying what the job requires.”
Turning her eyes from food to the view outside, Winterlynn dares to confront the subject. “What? Besides dancing nude?”
“Yeah, that and the performing. It's a sex club, Winter, owned by a billionaire voyeur. Don't act like you're unaware. She had us fuck in front of her after your first night there. What do you suppose she'll ask of you next?”
“Dancing is what I've been told. Just dancing.”
Devon treads into unspoken territory. “So, the other night when I went as a member and you were busy not dancing, what were you doing?”
“I was backstage. Refreshing, picking out costumes, you know, stretching.”
“You weren't in a room, assigned to a member?”
Caught, Winterlynn guiltily scrapes the sauce from the edge of the plate. “I was in a room with a member, but I wasn't alone, and I never heard the word assigned.”
Devon's pussy dampens, excited to hear about what her naughty girlfriend did behind closed doors. “I'm not going to be mad. Just tell me the truth. It's your job, right?”
“I was told to talk to her. She had lots of questions about me being a dancer.”
“Like what?” Devon's free hand finds its way to her lap. She taps the bulging tip of her clit through skirt and panties, controlling the first hints of pleasure sensations.
“Like what it felt like to be passionate about dancing, and if I had a crush on my teacher when I was younger.”
“Did you?”
“In some ways. I idolized her, but I was too young to see it as a crush. I told the member I did because...” Winterlynn stops the stream of honesty, unsure about the full reveal.
Fingers under skirt, Devon's soft, hairless mound twitches at her own touch. “Don't stop. Because why?”
“Because it got her off. One of the other dancers was between her legs.”
A quick breath of air spiked with a sharp tone of arousal comes from Devon, breaking the spell of the risqué story being revealed. “Sorry. Down the wrong pipe.” Drinking water, Devon clears her throat. “Who was the other girl?”
“The one who hates me. Eternity.”
“Was that it? Did she make her come?”
Pausing, Winterlynn feels suddenly shameful. “Yes.”
Without giving off verbal clues, Devon sticks her middle finger in her pussy, holding it still, slippery walls throbbing. “You only watched?”
“I held her hands. She came so hard she cried.”
“Winter, let's go fuck right now.”
“But we're having dinner. You have to be at a photo shoot.”
Trying desperately to not finger bang herself, Devon squeezes her ass cheeks together. “Five minutes. Put your pussy on mine.”
Surprised by her girlfriend’s lusty impulse, Winterlynn stuffs her mouth with pasta. “Devon, hang on. After―I need to finish eating.”
Letting the horny thoughts go for now, Devon relaxes, finger sliding out of her wet hole. She rubs the juice on her thigh before returning her hand to the table, smiling. “If you loved me, you'd fuck me whenever I wanted.”
“Aren't girlfriends supposed to be one-on-one? Exclusive?”
“Depends on preference.”
“My preference is to be only with you. I hope you feel the same about me. I'm not the cheating kind.”
Devon knows Winterlynn is the possessive type. How long she thought she could hide her own desires for a wilder relationship was unknown until this moment. “I like open mindedness. Stifling a sexual urge or need is wrong, I feel.”
“You're saying you don't want monogamy?” Winterlynn's emotions rise, suddenly vulnerable. “Wait a second then. Maybe I misunderstood?”
“No, no. You didn't. I'm saying if you and I, within the context of our relationship, want to experiment together, we should feel like it's okay to talk about it.”
Appetite lost, Winterlynn covers her half-eaten plate with the crumpled napkin. “I'm not sure I get this, and it's making me very uncomfortable.”
Backtracking, Devon polishes off the glass of wine. “There's nothing to get, Winter. It's called being able to communicate like passionate women. I'm not suggesting anything else.”
“Okay, that's cool. You should probably get ready. Isn't it getting late?”
 
 
Devon paces the bedroom alone, phone in hand, texting Dusty a message and sending it. The gorgeous super model poses at the long mirror, confident in her body and physical needs―she is who she is. A photo shoot was the easiest excuse to flex her new membership privileges, until the secret plan was altered by circumstances. The sound of Winterlynn washing dishes in the background is too domestic for a girl who likes to be daring―who isn't afraid to be herself. Not one to compromise her needs in favor of the constricting, fear ridden control of another, the facade is bound to break. Tonight, Devon thinks, will prove who Winterlynn is. If she wants to act the part of good wife, then Devon will play along, but if her plan goes as expected, there will be no more need to hide. 
 
 
 



