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CHAPTER ONE – Eternity Comes Clean
 
Devon looked utterly stunning in her skin-tight beige mini-dress. Her long, bare legs strutted towards me and the sight of her made my nipples ache. I'm usually the one in control, calm and cool, but this girl made me quiver all over. 
I've dated models and serviced many model-type women at the club, and that “type” of client is not necessarily my preference. Inexperienced and closeted women are more to my liking. My favorites are the “pussy virgins” who visit the club on a guest pass, excited yet terrified of crossing the line into lesbianism. I've developed an unquenchable thirst for giving straight women their first female tongue bath. Feeling them quiver and tremble in my mouth, knowing how wonderfully wrong they think it is, sends hot, delicious lightning bolts into my own pussy.  
Fresh from high-fashion runways and elaborate photo shoots for the cover of Vogue and Cosmo, Devon's an international seductress. She knows how to carry herself and turn the heads of everyone in her path. Very few women were capable of taking my breath, but sitting here with Devon at a private table in this swanky sushi restaurant, I could barely breathe. The only other woman who'd left me breathless was Cherry. 
But that was years ago, when Cherry and I were in love. And when I believed her to be someone other than who she truly is. 
“Hi Eternity,” Devon said with a familiar tone, as if we were old friends. She touched my hand, and shared, “I've been to this restaurant multiple times,” then added with a wicked laugh, “but never sober.”
“Except for today?” I asked.
“Yes, for now,” she replied like a naughty flirt. Devon wasn't afraid of me, even though she hadn't a clue what my intentions were for inviting her to lunch. “Fine champagne is a food group, right?”
“Right.” Enjoying her persuasions, my thighs warmed, gazing at how softly her mouth moved when she spoke. Devon's glowing complexion was flawless and she wore just a sweep of mascara and pink-colored lip gloss. She was born to grace magazine covers. Every bone in Devon's body was created for photography, from her high cheekbones to the perfect slope of her well-framed ass. I imagined spending hours taking pictures of her, clothed and nude, candid and posed. My own personal collection to masturbate with. 
“Did you want to look at the menu?” I asked, opening mine. The culinary selections printed on the page were a blur. I was preoccupied with tantalizing thoughts of making love to Devon like we did last week at the club. By Devon's request, Winterlynn, her girlfriend, serviced another club member in the same room we were in. Winterlynn wasn't aware of who the two women making love behind the semi-private curtain were. That's what Devon wanted, to voyeur in on her girlfriend while secretly having sex with me and I came like thunder on her sweet, supermodel cunt. 
“Of course,” Devon replied. Her voice brought me back to the present moment. “I came with an appetite.”
“Did you?” I could hear the moistness of her pussy as she uncrossed her legs. She wasn't into wearing panties and neither was I. 
“Yes,” she went on, not bothering to open her menu. “Feel free to order for me. I eat everything.”
“I love that,” I responded. “I do, too.”
The waiter arrived at our table, and explained the specials of the day. I informed him we'd be dining omakase and ordered a pricey bottle of champagne for Devon and I to share.
Devon's eyes sparkled with excitement. “What's the occasion?”
“Occasion?” I echoed.
“For inviting me to lunch?” Her foot rubbed mine under the table and she didn't move it. The touch was on purpose. “I thought Cherry's girls weren't allowed to interact or engage with the members outside of the club?”
My throat tightened and I cleared it without drawing attention to us. She was right—members and employees weren't allowed to mingle outside of Cherry's domain.
“I would hate to get in trouble for violating the rules of membership,” she stated, then gave a charming wink. “The club is a special place and I'm enjoying the benefits, for sure.”
“Yes, it is a special place,” I agreed, “and Cherry does have her rules.” I was mindful of what came out of my mouth. Everything gets back to the boss. Everything. And I've never met a woman worthy of absolute trust. “But she does make exceptions.”
“Oh?”
“The fact that she let an employee's girlfriend join as a member is a big deal,” I confided. “Cherry's never allowed anything like that before at the club. She must really like you to accept your membership and still keep Winterlynn on the payroll.”
“Huh,” Devon replied as the waiter poured two glasses of high-end bubbly. “I hadn't thought of that.”
Offering up a toast, the golden glow from the effervescence enhanced the romantic setting. “Here's to expanding horizons and exceeding our expectations.”
“That works,” Devon said casually, lifting her glass to meet mine. “Cheers.”
“Cheers,” I responded, sipping in unison with her. Studying Devon's face as the alcohol relaxed the mood, I continued, “Honestly, I've worked under Cherry for many years, longer than any other employee at the club. After our incredible night together last week, I doubt Cherry would be upset over us having lunch.”
“I hope that's the case.” Devon kept sipping, savoring the delicate flavor of the champagne. She glanced at the business men dining at the nearest table, and mentally scrutinized their bland wardrobe before returning her attention to me. “We spent a night at her house,” she suddenly confessed.
“You and Winterlynn?” Her admittance was surprising, almost shocking, and then I remembered how Cherry operates. “When?”
“A few months ago, maybe like six weeks,” Devon recalled, tracing dates in her mind. “We got wasted our first night at the club.” A trace of her lip gloss was left on the rim of the champagne flute and I wondered what it would feel like traced on my thighs. 
She continued, “It was totally irresponsible, and Winter thought she might not get the job because of how we acted. I don't remember how we got to her estate, but we woke up in a beautiful guest room with designer clothes offered to us, and an amazing meal served to order.”
“And then?” My curiosity was subdued, assuming Cherry had other intentions for having them at her mansion, drunk or not. 
“And then we were driven back to the club,” she told me, shrugging her sexy shoulders. “That's where our car was.”
“You didn't see Cherry while you were in her home?” 
“We did.” Behind Devon's mesmerizing eyes an erotic scene played out. A jealous spike overruled my curiosity. “She came to the guest room and explained to us where we were, and the like.”
“The like?” I knew what it meant. Still, I wanted to hear Devon talk dirty as she elaborated. “What does that mean?”
Lowering her voice, Devon fingered the silver spoon next to her plate. “It means she wanted to watch us get intimate with each other.” 
Cherry was so predictable. Of course she did. And of course they agreed to do whatever she asked. “Really?” I pretended to be surprised. “That's hot.”
Devon reflected, and a naughty tingle went through my pelvis anticipating explicit details of Cherry's recent conquests. It'd been a while since Cherry and I were mad, inescapable lovers. I'm intrigued by what kinks turn her on now. She had so many back then. More importantly, I want to know if they both ate her delicious pussy.  
“You think so?” She raised her perfectly arched brows. “It was.” 
“Tell me what happened,” I encouraged, sliding my hand down the edge of my thigh-length skirt and then between my legs. It was warm there, and a little wet where my clit met my fingers.
“Why do you want to know?” Devon withdrew from leaning in, creating a measure of distance not just from me, but from the demand. 
I decided to keep my cards close to the chest and be vague. “Cherry's a passionate woman,” then added, “and I'm well aware of how much she loves to devour young pussy. Her obsession with age difference is known amongst her staff.” 
“Most women her age prefer younger lovers,” Devon replied. “I've always been drawn to the older ones, especially women with power.” 
“Cherry certainly has the power.” The first course of the omakase was served. Delicate cuts of sashimi gently bathed in ponzu were savored, giving me a moment to collect my thoughts. I was careful of not sounding judgmental or filled with ulterior motives. “And she has an endless stream of lovers at her disposal.” 
“I'm sure she does. Why shouldn't she?” Devon savored the raw fish, too, looking orgasmic as she swallowed. “Oh...that's amazing.”
 Suddenly seeing Devon as more than just my captive, I probed deeper. “I'm sure you've met many powerful women being a supermodel. Women far more powerful than Cherry.”
She sipped the last bubbles from her flute. “I have.”
“What drew you to Winterlynn then?” I reached for the bottle, pouring her glass full. I hadn't seen Devon as the elusive type, or as someone who didn't share private information freely. I'd judged her as a narcissist, and expected her personal story told like I was a journalist taking an interview. “She's so inward and submissive.”
“Have you seen her body?” Devon asked.
I replied, “Of course. The club girls work under me. They don't go out to the floor unless I've approved.”
“But have you seen hers? Like fully nude, bent over with her plump ass bouncing in air?”
“Yes.” I said, plainly. 
“I don't know about you, but she does something to me,” Devon responded. “Winter makes me quiver.”
Suddenly, I had no reply. The note of love in Devon's voice took me off guard, but when she blushed thinking of her girlfriend, my entire game plan changed in an instant. 
The first course was cleared, and replaced by oyster shooters. We clinked shot glasses and hit them back. “Mmmm...” I moaned, as the cool, spicy liquid poured into my throat. The flavor and texture of the icy fresh oyster was unreal, and we shared a look of ecstasy.  
Proper business etiquette was not to disclose personal information about the club employees, but I was in a rule-breaking mood. “I've come close to having sex with Winterlynn during a service. And there was the incident last week, when we were in the same room with her.”
Devon was surprised. “Tell me about the one I didn't witness.”
“She hasn't told you?” I asked.
With disappointment, Devon replied, “No.”
I wondered about the dynamics of Devon and Winterlynn's relationship, and how juvenile it seemed. Two women sharing the same bed, making love in it, confessing their love for each other, and yet they couldn't reveal their true natures. “I'd assigned her to do a service with me. The member wanted both of us.” 
“And?”
“Due to membership privacy, I'm not allowed to share what goes on behind closed doors. You know this. It's stated in your contract.”
“But Winter's my girlfriend,” Devon coaxed. “I'm not going to be mad or report you if you tell me what happened.”
“I'm surprised Winterlynn hasn't told you,” I replied, “considering how excited you get. Isn't she aware of your preferences?”
Silently, Devon sipped from her second glass before telling me, “Slightly.”
“Slightly?” I laughed, “Why haven't you told her?”
“I don't know.” Like an expert, Devon scooped the next offering of gourmet sushi with her chopsticks. I waited for her to experience the delicious bite before I had mine. Watching her blissful expression felt like kinky foreplay, hidden away at our table. “She's not as sexually free as I am.”
“You truly believe that?”
She second-guessed herself, keeping her gaze on the last bite of sushi. “Well, I did.”
“Until you saw her in action.” 
Devon admitted, “She hasn't been completely honest with me about the job.” 
“That's crazy,” I scoffed. “Obviously she knew what being hired by Cherry meant. The job is what it is. No one's mislead in the interview process.”
“Winter's playing a game with me, for sure,” Devon admitted. “I find the prude act hysterical. I know she's not.”
“Why play the game then?” I understood why without her feeble explanation. Still, I had to ask, “What do you get out of it?”
“A girl who doesn't want to use me for my money or fame,” Devon stated without hesitation. “She's out to prove she can take care of herself and make her own money without my help, even though she knows I'd support her in an instant.”
Devon's sincerity was off-putting, having hoped her answer would be that Winterlynn was a mere sex toy to her, an outlet, not a girl she loved and cared for. My intentions were set in stone, and I wasn't backing down from achieving my agenda. “Even if making it on her own meant being another woman's whore?” 
The flirty mood chilled, and I was happy it did. I'm not one for playing games like Winterlynn does. I prefer brutal honesty. Devon asked, “And who would that woman be?”
“Cherry?” I reminded her, then continued, “Winterlynn's just lucky you're not controlling or jealous.”
“Maybe I'm the lucky one?”
“How so?” I asked.
“I found a girl like me, my sexual twin.” There wasn't conviction in Devon's voice, but she put on a good show. “She's learning about who she really is, down deep, both emotionally and sexually. I was in the same place a few years ago. Then I realized that open relationships suit me best.”
Two new plates were put in front of us, boasting an assortment of raw and cooked delicacies. I let the silence between us float, and noshed on my entree. 
Devon cleared her plate ravenously, talking between bites. “It would've been cool if Winter had told me her new job required sexual contact with the clientele. But she hasn't said a disagreeable word about me becoming a member either.”
“Did she tell you she was hired to dance only?”  
“That's what she said, yes,” Devon replied.
I giggled. It slipped out involuntarily. “And does she think you joined just so you could be near her when she worked?”
Devon paused and took a good look at me. She studied my posture, the graceful way I held a glass and balanced chopsticks between my slender fingers. “Maybe?” And then her smile broke the intensity. “Women weren't created to be understood.” She touched my hand again, and stroked my leg with hers. “They're a never-ending mystery from their neck, down across their soft bellies... and deep inside their pussies. And I'm good with it.” 
“I'll drink to that.” We raised our glasses and I offered a toast, “To being deep inside a woman's pussy.”
“Fuck yes,” she agreed, clinking her flute to mine. 
She settled back in her chair and petted her belly. “How many more courses?”
“Just two more,” I said. “But honestly, as delicious as this meal is, your pussy was better.”
She blushed in the most alluring way. “Thank you. It's a shame I didn't get to taste yours.” Devon didn't care if the table next to us heard our racy conversation, and she didn't lower her voice when she said, “Your pussy is gorgeous.”
I wanted to reach across the table and fondle her ripe little nipples teasing me through her dress, but I held my composure and maintained control. “I'd love to show it to you again.”
Devon's need to be impulsive was equal to mine. “Do you really need to eat the last two dishes?”
I liked her thinking. “No.”
“I took a taxi here,” she said.
“I have a car waiting for us, with a driver, to take us to my apartment,” I replied.
She fluttered her eyelashes at me as if I'd given her an outlandish proposal. “You're serious?”
“Very.” 
Like a spoiled brat with no manners, Devon drew a happy face with her pinky in the remnants of ponzu on her plate, then licked the tip of her finger.
“Are you interested?”
She nodded with a deadly smile, feeling my thirst for her. Our night together at the club ended too quickly and I was left only half-satisfied. The urge to pounce this girl was peaking and I knew if we didn't leave I'd be fingering her in the bathroom. 
Fingering her in the backseat of a Rolls Royce sounded far more pleasing.
 