CHAPTER FIVE – Harlow's Return to Eternity's World
 
 
I must admit to being entirely shocked and slightly giddy when Dusty told me Harlow was performing on the silks tonight. It's unheard of for Cherry's live-ins to work at the club while sequestered in her estate. When Cherry and I were lovers, she didn't have the club. I worked for her previous business and was taken “off the shelf” immediately upon accepting the invitation to be her sole love interest. Those years were different, though―Cherry was an insanely reckless woman compared to how she functions now. Being her girlfriend felt like flying on the back of a high speed motorcycle with Cherry driving us to an unknown destination, only she wasn't really driving―she was hanging on by the seat of her pants, too. There was no driver when we were together. We lived in and for the moment and we never, ever stopped screwing each other. In the aftermath of the last business―when everything was thrown upside down and ripped to shreds―Cherry placed some of the blame on me, for being too great of a distraction. I had nothing to do with the downfall―it was 100% Cherry's fault, and she knows it. None of it matters, though―we've all moved forward, and Cherry's built another successful business. It's best for all of us to let the past be the past. When I toy with her like I did this afternoon, it's because I'm convinced she loves me still―like I love her. I prove my dedication to her with my loyalty to the club, and in return she lets me run my end of the business the way I see fit. There's only one reason Cherry insists we mustn’t be together―fear of losing everything―again.
“Hi, gorgeous lady.” I greet Harlow with a smoldering kiss on the lips. Her fruity gloss and my red lipstick melt lusciously, leaving remnants of each other on our mouths. “What a treat having you back in my cave.”
Harlow blushes, then shines a beautiful light from her sparkling blue eyes. She presses her lips together and tastes our blend. “Thanks, Eternity. I didn't even think you liked me that much in the first place. You were so stern with your iron glove. I always thought I was doing something wrong.”
“You probably were.” I spin her in a gentle circle, checking out every inch of her fine curves and succulent tits. “I'm impressed you got the boss to approve a one-night return gig. You must have her licking out of the palm of your hand.”
“I wish.” The brightness in Harlow's eyes dims. “You know how Cherry is. I'm simply following orders.”
Taking liberties with her body, I feel her up and down, in between the soft separation between her thighs, and dare to dip my pinky finger in the silky crack of her ass. “Aren't we all?”
She never took issue with me freely touching before, but tonight she steps back, creating a healthy distance―a stance that speaks loudly about her feelings towards being the boss's personal choice. “What would you like me to wear?” she purrs, unlocking her bag for me to search the contents.
More and more frequently, the girls Cherry hires are struggling dancers, too poor to afford decent costumes or lingerie. Then there are those who have a little extra cash to spend but have no taste and I pick their wardrobe for them anyway. Sinking my hands into the expensive carrying case, my skin is pampered by silks, satins, and lace doused in expensive perfume―a floral scent I remember Cherry wanting me to wear. She likes her girls to smell like garden flowers. “Purple looks so sexy on you with your fair skin and golden locks. Are you doing one act or two?”
“Dusty didn't say specifically. My fingers are crossed for two.”
Her genuineness catches me off guard. I secretly wish to rough her edges―to see her flinch―then hold her in my arms and rock her like a baby. Harlow has an inner glow I'm simultaneously drawn to and repelled by. I don't want to see Cherry break her. I don't want to see her beat my record either. “Then wear the red satin if you're asked for an encore.”
“I was hoping you'd pick the red one. Isn't it pretty?”
“Cherry has excellent taste.”
Harlow slants an eyebrow at me. “Why do you assume she bought my clothes?”
I slant an eyebrow back at her. “I was her live-in once, too, remember? I know how things work and how little things change.”
Harlow's fingers dip under her bra straps, letting them hang off her freshly tanned shoulders and cleavage. “We swam together this morning. She changed one of her rules already for me.”
I hear hints of a petty competition in her tone and like it. Two can play the same game. I'm not engaging, though. “Exercise is good for the soul, and a great way to keep the muscles toned while being less active.” 
Harlow folds the red lingerie, setting it inside the case. “Now that I think about it, I probably won't be doing a second performance tonight. Cherry's taking me on a trip in the morning. Flying us somewhere private.”
“Very exciting. The pilot is yummy. I've had her once or twice. Cherry likes to watch her come.” Returning to my vanity, I fix my lipstick with a swish of color, misting my neck with perfume, pretending not to see Harlow's quizzical expression. “I'm sure your experience, wherever she takes you, will exceed your wildest expectations.”
“I've learned to expect nothing living in her world. Living in the moment is the only way.”
“Very smart, Harlow. Then you'll survive, wherever the path with her leads.” Footsteps clip at a rapid pace outside the dressing room door. I recognize them as Jolie's―the quirky, kinky new hire. I crack a smile, and state the truth. “Cherry hates it when girls behave as if she owes them something.”
“Hey.” The striking eighteen year old Asian-Irish hybrid, Jolie, enters, dressed in slutty dancer apparel―baggy legwarmers, worn slipper flats, denim mini-skirt and a dirty leotard―disinterested in who the strange blonde might be. Normally I would be disgusted at how Jolie dresses, yet on her the gutter girl look is hot. She kisses my cheek like every naughty newbie does. “Good evening, sexy,” I say, patting the damp spot her moist mouth left on my face. On the other side of me, Harlow, draped in Chanel, is quite interested in who she is, not taking her eyes off Jolie for a second. 
“What's up? We got another new one?” Jolie says, lacking in social graces, plopping her bag of rumpled clothes on the floor. “This location's cool. Much bigger than the last one.” She effortlessly slides into the splits, shifting from right hip to left, then rotating center, for the wide-legged Chinese version of the stretch. Her panties fade into transparency stretched over her crotch. “It's hip, like an old building you'd see in some gangster movie.” 
“Hi! I'm Harlow. I'm not new. I've worked at Cherry's clubs for several months, but I accepted the invitation to live with her, so, I was taken out of circulation. You must be a new hire, though.” Using Cherry's mannerisms, Harlow emanates sophistication―a vibe she certainly didn't own previous to becoming a live-in. 
I assume a passive role in their interaction. “Jolie started two weeks ago. Passed with top ranks from the boss.”
“Oh?” Undeniable physical acts happen at auditions and there's no avoiding that fact. Harlow knows how Cherry tests a girl before allowing them in. “Cherry doesn't talk about the club at home. She leaves work at work.”
“You said, live-in?” Jolie elongates her chest and back to lay flat on the ground, maintaining an extreme splits pose. “Never heard any of the other girls use the term. What do you mean? You live with her?”
“Yes, I do.” Harlow admires her sleek physique in the wall-length mirror, bending over to show off her picture-perfect ass. She's clearly a cut above, yet her ego isn't overblown.
Jolie checks out Harlow's reflection, turned on by her overt sex appeal. “Like rent a room in her house?” 
“No, like lick her delicious nipples and devour her pussy every chance I get as her only domestic lover.” Harlow shocks even me with her blatant explanation. 
Jolie glances from me to Harlow, drawing her legs together, and shoots from the hip without a clue about discretion or formalities. “She is tasty.”
If it wasn't for the rumble of downtown traffic heard through the old cement walls, the silence would have been painful. I bite my tongue, anticipating Harlow's response. 
Gifted with decorum, Harlow connects her hands, facing the girl with first hand knowledge, and smiles like an angel bestowing love and goodness. “Isn't she, though? Did she get to taste you?” 
“No, but I hear that's normal during auditions. Skill assessment.” 
Harlow brushes out her hair, showing no signs of distress. “Only the best girls get hired. You obviously impressed her. Congratulations.”
“Thanks.” Jolie flatly responds to Harlow's stifled jealousy. “It's only my third night on the pole. I think she's happy with what I can do.”
“And what you're capable of improving upon. You read my notes to you? A little finesse and you'll be a star headliner, just like Harlow was.” I pat my lap and wave my fingers for Jolie to come to me. She crawls on the floor, and I stroke her head. “I have a great idea for you two to get to know each other better. On your feet, Jolie.” 
She stands, rising up on her toes, and I tap the inside of her sexy thighs. “Open up.”
Harlow watches curiously as I wiggle my fingers under the elastic band of Jolie's panties. The shadow outline shows her little clit teased by my fingers until I find her hole. Running circles on the outside of her young, hairless lips, I dip in for a sample of her juicy goodness―just enough to cover my fingertip. Using my other hand to lift her panties so my wet fingers can slide away from her pussy without losing the juice, I offer a sample to Harlow. “Have a taste?” 
She lets out a ridiculous laugh, shaking her head. “No thank you.”
Harlow forgets whose house she's in now. I repeat my command, only this time not in the form of a question. “Have a taste.”
Harlow's focus narrows on my wet finger, swallowing hard, assured of my power. She may be Cherry's lover, but I own the back end and there is no jurisdiction overseeing my rule. Patting my lap as I did to Jolie, I give one more chance for immediate action. “Now.”
Harlow scoots her bottom to the edge of the chair and leans towards me, but I shake my head, wanting her to stand. I'm not reaching to make this easy for her. This game is being played on my turf. She comes to me, bending over, tits dangling in my face, emanating that familiar perfume, and I place my pussy-covered finger inside her pursed lips, tickling her tongue until she cleans off Jolie's sweetness. “Delicious, yes?”
Harlow smiles like a woman whose royal blood has been tainted. “Yes.”
Before either girl knows what's hit them, I grab hold of the back of their heads and force their faces together. “Kiss kiss, ladies.”
Jolie's excitement is a stark contrast to the wall of resistance from Harlow. With a sudden shove, they are mouth to mouth at my knees. Jolie opens wide, slithering her tongue out to meet Harlow's, tasting traces of her own pussy in the kept woman's mouth. Uninhibited, believing her actions are suitable for the lusty situation, she gets physical, fingering her own pussy to share with Harlow. She waves her creamy fingers by my nose for a pleasurable whiff before inserting them into Harlow's mouth. Their twirling tongues are mixed with an infusion of Jolie's sexy nectar, creating an inner surge of horny desire―even hornier than the salacious visualization of Harlow begging for a quick fuck with me, having missed my domination. My legs spread, and I direct their pretty, kissing faces to my crotch. This is a long awaited fantasy, having Harlow and another newbie girl share my cunt at once. Two fluxing mouths and tongues activating my erogenous zone, fingering and licking until I let my hole burst on their faces. Their hair tangled in my grip, I keep them as my pussy-loving prisoners, taking turns suckling my clit and driving their tongues rhythmically into my twitching hole like good little whores. “Fuck my pussy, girlies. Drink from my juicy box.”
Harlow reaches up to my chest, clamping onto my stiff nipple with her thumb and middle finger. The jolt of sensation from nipple to clit is insane, and I moan loud enough to alert the boss. I imagine Cherry's face seeing her precious honey lover buried deep in my cunt with the new hire. In my mind, I picture the lewd scenario playing out as the wild, luscious feeling of two tongues going all the way into my tightness simultaneously has me breathing with short gasps. The fantasy plays out with Cherry walking in, expecting to gaze at Harlow dressed in her finery, prepping for a sultry routine on the silks, and Jolie behaving with quiet insecurity―like most dancers two weeks after passing their pussy-licking audition. What she sees is quite the opposite, though―me on the verge of a raging orgasm brought on by two of her hungry girls going deep inside my pussy―one of which is off limits to anyone but the boss―until this moment. But Cherry is used to hearing me moan, accustomed to my need to fuck the girls repeatedly who fall into my domain. She likes it, and probably gets off on it in her own nasty way, never questioning my sexual tactics backstage. Squeezing my legs against Harlow and Jolie's shoulders, my pussy squirts hot streams into their mouths. Head thrown back in the throes of an extreme orgasm, I squirt again, drenching them with my cum and they drink it willingly. My vision blurs with the overwhelming sensation of what they've done to me, and I hold them hard on my pussy until I catch my breath, opening my eyes to see Dusty watching me from the corner of the room. 
“All done?” is Dusty's short and sarcastic interruption of my bliss. “The club opens in an hour.”
Connection disrupted, I release Harlow and Jolie from my thighs, letting their messy, wet faces tell the story. I don't break from professionalism―I have no need for excuses or explanations. “I'm well aware, Dusty, thank you.”
“Nixie just got here, and so did Cherry's latest hire, Tina.” Dusty is nervous and I don't have a second to waste caring about her issues. My job is handled, as always. “Wanted to make sure everything was cool before I sent them to you.” 
“Everything's cool.” Toweling off the cum left on my thighs, I watch how Harlow cleans herself, avoiding Dusty's judgment. Caught with her face in the cookie jar, Harlow broke one of the main rules of being a live-in and I anxiously await the outcome. Perhaps Dusty won't say a word? Hard to say what goes on in the mind of the lesbian who lives in Cherry's shadow. Jolie could care less about what Dusty thinks―she served her mistress as instructed which increases her skill level and therefore benefits the members. “Did you need to tell me anything else?”
“No, oh wait―yes.” Dusty pretends like her wheels aren't spinning over seeing Harlow on my pussy, keeping the information on topic. “Viviana's serving cocktails for the first half of the evening and then you can do with her what you wish. Cherry's on the fence about her dancing, but we're lacking in choices tonight. I also haven't been told what type of performance Tina's been hired for. Winterlynn might also be here later. Still waiting for confirmation.” 
Normally I wouldn't be bothered by Dusty's information stream. This isn't a normal situation, though, and her tense disposition, like somehow Harlow belongs to her, too, angers me. “Let me know. I've got things handled on my end. You're welcome to stay and watch us dress, but it sounds like you're quite busy.”
Dusty picks up on my vibe and heads for the door. “Thanks for the offer. Sorry to take a pass. I'll send Nixie and Tina to you.”
I motion for Jolie to prepare in her corner, needing a minute with Harlow. My approach is full of sensitivity and warmth―totally unlike the bitch who just forced her beautiful face on my cunt. “Harlow, I wouldn't read too much into Dusty's tone. I don't think she wants to cause you harm or out you in the slightest. It's in her best interest to keep her mouth shut and she's well aware of that fact.”
Harlow buries her feelings. The emotional, needy girl she was before going to live in Cherry's mansion is dormant inside her and totally disguised. “If you're suggesting I'm afraid of Dusty or Cherry's reaction should she catch wind of our encounter, you'd be wrong. Cherry didn't want me to come back to work. I've been asking her for weeks to let me perform again and she wouldn't have it. To think Cherry doesn't know about what goes on at her own club, even here in your dressing room, is foolish.”
“Truth is, Harlow, you're the only live-in who's worked during their stay, which makes you an enigma. Who knows what to do with a girl like you?”
“Apparently you think you do.”
She's right, but I correct her. “Apparently I did. And deep down, you agree with me.”
Harlow squeezes perfumed lotion into her hand and rubs it across her body. She flashes her pretty pinkness at me, extending legs on the couch, massaging her feminine feet. Her smile is wickedly captivating and I want to smack her face then kiss it, then hit it again. I want her to carry a red mark on her cheek from my hand, alerting everyone to just how naughty she is. Reaching for her ankles, I want to open her legs wide and drop my pussy down on hers, not finished with tainting her, but my spontaneous impulse is interrupted by the entrance of Nixie―my spicy second in command, and this other hot little chick wearing cutoff shorts and a tiny blue tank top.
“Look at this cute piece of ass.” Nixie owns her position as a power to be reckoned with. She has the new girl's shirt in her claws, threatening to rip it off of her as a show of affection in Nixie's own special way. “Her name's Tina. She's got bite-size titties. Perfect for swallowing whole and slapping.”
“Tina? Well, hi there,” I purr, coming closer to the semi-frightened girl. I clap my hands for Nixie to let go of her top. “Welcome to our world. Excited about your first show?”
Tina's intimidated, scanning the room, clinging to her bag. “Yes, but I wish I knew what I was doing. Cherry hasn't said what she has planned for me.”
Handing her bag to Nixie for inspection, I look the redhead over, liking what I see. “No? That's because I decide, unless I receive news to the contrary. Have you heard anything, Nixie?”
Nixie scowls, dumping Tina's bag of cheap cowgirl attire on the ground. “Unless Cherry wants her to lasso the members and ride fake bulls, I can't see what her purpose is.”
Harlow watches the initiation unfold from the back of the room. If only I could be inside her head right now and read her thoughts seeing Cherry's latest conquest. “Harlow? Jolie? Say hello to Tina, your new stripper sister.” 
“Hey.” Jolie gives Tina a friendly hug. “Mmm...you smell like baby powder.”
I sniff Tina's neck, too, noticing the scent, and ask, “Were you playing with a baby or is this some type of fetish?”
“I'm a mother's helper, part time, during the day. I change diapers, prepare bottles, relieve engorgement, things like that.”
“Relieve engorgement?” I don't think any new hire has boasted that skill before. My curiosity rises. “Like help express milk?”
“Like that exactly, yes. A diamond level member referred me to Cherry.” 
“Oh?” Quickly trying to remember which of the members has had a child recently, none come to mind. “Who?”
“Avery.” Confident in her member endorsement, Tina nods and smiles. “Can I pick my things off the floor now?”
Harlow is at my side, analyzing this anomaly. She speaks with a cool tone, keeping her emotional distance. “I'm Harlow. Nice to meet you, Tina.”
“Nice to meet you, too.” Tina looks at us and our confused expressions. “Wow, you're all so beautiful. I might need some help with my hair and makeup.”
I kick the pile of clothes on the floor, seeing no dancer apparel, just more shorts and tanks. “Were you hired to cocktail, perhaps? Since you obviously don't dance?”
Tina shrugs, tapped out of information. “I don't know. I'm as clueless as you.”
This must be a joke or bad communication on Dusty's part. Cherry simply doesn't hire girls this far beyond the basic job description. “Tina, have a seat. I need to have a chat with Cherry, and then you and I will discuss your position here.”
 
The main floor looks wonderful. Cherry has outdone herself with the décor tonight with huge floral centerpieces and glitter-filled balloons. The bar is stocked, yet visibly understaffed, and Cherry has Dusty at her side, dashing from point to point―the usual hectic prep activity. 
“Hey there, Boss,” I call out to her. “I'm in need of information. Can you help a girl out so we can get this party started?” 
“What is it you seek, Eternity?” Dressed to devastate, Cherry struts to me as if we are about to hook up. 
“What's the deal with Tina? Nixie must have made a mistake bringing her to the dressing room because she clearly isn't qualified to dance.”
“No, she's not going to dance.” The devilish grin on Cherry's face speaks volumes of what this girl did to her during the audition. “I have something totally different in mind for her.”
My mind is a blank canvas waiting and hoping to be pleasantly filled in. “And what would that be?”
“Tina has a talent for breast massage. Tonight we're going to offer a new service to the members.” Cherry bursts with glee, deviously excited. “Instead of lap dancing, Tina's going to offer chair massage to anyone who'd like to give it a whirl.” 
“Very interesting. I suppose you have first hand knowledge of her gift?” 
“I do. If she repeats what she did to me with the members, we're in for one awesome night.”
“Fingers crossed.” I don't have to hope. The magic created inside the club is organic and not reliant on one girl's performance or another. “Oh, and thanks for bringing Harlow back. I've missed her.”
Cherry pretends to be unaffected by the suggestive tone in my voice, but I know what she's thinking. I always do.
 
 



CHAPTER SIX – The Bitch from Romania
 
 
Dusty is at the door, and the gates open to a spectacular crowd of members. Whatever stress was upon us earlier with the guest list, the worries evaporate when I see the evening spark to life. It's a smaller group in attendance tonight and, on occasions like this, I take the opportunity to create an intimate down tempo, where every table feels private. When the guest list is filled to the limit our only choice is for closer seating on the main floor. When women are arm-to-arm in an environment such as the club, there's a heightened sexual intensity, which leads to frequent spontaneity. Not having to be on high alert mode for arranging rooms on a moments notice, or allowing sexual situations and orgies to take place out in the open, I can focus on the decadence of pure intimacy. 
My long-time favorite member, Veronica, is here with another one of her step-daughters. Her name is Cassandra and she gave birth to her first child two months ago. The last time Veronica was here she was celebrating the eighteenth birthday of Cassandra's younger sister, Allison, and had her baptized into the world of lesbian lust by Eternity. My main reason for hiring Tina was specifically for Cassandra, whose sex drive has sadly stalled since she became a mother. This subject came up in conversation a week ago when Veronica was making reservations. I've known my loyal diamond member Veronica long enough to easily spend an hour on the phone with her simply chatting about day-to-day life. I didn't have an idea formulated for creating a special event for Cassandra at that moment, which isn't like me. My reputation is impeccable for pairing the right women together, and dreaming up salacious events, but my mind drew a blank on this one. When Tina touched my chest with her special technique, the plan for Cassandra hit me like being a bolt of lightning. Tina holds the missing key to opening what's been locked by an abundance of maternal hormones. 
Without a doubt, Tina will restore Cassandra to her womanhood, as her personal top half masseuse and perhaps first girl-on-girl interaction. Veronica wasn't positive if Cassandra had been intimate with women before, yet she thinks with her delicate, emotional state, she'll be open and willing to receive the healing female touch.
“Hello, gorgeous,” I say to Veronica, extending a warm hug to her. “How are you feeling? Can I get you a bottle of your favorite champagne?” 
“Of course, Cherry, we'd love a little bubbly.” Veronica lovingly pats the shoulder of Cassandra, a pretty, classy woman toting a big rock on her left hand and bulging, swollen breasts, obviously in search of revitalization. “This is Cassandra. I told her she's getting spoiled and pampered tonight.” 
“Oh, mom,” Cassandra says, revealing genuine affection for Veronica. “I'm happy just to be out of the house and away from mommy-land for a change. You spoil me enough with the baby gifts, and being by my side often to help.” 
I'm surprised at how close Veronica has become with Cassandra. Her last group of step kids from two husbands ago were rather distant and she wasn't able to form relationships with any of them. Over the past six weeks, I've met two of her newest step-daughters, and both seem like exceptional ladies. “I'll bring a bottle and two glasses then. Oh, and your room is set for eight o'clock to accommodate your need to leave early tonight. You'll be joined by my newest recruit, Tina.”
Cassandra transfers her gaze from me to Veronica. “We have a room?”
“Yes, it's customary at the club for members such as your stepmother to have private access to a room during the evening. It's part of the celebration package.” 
“Well, Cherry, you seem like a wonderful woman and Veronica has endless good things to say about you and your club. I look forward to what you have in store for us.”
“As you should.” I dismiss myself, quickly relaying the order of champagne to Viviana, still adjusting to walking in platform heels. 
“Absolutely!” Viviana assures me, but I stay close behind her anyway, in case she trips. 
 
Dusty passes by, too, carrying the guest list. “The doors are locked and everyone has arrived.” Twenty seven women, four services, and one self-guided member event is what Dusty has organized. 
Members are allowed to conduct their own affairs with their guest or, in rare situations, with another member, instead of being serviced by an employee. It's not the usual choice but when there's a request, I like specific details, so the connection can be treated with the same attention and care we give to regular setups. “Who's the self-guided member? What are they requesting to do?”
Dusty appears misty while sharing the details with me. “Wendy Keller has with her a woman she regards as the love of her life.” 
Spotting Wendy's sophisticated, blunt-style black hair at a secluded table off to the left side of the dance floor, I see an astute-looking Latin woman with her, dressed in clothes more suitable for a networking convention than a lesbian nightclub. “And?”
“And they haven't seen each other in seventeen years.” Exposing a sentimental streak, Dusty fights her own emotions. “They've kept in very distant contact over email, but neither one has been, as Wendy puts it, brave enough to meet face-to-face since the last time they were together.” 
“Why, Dusty, is this making you tear up?”
“The way Wendy described their connection reminded me of what I experienced with the girl who solidified my lesbianism. The first girl I was ever with and the one I have regret over being without.” Dusty's philosophical side levels out her emotional spin. “She had a boyfriend and, no matter how much we wanted to be together, or how much we loved each other, she couldn't come to terms with being in a relationship with another woman in the light of day.”
“You've never told me this before, Dusty.”
“I have, just not in detail. Thinking about it too much fucks with my head.” 
“What's the guest's name?”
“Maria.” 
“When's their room scheduled?”
“They're in the blue room at nine.” Dusty looks over the list again, hesitating to tell me the next bit. “Winterlynn's still on call, but I'm getting the sense we're going to need her.”
“Give it a minute before you bring her in. Let's see how the first round of performances go.”
Making mental notes, I zero in on my international runway model, Devon, sitting at a center table alone, just as she's done the last two times she was here as a member. The first time she said she was “testing the waters,” mostly because Winterlynn was working and she hadn't approached the subject of wanting an open relationship. From what I gather, Devon has Winterlynn believing she spent a hefty sum on a gold level membership for no other reason than to be near her while she worked. As ludicrous as her explanation for being at the club sounds, women often justify their sexual motivations in mysterious ways. Devon's reasons for conducting her personal relationship and affairs in this manner isn't my business. My position is as a facilitator of fantasy, a trusted purveyor of manifesting passionate wants, needs and dreams and nothing more. Only a handful of the members qualify as personal friends. The majority are strictly women I provide services to, and that is how it must be. Too many blurred line interactions cause trouble and therefore keeping my worlds divided is a mandatory rule. Otherwise I'd already have screwed Devon mercilessly in my office, just as she wanted me to her first night at the club.
Winterlynn isn't scheduled tonight for this purpose―Devon needed a night alone to fully exercise her membership benefits. But due to the shorthanded situation, there may be a slight change of plans. She's on call, and I'm hoping to keep her from coming in so Devon can have her first service. I've never been in a situation with a member like this―where her girlfriend works for me simultaneously. Perhaps I should have thought more about the dynamics before granting Devon a membership? I assumed there was an understanding between them. Devon's a smart woman with enough experience to know how complex an unmanageable situation can become. If it comes down to losing an employee in favor of a member―since I don't give refunds―or vice versa, than all I can do is let it be. It's too early in the evening to be worrying about this, though. I have many other members who need me to be on my game and so I continue on. 
Dusty escorts me across the dance floor, and I notice her pinstripe suit, pressed with perfect creases. Her butch appeal is obvious to me, and I sincerely hope whatever happened with Kristin hasn't affected her negatively. Thinking of her causes a ripple of melancholy, remembering the delicate sweetness of Kristin's body, mouth, pretty pussy...and then Dusty's voice snaps me out of the pointless recollection. “Tell me the plan for Katherine and Avery.” 
My never-fail diamond-level members are in a glorious mood, chair dancing at their tables to Carson's excellent beats and sipping top-shelf champagne. Holding hands, they flirt with each other freely, anticipating the sexual surprises in store for the evening. Their pleasure is in my hands, as always, and I confirm my wicked plan with Dusty. “Shocking as it may seem, Katherine and Avery haven't yet been serviced by Nixie.”
“It's completely shocking,” Dusty agrees, noticing Harlow adjusting herself at the bottom of the silks. I do a double take, thrown off guard by my beautiful angel here at the club. It feels like years ago since I last watched her perform aerial work and my heart skips a beat literally, both with fear and fervor. How could I forget her spellbinding technique and awesome talent? My selfishness over keeping her under lock and key rises to the surface of my consciousness, and I quickly toss the guilt out. She agreed to the terms and they are what they are. If she was unhappy, I'm sure I would have heard an angry statement rail out of her by now, and I have a club to run and members who need me.
“Cherry? Did you hear my question?” Dusty shakes my arm, and my vision shifts from Harlow wrapping her limbs in hanging red silk to my short assistant looking up at me. “I asked what your plan was for Nixie? Are you pairing her up with Katherine or Avery?”
“Both, Dusty, obviously.” I'm not wearing a poker face. My devious intentions aren't hidden and should go without saying at this point. 
“So, Nixie's going to service both Katherine and Avery? Done? Booked?”
“No, wait... add Jolie into the mix. Tell Nixie she's in charge and can do whatever she wants to any and all of the other three.” 
“Got it.” Dusty grabs my arm again, seeing my eyes trailing towards Harlow. “What about the fourth pairing?”
“Who's the fourth?” 
The final setup is interrupted by Dusty's pager buzzing―the device alerting her to someone at the club's entrance wanting in. “It's you-know-who. Want me to tell her to wait?”
“Who?” I wish there was only one you-know-who in my life, but I don't have that luxury. 
“Natalia.”
“Oh dear. I forgot you said she was attending tonight.” 
“Want me to tell her the club is at capacity and we can't fit her in?”
Yes, these are the words I want spoken. I can't afford for Dusty to say them, though. It's best if my potential enemies are invited right in without hesitation or fear. “Goodness, no, Dusty. Invite Natalia in immediately. Give her the best seat in the house.”
“Okay. Thought you said she's granted limited capacity. You sure you want to flaunt her?”
“Positive. Center table, with a warm welcome.” Knowing Natalia will be watching every detail and hoping for errors invigorates me. Her descending on my club is what I needed to elevate my energy. She can't compete with me now nor will she ever. “I'll greet her shortly after she's settled with a stiff drink.”
“All right then. Here we go.” A second passes watching Dusty head for the entrance before I disappear into a corner shadow―a private spot for me to steal a moment and watch my baby climb the silks. Harlow's muscular ass flexes and strong dancer's legs spiral upwards, striking the pose to begin her routine. I want to stroke my pussy watching her exquisite, half-naked body unfurl in the air, floating above the dance floor, holding impossible positions, and making it look easy. The members are quite and still, tuning out Carson's ambient tracks in favor of being hypnotized by the golden girl I took from them to have for myself. She's happy being the star―the center of our attention―twirling, twisting, dangling as she does the splits. Tomorrow, when we are making love on our private trip, I'm going to open her legs, far apart like she's doing overhead, and bury my face in her...
Dusty returns with Natalia on her arm, like a pretty leach, prepared to suck the life out of those she clings to. I was her host when she worked for me, and she fed, but was never asked to be a live-in. Her dancing skills were substandard, yet the members requested her on a consistent basis. She's hot with her long, dark brown hair and hazel eyes, and carries an undeniably sexy Romanian accent―like a villain in a spy movie. The foreign appeal is her draw, and she used it to the hilt, even used it against me when she opened her own club on the east coast. I have a friend or two who supply me with information and updates on her when needed―I keep track of those who think they can duplicate my enterprise and then do it better than me―and they tell me her club isn't thriving like Natalia boasts. The stats are marginal at best, with a small membership base and mildly talented staff. Running a business isn't for everyone―and I doubt it will be for her much longer. I can see her waving a white flag at me in the future, but for now, I pay her a little respect.
The eyes of a few members and bar staff are on me as I stroll to Natalia, perched on the edge of a plush chair, her vampire smile curling in my direction. “Welcome home, Natalia.” The backstabber hugs me as if I'm a long lost relative, complete with a dramatic tear in her eye. 
“Cherry, how I've missed you. You grow more beautiful every year.”
She needs to be slapped, tied up and spanked good and hard, but I pat her shoulder instead. “How kind, darling. And you haven't changed in the slightest. What brings you to my club? It turns me on to know I've been on your mind.”
“On my mind, yes.” Natalia's petite calf and thigh peek out the side slit in her floor-length dress. The faded tattoo on her ankle is a stamp from her impoverished childhood growing up in Romanian slums. No amount of glamour or success can disguise what haunts her. “I couldn't neglect to pay you a visit while touring with my entourage.” 
“Entourage?”
“Yes, my girls―the whole staff from my club―I take them on vacation once or twice a year, depending on business.” Natalia inserts a vaporizer in between her dark, almost black lips, and is about to inhale on it before I stop her.
“Sorry, no smoking inside the club.” I take the e-cig from her mouth, and drop it on the table.
“It's vapor, Cherry. Surely you aren't that strict. I couldn't keep my club open if I forbid the clientele from partaking.” Rolling her eyes like I'm a relic from a forgotten century, I gleam my brightest smile, and tag Viviana into the situation. “Hard to imagine, but yes, there's no type of smoking in my clubs―even if it's the norm in other places. Natalia, this is Viviana, one of my newer girls. Please, order anything you want, on the house.”
Perfectly timed, the lights dim on the audience and Eternity takes the stage. I whisper to Viviana, “Fetch Natalia a 'diamond shot'. In fact, get her two.”
Viviana scoots to the bar, walking with steadier balance on her heels. 
“You should see my dancers,” Natalia says, “and my stage is twice this size.”
I swallow her comment, not responding directly to it. “I'll check on you later. Please, relax and enjoy the entertainment.” Sensing my hospitality isn't totally genuine, Natalia turns her half-interested attention to Eternity's performance, pretending not to be jealous of the magnificence of my club. She can brag all she wants, but underneath, her words are lies and every madam in the network knows it. 
 