****
 
“I'm in love with your car,” Devon purred, caressing the supple leather as if it was female flesh. “I miss having a car. I've been without one for years.”
“It's not that you can't afford one.” The scent of her perfume was alluring and complimented the leather interior perfectly. Every curve and crease of her legs captivated me, and I stroked her like I did the other night, slowly, tickling where I knew she'd respond with a shriek. “So why go without if you miss it?”
“After living in Europe I lost the desire for having a vehicle,” she said, fondling my knee. Not a trace of guilt was in her eyes, and our touch went from polite to adventurous. “Who wants to drive when you can fuck in the backseat?” 
The woman behind the wheel was a driver I hadn't used before. Her name was Chris. She minded her business, keeping her gaze from our naughty play. I didn't bother to tell her she was taking the long route. Instead, I slid my hand over Devon's warm thighs and met her moist pussy with my fingers. 
“Ohhh... your touch is so...” She parted her legs and I wiggled my long middle finger into her opening. The inside of her pussy was tight and hugged me as I pushed further inside. 
“So?” I asked, pressing my fingertip on Devon's velvet button—the spot that made her come when I had her at the club. 
“Not yet,” she whispered in my ear, sucking my lobe into her mouth. 
“Yes, right now,” I commanded, wanting her to orgasm in full view of the driver. Circling the swell inside her, I was tempted to slide a second finger in her squeezing pussy, but I decided to tease the silky path between her ass cheeks instead. “On my hand.  And don't whisper.”
She held her mouth to mine, wetting my lips with her tongue. Her hips rocked and matched my circular motions. I plunged my finger faster and faster inside her hot pussy, filling the car with the sound of her juices spurting into my palm. 
Chris glanced in the rear-view mirror, catching a glimpse of our salacious affair. I didn't mind her watching, and I wanted her to hear Devon's orgasm, too. 
“Eternity,” Devon moaned, kissing me passionately. “Yes, yes!”
“Come, sexy,” I replied, kissing her fully. “My pussy's so wet hearing yours.” Pressing down on her precious bud with my thumb, I felt her pussy clench and shake. She was close, and I fingered her more, slipping in her creamy lust. “I can't wait to come on your face.”
“I'll drink every drop,” she said between moans, her entire body stiffening. She pushed down on my hand, releasing the first streams of her sweet cum. “You've got me...” 
“Yes, Devon,” I told her, “do it, baby.”
The car was steamy as Devon bucked. Her orgasm was hard and intense, and very wet. “Mmmm... yes, more, more!” She poured her girlie load into my palm as requested, crying out, making the car rock with her thrusts. 
Chris gripped the wheel as I pumped Devon faster, greedily wanting her to explode. Devon held the seat beneath her with one hand, and my shoulder with her other. Her ass lifted from the leather, coated with her cum. I blasted her pussy relentlessly until her orgasm hit a wild peak. 
The orgasmic sounds she made from her mouth as well as her cunt were primal and sultry and filled the car with lust. My finger stilled inside her tightening walls, watching the pleasure in her eyes as pulsating waves ebbed and flowed. I waited for Devon's sighs to mellow before slowly withdrawing it.  
Devon and I lapped her juices from my palm—two thirsty kittens seduced by creamy delights. She tasted delicious and the thought crossed my mind that I should ask Chris if she wanted a sample, too. Any lewd ideas I'd had in that moment were erased by Devon's mouth kissing mine. Her wet lips were soft like her pussy, and our tongues swirled together, wanting and needing more. 
“You're going to get it,” Devon teased, flushed. She patted her dewy thighs, contemplating the substantial pool of cum between them. 
“Oh good,” I replied, imagining our naked bodies intertwined on my plush bedspread and pillows. “We're here.”
 
****
 
“I like your taste in décor, too,” Devon remarked as she checked out the living room in my high-rise apartment. “Contemporary with a feminine flare.”
“And the view isn't bad either.” Opening the billowing curtains, the downtown skyline was bathed in late afternoon sun, reflecting off the mirrored facades of the city's architecture. Glancing at Devon, I added, “And I'm still waiting to find the right girl who isn't afraid to make love on the balcony with me.”
Intrigued, she said, “Making love on a balcony with the world watching is on my sexual bucket list, for sure.”
“You've never?” I asked, wanting details.
“Well,” Devon responded, looking turned on by her memory, “I almost did in Rome.”
“What stopped you?”
“The woman I was with had a sudden fear of heights.” She peered out, sizing up the distance from my 14th floor balcony to the ground below. The streets were crowded with bustling weekday traffic and Devon shot me a look and I knew what it meant—she liked the prospect of having an abundance of watchers, too. 
“The poor thing,” she continued. “Her legs were shaking and her heart was racing and not in a good way.”
I slid the glass door open and felt the warm breeze flow over me. “You're not afraid of heights, though?”
“Oh, I am,” she admitted, moving closer to me. “But my need to feel the thrill of fucking in exciting places is stronger.”
“Exactly,” I agreed, taking her hand in mine and stepping out onto the terrace. We gazed at the urban landscape, soaking in the hazy sun as it descended behind the buildings. “Kiss me, Devon.”
She turned to me, pressing her chest to mine, smiling playfully. “Let's tit-kiss first.” The fullness of my breasts overwhelmed her modest cup size, but her nipples were ripe and erect, rubbing back and forth against mine. 
“Tit-kiss?” I laughed, “I prefer to simply call it breast play.” She had an innocence that disarmed me, and I wanted to drop my guard and be vulnerable to her power. I wasn't ready for her to know me like that, though. My vulnerability had to be won.  
“Yeah,” she replied, “it turns me on, lashing boobies.”
She had to quit it with her unique twist on girlie-talk. “Aren't you adorable,” I replied with an edge of sarcasm. My cunt was too needy to partake in mischievous games. “If tit-kissing is what you like,” I went on, suppressing the urge to shove Devon down onto her knees, like I did with the girls who work under me backstage at the club. The need to straddle Devon's face was an irrepressible urge, and I drew a breath and said, “Then tit-kiss me till you get your fill, baby.”
“Doesn't it feel good?” she asked, rubbing her thigh against mine, too. 
Already worked up from making her come in the car, my nipples reacted, and sent lightning strikes between my thighs. “Oh, yes... your tits are so sweet.”
The sound of the traffic below drowned out my moans and gave me the sense that I could go wild with her. We were free, surrounded by noise and busyness. No one would protest if I spread my legs and let her suckle my clit, standing outside on the balcony. Honestly, I wouldn't care if they did protest—I was going to come on her face regardless. 
“Devon,” I moaned as she unbuttoned my blouse. She didn't hesitate at all, and her urgency to have me was insanely exciting. “Kiss me.”
She blew me a naughty kiss, then licked my lips with her hot tongue, but wouldn't kiss me fully. “I'll kiss you when I'm done.”
I nearly came with her words, watching her mouth trace a pretty path across my chest. She licked down into the swell of my breasts and tickled me there. Her tongue explored further, lifting the lace edge of my bra until she exposed my wanting nipple. 
“You're such a bitch,” I groaned into the breeze circulating around us as the sky went to dusk. “Get your mouth on it before I lose my mind!”
Devon's response was wordless yet filled with passion. She opened wide and hovered over the tip of my breast—a snake aiming to strike—exhaling her hot breath. My nipple quivered with the sensations and I wanted to slap Devon's sexy face. 
 “Oh yes, that's how you make a girl tremble.” Lifting my chest to reach her, I hissed and groaned with lust, wanting my neighbors to step out on their balconies and catch us in the act.  “Is that what you're all about? Torture?” 
And then I felt gentle pressure on my thighs as her hand found its way to my pussy.  “Fuck...” Her finger tapped my wet opening, but she didn't need my permission. The lust was burning out of control within me, and I let her know with my quivers. “Do what you want with me.”
Her mouth devoured my tit hard. She teased and taunted my nipple with her swirling oral strokes, and I cried out, “Yes, suck it, Devon! Lick my tit raw!”
A sudden thrust of her hand stuffed her finger deep inside me. Her mouth worked furiously on my tit, sucking it in and out like a greedy girl while her finger sunk deeper into my womanly cave. 
I just gasped and let her finger fuck me, spreading my legs a little wider, letting my skirt rise above the full, rounded curve of my ass. The thought of those sitting in traffic on the streets below, looking up to catch a glimpse of Devon's long, uncovered runway legs mingling with mine, was enough to trigger an orgasm. 
Her hand cupped my bare ass, and she gently pulled my soft cheeks apart, giving anyone watching a peek at my glistening cunt. White heat blazed through my pelvis and shot through my chest. I was insanely turned on and soaking wet, sensing my pussy juice flooding Devon's knuckles.  
“Oh god,” I cried, relaxing my tight cunt at her insistent probing. She was opening my hole with a second and then a third finger, but I was hungry for her entire fist. 
“I wish you could shove your whole hand in me,” I admitted, breathing heavy, my belly shaking as well as my legs. For a fleeting second I thought I might fall, overcome with the pleasure that made my clit swell. She held me on the edge of coming, intuitively knowing when to lick fast, and when to wag her tongue with a slow, rolling motion.  
Devon spoke, easing a fourth finger inside me. “You ready to come in front of everyone?”
Sunk between my legs, I gazed at Devon's lovely, perfect face, her chin completely covered with my juices for the first time. She looked right at me, never taking her eyes from mine, working her tongue all over the length of my puffy clit, then side to side. She knew I was about to come, and pumped her fingers harder, knowing precisely how to make me release. 
“They're watching us!” I called out as if the onlookers could hear me—and I could feel there were many—observing two women making love in broad daylight. My fluids dripped down my right thigh, and I ordered with baited breath, “Yes, Devon, that's it! Make me come!” 
Devon slurped and sucked with the intensity of a wild fire, drinking my cum like she was dying of thirst. “Mmmm... yesss,” she purred into my hole and I shuddered from shoulders to knees, buckling with each pleasure bursts. 
I sighed, grabbing her shoulders, still wanting to slap her face. My orgasm washed over me, and my moans were in tune with the sound of the traffic—loud and aggressive. “Oh, what a bitch you are, Devon.” Catching my breath, I unleashed her mouth from my cunt. A decadent strand of silky juice stretched from my pussy to her lathered face. Devon licked at the strand like she was slurping spaghetti until she swiped her tongue on my overly sensitive and spent clit. 
“No, no, no... Don’t start again,” I ordered, using my finger to break her oral suction. “I haven't yet showed you around my apartment.” 
Devon crawled up my body till we were face-to-face. I loved the scent of my sweet pussy cream on her. “Who's the tease and torturer now?” She kissed me with want and desire. 
I took her in, kissing her fully, cleaning her face of me. “We shall see, Devon.” 
She smacked my ass with a naughty slap, right there in plain sight, and the sound bounced off the cement balcony walls. It was then that I heard a neighbor shuffle from their balcony next door. Perhaps they'd been watching, too? 
 
Lucky for them, if they had. Shows that hot are rarely free. But I was in a generous mood.  
 