 
 



CHAPTER SEVEN – Expressing Lust
 
 
Inside the blue hue room―one of my favorites at this location―Veronica and Cassandra relax in the seclusion of a more intimate environment. The soft color palette lends to a sensual yet not salacious vibe―a good room for the cautious, apprehensive or brand new member. Cassandra hasn't socialized enough since having her child and Veronica is quite brazen in initiating her first club experience with a service. I bring in my mother's helper, Tina, who's been backstage reading the trashy novel Nixie gave her to warmup with. For a girl who gave me the most incredible tit massage I've ever had in my life just this afternoon, I'm surprised at how weak in the knees she is on our way in.
“The book was good, I take it?”
Tina's creamy complexion is rosy with blush, her makeup applied by Nixie, too. “Yeah, I can't wait to read the ending. I hope it's like the rest of the story.”
“Oh, it's better.” Placing Tina in front of me, I like the reaction she garners from both Cassandra and Veronica. “Ladies? Meet Tina, my magic hands girl.”
“How enchanting. Magical hands, you say, Cherry?”
“Yes.” I change the subject, not wanting to explain Tina's gift to Cassandra. “The temperature is nice in here. Do you both agree?”
Veronica is falling in major lust with the young, unassuming, wholesome Tina. “Fine, fine.”
Cassandra rattles her wine glass at me. “I'll take another, since I don't have to drive anywhere tonight. Can we also have a bottle of sparkling water, too?” 
“Of course. Alert me if you need anything else.” I slip out of their room and into a hidden corner, spying on Natalia. She didn't ask for a service, but I'm going to supply her with one anyway, and I have a burning hot idea for how it's going to go down, too. We'll catch her off guard, and spin her world around so fast, she won't be able to fight it, and she won't want to either. 
“Come in, Tina. Pleased to have you with us.” Veronica extends her hands, palm-side up to Tina, wanting to get a closer look at the magic. “Give those hands of yours to me.”
Cassandra observes her stepmother holding Tina's hands, feeling every inch of her fingers, thumbing her palms, then her wrists. “Strong yet feminine.”
“Thank you.” Tina checks out the two women. “Which one of you just had the baby?” 
Veronica laughs over Tina's innocents. “You're very cute, Tina, but my baby making years are past. Cassandra, my gorgeous stepdaughter, is the new mother.”
Tina takes her hands from Veronica. “Then you're the one Cherry says might be in need of my service.”
“And what type of service do you offer, Tina?” Cassandra hasn't caught on about the club yet. 
Two bottles are served―one wine and the other sparkling water, delivered by Viviana, who carefully places the open bottle on the table and pours a glass. “This is for Cassandra.” 
The wine is swirled, sniffed, swallowed and approved. “It's nice,” Cassandra says, “Mother? Would you like a glass, too?”
Veronica loves being referred to as her mother. “None for me, darling, thank you. I get my stimulation from other things and in other ways.” She tips Viviana generously, tucking the hundred dollar bill in the band of her red satin thong.
“Well, thank you, Veronica.” Viviana clears the way for Tina to do her job, removing empty glasses. “That's your name, right? So many ladies to remember working here!”
“Yes, it is, Viviana.” Veronica's libido is stirred watching Viviana's plump cleavage when she bends forward. “Don't go too far in case we need you.”
“Yes, ma'am. Oh, Tina, Cherry said you might need this.” Viviana gives her a fluffy towel and a wide bowl, perfect size for capturing milk from both of Cassandra's breasts. She blows a kiss to them as she exits. Veronica quiets her inner tiger set to pounce on the wobbly waitress, turning her attention back on Cassandra.
Tina warms her hands, demurely cracking her knuckles. She politely waits for Cassandra to ingest a few sips of wine before moving in to unbutton her blouse and starting the process.
“Can I ask what it is you're doing, Tina?” Cassandra's stunned reaction is subdued by the wine buzz. 
“Sure you can. I'm going to give you a massage.” Tina doesn't hesitate, opening Cassandra's fully unbuttoned blouse, gauging the level of fullness in her heavy breasts. “I need you to lean back and relax.” 
Her matter-of-fact tone veils the questionable situation. Cassandra looks to Veronica for an explanation. Her response is simple, like it's normal for women to have their blouses opened by a strange young girl in a private room of a high-end club. “Listen to the girl. She knows exactly what she's doing.”
“It's true, I do. I've relieved many women from the pressure in their breasts.” Tina self-guides her fingers under the top edge of Cassandra's bra cup, pressing in different spots. “It's better for you to release the milk. I'm very gentle, though, so you have nothing to worry about.”
“Pardon me?” Cassandra titters, stopping Tina's hands from exploring any further. “Yes, I hand express often, but why you're touching me, my bosom, I'm not sure.”
Veronica doesn't care for hesitation, and isn't one to placate. “Cassandra, don't interfere with the process. Tina's an expert. See this as you would a visit to a progressive spa specializing in unique treatments.” 
Tina resumes her journey descending Cassandra's bra, causing a shriek in the woman as each of her breasts are held by unfamiliar hands. “Are they not warm enough?”
“No, they're fine, but, my breasts are so sensitive. The sides, especially.”
This hits a naughty nerve with Veronica, having never seen her stepdaughter's breasts before. Her pussy reacts, too, ignited by Cassandra's light gasps as Tina tenderly kneads her mounds. 
“Yes, I'm sure, and very full. When was the last time you expressed?” Loosening the bra straps, Tina manages to navigate around without disturbing Cassandra's modesty. Her nipples still covered, Cassandra's breathing changes and her shoulders stiffen with the rippling flow of soft massaging. Veronica's pussy dampens at the gorgeous site of Cassandra's feminine flesh treated with love and care, and the bit of leakage dripping from her nipples that's soaking through the bra. 
“Honey, you're getting wet.” Veronica helps, placing the towel on Cassandra's lap to protect her clothes from a milky downpour. “Maybe you should remove her entire bra, Tina? She's obviously going to release a decent amount.”
“Mom, can you help with my top?” Cassandra shimmies out of the blouse, but an insecure moment passes, unable to take off the bra.
“It's okay, I won't look,” Tina says, closing her eyes as her hands travel up, down and around the edge of spouting nipples, facilitating the discarding of the bra. 
Veronica takes the bra and blouse from Tina, turned on by the wet spots on the cups. “Cassandra, you should hold the towel under your chest.” 
Listening to the motherly advice, Cassandra nestles her leaking nipples with the towel so Tina can continue the massage. “Is this okay?”
“It's fine.” Cassandra exhales with the motion of Tina's hands moving up her breasts, then raking down with each finger, all the way to the nipple. With each repetitive stroke, a thin stream of watery, sticky, sweet milk squirts out of Cassandra's tits.
“Does it feel good, honey?” Veronica's concern is totally selfish, mentally getting off on seeing Cassandra losing herself to pleasure. 
“It does, very much so, just afraid of getting milk everywhere.” 
“Let it go.” The sage advice from Tina is seconded by Veronica. “Yes, honey, don't worry about a thing.”
Just then, Tina sinks to her knees, hands never disconnecting from the massage. Veronica's desire is lit, pleasantly surprised that Tina's technique has an oral component. 
Cassandra clenches, jaw tightening, wanting to stop the girl from opening her mouth to drink, but can't, desperate to be suckled and relieved.
Tina nurses at Cassandra's nipples, massaging harder, milking them for every drop. Her endless thirst is sincere, drinking and swallowing with the same sound a hungry baby makes when being fed. Cassandra pants, whole body reacting to the natural, organic and strong sensations of overly ripe nipples licked and sucked mixed with pleasure. Her own pussy pulsates, matching the waves rolling from nipples, down arms, through the center of her groin, ending at the tip of her clit. In the throes of a full tit-gasm, she tries to hold back, fearful of coming in front of Veronica. 
“It's okay, honey, mama's here.” 
And then Cassandra let's go completely, head tilted back, mouth hinged wide, eyes shut tight, gasping as her body peaks. Legs shaking, Tina hangs on, lips pressed hard to stop the last trickle of milk―harnessing the powerful feelings―frozen in the silence as Cassandra's orgasm runs its course. She even reaches for Veronica, needing an anchor for the final jolt, like lightening in her pussy, causing a squirt of juice on her panties. 
Intuitively, Tina slips her mouth and tongue from the drained bosom, leaving her hands there for a few minutes of massage, ending the session in a heavenly way. 
Veronica is pleased with Tina's work, patting her on the bottom. “Nicely done, young lady.” 
Tina wipes Cassandra's nipples until they're dry, then folds the towel. “Thank you. Cassandra? Was that to your liking? I hope it helped.”
A sound comes from Cassandra but it's not a word. She laughs, feeling a thousand times more like herself than she did before. “I'd say it was well worth coming for. You know what I mean?”
Veronica knows very well what she means, and mentally plans her next visit to the club―a solo visit without any stepdaughters―just for her. 
Cassandra kisses Tina's hands. “Do you make house calls?”
“You'll have to ask Cherry. I think she said the rules are no services outside of the club.”
Veronica has an even better suggestion. “You should think about getting a membership, Cassandra. A birthday present perhaps?”
“That's a great idea, mother.” Cassandra glows, still half naked. “I can't wait to join.”
 
 



CHAPTER EIGHT – Wendy and Maria
 
 
I might be more excited than they are. There's a chance the butterflies swarming in my gut are stronger than what Wendy and Maria appear to feel, with their eyes glued on the stage dancers and Harlow's astounding aerial performance. Cherry put me in charge of watching over them, as their affair needs to be managed and directed. It's just about time to sequester Wendy and Maria in their private room, but the right moment to whisk them off hasn't arrived yet. An awkward, uncomfortable vibe encircles their table. I am definitely intrigued overhearing the floating, light conversation they exchange. Avoiding the subject of the real reason Wendy invited Maria here, the two women chatter about nonsense―their hairdressers, therapists, pet groomers, and financial advisers. Not the type of sharing that leads to romance. These two women don't appear like-minded on the surface at all―with only one of them admittedly here seeking sexual pleasure―and I'm hoping this isn't the case. I want them to rekindle what they lost for selfish and altruistic reasons. Life shouldn't be lived with regret. More importantly, life shouldn't be lived without love. 
Every experience the members have within the club is special―same for each service given. Women come to the club in search of fulfillment from Cherry's staff―not between each other. For Wendy, this encounter with Maria has been a long wished for fantasy. When she told me the story of how they met in their early twenties―the one-off menage-a-trios with Wendy's ex-boyfriend―and how he forbid them to have any contact after the ill-fated three-way―it hit a personal nerve. I had a similar experience in my youth, before I'd publicly announced myself as a lesbian, with a crush on a bi-sexual girl who wasn't brave enough to date me. I guess the imposed silence went on for years between Wendy and Maria until they reconnected on social media. And they didn't jump at getting together after a few “catching up” messages either―instead they faded back into silence. 
Wendy pushed the issue, driven to see Maria again. Finally Maria agreed to be her guest at the club, now that she's going through a divorce and doesn't have a husband to answer to. I'm pretty sure Maria has caught on to the fact the club is filled with overtly affectionate women for a reason. Wendy said she hadn't been fully honest with her about the club, but doesn't think Maria will be offended. Once a woman has a lesbian experience, it's hard to forget it, and it's even more impossible to never want to have another one. 
Normally I don't get emotionally involved with the members. I prefer to keep my interactions with them on a warm and friendly business level. There's enough emotional drama in my life with the other employees―especially the ones who end up in my bed. Having been in love with a girl who was off limits due to her family's judgment―and then forced into leaving her alone for the rest of my life―I know what that type of forbidden situation feels like. Maria was Wendy's best friend and then a hot and fast lover to satisfy the horny demands of a dude. Circumstances parted them and it's probably fear that's kept them from meeting face to face. Although they've matured and lived their lies as long as they could, the ladies were drawn back together. 
Wendy told me she hopes what existed between them once is still there. There's no guarantee Wendy's plan will work out with Maria, which is why these types of self-directed affairs aren't usually allowed at the club. Cherry wants members to be fully satisfied when they attend and the only assurance we can give them is to be paired with our staff. Orgies do catch fire in the club, and Cherry will approve if what's happening is organic and not orchestrated. I made the call to allow this one to happen because Wendy agreed not to hold the club responsible if she and Maria leave tonight as friends, not lovers. Watching them at their table, it's difficult to say what direction their alone-time in a private room will bring. My fingers are crossed something wonderful happens, though. I do love a happy ending.
“Wendy and Maria? Your room is ready.” The vulnerability on their faces is a good sign. I take it to mean they both feel something other than friendship for each other. “Please follow me.”
“The show so far's spectacular, Dusty,” Maria comments, taking my arm. Wendy walks behind us, which I think she needs to do. Her nervous tension is palpable. 
“The girls are gorgeous, aren't they? And incredibly talented,” I say, loosening Maria's squeezing grip. She's definitely as nervous as Wendy―another good sign.
 
The room is set up in what I call our “lush and cozy” look. Purples, reds and deep blues are the colors used on the walls and furniture. A mini-bar containing a bottle of Greygoose and martini mixers is stocked with ice, glasses and a shaker. Rows of vanilla-scented candles are lit. Wendy is a gold level member and has used her allotted services in the past. She really likes this room, saying it makes her sensuality come alive, so she reserved it months ago for this occasion. I dim the lights and lead the ladies inside. 
“Here you are. The room's yours for the next two hours.” 
“Thank you, Dusty,” Wendy says, slightly trembling as she makes herself comfortable on the love seat. “We'll call you if we need anything.”
“I was hoping you'd say that, Wendy.” There's a voice inside me wanting to share words of encouragement and hope for this reunion, but it's best if I leave quietly. “You know how to find me.”
 
A few silent moments pass after Wendy and Maria get comfortable sitting next to each other with no table dividing them. “Would you like me to make you a cocktail, Maria?” Wendy doesn't know what else to do. She doesn't want to get drunk, having had two drinks already to ease her nerves. The pending conversation hangs as the unseen third guest in the room―the thing existing between them that can't be denied. 
Maria pats Wendy's hand―a total friend zone move. “It's okay, Wendy. I'll make one. Can I make a drink for you, too?”
“No, I'm good. Don't want to be too tipsy and say stupid things.” Wendy shadows Maria to the mini bar, and assists her with the ingredients. “Do you remember the last time we got drunk together?”
“Maybe?” Maria laughs, shaking her head at her crazy, random memories. “That time in my life's a blur. The drinking was the least of it. I was stoned out of my mind for most of my twenties and so were you.”
“Yeah, those were the days.” Opening a jar of blue cheese stuffed olives, Wendy spears three onto a toothpick and drops it into Maria's cold martini glass. “We were insane.”
“We were normal compared to everyone else we hung out with. I had so much fun with you, though. You and I could party all night and get up the next morning for work like pros.” Maria shakes the ingredients and pours a perfect serving over the olives. “Sometimes it doesn't even feel like my life when I look back. We were both so different then.”
Wendy catches Maria's eyes, feeling a wild sensation tingle down her spine. “On the inside we're still the same.” 
“I have a kid now,” Maria says, bringing reality into focus, liking the balance of flavors in the drink she made. “It took quite an effort to get here tonight with the babysitter, and my boss wanting me to work late. It's the middle of the week. You know, grownup things have taken over.” 
“Yes, I'm well aware. It's good to see you, though, Maria.” The two women acknowledge their lost connection for the first time since they arrived. “I've missed you.”
Wendy's admittance makes Maria inhale and hold her breath a second before exhaling. “I've missed you, too.” Maria reflects, comforted by the innocence of their memories. 
Hit with another blast from the past, Wendy bursts out laughing. “Salsa dancing. Tell me you remember the salsa clubs and José showing off like some Latin mambo king.” 
“Ha! How could I forget?” Maria notices Wendy's casually placed hand on her knee and doesn't try to move it off. “José was the salsa king! And it never failed―every chance he had to dance his ass off with whatever chick would get on the floor with him, he took. It was always the same, time after time. He was the only one in our group who even liked salsa dancing. So why did we keep agreeing to go to those clubs if the rest of us were bored?”
“I don't know!” Wendy laughs too hard to speak. Both hands on Maria's knees now, she manages to ask an important question. “And where would you and I be?” 
“At the bar getting drunk, or in the parking lot getting high.” Maria hits it on the head, transporting them both back to a carefree time. “Just the two of us, sneaking away from the rest.”
“Laughing endlessly. You made me laugh like no one else. What about all those times we hid out in your car, sharing a joint, forgetting about our friends in the club? Whenever I was with you it felt like we were encapsulated―hidden from the rest of the world.”
Maria is suddenly sentimental, stricken by sadness mixed with a need to be near Wendy again, like how it was before. “It was definitely a unique thing between us. I liked you from the minute we were introduced.”
Wendy rubs Maria's legs, daring to touch closer to her thighs, her skin so comfortable and familiar. “We clicked. In a room full of people, you were the only one I wanted to be with. There's no question about whatever this is between us. I haven't experienced anything as magical as what becoming your friend and getting close to you felt like since.” 
“Neither have I.” Maria swivels her knees away from Wendy, taking herself and drink to the couch. “Not to be mean, but after that situation went down, I didn't come after you on purpose. I thought it was best to let things die.” 
Wendy stays at the bar, needing to deal with a surge of complex emotions. “It was probably for the best. I'm not sure I would've left him if you'd asked me to. That's not where my head was then. I'd convinced myself there was a future with him. You were the wild card I was determined to play, but a risk nevertheless.”
Appreciating the honesty being shared, Maria's tension eases. “I wasn't going to ask you, although there was a part of me wanting to. What did we know then, anyway? We were too young to have any idea of how our lives and loves would pan out.” 
“Do you remember what you said to me in the kitchen the night we had the three-way? What you whispered so he couldn't hear?”
Maria thinks, mentally scanning over the distant and blurry event. “Not exact words, but I do remember what I felt.”
“You said I was the best sex you'd ever had. That being with me was the most incredible experience...”
“It was,” Maria blurts, her tension level rising again. “And I replayed it in my head over and over―how it all started―the hinting, teasing, rubbing of legs, suggestive talk. Then you on the couch, suddenly kissing me, pushing me on my back. Your hair in my face, perfumed neck against my lips. You being on top of me, and how fast we got undressed.” 
“You were totally delicious, Maria. Kissing you was, I don't know how to explain it without sounding cliché, but my memories of making out with you were enough to get me off for years after we last saw each other. Thinking of your lips, and our tongues together, and then your hips pressing on mine.” Wendy rocks on the stool, getting a bit too involved in the recounting. “I did go way too fast that night, but I was so hungry for you. I'd had fantasies about fucking you for months leading up to the ménage.”
Maria sees it as it was, pulling out of the hot visualization. “We both knew, I mean, come on. The attraction between us was obvious, and it's why he pushed you to instigate the situation, right? He knew you could get me in bed and he wanted the two-girl fantasy.”
“Yeah, it was his selfishness that brought the three of us to that point, two a.m. on your couch, stoned and drunk, but it was me wanting you as badly as I did that made it happen. You could have said no.”
“True.” Maria contemplates what's been said. “And so you reached out to me and here we are. Old ladies, still trying to figure out who we are and how to make sense of our lives, careers, families.”
“Being middle aged doesn't make us old, Maria.” Wendy scoots off the stool, walking slowly to join Maria on the couch. “It makes us more powerful as women because now we really do know what we want. We're not clumsy drunk chicks fooling around to get some stupid prick off. You and I are old enough to know what our hearts truly desire.” 
“Is that so?” Maria smiles playfully. “And what is it my heart truly desires?” 
“If we're still the same kind of girls inside, then you want what I want.”
“Wendy, just say it. Why did you bring me here? To this club? And why do you belong to it?” 
“Maria, I joined this club because I'd reached a stage where the place in me you touched was speaking loudly. As much as I like being in a relationship with a man, I miss being with a woman, and yet I don't want to be with any random girl. In many ways, I've been trying to replace you.” 
They pause, assessing each other’s authenticity. “How long have you been in your current relationship?” Covering her vulnerability, Maria searches her purse for something not there. “Can you believe this shit? I haven't smoked a cigarette in eighteen years. One night out with you and I'm looking in my bag for a pack, like I still do. What the hell is that about?”
Wendy grabs Maria's shaking hands, letting her purse fall on the floor. “I'm sorry about your divorce. I'm sorry we lost touch. I hate the fact we were both too scared to see each other after the one-night fling. I never wanted to not have you in my life and I don't want to let you go now, or ever again.”
Maria starts to cry, face trembling, fighting the tears. “Wendy, stop. Don't get me all emotional. We're having a good time, so let's not ruin it.”
“I feel you're my missing piece sometimes, no matter who I'm with or what I'm doing. Your face comes to mind and then I can't stop wondering if you were it―the person I was supposed to be with. And then I torment myself, thinking if I could just have you back in my life as more than an internet or texting friend, but as my... my best friend, I'd be happy―truly happy from my heart and soul.”
“We are friends. Wendy, what are you trying to say?”
Wendy lets her stifled sentiment out, hanging onto Maria's hands like a life preserver. “Have you, for one second, imagined us as girlfriends? I mean, lovers, for real, alone with just us, for us, and no one else?”
Maria pauses, not sure she wants to answer. “Years ago I did, but it was pointless to entertain the thoughts.”
“Since we started talking again, I've thought many times about what it'd be like to be intimate with you again, on a recurring basis―like a private relationship we can share to fulfill the part of us that's been empty since we parted.” 
“And this is what you wanted to share? This is why you brought me here? Are you asking me to be your girlfriend, Wendy? Aren't you seeing someone currently?”
Wendy folds into her side of the couch, releasing Maria's hands. “Yes, yes, yes and yes.”
“Are you going through a breakup?”
“No. We are committed. It's a business we have together, too, which makes a split complicated.”
Maria laughs, but not like before when the topic was light. “Okay, so, you want me to sign myself over to you, to get involved again, body, heart, mind and soul, and yet accept you'll belong to someone else―another guy―while I stay in the background? The quiet mistress? This is what you're seriously asking?”
“Yes.” Downcast eyes tell the story of a woman who realizes the mistake in her perfect plans gone awry. “I saw it as a simpler, beautiful thing than what it seems like now. Hearing my voice, I sound selfish. At the base of wanting to bring you here was my desire and need to see you, for whatever it's worth, even if tonight's all we get to have.”
Totally not what Maria was expecting from this evening, she quickly puts her emotions in check. “Listen, Wendy, in a perfect world I'd love to be your girlfriend. I'd love to be in love with you and share my life, but I can't be your sideline screw. At least I don't think I could be. I don't know... maybe you can change my mind?”
It's Wendy's turn to cry. The guilt has been spilled, and there is only what remains true―their irrefutable chemistry. “Kiss me, Maria. It's been too long.”
They meet each other half way, and after a moment of hesitation, Wendy and Maria kiss. At first their lips touch lightly, cautiously, regaining sense memory with the touch of their mouths. The kiss escalates into deep, wet, hardcore making out, loaded with suppressed passion reborn. Holding faces, stroking hair, they are entranced by the sexiness of female lust. The two are brought back to how it felt on the naughty, crazy night they indulged the perverted wishes of a young man and sexually experimented. 
“Maria, your kisses are even better than I remembered.” 
“Yours, too.” Allowing her neck to be ravished, Maria's smeared lipstick gives sparkle to her pretty face. Eyes gazing at the ceiling, a blissful blanket of desire covers their quivering, overexcited bodies. “Shouldn't we go somewhere?”
“We did.” Wendy purrs, slurping on Maria's soft chest. Descending the rounded slope to her B-cup breasts, she arrives at her nipples and teases them with wicked tongue lashes. “No one'll disturb us. This is our private room for at least another hour.”
“Oh, Wendy, you feel so fucking good.” Maria watches unafraid as Wendy pulls down the top half of her dress, and undoes her bra straps, making her nipples harden in reaction to cool air and hot spit. “I meant it when I said you were the best. Till this moment you were the most wonderful lover I've had.”
Only to be outdone by herself, Wendy can't be stopped. “Did I tell you how beautiful you look tonight, Maria?”
“No, you didn't bitch,” Maria says playfully, letting her own hands explore a wondrous body she hasn't felt in ages. “You look stunning, too, but you've always been hot to me―outrageously hot.”
“You know, I've fantasized about doing more than just licking your pussy.” Wendy's hands quickly approach the juicy spot she so badly wants to dive into.
“You made me come that night.”
“I know.” Closer and closer Wendy's hands go until reaching her soaked panties. “God damn, Maria, you're so fucking wet.”
 Maria is too excited to speak above a panting whisper. She lifts her hips for Wendy to remove her panties from her crotch. “No guy I'd been with could, but your tongue, it was like liquid velvet.”
Nothing more needs to be said. Wendy accepts the invitation to join her mouth with a sensitive cunt. She breathes in Maria's girlie scent, giving the tip of her clit tiny kisses before attacking with a fully open mouth and licking the circumference from hood to ass. 
“Wendy! Oh my fucking god, you're going to make me come right this second.” Maria attempts to separate Wendy from her pussy unsuccessfully. “Wait, wait, Wendy, please. That's not fair. Let me taste you first.”
Peeking up, seeing Maria's sincerity and want, Wendy obliges her request. Face covered in pussy juice, Wendy proudly presents her own wetness to Maria, hovering it over her face. Maria juts out her tongue to taste it, skimming the rim of her hole, up to Wendy's tender clit, and lushly licks it with circular motions. 
“You're delicious.” With both of Wendy's ass cheeks in her hand, Maria holds her captive, worshiping her pussy for the first time and loving every drop of juice coming from it. “You have no idea how much I've wanted this―wanted you.”
“Yes, I do!” Wendy pushes down on Maria's chin, gripping the back of the couch for dear life, hearing the gushing wet sound Maria's tongue encourages inside her pussy hole. “You're insanely good at this, you know?”
“I want to make you come, Wendy.” Maria tilts her face to the side, taking a breath. “I've never tasted pussy cum before and I desperately want to drink yours.”
“No, no, no.” Wendy switches positions, hoping off Maria's face in favor of spreading her legs over Maria's hips. “I told you, I need to show you what I wish we'd done, if it'd been just us. Now that it is, I'm taking you. We can share our pussies on our next date.”
Maria gives in, opening her legs wide for Wendy to slip into place―pussy on pussy. “Okay, show me.”
Locked and loaded in a perfect scissor position, Wendy begins the deliriously orgasmic roll as her hips gyrate, then circle, making small and isolated movements. The sound of slippery flesh, and two holes suctioning off each other makes both women gasp. Their bodies hold tight to the pose, anchored, attached, with creamy juice overflowing onto their thighs. On the bottom, Maria's ass is coated with what they release and Wendy picks up the pace, slapping their cunts together wildly. The feeling of Maria's pussy like a gulping mouth against her own, sends jolts of pleasure through her legs and all the way up into her torso. Clits hitting repeatedly at the most sensitive spot, Wendy and Maria share the peak of pleasure.
Maria cries out, unable to hold back. “What the fuck, Wendy? What the fuck?!” 
“Come with me!” Entire body shuttering with bolting blasts of sheer, physical release on a level neither woman has experienced before, their mind-blowing orgasms rock their worlds. Wendy thrusts hard and deep as Maria claws at her hips, loving the sensation of their waves flowing together. “Fucking hell, Maria. How incredible is this?”
“Don't move!” Legs still forced wide apart, Maria can only hang onto Wendy's hips. “I'm still going.”
Smiling with complete satisfaction, Wendy gently slides her pussy over Maria's, letting their orgasms slowly fade. “You're a sensational woman, Maria. The one I need the most.”
Sensing the pulsations mellow, Wendy collapses onto Maria's body, head nestled on her neck, kissing her chin, cheeks, and lips. Maria strokes Wendy's back and shoulders, blissfully out of her mind, agreeing with her statement. “I need you, too.”
The two rekindled lovers hold each other, and in this moment neither wanting to move, separate, or leave this room. A thousand thoughts floats in their minds but none need to be spoken. They know―they've always known―and for now that's enough.
 