****
 
Our third bottle of champagne for the day had been popped and poured into black crystal flutes. Devon and I lounged naked in my cozy, low-lit den under a chenille blanket, buzzed and amorous, caressing each other gently. My pussy was still wet from the orgasm she gave me. I slipped my finger in tiny circles over the swell of my clit. It was warm and sensitive and wanted more of Devon's mouth. 
“So, why is the club closed this week?” Devon asked. “Dusty gave me a vague answer when I inquired about making a reservation.”
Contemplating how much detail to reveal, I told her, “I believe Cherry had to leave town for a personal situation.”
“Personal situation?” Devon looked alarmed. “She's okay? It's nothing serious, right?”
“No, no, nothing serious,” I replied, touching her leg with my wet, pussy-coated finger. “She goes out of town on occasion, and unfortunately Dusty doesn't feel empowered enough to run the club without her.”
Devon shot me a naughty look, feeling the wetness on her leg. “Did you just wipe your juices on me, nasty woman?”
“Guilty, and not ashamed,” I said, owning it. “Want more?”
“Yes,” she said. Her eyes sparkled with sin and champagne. “Give me a minute to recharge. A repeat performance must outdo the first.” 
I continued sharing, “If anything was to happen to Cherry, poor Dusty would be completely unemployed with no clue how to do anything but kiss the boss's ass.”
She laughed, nodding her head. “She's the typical assistant. I've dated women who had personal slaves and errand girls and it's a common problem, I think. Still, as a member, I feel it's important to be informed of what's going on.”
“Of course, you should be informed,” I empathized, gliding my hand up Devon's thigh. “And so should I. My staff, including your girlfriend, are waiting for their work schedules.” 
The mention of Winterlynn caused an uncomfortable ripple in our closeness. My hand stayed on Devon's thigh, though. I wasn't about to let Winterlynn spoil my purposeful interference in her love life.
“You mentioned you've worked for Cherry longer than anyone else.”
Intrigued by her curiosity, I kept the door open for more questioning. “I have, yes. I actually started working for Cherry when she had a different business—before the club.”
“Huh,” Devon replied, “and what was that business?”
I wondered a minute, considering the truth, and then decided to spill it. The risk of Cherry finding out I exposed her “dark secret” suddenly didn't seem so terrible. It wasn't Devon that compelled me to reveal otherwise classified information. I'd been mulling over a lusty plan and it had me under its influence. 
My answer was straight forward. “Cherry owned and operated an escort service exclusively for women. It was an early version of what the club is now. Back then she was building a clientele worthy of her high-end services, enough to support an expansive nightclub.” 
Devon sipped the pink bubbly, then patted her chest to cover a little belch. “Really? And what was your position then?”
“I was her lover. Cherry's full-time live-in.” The words played back in my head, and it felt strange to have said them. Dusty and Sandra were the only two women besides Cherry who knew the history between me and her. I added, “The first one she'd ever had.”
“Live-in?” Devon raised an eyebrow at the unfamiliar term. I'd forgotten how unique our situation was. Those existing under Cherry's rule followed a different set of standards. The few of us still obeying her command and supporting her enterprise lived in a type of isolation. Our “normal lives” didn't entirely apply to the world beyond Cherry's scope. 
Devon's voice brought me back to the moment. “What's a live-in?”
“It's the title worn by the revolving girl-of-choice.” Inside, the emotions were raging. It wasn't pain I felt over being discarded abruptly, or the terrible way my live-in status was dismissed. The emotional roller-coaster hurling erratically in my gut was about what happened after Cherish let me go. “The girl temporarily claimed and instated as her bedroom lover per a selection of self-serving terms verbally agreed upon in full.”  
“Like I said over lunch,” Devon reminded me with a dramatic roll of her eyes, “I've known many women like her. Cherry calls her sex slaves live-ins, and others call their kept lovers something else.”
“True.” Down the hatch went my champagne. Offering a refill to Devon, “More?”
“Please, don't ever question that,” Devon brought us back to a flirty mood, teasing my knee and clinking my empty flute with hers. “I always want more.”
I poured the rest of the bottle out into our glasses and thought about chilling another. “You've met your match, Devon, because that describes me, too.”
“Bring it,” she replied. There wasn't even a hint of hesitation in her voice – not like when she told me about her flimsy relationship with Winterlynn. 
“Already brought.” Leaning towards her, the desire drew us closer. “The next move is yours.”
Devon broke the trance, and created a measure of breathing room from her swaying breasts to mine. She had more questions for me. “So, you didn't work for her then? When you were the live-in?”
“Not at first,” I admitted. “Cherry had a business partner...” My thoughts drifted into greyness as the hazy memories trickled to the surface. “And I didn't like her, to say the least.”
“You were jealous,” Devon stated like she knew my soul. But she didn't and I bit my tongue. “I mean,” she corrected, “were you?”
“No, I'm not the jealous type.” Needing to stretch and shake off the emotional tension, I stood and modeled my well-defined abs for Devon, then stroked my lightly perfumed skin. “Fuck who you want and let others do the same, even those you love dearly. That's what works for me.”
“Here, here!” Devon strongly agreed. “Damn, you've read my mind.”
“Maybe...” I purred, delivering my pussy to her. “Or maybe we're just destined to be together, me and you?” 
Devon appeared light-headed, and I handed her a bottle of water from the wet bar. “Don't get dehydrated. You need your strength.”
“Thank you,” she said, gulping down the water. “Are you going to finish your story?”
“About what?” I knew what she was asking, but I didn't want to discuss it anymore. Enough had been said for one day. 
“You know.”
“Do you have to be somewhere tonight?” I asked, hoping she'd say no.
“Yes,” she admitted, “I told Winterlynn we'd go out, since the club's closed.” 
I wrapped the blanket around my slender yet muscular dancer's body, leaving her to shiver without a cover. “Would you like me to call the driver? I don't want to keep you from your...”
“Go ahead,” Devon said like a child. “Say it.”
“Your live-in.” I blew her a lingering kiss then left her alone in search of my phone. 
“You don't have to run off,” she called after me but I didn't reply.
It was best to end the festivities on an upswing, with both of our pussies wet and wanting more. 
 
 



CHAPTER TWO – Cherry's Island Girls
 
 
I'd slept in, dozing with the hypnotic, relaxing roll of the waves gently kissing the shoreline of the secluded beach outside of my bedroom door. The lingering, sultry breeze drifted through the half-opened window and tickled my face. This was paradise, waking up on the island. A total departure from the usual urban landscape and my elaborate estate. 
I heard Kristin and Harlow whispering as they soaked up the sun on the lanai. I visualized them caressing each other, and petting their warm pussies just for fun. 
My phone had been turned off since Dusty last called me and I hesitated, not wanting to turn it on. A mountain of neglected issues were undoubtedly piled high for me by my butch assistant. Dusty's probably pacing the estate, nervous I might not return, leaving her and Sandra with the awesome responsibility of keeping the club up and running—or not.
The development of the private island I'd bought years ago was nearly complete and fit to live on. I hadn't had a chance to inspect the property previously, hence the need for the impromptu escape. There's an important contract awaiting my signature that will close the deal for a new club on the mainland. Having an exotic option for my diamond members to experience the club on an island destination is a fantasy come true for me as well as the ladies who've been requesting such a thing. Work needed to be done, and yet the tranquility held me in bed. Until my stomach growled loudly. A day or so had gone by without eating a real meal, but I didn't care. I wasn't hungry for food. My beautiful, sexy angels fed me their pussies till I was full and satisfied. 
This little break was desperately needed on a personal level, too. My heart sung with happiness having Kristin and Harlow wrapped in a decadent ménage with me again. If only I had the power to shut the rest of the world out and stay here with them, undisturbed.
“Girls?” I called lazily. “Is it time for breakfast?”
“Cherry? You're finally awake?” Harlow giggled, probably having eaten hours earlier with Kristin. She waved at me from the doorway, a gorgeous, tanned sun-kissed goddess dressed in a sheer, pink robe and blew me a kiss. “How about lunch?”
“Lunch sounds good,” I agreed, shifting my nudity out from the silky sheets. Harlow had this breathtaking ability to make me feel like a royal goddess with her loving stare. Then she gave me that familiar look—the look that said everything I already knew. Harlow had fallen in love with me, but she was in love with Kristin, too. “How are you two doing?”
Just then, Kristin slid her probing hands over the curve of Harlow's taut belly and cupped her pretty, shaved mound. “We're okay.” Kristin shot me a playful look, spreading open her lover's glistening lips, revealing the bud of her clit, and tempting a naughty three-way. 
“Want us to make you something to eat?” Harlow replied, looking happy and slightly aroused. Her pouting nipples reacted to the breeze and firmed in the cool air. 
 “First help me out of bed.” I reached for them, and my full bosom swayed forward till my skin brushed Kristin's torso. “Feels like I've been asleep for days.”
“Maybe you have?” They exchanged naughty glances and I wondered if perhaps it really had been days lost to this bed. The boss deserved a vacation, there wasn't doubt about that. Spending a night away from the club was unheard of lately with the increasing demands of the clientele and I was exhausted. When Harlow and I stepped into my private plane and took off without warning Dusty, or making arrangements for the next open club night, I suddenly felt empowered—a feeling I'd forgotten for too long. The business had taken over my life, and I'd welcomed it in. The success of the club was well worth the lack of sleep or personal life. 
If Harlow's loving dedication as my live-in hadn't been so strong, I wouldn't have had the will to give the club the attention it needed to thrive. I'd have made Harlow my single-minded focus, and never left our bed. 
A trace of professional guilt crept in over the club's dormancy, and my ignored staff. There's at least a dozen angry emails from members waiting to hear confirmation on their reservations. I'm sure of it. And yet my mind's locked on the two beautiful ladies slipping under the sheet, nestling next to me. They draped their limbs over either side of my hip, kissing my neck and shoulders with warm, sweeping motions. 
I'd disappear, throw my phone in the ocean, and live the rest of my days swaddled by my blond angels... but I can't. “My darlings, please don't tease. There are issues that need attending to.”
Harlow whined like a spoiled child. I spanked her bronzed ass, and said, “You can lavish me later, after we eat and I make my phone calls.”
Kristin didn't follow my request, slipping her fingers over the cleft of my womanly pussy, searching for my pleasure zone and finding it. “Can't you make your calls right here? I want to hear how you vibrate from the inside when you talk business.” She dropped the tip of her middle finger down on the wet opening and I allowed her to wiggle it in half way before squeezing my experienced, velvet walls around it tightly. 
The feeling of her fingering took my breath. Harlow's mouth swirled over my nipples, tonguing a naughty trail between my breasts. She suckled, sending white heat through my belly and into my warmed pelvis. 
“Girls, please,” I said, losing control, “you must stop.”
They responded with muffled “no's” and I was at their mercy, weak with lust for their gorgeous bodies. 
“Come here, Harlow,” Kristin said with authority, as if she owned my body. “Share her with me.”
The gasp that flew from my mouth was followed by a longer sigh, feeling Harlow's liquid trail descend to where Kristin was, nestled in my thighs. Harlow's tongue swirled over my labia, and found its way to the hidden spot that made me explode when handled right. She flicked it, drizzling her spit on my clit to smooth the motion. 
“You're driving me crazy, Harlow.” Then I felt Kristen's silky tongue blend with Harlow's. Together they danced in delicious circles, tickling my clit till my legs were shaking. Arching my back and clawing at the sheets, the girls knew I was close and licked and slid those circles around with a heated passion, pinpointing my little spot. “Oh God! You're going to make me...”
All I had to do was see their faces devouring my cunt and I was helplessly coming, exploding my hot cream into their mouths. Their blond heads held my trembling and jerking thighs apart while I came. I was panting, and my breasts swung side to side as I rocked my hips. I wanted them to stop yet begged them not to. My mind was racing with decadent, forbidden thoughts of my angels having their pussies eaten by blindfolded girls while swallowing my cum. A long line of horny beauties, lapping and sucking on pussies, coming on each other, one after another. A symphony of sex and lust played in my ears, and it was glorious. 
Harlow kissed my pelvis so delicately. With love, she and Kristin soothed me while the powerful orgasm faded and the heat in my body cooled. My clit was throbbing and they kept it warm with their hands, continuing to kiss and caress me. 
“Oh my gorgeous girls, what you make me do when you work together.” Releasing my grip on the sheets, I petted their heads and drew a deep breath. “Thank you for waking me.”
“Your welcome,” Harlow replied, then affectionately exchanged kisses with Kristin. “Anything for you.”
Kristin nodded, then brought her chest upright, showing off her sexy, bouncing tits. “Meet us in the kitchen?”
“Yes, I will,” I assured her, “After I handle a few things.”
 
****
 
“Sorry to so rudely leave you without warning, Dusty.” I'd called my assistant and as expected, got an earful of upset from her. “I assure you, this trip was needed. I'm signing the deed today for the building that will ultimately become our next club destination. Do you not see how important that is?”
“I see,” she replied, frustrated with me. “I didn't even know we, or you, were looking to expand.”
“I'm always on the lookout for new opportunities.” I heard Dusty snicker when I said this, and ignored her rudeness. “And I've been negotiating over this property on the mainland for more than a year. The seller finally accepted my asking price.”
“That's good, I think.” Dusty was clearly disinterested. I wondered what cocktail waitress might be in her bed. Vivianna perhaps? “Are you planning on moving there, too? Wherever you are?”
“It's a very appealing idea,” I admitted, “but there's at least six months of build out needed to turn the space into a club fitting of our needs before I would seriously consider a move.”
“Oh?”
“Yes.” I rattled Dusty's chain by telling her, “And I'd most likely send you here to supervise the construction.”
“Me?” she responded, like I'd said something insane. “I wouldn't know how to deal with construction, or a build-out or anything related to interior design.” 
I was laughing to myself, and played off the giggles as a series of coughs. “Looks like you're going to have to learn quickly. There's no one else I could trust to do the job. You don't expect me to hire a stranger to live on my island and handle my private business, do you?”
“Uh, I guess not.”
“So, your response should have been more positive and open to learning.”
Dusty scoffed, reorganizing her thoughts. “Okay, so, when are you returning? How long will the club be dark?”
“I plan on returning home late tonight.”
“Are you sure?” She asked. “Don't make promises you can't keep and get the members all excited, and the girls ready to work if you're...”
I interrupted her preaching, “Dusty, would I do that? You're acting like our club means nothing to me. I wouldn't take that tone. I don't like it.”
“Apologies, Cherish,” she said, sheepishly. “It's been stressful without you here.”
And then I threw a playful gut punch. “I know you haven't been biting your nails in the corner, as much as you'd like to convince me of that. You have pussy in your bed, I presume?”
She was silent, and then admitted, “Um, yeah, I do.”
My intuition has never failed me. “Then go enjoy it.”
“Ha! Yeah, okay, boss, I will, but first...” 
“Oh no,” I said, “I hate when there's a but first.”
Dusty cleared her throat. “Do you remember me telling you that Natalia spilled the beans to me after we put her up at the hotel?”
“Vaguely.”
“Do you want to know what she said now or later?”
My tranquil mood disappointed. “So, this is important information then?”
“In my opinion,” Dusty's mood changed, too, from anxious to deadly serious. “Extremely important.”
“I'm listening,” I told her.
“The club Natalia said she owned in Florida?”
“Yes? What about it?”
“She doesn't totally own it.”
“No? What a surprise,” was my sarcastic answer. It was obvious the girl didn't have the wherewithal to own such an expensive operation and run it like a pro. Natalia was an amateur. “Who does?”
“Minx.” 
There wasn't need for Dusty to elaborate further. We both understood what it meant. The evil woman was still in business, still a competitor, sending spies to my club. But what was her motivation? Minx and I never had a formal agreement to respect our separate regions. And I'd clearly given her more respect than she'd shown me. I had no desire to send spies to her club, or extract proprietary information, like she'd done. Minx opted to roll in the dirt and she wanted me to join her. 
Preferring to be soiled by feminine juices, not filth, I wasn't about to accept her unspoken invitation. 
“Has Minx contacted you?” I asked.
“No,” Dusty said with a breath of relief. “Natalia said Minx didn't know about her paying us a visit, though. She came freely on her own.”
“Bullshit,” I harshly responded. Natalia was undoubtedly lying. She could've gone anywhere she wanted then. “Why travel across the country for a night out? I'm sure she has plenty of options in Florida for fucking.”
“You don't believe she just wanted to hang out with us and be friendly?” Dusty didn't even believe her own words. 
My patience was fading quickly. “What else did Natalia say?”
“That Minx had other clubs, too, owned by a few of your former employees.”
And then my stomach sunk. Minx was attempting to dominate the field, and perhaps put me out of business by stealing my girls and turning them into her minions. I suddenly felt like I'd waited too long to make my expansive move. Adding on just one club wasn't enough to regain control. If, in fact, I'd lost it to her. 
There was something else Dusty wanted to say, but couldn't. I asked, “Are any of the clubs run by... Talia?”
“Natalia didn't say a word about her,” Dusty confirmed, but I wasn't relieved. Talia was out there somewhere. I don't doubt she'd managed to carve out a nice little spot for herself in Minx's world, like she'd done before. And if she was back working for Minx, and if she was running a club, then everything I thought was true needed to be reexamined. Immediately.
Dusty sensed my fear. “Don't jump to conclusions. As far as we know, Natalia was simply seeking entertainment at our club and was stupid enough to tell me what she should have kept private.”
“No, no,” I replied, “I'm very happy she told you about Minx and the clubs. I'd lost sight of my competitors. That was a mistake.”
“Is there anything you'd like me to do in regards to this?”
“We'll discuss it at length when I return.” Stress had welcomed itself back into my existence and discolored the perfect daydream here on the island. “As soon as the deed is signed I'll be on the plane.”
 
****
 
The weather was sensational. Kristin and Harlow held my hands as we strolled the beach. The three of us were completely nude and only Marcella, the groundskeeper, could see us. I was thankful Marcella was there taking care of the property, keeping it clean, watching over Kristin, and now keeping an eye on us as we traipsed across the powdery white sand. 
“Are we taking Kristin home with us?” Harlow asked. She wanted her girlfriend back in our bed, but withheld emotion on the subject, waiting for my response.
It wasn't easy keeping Kristin's whereabouts secret the past few weeks. Dusty's reaction to Kristin's sudden disappearance was typical—she blamed herself. And it was difficult watching Dusty sulk when I knew all along it wasn't about her at all. When I'd made the choice to take on Harlow and Kristin as dual live-ins I knew one would be sent to the island and kept in paradise until the estate was complete. The secret wasn't shared with Dusty because she'd disclosed private information before to the girls who slip inside her bed when she thinks I'm not paying attention. I relished the shocked reactions from Dusty, Sandra and especially Eternity when it appeared I'd chosen Harlow over Kristin and cast the poor girl to the curb. They all felt sorry for Kristin, too, and inside I was devilishly smiling. How quickly my loyal staff judged me as a ruthless dictator who discarded delicious pussy without care. Not one of them cared to contemplate if I'd had different intentions. They'd assumed my choices were cold and selfish.
Kissing Kristin's rosy cheek, I told Harlow, “Kristin's going to stay on the island at least a few more months.”
A note of disappointment tainted Harlow's response. “Lucky girl.”
“You could stay here with her,” I offered the option to Harlow. I'd decided to give Harlow a choice, knowing how she hated being held in my mansion when I'm not there. I wasn't fond of her wanting to dance full time at the club again. Harlow's too susceptible to the manipulations of others, namely Eternity. With the addition of a new club in a foreign destination, and learning about Minx's activities, I was going to be busier than ever.
Harlow studied me, unsure if I was serious or teasing. “Just me and her? With the island all to ourselves?” 
A shiver went through me over how easily Harlow's face lit up, envisioning a secluded, naughty paradise with Kristin. “Yes,” I confirmed, then said, “I'll be back and forth for business, and playtime visits, of course.”
Kristin and Harlow gazed at each other, and their silent communication spoke volumes. Palpable energy went between them, and I liked being at the center of their gravitational pull. 
“Well?” I touched Harlow's chin and lifted it, needing to see the truth in her eyes. 
She blushed, blinking as if she could hide her true desire, but her feelings were clear.
“Okay, then,” I went on, “You two can stay here together.”
Harlow gasped and so did Kristin. The gentle waves encircled our feet, sinking us into the soft sand, bringing our bodies closer. They hugged me, then held me tight, like I'd blessed them with a wonderful gift. And then Harlow wept suddenly, reaching for my face. She found my mouth with hers and we kissed deeply. 
“I love you, Cherry,” she said, passionately. 
“I know, baby,” I replied, “and this is why I'm happy for you two to have this chance to be together. My gorgeous angels enjoying the time of their lives... and I get to share in it when time permits.”
The three of us blended our mouths and tongues, swirling in a luxurious oral bath. 
I pulled away first, breaking our lusty ménage. Then I spanked them both before leaving them on the shore.
 
 



CHAPTER THREE – The Plan of Attack
 
The flight home without my angels was rather lonely but the isolation was needed to collect my thoughts. I'd signed the deed, and confirmed a time line for the build out of the new club. Underneath my excitement was the worry over Minx. The history I shared with her was dark. I doubted she'd changed since the horrible incident—the nightmare she'd put me through. It wasn't just Minx's single-handed work that hurt me, though—it was Talia, too. 
Talia and Natalia, two sides of a horrible whole yet unrelated. Minx liked to name her favorite employees, and she preferred them to all sound the same. Imprints of herself. 
Wondering what terrible plan Minx was concocting was a waste of time and emotions. Her number was still in my phone unless she'd changed it. I fought my impulsive desire to leave a stream of nasty messages. She had balls to try and intimidate or threaten me. After all the damage Minx had caused in my life, there was no way in hell I'd let her cause any more. 
 
****
 
Dusty and Sandra greeted me in the kitchen upon my return. A chilled bottle of chardonnay was nestled in ice, and instantly I felt my shoulders relax watching Sandra pour two glasses of wine. She'd quit drinking a while back, but Sandra relished boozing me up when she knew I needed it. 
“Hey Boss.” Dusty said, looking curiously past my shadow, searching for someone. “Glad you made it home safely.”
“Me, too.” I smiled at the domestic duo and said, “Thanks for waiting up for me.” 
“No problem,” Dusty replied with a yawn. “Is Harlow in the car?”
“No.” That was all the information I offered. They looked at me with suspicion, so I went on, “She's asked to stay on the island for a few.”
“Is she okay?” Sandra asked, having heard about my island once or twice, and hadn't raised an eyebrow over the purchase. She knew me too well to question my decisions. Sandra was good at going with my flow. 
“Harlow's fine.” I drank the wine and studied the worry lines in Dusty's forehead. The poor girl carried so much stress. “Dusty, relax. Everything is okay.”
Dusty kept on with her parental tone. “Do you know what tomorrow is?”
“Uh, I believe tomorrow is Wednesday,” I replied, amused by her need to scold me. 
“Right, Wednesday.” She chugged her wine like it was water and glared at me. “The club's most popular night and we're not ready for it.” 
Sandra crossed her arms over her chest and leaned against the polished granite counter. Her tea was steeping and she blew steam from the surface. “Are you hungry, Cherish? Can I make you anything to eat?”
“No, thank you, Sandra,” I answered, “I had a nice meal on the plane.”
“You sure?” Sandra sipped her tea before discarding the tea bag. “How about a cup of homemade tomato bisque? I made it fresh today.”
“Sounds wonderful.” And it did. Sandra was an excellent cook, and she spoiled me with her culinary skills day after day. “I'll have some for lunch tomorrow.”
“Okay then, ladies,” Sandra replied, “I'm heading to bed. Call me if you need anything.”
“Go get some sleep,” I told her. “See you in the morning.”
She corrected me, “You won't be up until the afternoon.”
I smiled, wishing the late wake time held true, but it didn't. Not with what needed to get done. Sandra took her tea and quietly went to her room. She was by far the most low maintenance person in my life, and the most dedicated. Deep down, I trusted Sandra more than anyone else. If my empire was to fall, she'd still be by my side helping however she could. She'd stood by me through the worst of times as a friend and a benefactor. When it was my turn to reciprocate all the care she'd given me, I opened the doors and welcomed her in without question. There will always be a place for her, no matter what. 
“Can I have your attention, please?” Dusty's impatience wore on my exhausted mental state, but the work needed to be handled.
“Yes, Dusty.” She refilled our wine glasses and placed the guest list in front of me.  “Ah, looks like tomorrow's going to be a busy night.”
“As expected.” Dusty chugged the wine, gulping back her stress. “Katherine and Avery have yet another friend they want to bring.”
“Those two,” I replied, shaking my head. “They never give up trying to convert every last one of their girlfriends into club members.”
“Kelsie is married...”
“And claims to be straight?” I interjected.
“Of course,” Dusty laughed. “So, the challenge is who to pair her with. The dancers scheduled for tomorrow are Winterlynn, Jolie, Nixie, Eternity and that's it.” 
“That's it?” 
“Yep,” she answered. “You haven't hired any new girls in a while.” 
“You still haven't heard back from that brilliant pole dancer, Mia?”
“Nope,” Dusty confirmed, “And it's been three weeks now since she last performed. Harlow was on the list, but you left her on an island.”
“Right, well,” I didn't have an excuse. The blame was on me for being understaffed. “What about Tina, the amazing lactation specialist?”
“I don't think any of the members on our list are lactating.” Then Dusty offered, “Want me to ask?”
“No, Dusty,” I replied, “Tina can do other things besides breast massage.”
“Are you sure?” Dusty asked. “The one and only time we've hired her she gave a breast massage to Veronica's stepdaughter. Nothing more.”
I swooned a bit, recalling how naughty the setup was, with Veronica watching her stepdaughter's bulging, milky breasts get relieved. And then I second guessed myself. “Hmmm. Give her a call anyway and see if she's up for expanding her job duties. If she feels she can shake her little ass on the stage for a song or two, then she's hired to dance.”
Dusty shrugged, then with lust asked, “When are you going to give Vivianna a chance at the stage?” 
“Honestly, Dusty,” I rolled my eyes, sensing her crush on the clumsy waitress. “She's great at servicing the members, but way too awkward as a dancer.” Imagining Vivianna tripping over her heels, I added, “I'd rather ask Evelyn if she wants a crack at it.”
“Evelyn?” Dusty asked with complete surprise. “She's been a waitress for over a year and you've never once suggested her for dancing.”
“True,” I agreed, “she's a quiet one. Excellent at fetch and deliver but perhaps not meant for the spotlight?”
“I mean, I can ask her,” Dusty offered, “But chances are it won't work out. At least not on such short notice. It's a bummer we've lost our only two aerial artists. Any thoughts on replacing them?”
Finishing my wine, I gave the short answer, “No.”
“Well,” Dusty concluded, taking the list back, “then this is our Wednesday lineup. Not the greatest, but definitely not the worst.”
Petting her spiky, black hair, I gave Dusty a goodnight peck on the cheek. “Far from the worst.”
 