 
 



CHAPTER NINE – Nixie Gets on Top
 
 
Like they own the place, Avery and Katherine don't wait to be escorted to their room when the clock strikes ten p.m. The last thirty minutes took forever, both ladies hornier than they've been in weeks, dry humping cocktail waitresses, and Cherry's fine ass every time she passed by. Needing a challenge, Avery talked Katherine into nearly twenty one days of celibacy, including no masturbation. Their last time at the club, they were fucked senselessly by foreign contortionists. Afterwards, Avery feared it was an unbeatable experience, which was a silly notion, but it nevertheless brought on a low level depression. Clearly, it was time for a little recuperation. At first, Katherine feared Avery might need to see a doctor to deal with her apparent insanity, and then light dawned. They had become complacent, overindulged by the most expensive women at their disposal. Temporary celibacy was the only choice for revving their libidos and increasing sensitivity.
“I'm telling you, Avery, I don't know how I survived this long shutting down my sex life.” Katherine pops a bottle of champagne as if her life depends on it, wound up with tension, disregarding the fresh flowers and candles decorating the room. “I know you don't want to hear this, but I'm going to have to fuck Jack twice a day for at least a week to make up for not giving him any nookie during our challenge phase. If only he'd been born with a pussy, my marriage would be much happier, at least for me.”
Avery holds the glasses as they're filled, bubbles spilling over the top. “You didn't tell him why you were holding out on him, did you?”
“Oh ha ha, no! My goodness, you act like I'm new, Avery.”
“It's okay. I'm going to have to do the same thing with Mitch. Now, don't say another word about either of them! My well-being depends on disappearing deep into pussy-land with no talk of husbands! I'm not leaving till I'm covered head-to-toe in chick cum.”
Just then, there's a light tap on the door. Avery and Katherine freeze, then speak in unison, “Come in!”
“Ladies! What a surprise.” Nixie is drop dead gorgeous, dressed in a leather skirt, pinched at her knees, spiked heels and a sheer demi-bra. Standing submissively behind her is Jolie on a pearl-encrusted leash and wearing nothing else. “Can you believe Cherry matched us up together finally?” 
Not told previously who they were being serviced by, Katherine had secretly hoped it would be Tina, yet both ladies are pleasantly surprised with the choice of Nixie and Jolie. Avery had requested Nixie many nights since she joined the club, but the girl is always booked well in advance. “Wow, we get the popular one! Are you aware I've been trying to reserve you for months and months?”
“Yes, and now the wait is over, which should make our connection exceptionally powerful, having wanted to fuck each other for so long.” 
“You're not going to have to work very hard with us tonight, Nixie,” Katherine opts for transparency. “We've been abstaining.” 
“That's horrible! What torture!” Pretending to be offended, Nixie the vixen walks Jolie in, snapping her fingers at the floor. “On all fours, pretty girl. Then go to our diamond members on hands and knees and worship their ankles like a naughty pet should.”
Jolie embraces her orders, crawling to the sparkly high-heeled sandals of the two ladies and promptly getting to work. Her moist and willing tongue bathes their ankles. Avery clasps on to Katherine's hand. “I wasn't prepared for this to feel quite so good!”
“It's not even funny, Avery. I could come right this second from what she's doing!”
“You're stronger than that, girlfriend.” Avery refuses to let either one of them go down like that and so soon. “Hold on a little longer!”
Smitten with herself for exceeding their expectations early in the game, Nixie tugs the leash, moving Jolie from their ankles to calves and knees. “Your legs are buckling a bit, Avery and Katherine. Why don't you lay down? I'm not slowing her pace, and I have a scandalous gift for you both tonight.”
Hanging on to her best friend, ready to drop her crotch on Jolie's tongue, too, Katherine swoons. “Cherry's a fantastic gift giver. Tell us what it is.”
“Cherry didn't have any say in the gift,” Nixie says proudly, “She left the decision making up to me.”
Avery's pussy drips on her thighs as Jolie drags her tongue up her leg. “Well, I can't wait to see what it is. Should we both lay down on the couch now?”
“On the floor, if you don't mind.”
Avery and Katherine notice the chenille blankets laid out to the side of the couches. “My my, I've been so distracted by needing to get laid I didn't see the fine accoutrements!” Avery says as she and Katherine go to the blankets, careful not to step on slave girl Jolie, ready to relax their pent up anxiety. 
With bated breath, the diamond members watch Nixie fasten a belt to Jolie's hips and crotch, then attach a nine inch dildo from it. “She's been in training,” Nixie says. “Eternity said it's time for her to implement her new skills.” 
Jolie is placed in position in between Avery's willing legs. Nixie spanks her ass sharply―a green light to begin. As Jolie lowers her hips towards Avery's pussy, Nixie buckles a strap-on to her crotch, asking, “You don't mind being her first, do you, Avery?” 
Avery kicks her legs wide open. “No! Please, use me completely!” 
With Nixie's hand firmly on her ass to guide, Jolie brings her pussy to top Avery's. As their clits rub in short strokes, the dildo taunts her Brazilian-waxed mound. “Ladies, what could be better for two women coming off an abstinence stint than to have your cunts filled with girl-cock?”
Avery is so fixated on the girth of the tool, she doesn't notice the one Nixie boasts is even bigger than Jolie's. “Katherine! Look at the size of that thing!” A streak of jealousy is instantly quelled by the cock inserted into Avery's hole, just the tip, bobbing in and out. 
Katherine reaches for Avery's hand. The two best friends cling to each other, bracing for impact. Simultaneously, they are speared by the heads, feeling a few thick inches slide inside. Nixie gives the command, “Stop. Wait.” The givers halt their motion, letting Katherine and Avery's pussies pulsate on the rods momentarily.
“Oh, don't stop!” Avery moans, about to grab Jolie and shove her all the way in. “I'm too horny to be patient.” 
But Nixie withholds, keeping Jolie in place, too, smiling viciously at the members panting before them. “Did either of you say the magic word?”
Again, in unison the desperate-to-be-fucked women cry out, “PLEASE!”
“Sorry, that wasn't the magic word.” Playfully cruel, Nixie loves seeing the members beg.
“Then tell us what it is!” Katherine exclaims, gyrating her hips for more strap-on action. “You're being completely unfair!” 
“Too bad. I'm in control of all three of you. You'll get the cock when you figure out the magic word.” 
“The hell is going on, Nixie?” Avery is in distress, like a cat in heat, sensing the head of the strap-on within striking range of her inner cum trigger. “If it's not 'please' than perhaps it's 'fuck'?”
Nixie coyly gives Katherine an inch more of the length and then withdraws it. “Do you think 'fuck' is the magic word, too, Katherine?”
“Yes, I do! Fuck!”
With another hard smack on Jolie's ass, Nixie takes the dicks off restriction. “Good guess, ladies. Now you get rewarded.” Grabbing Jolie by the hair, she controls her underling. “Make them come.”
“Yes, ma'am.” Happy to do as told, Jolie performs exactly how Eternity taught her. Since the night she was hired, she's been adorning a strap-on and screwing the members good. Learning how to make a woman come in a totally different and perverted style is so hot to Jolie. It doesn't matter to her how the members get off―she's here to please. Eternity told her the boss needed the new hires to be proficient at using the sex gear. There's an increasing demand from the members for toys, and Cherry wants their experiences to always be top notch. 
Gorgeous sexuality seeps from Jolie, keeping her gaze on Avery's face as she plunges the cock inside her pussy. She fucks her deep, till she hits the base of it, and their pussies meet again, hairy and wet. “Does it fit okay? Am I going too deep?”
“It's perfect! Don't stop, Nixie. As much as I wanted your tongue on me, this is fabulous, too!”
Katherine receives her own dose of strap-on delight, with Nixie pounding her at a steady pace, and rubbing the swelling pleasure spot in response to her bellowing moans. “Yes, yes, yes! You know just how to do this, Nixie, better than any man. And when I fuck my husband tomorrow I'll be fantasizing about you doing this to me.”
“Katherine!” Avery yells, hips rising to meet Jolie's thrusts. Their pussies soaked with juices overflowing tight holes as the dildos slip in and out. “I asked you not to speak of him or them! Especially not when I'm getting brilliantly screwed by a beautiful practitioner with a pussy!” 
Katherine wraps her leg with Avery's, still squeezing her hand. “Avery, my love, I'm so sorry. Will you come with me, darling? Can we share the feeling?” 
Avery's eyes roll back in complete surrender. “Oh god, yes. It's been too long!” The last note of her words drift into a guttural sound brought on by an orgasmic explosion. 
The muscles in Jolie and Nixie's ass and legs flex as they relentlessly pump, asserting their perverted authority on the women. A second order is given. “Pinch their nipples, Jolie. Squeeze, squeeze, squeeze!”
The girls on top lean forward, punching their strap-ons into full throttle thrusts, then roll Avery and Katherine's erect nipples between thumbs and forefingers. “You feel their pussies about to blow? Squeeze hard!”
And right then, the bolting sensations from chest to clit throws the screaming members overboard, taking them under by a wildly orgasmic tide. Avery and Katherine hit the floor with their fists, heads thrashing back and forth, legs extended out as far as they can go. Jolie grinds her pussy against Avery's clit, not letting the cock move an inch as Avery comes all over it.
Katherine wants to kick and stomp, but her legs are held apart. Her pussy clamps so tightly as she comes. Nixie forcefully pushes back against her bucking body to keep the cock from shooting out. “That's right, Katherine. You come on me. Let your pussy have its way.”
Avery yelps, not expecting the dildo to be removed from her cunt in a flash, and replaced by Jolie's mouth. “You said you really wanted me to lick you? Come twice while I do.” Loudly, her licking creates sloshing, wet sounds, saliva mixing with the abundance of Avery's cum. Moaning softly against the spent clit, Jolie's vibrations tickle just enough to stir a second release. Avery grabs the raunchy girl's hair, holding her mouth to her cunt as it drips down her chin with multiple orgasms. 
Impressed with Jolie's talent, Nixie smacks her ass a final time, pulling the cock from Katherine's hole. She kneels by the still buckling woman's head, and the strap-on dangles over her mouth. “Make it clean, Katherine.” 
Katherine's submissive side blooms, sticking her tongue out, tasting her own cum covering the rod. “Mmmm. So hot, Nixie. I'll clean myself off for you.”
Petting Katherine's head, Nixie loves watching an older, sophisticated woman enjoying her own juices. “Good girl. A little more, then you can kiss me.”
Thoroughly cleansed, the dildo and harness are finished for the night. Seeing Jolie still going at it, stealing more orgasms from Avery than she has the right to, Nixie taps her subordinate's shoulder. “Jolie, careful now. She's come at least five times! Be nice to the overdone pussy and kiss it gently.”
Avery and Katherine got their fill―and quite a bit more than they'd anticipated. “Don't you ever ask me to abstain again, Avery. That orgasm was almost too much!” Katherine is spoiled with Nixie's sweet kisses, convinced she needs to be on the 'have again' list and making a mental note of it.
Thinking the same thing, Avery imagines what other nasty experiences can be had with Jolie and Nixie in the future. Surely this is only the beginning. “I promise not to. It's an inappropriate choice for us. What was I thinking?”
“I forgive you, Avery. I think you deserve to be tied up and spanked by Nixie, though.”
“We both deserve it, Katherine. Next time, for sure.”
 