****
 
At first not having a lover or lovers in my bed was unsettling. I couldn't get comfortable without the silky warmth of female flesh nestled beside me. The scent of Harlow's floral perfume still graced her pillow, and yet I wasn't comforted. It wasn't simply not having a lover in my bed that kept me awake. There were terrible thoughts clouding my dreams. Visions of Talia and Natalia, who perhaps were partners in crime under Minx's jurisdiction, brainwashed to the fullest with no remorse for their actions. That's the way Minx ran her business, like a serpent with a stranglehold on those who pledged their allegiance. 
And then the pain set in—the familiar stab residing in my gut that's plagued me since I was released from prison. Twenty months I spent stuck in a hellhole for women after being wrongfully and brutally back-stabbed by Talia, the one girl I should never have trusted. Talia was a bad girl through and through, and the betrayer at the center of my untimely demise. Talia must have known I'd rise again to rebuild my underground empire better and stronger than it was when she and I were so-called business partners.
 Before the club, I was a madam running a small personal services operation to a very select female clientele. Talia was the one who'd talked me into starting that business, convincing me she knew wealthy women in need of an exclusive call girl service. She threw down hard numbers, and revealed her private book of contacts—the rich women she'd serviced as a supposed free agent. 
I loved the idea of it, of running a well-managed agency that only offered top-tier lesbian women to other women wanting to explore their fantasies discreetly. Talia would be the one who brought the potential clients to me. My job was to establish solid relationships with the women who held accounts, and match them with gorgeous, sexually brilliant ladies. Together, we created a profitable operation, supplying true fulfillment to the upper-crust. Talia was an incredible lover, too, and the chemistry I had with her was addictive and powerful. 
Then things went wrong... terribly, terribly wrong. There was nowhere to hide when the walls fell, and our little company was exposed. It was Talia who'd sent me under the bus. Talia and Minx. 
I was blind then, madly in love with two women, Talia and Eternity. They were the wild storm inhabiting my mind, heart and soul. Two delicious pussies blinding me from reason. But that's a poor excuse for what really was my downfall. One girl was pure and the other was pure poison. And I couldn't see the difference. I didn't want to see, until the blinders were blown off.
The wind rattling the bedroom windows darkened my mood further. Under the sheets, I traced between my thighs, tickling my clit, stimulating the soft, circular hole that lead to my pleasure zone. Ignoring the bad thoughts in favor of deep arousal, I filled my mind with fantasies of Harlow and Kristin making love under the tropical sky... without me.
My aroused state flat lined, and the bed grew colder. I needed to talk to someone, to share what I feared might transpire with Minx looming in the near distance. There was one person who I could possibly trust with letting my guard down. She lived under my roof. And it wasn't Dusty. 
 
****
 
Not wanting to wake Dusty, I moved quietly through the downstairs hallway leading to Sandra's bedroom. The aged hardwood creaked under my feet. I lightly tapped on my estate keeper's door, expecting Sandra to be sound asleep, and waited a moment. There wasn't a sound coming from inside her room, and I backed away, deciding to leave her in peace.
But the door cracked open, and Sandra peeked at me, blinking sleepy eyes.
“Sorry, go back to sleep,” I said, feeling guilty for waking her.
“Cherish?” Sandra opened the door wide, revealing her short, white cotton nightie. For a woman in her fifties, her body was impressive. Athletic, smooth and firm. “What's wrong?”
Failing to wave away the surfaced emotions, tears welled in my eyes and raced down my cheeks before I could say, “I'm terrified.”
“Oh no,” she responded, holding her arms open for me to fall into. Closing the door behind us, she stated without hesitation, “My bed is yours.”
Grabbing a large, comforting pillow, I admitted, “I can't sleep.” Like a pathetic child on her mother's bed, I sat, forming a ball with my knees against my chest. “I'm afraid they're back, Sandra.”
“Who?”
“Them.”
“Them?” Sandra shook her head, not picking up on my cryptic words. “Who are you referring to?”
“Minx and her minions.” My voice was quiet, hating saying their names out loud. “I'm sure Talia's working for her again. They've been sending spies to the club for some time now.”
“Spies?” Sandra sank next to me, rubbing her eyes. “Cherish, are you sure you're not having delusions?”
“You have every right to assume that, Sandra.” And she did. My behavior since incarceration had been bizarre on occasion. Symptoms of post-traumatic stress. Both she and Dusty witnessed my irrational, paranoid episodes. Although the mood swings were infrequent, they were potent and difficult for the three of us to digest. 
I'd changed irrevocably, and I don't fully remember who I was back then, either. Maybe that's for the best? I can't forget them, though, those who caused hurt and damage. 
She clasped her hands, almost in a prayer position. “Let's assume what you're suggesting isn't a delusion,” Sandra continued, “What proof do you have they've been sending spies?”
“I had a club member, Susan Corcoran. Her membership was permanently terminated after she was caught taking pictures with her cellphone.”
Sandra asked, “Inside the club?”
“Yes.” I felt my stomach jump with nerves at the first mention of Susan.  “Even after repeated warnings Susan continued to photograph the other members, dancers, and bar staff which totally violated the privacy rules, as well as violating the third clause of the membership contract regarding photography and video being strictly prohibited.” 
“Oh dear,” Sandra said. She understood the inherent trouble in dealing with horny, spoiled women. They don't care for established rules, especially when they stand in the way of their own selfish needs. “That's not good.”
“No,” I replied. “And we don't know if she shared them with non-club members, as she wouldn't give us any information.”
Sandra gave me a look of deep concern. “What a bitch.”
“Exactly. We had to confiscate her phone more than once. It'd become an issue and Dusty and I lost our trust in having her at the club.”
“So, you revoked her membership.” With a shaky hand, Sandra slid her glasses up the bridge of her nose. She wore contacts normally, and looked more like a school principal than my perverted den mother with glasses on. “And she didn't fight you on it?”
“Susan wasn't thrilled with me, to say the least,” I said, jumping as the wind hissed against the bedroom window without warning. “And she had some choice words upon her exit. We didn't hear from her at all after that. But another woman showed up on a guest pass, expecting we'd let her in on her own, unescorted by a member.”
“Right,” Sandra responded, “and let me guess. The member who gave her the guest pass was Susan Corcoran?”
Nodding with a dead serious look, I confirmed, “Yes.”
“Well, you had to stand by your club, Cherish, and uphold the terms of the agreement.” Sandra made herself comfortable, fluffing a pillow to lean on. She offered me one, but I declined. “The picture taking was bad and had to be stopped. And then the unaccompanied guest of a terminated member showing up. Yeah, I'd say there's reason for concern there.”
“Do you think I should close the club temporarily?”
We looked at each other, pausing to reflect. She was sincerely concerned, and I felt safe with her, even though Sandra had limited ability to help if I needed her support. Living as my cook, and property manager wasn't an easy decision for her, considering the high-level of success she'd had as a business woman. Sandra was a private investor of female owned and operated businesses back in the day, who'd taken an interest in my agency when it was a seedling company. Together we made a nice return and lived a very decadent life until the downturn when all was lost. 
Sandra cut ties with me when the investigation was launched, needing to keep her hands clean from the dirty work she'd been involved with. The blame landed on my shoulders. Although I'd been outed, I held my integrity and named no one else—not even Talia, even though she was my partner. I couldn't bring those I loved down the dark hole with me. Knowing Sandra, Dusty, Eternity and a few others walked free while I was behind bars was the only solace I had then. 
But I should have called Talia out during the investigation. She didn't need protection. And while I've taken the high road since being released and let Minx and Talia go about their business, they still want to play dirty. 
Two halves of a ripped sail is what Sandra and I were. Somehow we managed to mend our broken relationship and failed financial partnership for the sake of survival. She'd had my back when I needed her, and in turn I have hers. As long as I have the ability to keep her afloat, I will. 
She finally answered me. “No.”
“Really?”
“Just use extra precautionary measures,” she explained, “and make sure Dusty is on top of her game as door security. All purses should be checked at the entrance. I wouldn't even allow the members to carry lipstick inside.”
Laughing, I knew she meant it, as ridiculous as it sounded. “Spy cams?”
“Yes.”
“Okay,” I said, “No lipstick.” 
“It's good that you're aware, Cherish.” Sandra rubbed my tense shoulders, inviting me to rest next to her. “You weren't before, you know?”
“Yes, I know.”
“Not to harp like a mother, but, you allowed yourself to get way too distracted back then.”
“True,” I agreed, taking her up on the offer to snuggle. 
“I'm glad you've grown,” she continued, “and put business before pleasure.”
I wasn't sure how true her statement really was. I'd grown, yes, but pleasure still ruled my personal world. 
“Cherish?”
I nodded, nestling into her side with my head on her chest. 
“Don't let your need for ample amounts of pussy get the best of you.”
Changing the subject, I shared, “I bought a new club.”
“Really?” Sandra stroked my arm and back with love. “Where? On this trip you just returned from?”
“Yes, on the mainland.” Stroking her torso, she reacted by tilting her hips upward, encouraging my touch. “Just a short boat ride from my island estate.”
“Good for you,” she said. “You can't be that worried if you're expanding.”
Having bought the location before I was enlightened about Minx, she's right, I wasn't worried then. 
“Who's watching over the estate?”
“Her name's Marcella,” I shared, “and she's just housekeeping, basically.”
“You trust her?”
I had, but suddenly felt different. “To keep the home clean, yes.”
“Well, I'm sure she's fine.” Sandra reached for my waist and held me close to her body.  “But where's Harlow?”
Admitting my flimsy plan, I avoided Sandra's eyes. “She's there on the island. With Kristin.”
Then Sandra's legendary raised-eyebrow look appeared. The look that made me want to hide under a blanket. “Is that so?”
“It is.”
“You're saying you left your lovers alone on an island with a house-keeper only there to oversee the grounds and keep it clean?”
“It made perfect sense at the time.”
“I'm sure.” Sandra took my chin, tilting my face towards hers. “What I said about putting business before pleasure? Scratch that.”
Unsure if she would go for it, I offered up, “I'm happy to send you there, too, if you'd like to switch locations for a bit.” 
Sandra sat up, studying me. Her expression was similar to Harlow's when I'd offered to let her stay with Kristin. “To your island? But you have a keeper already.”
“You're much more than a keeper, Sandra,” I stated. “You're trusted family in need of a scenery change.”
“Well, I appreciate the offer,” Sandra replied, and then answered without hesitation, “and I accept.”
“Pack a bag, then.” Sliding off the bed, Sandra had given me the surge of strength I needed to sleep alone and carry on. My emotions were calmed, and my mind felt clear again. “I'll have the plane ready for departure in the morning.”
 
My intention for sending Sandra to the island wasn't totally selfless. Suddenly, I wanted space from everyone. The need to disappear from the standard schedule and change things considerably called out to me. When my intuition spoke this energetically, I listened. 
 



CHAPTER FOUR – The Club on the Other Coast
 
“Good-afternoon, Dusty,” I chimed, enjoying a protein shake while reviewing financial reports. The club was performing strongly, and profits were up. “Sleep well?”
“No,” she said bluntly, pouring a hot cup of coffee. “I slept awful. Tossing and turning all night, worried and stressed about the club.”
“Everything's going to be fine,” I confirmed, sliding the sugar bowl across the counter for her to use. “And I highly suggest you take it easy on the coffee today and get a nap in this afternoon. I need you sharp and clear for tonight.”
“Tonight?” she questioned, like I'd lost my mind. “We're going forward with opening the club on this short notice?”
“Yes.”
“No one has been confirmed,” Dusty stated, “dancer or member. Honestly, I didn't think you'd want go through with it.”
“It's Wednesday, our most popular night of the week,” I reminded her, “it would be foolish not to open in some capacity.”
“Define some capacity.”
Quickly, I gave a second thought to the inventive ideas I'd had before sharing them.  “Well, since I don't have a location secured, I came up with a unique plan.”
Dusty pounded her chest, and for a moment I feared she might be choking. Then she cleared her throat and said, “I'm not a lover of unique plans with only hours left to manifest them.”
“Open your mind, Dusty.” I washed the protein shake residue out of my glass and hung it on the dish rack to dry. “What I'm proposing isn't impossible to achieve.”
“So, tell me already, Cherish.” Smearing butter on a blueberry muffin, Dusty took a healthy bite and spoke with food in her mouth. “Suspense is killing me.”
“We're not going to hold tonight's festivities at a club.”
“Okay?” Dusty chewed like a rabbit, looking more and more anxious. “Then where?”
“In two different places.”
“Two?”
“Yes,” I responded, motioning for her to swallow carefully. “Here and in New York.”
And then Dusty spit out a mouthful of muffin into the sink. Washing the mess away with the faucet, she gathered herself. Highly skeptical, she stated, “Uh huh, yeah, that works.”
On the counter, I revealed the concrete evidence proving the plan's viability. “I've created two lists, both small and manageable. One list is for those attending the party held here at the estate.”
“And the other?” Dusty asked, spooning sugar mindlessly into a coffee cup. 
“The other list is comprised of the members who will come with me to New York.”
She scrutinized the handwritten lists, seeing my scratch outs and reassignments, more like a football coach's game plan than the blueprint for two provocative lesbian sex parties.
“Why are you suddenly cool with allowing these members and employees inside the estate?” Dusty's eyes were wide and disbelieving, reading me to see if I might be acting on a weird impulse. “You really feel safe doing this? They'll all know where you live.”
I gulped, knowing she was right. It had to be done, though. There wasn't another way. “True, however, my intuition tells me this small group of discerning women will respect the privacy clause.”
Pausing to read the first list over again, Dusty nodded her reluctant approval. “I'll start making calls.”
Relieved, I exhaled finally. “Good. Get to work then.”
“But what's the deal with New York, Cherish?” Dusty asked, sounding worried again.
My vision scanned the floor, buying time, deciding what to say. “I'm inviting myself to Minx's club.”
“What?”
“I've thought about it long and hard, Dusty,” I told her. “Plan B is trickier than plan A, but it's absolutely imperative that I attempt it.”
“Explain imperative,” Dusty insisted.
“Listen, what you need to do right this moment is make your calls and confirm the list.” The conversation was over in my mind. Knowing Dusty, she'd milk every detail from my brain if she could, but neither of us had time for that. And I was done giving her information. “Leave everything else up to me.”
Struck by my sudden and strange approach, Dusty backed down and accepted her fate. “Super,” she said flatly, “I'll get it organized.”
I added a bit more. “Those coming to New York will need to pack an overnight bag. To be safe, tell them to pack for two nights.”
Acting as if the plan was normal, Dusty simply nodded. 
“We'll be flying out later tonight, around 7pm.” 
“Sounds good,” she confirmed without much emotion.
“And don't mention a word about Minx to them,” I insisted. “Understood?”
“Understood.” She looked around the kitchen, expecting to see Sandra prepping sandwiches and tomato bisque. “Where is she?”
“Sandra?” I smiled, not wanting Dusty to know her actual whereabouts. “She's at a spa retreat. Her request for vacation time was given to me a few weeks ago. Sorry, I guess I forgot to tell you.”
“She forgot to tell me, too.” Dusty waved the lists at me and went to work. “Cherish, one more question.”
“Yes?”
“How can you be so sure of Minx's club location? We just found out she's still in business.”
There was an aspect to being a sex club owner that only another owner would understand. We have connections who keep track of where the underground operations are. Mine have assured me of Minx's. But Dusty didn't need to know this. Instead, I say, “I just know.”
I disappeared back inside my chambers, needing to pack. More importantly, I needed to get focused on exactly what my fabulous excuse will be to gain entrance into Minx's club. Maybe I won't need one at all? Perhaps she'll allow me and a few lovely, horny guests inside without questions? Or at least only minor ones?
Surely Minx knows I wouldn't cross her. Why would I want that kind of trouble? If she flat out denies our entrance, then I'll treat my members to a wonderful night in the Big Apple and we'll find our pleasure just the same. We always do. 
 
****
 
Dusty was a wreck, running in crazed circles, on the phone, off the phone, sending texts like a mad woman. It was five-thirty in the evening, and I brought my suitcase downstairs to set by the door. 
“The plan B ladies should be arriving any minute,” I said to her, “and take a second to wipe your brow. You're sweating.”
“Sorry.” Swiping her forehead with her long sleeve, she looked at me clear-eyed and recited, “Katherine and Avery are in transit and should be here shortly. Same for Veronica and her stepdaughter, Allison.”
“Oh!” Having a member along for the ride that was a loyal and frequent user of my escort service made me feel a thousand times more excited. Minx knew Veronica back then, too. She lost Veronica's business after screwing her over with a few deliberate overcharges that she wouldn't refund. Won't she be so surprised to learn that Veronica's loyalty to me was authentic, based on trust, and couldn't be bought? 
“Fantastic.” I went on, “so happy to hear about Allison as well. I admire mothers and daughters who can share needs openly...”
“Yes, yes,” Dusty interrupted, “We know.”
I teased, “Well, aren't you grateful another young, gorgeous lesbian was birthed and set free into the world of female pleasure?” 
“Of course,” Dusty answered, growing impatient with me. “Wait, I didn't mention Katherine and Avery's guest, Kelsie. She's going on the plane, too.”
“Okay, so, go on,” I said, getting back on track for sake of time. If she was allowed, Dusty would ramble on forever. “Tell me about plan A.”
Dusty reviewed her list. “It's a small group of confirmed women for the estate party.”
“That's a relief actually,” I admitted, feeling more secure about opening my home to members. 
“Star will be here running the bar,” Dusty said, “And Evelyn will be her waitress. But get this...”
“What?”
Dusty replied, “Evelyn's a gymnast.”
“That's right.” I'd forgotten about her special skill. “She did a few fancy moves for me when she auditioned.”
“I bet she did,” Dusty remarked, raising an eyebrow. “She said she's got a routine planned that she's been dying to show off.”
Ashamed for not utilizing Evelyn's gifts previously, I said, “Please tell her she can unveil her athletic skills tonight.”
“And serve drinks?” Dusty asked, making notes on the list.
“Yes.”
“So,” she continued, “the members to be serviced are Wendy, Aurora, Mikaella and Devon.”
“And the employees are?”
“Nixie, Eternity, Winterlynn, Evelyn, Jolie, Vivianna with Star at the bar.”
Frowning at my assistant, I replied, “Vivianna will only service and cocktail, not dance, correct?”
Reluctantly, Dusty shrugged. “Correct.”
She was lying. Clearly. I winked at her—the gesture I give when I've caught a little liar in action. “Good.”
“I have Nixie with Wendy. Aurora will be serviced by Winterlynn and Vivianna. Eternity with Mikaella and Devon with Jolie.”
A naughty thought danced in my mind. “Have Devon serviced by Eternity instead, and Winterlynn.”
Dusty's eyes grew wide, surprised by the switch. “You sure?”
“Yes,” I confirmed, “make it a night of ménages.”
Rearranging the list, Dusty gave it a once over before stating, “Devon with Eternity and Winterlynn. Aurora with Vivianna and Jolie. Nixie will pair with Wendy. But who will service Mikaella?” 
“Add Mikaella in with Nixie and Wendy,” I said with absolute conviction. “Neither woman will mind an additional member during the service. Nixie is well-equipped to handle them both.”
“There you have it then.” Dusty sighed with relief. “Done.”
“Done,” I confirmed.
“You're packed? Anything I can help you with?”
My nerves seized suddenly and I reached for Dusty to keep from falling. The fearless sense of adventure I'd had earlier about flying to New York and bombarding Minx didn't feel exciting anymore. The prospect felt scary, and dangerous, like sticking my head in a lion's mouth, believing it wouldn't bite. 
“Cherish?” Dusty held me in her arms. “What's going on? Did you forget to eat? Are you dehydrated?” 
“I'm fine.” The room spun, and in the corner there was Talia, dressed in red leather, swinging a chain from her hip. Her eyes were dark and piercing, and I gasped, afraid of seeing her—afraid of her invasion. I hadn't contemplated what might happen if she winds up being there at Minx's club. A number of scenarios played out in my dirty imagination, from a salacious encounter to a horrific cat fight. 
“Talk to me, Cherish.” Dusty gripped my shoulders, holding my wobbling body steady.
The spinning slowed and Talia's image faded. I regained my stance. “Jet lag, change of climate and lack of sex are the likely culprits.”
Concerned, Dusty made sure I was steady before she let go. “It's not too late to cancel, you know.”
“Like I said, I'm fine.”  
 
****
 
Thirty minutes later, the first members arrived. My favorite pussy-loving duo, Katherine and Avery, smiled like wild cougars as their designer suitcases were carried in by their limo driver. 
“I have no words, Cherry,” Avery told me, hugging my frame like a cobra. She stroked my back   like we were performing erotic foreplay, from the slope of my ass to my shoulders. “I mean, this plan of yours has my juices flowing, big time.”
“Mine, too,” the blonde, fashionable Katherine chimed in. “When are we leaving?”
“As soon as the other two ladies arrive.” Noticing their shy, gorgeous third wheel, I asked, “And this must be the guest du jour, Kelsie?”
Kelsie's blush went two shades darker, obviously unfamiliar with this type of female camaraderie. She extended a hand and put it in mine. “Nice to meet you, Cherry,” Kelsie said, unable to keep eye contact with me. “Your home is simply fabulous. Similar to my country estate.” 
“Oh?” I made her nervous kissing her hand. A red lipstick mark was left on her skin, and she politely ignored it. “We have matching tastes and share the same esthetic.” 
Katherine snorted in her trademark, teasing way. “We're hoping she shares your taste in other things, too.”
“I must say,” Kelsie went on, “this trip you're taking us on sounds like quite the party.” Then she looked at me seriously. “You sure I'm not taking up too much space on your plane and the like?”
“There's always room for another warm body,” I purred, pushing her comfort level. “In fact, your seat is next to mine.”
The doorbell rang. “Dusty?” I called out. “Please tell me it's Veronica and Allison. We really need to be leaving for the airport.”
“It is,” Dusty called back to me. 
“Good-evening, Cherry.” Meticulously groomed and dripping in wealth, Veronica brushed her long, graying red hair from her shoulders and brought her lovely, and oh-so-innocent stepdaughter, Allison, through the foyer. “We're elated over the invite, Cherry. Thank you for including us on this naughty excursion.”
“What makes you think it's going to be naughty?” I replied, kissing Veronica's cheek. I gave a kiss to blushing Allison, too, and patted her ripe little bottom. 
Veronica laughed, knowing me too well. “Tea and crumpets, then?” she mocked. “Will we share stories about the latest knitting trend? Or what's new with quilting?”
Allison rolled her eyes at her stepmother, then gave me a flirty look. “Is Eternity joining us?”
I scanned my watch, aware of our lateness. It was adorable and pussy-dampening that young Allison wanted to mingle with the woman she'd shared her first lesbian experience with. Eternity must have eaten this girl's pussy in a way she'll never forget, and I don't blame Allison for wanting more of her. 
“Only members and guests will be on the plane,” I explained. “I'll discuss our destination once we arrive in New York. Your job, young lady, is to enjoy the flight there to the fullest.”
“Okay.” Allison shivered with heightened expectations. “I'm open to whatever you've planned.”
If it wasn't for the mutual respect Veronica and I shared, I'd take her stepdaughter for myself. She'd make an interesting live-in and I'm sure her pussy is honey-sweet. Veronica probably wouldn't mind if I had an affair with Allison, or even a lusty fling. Taking the girl as my lover, though, was a totally different thing altogether. 
Besides, Allison's too young. She needs to experience life still, and many, many delectable cunts before becoming the sole lover of a voracious, older woman. 
“We're all set then,” I told the eager participants. In order for a smooth transition to happen between the cross-country travelers and the house guests, time was of the essence. “Let's be on our way.”
 