 
 



CHAPTER TEN – The Setup
 
 
Dusty called Winterlynn to work an hour ago. She's in the dressing room, preparing for an assignment she won't be told the full details about. I tried to avoid calling her in, but for the second time this evening, I was struck by creative lightening and gifted with a fabulous idea. After discussing it with Devon and having her respond strongly to my daring and provocative plans for her first club service, I set the wheels in motion. The tricky plan will include Winterlynn, but not directly with Devon.
 The voyeuristic side of my new gold member will be honored as she has her pussy worshiped secretly by Eternity. The room for the encounter is designed to be darker than the others. Not every member prefers the lights on or an abundance of candles. I call it the Stark Room, for its modern motif and sparse lighting. More like a zen meditation room, only one corner is lit, and the rest of the room is romantically dim. The black couches and pillows give it a rich and secretive quality, which enhances the more risque affairs. Devon was brought to the room a half hour or so ago, to chill out and get comfortable with a complimentary foot massage given by Tina. 
I'm in my office with the very tipsy Natalia, who's called a meeting with me in her drunken state, when Dusty doesn't hesitate to enter. “Oh there you are, Natalia. You vanished and I was worried. No one saw where you went, sneaky lady.” 
“How cute. Your little dyke comes after me, Cherry.” Slurring her words, Natalia's grandeur reduces to a dull spark―hardly the successful entrepreneur she fronts as. 
“I'm surprised at you, Natalia,” Dusty condescends, wagging a finger. “I was the dyke you wanted to get busy with when you worked for us. Don't act like you don't remember just because I thwarted your advances.”
“She speaks the truth.” Backing Dusty up, I'm tempted to add the names of the other employees she bombarded with heavy flirting and sexual invitations.
Dusty drops more bombs on Natalia. “In fact, you screwed Carson frequently. The two of you were caught doing it in the bathroom one night. I walked in on you, all bent over with your skirt hiked up and panties pulled to one side, getting banged from behind. Having a photographic memory when needed really comes in handy sometimes.” 
“Dusty, you've never told me this before.” Like a hurt mother, I send Natalia a shameful look. “What do you have to say for yourself now, Natalia?”
“You two are big bitches.” Defiantly, devoid of any class, she spits on floor. “You think your world is the only one? I was only allowed to be sold out by you, and not have any fun on my own?” Swaying to a song in her head, Natalia sings off key to herself.
“The terms of our contract stated what the rules were.” Giving her my attention is a waste of time. I should have ignored her request. “Such a lovely tune you sing, however, Natalia, you did call this meeting. If you have nothing more to share other than how wonderful you are, and how right you were in your wrongdoing, then I have members I must attend to.”
“You're so cold, Cherry. I wasn't one of your favorites then, and now you like me even less. This is why I left you and your clubs to start my own.”
I fake a shiver, mocking her sentiment. “Be proud of your accomplishments then. Anything else?” 
To our shock, Natalia dissolves into tears. “Yes, I have something else to say.”
Dusty and I look at each other, shaking our heads. The girl we knew had no emotions, only conniving ambitions. Figuring the booze is dictating her behavior, I clap my hands for the sobbing to stop. “Where's your dignity, woman?” I've been waiting for eons to say that to her, yet it doesn't feel as good as I was hoping it would. 
“Natalia, you're ruining your makeup.” Sympathy can't be sucked out of Dusty. “Let's pull our shit together, okay?”
“You're a bitch and a whore, Dusty!” Natalia wails, looking utterly unattractive. “You have no idea what I'm going through!” 
“Natalia! Enough of the name calling.” I can't stomach another second of her pathetic display. If this is a tactic to sabotage me and the club, she needs to be escorted out, even if she makes a scene. “State your case and be done!” 
She stops crying, and for a minute controls her whimpering. “I just wanted to say you're the old way, Cherry. The madams I've met do things differently. They're smarter, with more business savvy than you. Since I care for you as the woman who taught me the basics, I'm offering my help to return the favor.”
Dusty holds her laughter, as do I, dying to hear what she proposes. “Please explain.”
“It's not cheap, but it's worth it, the infrastructure blah, blah. You know, the crap I could care less about, but it's what every business needs to keep up with changing times.”
She has nerve approaching me as a friend, and now she tries to sell me on her latest scheme? “Pardon my bluntness, Natalia, but I'm not the old way, nor am I a madam. I don't want to be like everyone else who sees having a club as merely a high-end brothel, therefore I run my enterprise in my own way.”
“Obviously, you aren't open to suggestions, even when I'm trying to save you, so, thanks for the drinks, but I don't want to spend another second in the presence of a sad relic. Don't say I didn't warn you, Cherry.” She stands, wobbles, then weaves, hands out to catch the wall or fall. “Sorry you won't have a job for long, Dusty. You can always come work for me. The chicks are hotter in Florida!”
Natalia's faulty attempt to storm out ends with her collapsing on the marble floor. Dusty can't help but laugh and imitate her. “You've been warned, Cherry!” 
I laugh with Dusty. The whole scene was too dramatic to comprehend or take seriously. “Natalia didn't come to us altruistically.”
“No, of course not.” Dusty tries to scoop her up, but Natalia deliriously swats her off.
 “My first thought is she's in trouble, or involved with... well, she's a grown woman, and I know of only one good way to deal with her.” 
“I agree, but she drove herself here.”
“Damn it.” Done dealing with it, I throw my third brilliant plan of the evening together. “Is the club limo in the lot?”
“I believe so.”
“Put her in it and take her to the hotel. You said there's one room left tonight, Dusty?”
“A suite, yes.” 
“I'll manage the rest of the services so you can handle her. Listen closely. I want you to do exactly what I say.”
“I always do.”
The raised eyebrow I give in response is momentary and with love. She's a good girl and deserves a treat. “Get her in the limo. Wait for Carson to go with you.”
“Carson? What's up with that?”
 “It's a low attendance night and Natalia's a handful. You'll need backup. Take her to the hotel and tuck her in. The rest is up to you.”
 
 
****
 
 
“Carson! I have a surprise for you.”
Sliding the headphones off, my sexy tomboy DJ brightens, knowing my surprises are never simple or small. “What is it?”
“Are you horny? Wait, that's a stupid question.”
Carson spins the vinyl on her console, instantly sending out a surge of up-tempo energy throughout the club. I adore when she does that. “Come on, boss woman, give it up. What's the surprise?” 
She looks so hot to me, owning her androgyny, letting the strap-on she packs bulge in her jeans. I want to touch it, stroke it down near the softly pointed head and watch her get turned on by it. “Dusty's taking Natalia to the hotel. She's had a few too many and I don't want her to embarrass herself.”
“She's been a complete ass on the dance floor. Just because a chick has looks doesn't mean she can dance.”
“True, however, don't use those words with her. I'm sending you with Dusty to assist. If Natalia gets bratty or puts up a fight, give it to her good. Nothing like a hardcore three-way to make a lady feel at home.” 
“I couldn't agree more. But I thought I was on punishment?”
I'm glad she remembered and gained some respect. “She's not a member. And if she offers you a job, refuse it. We have a contract.”
“Cherry, I don't want to leave you. If she offers me a job and free, unlimited pussy, I'd have to accept.”
“How dare you!” I know she's kidding, but I smack her ass regardless.
“Give me a second to set the music. Tell Dusty I'll meet her in the lot.”
“Be gone for an hour and a half, no longer.”
“Want pictures?”
“Not this time.” 
Tracks set, Carson dims the light in the DJ booth. “Cool. Oh, and thanks.” 
“Do a good job! Make her spill it.”
Carson flashes her flat chest at me. Her nipple piercings catch the light, and my intrigue. She leaves me with two words: “On it.” And I know she means it.
 
 
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN – Gold Looks Good On Her
 
 
“Hi Ladies,” I say, entering the Stark Room for my date with Devon. Her feet are in Tina's lotion-covered hands, finishing the final touches of the massage. Tina's fingers glide between Devon's pedicured toes. “I'm envious. God knows I love having my feet rubbed.”
“I'd pay extra on top of the membership fees for more of her hands.” Devon is lucid, not jerking at all when Tina's fists knead and knock on her calves. 
The supermodel is a gorgeous woman, but I don't care for her girlfriend, Winterlynn. In my opinion, she's overrated. Her lap dances can turn a straight woman gay, though, which is why Cherry hired her. Tonight's the night Devon tests Winterlynn's virtue while cheating on her from the shadows. I blushed slightly when I learned about Cherry's devilish idea to arrange a four-way encounter, half-hidden, with the other two under a bright spotlight. I dangle a spiked boot between Devon and Tina, demanding their attention. “How was the treatment?”
Devon limply waves at me. “I need Tina to massage me like this every day.”
“Isn't she wonderful? I'd love to facilitate a daily meeting between you two, but Tina is very popular outside of the club. From what Cherry says, her schedule is full.”
“She's right.” Tina breaks contact with Devon's beautiful feet, laying them on an embroidered pedestal. “Or else I totally would.”
Covering all angles, Devon gets a leg in there, too. “Add me to your standby list then. Call me if you get a cancellation.”
“You know Cherry wouldn't allow for you to meet her outside the club,” I remind Devon of the rules. “Once we get her on a regular routine, I'm sure she'll be available for full services. Tonight's the tryout.”
Devon rubs her arms. “You gave me the chills, Eternity. I'm quite turned on thinking about seeing how things transpire.”
Pouring myself next to her, I lick her shimmering lips. “You sure those chills aren't because you're fantasizing about what I'm going to do to you? How will you control your moans when I make you come? I've never serviced a woman who could be quiet coming on my face.” 
“No choice. I'll hold my breath if I have to. I'm not willing to sacrifice any part of the nasty arrangement.” 
“I like a girl who knows what she wants with conviction.”
“And I like a girl who loves to fuck girls as much as me.”
I think I've met the woman of my dreams―smart, sharp, drop-dead sexy and a full blooded lesbian. Time to hide Devon so the unique situation goes off without flaws. “Winterlynn's scheduled to arrive any minute.” Pulling Devon to my chest, I roll my mound on hers. “Places, everyone. Tina? Remember what I told you?”
“I do. Act like I know nothing.”
I pet Tina's head and point Devon to our naughty love nest. The dark corner of the room has pillows on a comfy floor cushion surrounded by a black, sheer curtain. It supplies the exact support needed for discreet sex with nothing creaky underneath. Undressing Devon is incredibly hot. I'm the first of Cherry's girls to screw her behind her girlfriend's back. Her body glows with a tan, and a white diamond-shape bikini-line encapsulating the hairy patch above her puss. Laying Devon on the cushions first, I straddle her hips, and circle my cunt over her tan-lines. With my back to Winterlynn, I'll protect Devon's identity by blocking the view. The door creeks open, and I whisper to Devon. “Not a sound.”
Winterlynn's instructions are to teach Tina how to please a pussy for a member who needs to remain anonymous. The oral sex doesn't have to be reciprocated, but if she wants to, she can. Reaching between Devon's legs, I finger the rim of her pussy hole, loving how wet she is already. Biting her lower lip, committed to coming without a sound, Devon's body tenses when my middle finger finds its way into her cunt.
“Tina?” Formal introductions didn't occur in the dressing room. Tina was in service and Winterlynn prepped after everyone else. “I'm Winterlynn, the girl you're scheduled with.”
“Nice to meet you.” Tina nervously wipes excess lotion from her hands. Winterlynn's sheer baby doll nightie reveals her private parts down below the waistline. Tina doesn't flinch at the sight of boobs, but the vagina is foreign territory. “You're an employee, too?”
“Yes, a dancer. What's your position here?”
“Mostly massage. Cherry wants me to learn the lower body.”
Seeing two female outlines in the shadows, obviously engaged in explicit activities, I sense Winterlynn studying my back. Raising my elbow before plunging two whole fingers inside Devon, the visual syncs with the sound of wet cunt engulfing flesh. It doesn't matter if Winterlynn recognizes me, just not Devon. 
Tina drops to her knees, distracting Winterlynn from what I'm doing to Devon. “Can I play with your pussy?” 
Winterlynn isn't sure if there's proper protocol involved. The one time she's been in a room during a service was when she watched me eat the pussy of a prudish woman. She stands over Tina's face. “Sure. Move my panties to the side first.”
“Like this?”
“Yes.”
“Do I just start licking?”
“Yes.”
Devon cringes, hearing the lack of authority in Winterlynn's voice. Plunging two fingers deeper into Devon's hole, I feel the luscious softness inside her cave. She responds strongly, hips moving in time with my hand. Then, the unmistakable sound of Winterlynn's tongued pussy floats in the air. Creamy kisses and slick licking add heat to the intensity building between us. Devon is visibly excited, arms covering her mouth and hands pinching her stiff nipples. She rides the dangerous edge of blowing her cover with blissful groans as I thrust my pussy on her, fingering fast and without mercy. 
A web of pussy love stretches from Tina's chin to Winterlynn's cunt as she seeks approval. “Am I doing it right?”
“Uh huh,” Winterlynn says with a quiver―wanting more oral pleasure from a stranger isn't guilt free, but she doesn't want Tina to fail. 
“Wow, look at them.” Tina says to Winterlynn, still holding her position between her thighs. 
Winterlynn looks, studying my finger banging technique and the long, runway legs―one around my hip, the other over my shoulder―of the faceless woman receiving it. Thumb pressed in and rubbing a zigzag over Devon's reactive, swelling clit, the temptation to yell out grows harder to resist for her. Spitting on her hood, my thumb creates needed friction with the added fluidity. 
“You're doing good.” Placing Tina's face at her pussy lips, Winterlynn nods her vote of approval. “Finish me.”
Devon's eyes bulge, hearing her girlfriend's boldness. Fearing she might yell out with Winterlynn's unrestrained moaning, I hinge at the hips, toppling Devon's chest, and force my mouth on hers. For the first time, Devon and I kiss and it's sensational. Her experience with women reflects in the depth of her accepting my mouth, and how naturally we French. Stuffing her hole with my fingers and tongue twisting around hers, she vibrates her orgasm into my mouth. 
On the far side of the room, Winterlynn releases, too, fully and in guttural waves. Devon lets her orgasm soar quietly through her body, and I feel it ripple and flow from her core to chest. It's rare to feel a romantic connection to a member, especially during the first service. Devon holds me with a familiar closeness as she comes off her peak, like an intimate lover would. It is absolute torture being silent while making love to her. Our kisses linger until Winterlynn separates herself from Tina and the room becomes weirdly quiet. 
I'm the one who must take control. Winterlynn is clueless as to how to end the situation gracefully. My identity is realized as I step into the light. “Well done, Tina. I think Winterlynn will have top remarks for the boss on your performance.”
“She was great.” Winterlynn lowers her eyes, insecure in my aura. “I apologize for asking this, but, do I just excuse myself?”
“Yes. You followed instructions, and so did she. The service is complete.”
Winterlynn glances at the shadow behind me and I shift positions, letting her know with physical clues whatever else is going on is none of her business. “You may report to Cherry.”
 