****
 
It wasn't my personal plane that transported us to NY. That plane was delayed due to weather after delivering Sandra to the island. This luxury flight was curtsey of a member whose husband owned a fleet of private aircraft. I'd invited her to come with us, but her schedule was overloaded with previous commitments and unfortunately had to pass. 
The accommodations were top-notch, and high-quality. Cream colored leather reclining seats with polished maple wood trim throughout the main cabin. We had a sexy flight attendant named Quincy, who wore a navy mini-skirt, white flouncy blouse, navy nylons and navy pumps. 
“Are your panties navy, too?” I couldn't help but ask, mostly because I wanted to test the waters with her. If she was uptight or frigid or judgmental in any way, we'd have to curtail our playful activities until the flight was over. 
Quincy smiled, revealing her adorable dimples, and answered, “I'm not wearing any.”
Instantly flushed from her candid response, I shot back, “Prove it.”
She winked at me. “Later. This bird needs to fly or else we'll never make it to your destination on time.”
Once we were in the air, the pink and purple cabin lights dimmed, and a very cool, chill, ambient selection of music played from the overhead speakers. A round of cucumber martinis were served and I and the ladies sipped, relaxing into our seats. 
Kelsie was seated next to me, and I peeked at her cleavage as she settled the seat into a reclined position. “Feels like we're at a spa,” she said, licking the vodka drippings from her lips. “Will there be massages, too?”
“Sure,” I replied. Purely for a reaction, I went on, “I'm happy to give you one.”
Her glance rolled from her drink to my face, then back to her drink. “Ah.”
“I have very strong hands that know exactly how to touch a woman.”
“Maybe after a few more drinks,” she stated. 
Letting the subject drop, I viewed the fluffy clouds out the window and the sun as it set in the distance. The plane flew into the night sky, heading for our destination. 
“You ladies are free to move about.” Quincy gave us the “all clear” signal from the front of the cabin. “I'll be serving snacks soon. If there's something specific you'd like, or an allergy I should be aware of, let me know.”
I wasn't surprised Avery was the first to call out, “Yes, I'd like something specific.”
Quincy went to her, note pad in hand. “How can I make your trip the best experience possible?”
“You can start,” the horny MILF replied, “by calling me Avery. 
“Hi Avery,” Quincy continued, “What can I do for you?”
“Do you have any X-rated movies to watch? And only the lesbian kind,” Avery clarified. “I'm on this trip to get away from dick. I certainly don't want it appearing in my entertainment.” 
The flight attendant cracked a naughty smile. “There's a few.”
“Surprise me,” Avery said, inspecting Quincy's firm mounds filling out the backside of her skirt.  “And I'll have another drink, please.”
“Weren't they yummy?” Katherine chimed in. “Just like her.”
“You ladies are so sweet.” Quincy blushed, open to their flirtations. “How about you, Katherine?”
“Oh yes, bring me a dirty movie, too,” Katherine added, “with only pussies in it, please.”  
“Two drinks and two lesbian movies coming right up!” Quincy lost her footing as Avery and Katherine smacked her ass. She caught herself and asked with a giggle, “Do it again! Wait, I'll bend over.”
And then I watched our daring flight attendant hinge at the hip and bounce her bottom to them. Katherine and Avery shared the same exuberant expressions before unleashing a solid spanking on Quincy's ass. The cabin reverberated with the sound of the slaps and Quincy's moans. 
Bracing herself on their seat-backs, Quincy asked, “One more?”
Happy to oblige, the aggressive duo smacked her bottom again. 
Quincy had her fill, and straightened her skirt. “Thank you.”
Avery assured, “Oh, there's more, Quincy.”
“Just ask,” Katherine added. 
Going about her business, Quincy went from woman to woman, jotting down orders. 
“She and I will have another round, please,” I said, speaking for Kelsie.
Kelsie was lightly buzzed, tapping programming options on her personal screen. My hand went to her knee. She looked at it, resting innocently on her leg, and then looked at me with a strange, wordless expression. 
“I've met a few interesting and lovely women through Avery and Katherine,” I told Kelsie. “How did you meet them?”
“Huh,” she replied, “thought you knew when I had to give my personal information for a background check.”
Clarifying, I said, “My assistant handles the reviews and approvals.” In a flash Quincy placed freshly made cucumber martinis in our hands. “Thank you, wonderful lady.”
“You're welcome,” she called as she went on her way with a tray of drinks and two X-rated DVD's. 
“So,” I said, circling back to Kelsie's place in all of this. “Did you know them in school? They've brought college friends before.”
“I'm Katherine's sister,” Kelsie stated, liking the cucumber infusion sprinkled with mint. “Well, her stepsister, related by paternal connection.” Then she added, “Our mothers are very different.”
“Really?” This was news to me. Prying into the family dynamics of my members wasn't an activity I engaged in. Their private, personal lives belonged to them. We simply share sexual intimacy at the club. Veronica is the exception, though. The details of her family life, the stories about her inherited children from deceased husbands are shared freely with me.  
Allison was one of her stepdaughters I'd heard stories about since she was much younger. And it was a pleasure to entertain her at the club for her eighteenth birthday. I'm trilled to know it was a pleasure for her, too.
“Katherine's a unique woman,” Kelsie continued, “and we've grown to like each other more in our older years than we did when we were competitive teens in high school.”
“And what were you two competitive over?” I asked.
“Everything.” Kelsie munched on the taro chips Quincy gave as a snack. “But then we had a little...” her thoughts drifted, seeing Quincy give the naughty movies to Katherine and Avery.”
My thoughts went there, too, eying the DVD's and liking the lusty, half-nude women pictured on the covers. 
Avery picked the one with an older-younger female pairing on the front. “Good choice,” I called to her, giving a thumbs up. 
“Come watch it with me, Cherry,” she invited. 
“You enjoy, darling,” I replied. “I'm having a marvelous chat with Katherine's sister.”
Katherine waved at us before turning to Quincy, asking, “Are you allowed to take a break?”
“For a few minutes.” 
“Come,” Katherine patted her lap for Quincy. “Have a seat.”
“Go ahead, Quincy,” I gave my approval. “We'll alert you if you're needed.”
With a sexy swish of her hips, Quincy was seated on Katherine's lap. 
“Mine's next,” Avery stated, but no one doubted she would let an opportunity to fondle a hot, young thing get away from her.
Three hours were left before touch down on the east coast. I could still change my mind. There was an escape route in New York if needed. 
I was committed to taking the path leading to Minx, regardless of the outcome. Finally confronting the elusive demons is what must be done. From one madam to another, if Minx knew what was best for her and her enterprise, she'd be prepping for my arrival. Instead, she's probably unaware, like I was so many years ago, that trouble was near. 
 