I wait a minute after Tina follows Winterlynn out. “You're okay to make some noise, Devon. It's just you and me.”
Devon dresses, satisfied and happy. “You're awesome, Eternity. Thank you for taking good care of me. You certainly set the bar high for future services.”
“And your lips will linger in my mind, I'm sure. Honestly, I can't wait to be paired with you again.” 
“I feel the same way. Cherry knew I'd love you, and she was on the money. The gold level only allots for a certain amount of services, though.”
“Yes, I know, but that doesn't diminish your right to reserve in advance. For your next service, I'll give you the full body treatment, and you're not allowed to be silent. I want to hear you uninhibited.”
She gets up in my space, and hugs me. Hugging isn't what I'm accustomed to, but I like it with her. Then she kisses me with an open mouth and we're instantly tongue-tied, reenacting what transpired between us. “How about now?”
“I wish, Devon. We'll have to wait. I'm expected on stage.” Releasing the temptress from our lustful spell, we mutually peck cheeks, wanting much more. “Cherry asked for you to be escorted out the back exit to assure you remain unseen. Stay close by. I don't want to lose you.”
She smiles mischievously. “Don't worry about me. I'm right on your ass.”
I suddenly hate my job―jealous of Devon's ability to come and go, purchase and not serve. Comparing myself to the members is useless, but it would be amazing if, just for one night, I could be on their side of events. Maybe Devon will invite me as her guest? Somehow Winterlynn must be taken out of the equation. Girls like her―too stuck up to make it as a high-class whore―don't last at the club anyway. It's a matter of time, really, and I'm a very patient woman.
 
 
 



CHAPTER TWELVE – Back At The Hotel
 
 
We carried her down a huge flight of freaking steps―me and Carson―lugging Natalia's drunk ass out of the club like we'd kidnapped foreign royalty for ransom. I guess I thought there would be a body guard or her “entourage” waiting, but we didn't see a single person. The economy rental car in the parking lot must be hers. I almost peed my pants with laughter when Carson missed the last step and dropped Natalia's legs. Her platform heels hit the ground with a smack, and a chunk of the shoe flew off, missing Carson's head by mere inches. Serves her right. She was a rude guest in our home and we don't respond well to threats.
“Whoops,” Carson snickered, and scooped Natalia's legs up before she woke from her haze. “We should throw her in the dumpster.”
On the same wave length as Carson, I couldn't agree more. Natalia's a traitor―an enemy―who doesn't deserve to be handled with care. 
Cherry's hotel is booked as usual, except for the one room we keep available in case of emergencies. It's the smallest of the suites, and I've tucked in many members over the years here, and had a few quickies with the employees, too. We drag Natalia in and plop her on the bed. The stupid woman curls up as if she's safe in her own bedroom. 
Carson unbuckles her belt and unzips her pants before hopping on the bed next to Natalia, then kneeling at her face. The infamous strap-on Carson packs is erect and ready to be suckled. She taps it on Natalia's cheek, waking the snoring Romanian for a blow job. As if by habit, Natalia's mouth opens and Carson fills it quickly with the shaft, holding her chin in place. “Suck it, chick.”
With one hand, I hold Natalia's ankles, tossing off her shoes, and dropping my pants. Carson and I aren't pretending to like this bitch. We were told to fuck her. Natalia takes the dildo like a professional, sucking long and hard on the shaft, then tonguing and tickling the tip. She nurses on it, like she could make it shoot cum. Carson is loving it, making Natalia deep throat until she gags and spits. “Just like I remember.”
“You were fucking her then?” I shouldn't be surprised. Although I never saw her in action, Carson's been bending the rules to work in her favor. Cherry told me she was suspicious. This is confirmation, but I'm not judging―not when there's a ripe little pussy perched under mine―one that I've been instructed to take advantage of.
“Once or twice.” Thrusting her hips and cock at Natalia's face, spit flies out the corners of her mouth in the hottest, sluttiest way. “She played hard to get and I got sick of that shit.”
“She tried to get me in bed, but I was screwing Addison, and didn't want to cross the streams.”
“Are you going to fuck her?” Carson asks between fast breaths, pumping Natalia's mouth. “If not, then move over, because I want to.”
 “Hold on!” Natalia's legs are hoisted over my shoulders to ride shotgun. Pussy on pussy, I warmup with a slow trib. A few days without sex can seem like years, and Natalia's cunt is warm and smooth. “Her fucking hole is doing it for me.”
I totally forgot what an aggressive lover Carson is. Fast and furious is the gear she's locked in. “I'll switch you. Come on her face and I'll fuck her twat.”
Natalia coughs and grunts as the dildo slips out of her mouth. Carson knees her way to me with saliva dripping from the base. Jumping off her crotch, I make room for Carson to do her thing. “Did you get her wet for me?”
“Try it out.” Straddling Natalia's face, I slide my pussy into place. She flickers and juts her tongue straight out and up into my open spot. Her one redeeming quality is her love for sex. Even drunk, she is far from a cold fish in bed―she wants us bad. Looking over my shoulder, Carson drills Natalia, fucking her like that pussy owes her money. Maybe it does? 
Natalia thrashes her head between my thighs in total abandon. There's no way she couldn't come being fucked like how Carson relentlessly goes at it. Just hearing Natalia's wet reaction to the wild cunt filling makes me want to blow, too. The harder and more intense she thrusts, the tighter her own pussy clenches, which is how Carson prefers to get off. For me, it's tongue fucking. Natalia's chin lifts so she can bury it deeper inside me, and I reach my maximum peak. “Fuck!” 
“Oh that's good,” Carson says in response to my orgasm. “I'm going to do the same thing.” 
The fuck mantra scorches out of our lungs as we come in a three-way frenzy. Natalia rattles like lightening, a horny, bucking, gulping pony under us. Carson stings her ass with spankings, and Natalia jerks and jolts, begging for more. 
“Whew!” Carson halts abruptly, totally out of breath, pelted with pleasure. “I needed that.”
“Yeah, no shit?” Equally exhilarated, the spontaneous screw with the bitch tapers off and we didn't come to cuddle. Duck, cover and roll from the bed is how we end this tawdry session.
Leaving Natalia bathed in cum without further communication, Carson and I throw our clothes on and scramble out of the room. The only thing we left with her besides our scent is a two-word note stating: GET OUT.
 
 
 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN – Harlow And The Stewardess
 
 
Dusty and Carson return just in time to watch Harlow perform a second act on the silks. The three of us hang out in a secluded corner, spellbound by her graceful athletic ability. Her limbs move in air as if she's buoyant in water, flowing in tranquil motions twirled overhead. I'm content smelling sex on them, knowing this means Natalia won't be back anytime soon, unless her taste for humiliation grows larger than her ego. 
“I'm leaving as soon as Harlow's finished.” Informing them on my itinerary, I fix their rumpled clothes, brushing strands of Natalia's hair from them. “Is there anything I need to know?”
Carson shrugs. “Not on my end.”
Dusty checks her watch, the list, and remaining members lounging about the main floor. The evening is drawing to a close with a calm atmosphere and that alone is a blessing. “You can leave when you want. We're good to go.”
 
In the backseat of the limo, Harlow and I make out. “Can you tell me now where we're going?”
Still in tease mode, I poke her rib. “I told you. On my plane.” 
“I hear you have a very sexy pilot.”
“Oh?” The divulging Eternity flashes to mind. “Wait till you see my stewardess.”
Pulling onto the runway of the noncommercial airport, my baby bird, otherwise known as a private plane, awaits with stairs unfurled for us to board. Standing at the entry is none other than Kristin. 
“What? Cherry?” Harlow asks jubilantly, yet confused.
“Surprise. Go say hello to your girlfriend.”
Harlow dashes up the stairs, gleaming at the sight of the missing dancer and former live-in mate. Kristin told me in confidence upon returning to work at the club she wanted to stay within my world, but needed a break from the servicing. After weeks of being off limits in my home, the transition wasn't tolerated well. She holds no bad feelings towards Dusty, but a girl of her quality doesn't thrive in servant's quarters and I recognized that from the beginning. My motivations were selfish, too, finding an alternative position suited for her. I've been wanting to hire an in-flight attendant and she willingly accepted the offer. The night Bethany was performing a one-off stint at the club, I had Gretchen, my pilot, pick Kristin up secretly and bring her to my condo near the airport. Very few people know about my condo―not even Dusty or Sandra―as it's my hideout if ever I need one. I know Kristin's whereabouts are worrisome to Dusty, but it would most likely upset her more if she knew about this arrangement. 
Kristin wipes a gleeful tear, embracing Harlow, and I join in as well, holding them both. I've missed feeling the two golden angels closely nestled in my chest and against my breasts. The three of us kiss and nuzzle as we did during the weeks they lived together with me. Harlow reacted as I knew she would―open, loving and unconditionally accepting. Seconds after the hatch closes, the chemistry ignites. 
 In the air, we fly through and above the clouds with the three of us naked on the cream colored, leather couch. I've kept myself from mauling Kristin until I had Harlow with us―a true statement on the commitment I've made to her. 
We take turns lapping nipples and I demonstrate my new skill set: massaging bosoms, which they relish. Right hand cupping Harlow's and my left holding Kristin's, I open my legs and invite the girls to enjoy me. “Which one wants to go first?” I refer to my pussy, freshly powdered and perfumed. 
They both dive in, vying for the lead spot. Taking control of the back of their heads, positioning faces so both tongues can entertain my clit at once. I've had so many dreams and fantasies of them doing this to me, yet I couldn't bring myself to experience it when I had the chance. This time I savor every delicious sensation as two silky tongues stimulate me, one on the clit, then both, alternating dipping inside and staying close on my most sensitive spot. The turbulence bounces us and we cling to each other. There's no point to me holding back from coming. I can have them anytime I want on this plane, in my condo, or on my island, which is where we're heading. Undulating on their mouths, my ass lifted off the couch, I hold the locked pose as passion rips through me. “Drink me, girls! Swallow it all!”
 
 
****
 
 
My phone rings and I search for it somewhere in the darkness. Somehow it finds my hand and automatically I answer it. “Hello?”
The semi-familiar voice sounds like it's from another planet. “Cherry? What the fuck? Where the hell are you?”
Oh God. It's Dusty. Suddenly, the curtains whip open and the bedroom floods with bright sunlight. Harlow and Kristin are nude, frolicking in the white sand outside of the French doors. I'm still in bed, exhausted from making love to my angels until daybreak. “I'm in bed.”
“Bed? Where? It's Thursday afternoon.”
“Is something wrong, Dusty?”
“No, but no one knows where you are, and we have to talk about tomorrow night. The members, the club? Cherry, are you okay?”
The sky beyond the bedroom is clear blue, and I can see the ripple of waves lap at the shore on my modest island. Hearing Harlow and Kristin giggle is pure bliss and I could care less about anything else but joining them. “Yes, I'm fine. Call you later, okay, Dusty?”
“Yes, okay, but listen... I got a call from Natalia. She spilled the news. Want to hear what she had to say?”
“Not especially, but tell me when I call you later.” I end the call and turn my phone off. There's no need to be interrupted. This is my life and I'm going to live it fully.
“Good morning, Cherry!” Harlow and Kristin run into the room, yanking me off the bed, and pulling me out into the cool sand and warm sun. “Ready for a swim?”
I'm naked like them, and there's nowhere else I'd rather be. “Absolutely.”
 
The End
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THE WORLD OF CHERRY 1
By Kay Brandt
The World of Cherry is an erotic and psychological journey into the soul of a lesbian madam and the explicit activities that take place within the private high-end, all-women strip club she owns. At the Cherry Club, the members are free to indulge in their wildest fantasies with other women, discreetly, and with class. A beautiful and skilled staff of dancers and acrobatic performers entertain for their pleasure, stopping at nothing to satisfy the needs of the gorgeous and wealthy women who frequent the club. 
 
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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“THE END!”
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