CHAPTER FIVE – Dusty's House Party
 
For a small group, these ladies filled the spacious main living room inside Cherry's estate with magnified energy. Their giddy excitement was palpable, which was fantastic—exactly what we strive for at the club. Here, in a private home, though, I fought the urge to contain their noise level as if the neighbors might complain. But the nearest neighbor was a quarter mile down the road. 
Carson's DJ setup thumped on the marble floors and shook the walls. Star was in full gear, mixing a steady flow of libations for the guests. Everything was going better than expected, yet I paced the rooms, fretting over spilled drinks and soiled furniture.
My latest conquest, Vivianna, struggled in her heels, slipping on the slick stone as she delivered drinks. Trailing her with a cloth, I cleaned the sticky spots left in her clumsy wake. She meant well, and her smile was infectious, even when she'd lose her balance and make a mess of Star's beautiful liquid creations. 
My fears of priceless items being destroyed put me on edge, but Cherry had assured me the home was well-insured. The free-flow of flirtation had taken on a life of its own. Containing it was futile. 
So, I went with it. 
Then I thought to myself, Dusty, you've arranged pairings, not an orgy. If I don't jump in the gyrating mix, things between the energized women could easily spiral out from my control.  
“Ladies,” I clapped my hands and immersed myself in an intoxicating blend of expensive perfumes. “Can I have your attention, please?” 
It's as if I didn't exist. Eternity had the four members in attendance mesmerized with a sultry, seductive striptease. Who was I to interrupt? Assignments had been given and they knew where the evening was set to go. Without micro-managing every detail of the operation, I felt awkward and out of step from the festivities. This party had a totally different vibe and required an adjustment of pace. 
Then I had a realization: it was me causing the tension and stressful ripples.  
This party required me to settle down and go with the flow, wherever it leads—within reason.
“Dusty?” Mikaella, a striking older woman with a sensationally long silver mane spiked with pink tips, leaned into me. Her chest boasted a full bosom, soft and stacked. She positioned the gorgeous pair so I'd have no choice but to gaze at the wondrous view. “You had something to tell us?”
“I did, but,” I replied, speechlessly drawn to Eternity's performance, “it can wait. No need to disturb the beauty of the moment.”
“Thank you for pairing me with Nixie,” Mikaella said, exhaling her warm breath against my neck. “My last experience with her was...” Swooning at the memory dancing in her mind, she glanced to the couch where Nixie and Wendy were getting familiar with each other. “She's very good at what she does, let's put it that way.”
“Most definitely,” I agreed. Nixie was incredibly talented as a passionate lesbian lover and exotic dancer. No one's ever complained about being serviced by her. In fact, she's the most wanted of Cherry's regular lineup. “And highly requested.”
Mikaella asked, “Can you give me information on this woman I'm sharing her with? I've seen her around the club but haven't had the chance to chat with her.” 
“Wendy's a cool lady,” I shared, “you'll like her.”
“I assumed I would like her,” Mikaella added. “And she's hot as hell. Obviously we both like the same thing.”
“Yes, exactly,” I confirmed. “Wendy's probably a bit more conservative than you. She's a corporate woman.”
“Don't assume working for a corporation makes a woman conservative,” Mikaella warned, shaking a finger at me. “We're all free to be whores in the bedroom.” Then she added, “At least we should be.”
“Would you like an introduction?” I asked.
“Yes, please.” Mikaella took my arm, ready for her evening to begin. 
We strode across the living room's border, not wanting to distract from Eternity's nearly-nude dance. She pranced in stockings and a diamond-studded peek-a-boo bra to Carson's steady beats. None of us could take our eyes from her beautiful body. And she didn't want us to look away, either. 
Both Wendy and Nixie stood as we approached, exuding warmth and a simmering sexual energy. Like a wild surge of electricity, I felt the instant connection between Wendy and Mikaella, and the brewing chemistry when Nixie touched their hips simultaneously. 
The first pairing of the night was sure to be a success. Suddenly, I was very relieved.
Nixie opened the conversation with, “I'm ready to pleasure your pussies whenever you two are. We don't have to wait.”
I gulped, resisting a sting of jealousy, wanting to finger Vivianna in my bed like I did when Cherry was out of town. She was so creamy, and willing... and sensitive. Her orgasms were easy to achieve and frequent, like an endless spout of seduction. Out of all the club employees I've had, Vivianna's definitely a favorite.
I was so lost fantasizing over Vivianna that I didn't hear Nixie sending me off. 
“Dusty? Hello?” Nixie asked, shaking my shoulder. “Unless you're joining us?”
“Oh! Sorry,” I apologized. “Your room, if you should want to use it is on the second floor. Two doors down on the right.”
Polite expressions beamed at me, and I made a quick exit. My job there was done. 
Surrounded by an abundance of applause, I jokingly took a bow, knowing the cheers weren't for me. Eternity had finished her routine by executing the splits. She was fully nude and her esteemed cunt kissed the cool, marble floor. 
From a corner glance I witnessed two different expressions from Devon and Winterlynn, who'd been slow dancing to Eternity's routine. Devon was enthralled, but Winterlynn seemed indifferent. In that second I wondered if Winterlynn was aware of the setup. I'd been preoccupied with setting the bar and DJ station and bedrooms that I might have neglected telling her who she was paired with. 
I went to Devon and Winterlynn, and said, “Hi hot women. How are we doing? Devon, would you like another glass of wine?”
“Yes, I'd like an endless stream,” she responded, then asked, “we're spending the night, right?”
Inevitably this house party would become a sleepover. I had no intentions of kicking anyone out, member or employee in the wee hours of morning. 
“For sure,” I confirmed. “Breakfast will be served, too.”
Devon and Winterlynn's reactions were priceless. They looked as if they'd won the lesbian lottery. 
“Hell yes,” Devon replied, dropping her snobby super-model front. “Save a pastry for me if I oversleep.”
Winterlynn interrupted the light mood with a serious note. “Dusty, can I talk with you, please? We need to discuss my schedule for tonight.”
“Follow me,” I said, taking her to the hallway. “Sorry I didn't tell you earlier.”
“Yeah, it's kind of awkward, you know?” Winterlynn confessed. “The club allows for autonomy. Here, she's watching me closely.”
“Who's watching you?” Truly confused, I asked, “Cherry?”
“No.” Winterlynn clarified, “Devon.”
“Okay,” I responded, still not getting her point. “And?” 
“And, she doesn't know...”
I took a guess, “that you service other women as part of your job duties?”
“Yes.”
“Hmm.” Pondering the lameness of this conversation, I asked, “How could Devon not know? Especially since she's a member?”
“Honestly, she probably does know. I mean, she'd have to, right?”
“Right,” I agreed, then asked half-joking, “Did you want me to break the news to her?”
Winterlynn paused, and I could see the mental wheels turn. She was worried, and it unnerved me. 
“Do you?” I asked again.
“Uh, not sure,” she admitted. “Tell me first who I'm servicing tonight.”
“Devon,” I stated. “You and Eternity are both servicing Devon.”
Her eyes grew wide, then she shuddered. “That's what Devon requested?”
“Listen, it's not your position to ask about or question the assignments, Winterlynn,” I told her. “Assignments are not subject to negotiation.” This was the truth. Employees are only to accept the boss's decisions and perform—no exceptions. Cherry's the flawless conductor of the orgasmic plan and arguments aren't allowed from anyone working beneath her. “So, you either accept it or prepare your resignation.”
Winterlynn chortled, disbelieving my seriousness. “I guess I have to, then.”
“Your guess is correct,” I confirmed. Checking my watch, I added, “I can lead you ladies to your room. Eternity's done dancing for the night.”
 She nodded, looking apprehensive. It was ridiculous that a girl hired to dance, strip and sexually satisfy the members of a private sex club would have an issue with honesty. But, I suppose we all have our secrets. 
As we went to collect the other two ménage participants, I could hear Winterlynn gasping under her breath. She was really nervous, I thought, and stopped in my tracks. 
“Winter?” I looked the flushed girl directly in her eyes. “Don't ruin the experience.” Then I reminded, “You're a professional. Your job is to satisfy the requests of the members to the fullest.”
“I will, I mean, I got it,” she stammered.
By the hand, I brought her to Devon, then motioned for Eternity, who was mingling with Star at the bar, to join us.
Devon studied her girlfriend, sensing her tension. “Is it your turn to dance?”
“She's scheduled for later in the evening,” I interjected. Turning to Devon, I said, “Accommodations have been prepared per your request.”
And then the strangest thing happened. Devon appeared just as nervous as Winterlynn suddenly. She swallowed before saying, “Great.” 
“Great,” I repeated, totally feeling weird and having no idea why. “Eternity,” I called out as she passed us. 
Looking at the three of us curiously, she replied, “Yes, Dusty?”
“Join us.” Not wanting to see any more awkward looks, I turned my back to them and lead the way upstairs to their guest room.
No one spoke—not even a playful, excited sigh or giggle. I opened the guest room door and extended my arm for them to enter. “Make yourself at home.”
Winterlynn entered first, followed by Devon who had a dirty smirk on her pretty face, then Eternity. She paused and whispered to me, “Was this your devilish plan?”
Sending my head side to side, I told her, “No, I'm not that smart.”
Eternity laughed and patted my shoulder. “Ah, so this was Cherry's master plan? This setup?”
“It was.” I closed the door, not wanting to witness their interaction, and hung a discreet purple sign from the knob. 
Hightailing it as fast as my legs would go, I rejoined the party.
Who's next? I wondered, scanning the lively living room. Carson's groove was the escalating rhythm of the event. Her beats were contagious and no one was immune to moving and grooving with her tracks. 
Vivianna was busy, busy, busy, teetering around with full trays, trying desperately not to spill the drinks she transported to the three members awaiting services. 
I couldn't take the stress of watching her. “Vivianna,” I called, rushing to her side.  “Stand still.”
Bewildered, she looked at me like I was crazy. “But I've got drinks to deliver.”
“I'll do it for you,” I said, taking the tray from her weary arms. “It's time for your break.”
“Oh good!” She flapped her limbs. “I can hardly feel my arms. They're numb!”
“That's not good,” I sympathized. “I'll rub them later.”
She lit up at the suggestion of yet another back rub. Every night Vivianna's spent in my bed I was manipulated into giving hour-long full body massages. Not that worshiping is a bad thing. I just know what to expect with her—the trade-off for getting between her sexy thighs. 
Thankfully, my load was lightened by Nixie, who took two cocktails from the tray and handed them to Mikaella and Wendy. 
“Thanks, Nixie,” I said.
With a mischievous smile—the telltale sign that sex was going down hard—Nixie took her two members to their room. 
I waved, but they didn't see my gesture, too enthralled with their seductive mistress.
Exquisite Aurora sat with spunky Jolie, engaged in erotic conversation. Quietly, I maneuvered by them, setting the tray on a side table. They suspended their steamy conversation at my arrival.
“Don't stop talking because of me.” I assured, “Dirty talk is my favorite language.”
Aurora's darkly bronzed flesh glimmered in the intimate lighting. She was of mixed descent, half Spanish and half French. Her eyes were emerald green and stunningly beautiful, complimented by her shaggy-haired freestyle coif. But when she spoke, good God, that's what made my pussy moist. Aurora's accent was killer hot, and I'd imagined asking her for a recording of her voice. That would be far too forward of me. One day, I might not be able to resist the temptation.
“Thank you, Dusty,” Aurora said. “I'm having a lovely evening. Cherry should hold intimate member events like this more often. They're quite enjoyable.”
“I'll let her know.” 
Jolie reached for a drink and I slapped her hand.  “No, no, no, young lady,” I reprimanded. “Guests only. You're on the clock.”
She pouted so cutely. 
Aurora dabbed her pinky into her amaretto on the rocks and slid the amber liquid over Jolie's pouting mouth. “Look away, Dusty,” she told me, “nothing to see here.”
“I saw nothing.” Grabbing the tray to finish my rounds, I added, “Vivianna, your second girl, will be with you shortly.”
“Oh?” Aurora raised an eyebrow before giving a lusty smile. “She's a divine little tart. How sweetly she tried to do her job.”
“Glad you like her,” I stated, feeling that familiar stab of jealousy—the pain telling me I've gotten too close to a girl. “Your room is on the third floor. Make a left at the top and follow the hallway to the end. There's a note on the door. You'll see it.”
“I feel so special,” the older beauty said. Jolie was teasing Aurora's leg with her fingernails, giving her the chills. 
“You are, Aurora,” Jolie said, flashing her streetwise charm. The edge Jolie carried was what made her different than the other employees, and she owned it, too. “You're a sexy goddess deserving of luxurious surroundings while your cunt is lavished upon. 
And there came Vivianna, better on her heels without balancing cocktails. “Was I gone too long?” she asked.
I stopped myself from reaching out and touching her tiny waist. “You're good.”
“Well, thanks, Dusty,” she chimed, swinging her hips from side to side. She whispered into my ear, “Is it my turn to dance?”
I hated doing this to her. Cherry should have been more black and white when she hired Vivianna. “Carson's going to take a break now, since most everyone else is tucked away in a room.” 
“Huh,” Vivianna huffed, “what about dancing for these two?” 
Jolie made a sound, like a snort only throatier. Vivianna was truly clueless, but I liked that quality, I guess. 
Aurora spoke up, “Go ahead, Dusty. If she wants to dance for me and Jolie, she certainly can.”
“How about this?” I offered a solution. “You can dance all you want for Aurora in the room.”
Vivianna clasped her hands over her mouth. “Oh, is she mine?”
“No,” Aurora answered for me, “you're mine.”
 
****
 
“You two want a drink?” Star asked me and Carson. We suddenly had nothing to do. The living room was quiet and empty. Members had been sequestered to their private chambers for servicing. We were on a break, yet we had no idea what to do with ourselves.  
Carson nodded furiously, “Hit me up, girl.” 
Star pretended to empathize while shaking martinis. “What a baby you are, Carson. Tonight was easy.”
“So far,” Carson replied, “just wait until they're done. They'll be thirsty.”
Correcting the androgynous beat-mistress, I said, “Maybe not. The rooms are well-stocked with beverages and snacks.”
“What happened with Evelyn?” Star asked. “I could have used her waitress skills tonight. Vivianna's a nice girl, but...”
“But she's gifted with other talents.” My drink packed a hard punch and I howled in reaction to the first sip. “Don't know what happened with Evelyn. She sent me a text yesterday saying she had a scheduling conflict and that was it.”
“Bummer,” Star responded, fixing herself a strong drink, too. “She's an excellent server. Quick, efficient, and balanced.”
“And smoking hot, too,” Carson added, swishing her potent libation down. “I'd fuck her.”
Star and I answered in unison, “Me, too.”
We all laughed, needing the stress relief, feeling odd in Cherry's home without her there. The security cameras were on us, and we couldn't relax. 
“Cherry knows she has to hire more bar staff,” I shared.
Carson was pounding out a rhythm on the granite bar top with her palms, and we grooved to it. “I could use a new turntable, too. Add it to the list of needs, please.”
Star confided, “I heard a rumor.”
Carson and I both raised eyebrows at her. 
“What?” I asked, wondering where she got her information from.
“About expansion,” she said, “in other states.” 
Conflicted on how much to share, I bit my lip. “Really?”
Confident, Star responded, “Yeah, like big time.”
Carson studied me, assessing my poker face. “What's the trip about, anyway?” she asked. “For as long as I've known her, I don't recall her zooming off with members to an undisclosed destination as part of the club plan.”
I went blank. It was best if I did. “Dunno. She didn't say.”
Star was skeptical, too. “But she tells you everything.”
“No,” I exhaled and laughed, “not hardly. I wish. My job would be a thousand times easier if she did.”
Apparently I'm not a very good fibber. Neither of them believed me and my lack of disclosure flattened the mood. 
We finished our drinks. Star cleaned the bar and prepped in case the festivities weren't over and Carson lounged on the pool deck, checking out the night sky, texting like mad. 
I cleaned up the living room, and walked the halls, listening at bedroom doors to make sure all was well.  The alluring sounds of flirtation, tease, and all around good times were heard. 
Watching the clock, I adjourned to my room. Might as well take advantage of the silence. One must be prepared on club nights—even for a small group like this—for anything. 
 
 



CHAPTER SIX – The Golden Box
 
“The gold room, the note says,” Aurora read the cursive print written on the inside of the card that was posted to the door, just as Dusty said. The three women entered, astounded by the grand detail, high ceilings and dark wood floors. “It's quite the gilded display, isn't it, girls?”
“Yes,” Vivianna and Jolie said simultaneously, blinded by the abundant, glittery and golden décor.  “It is.”
“A room fit for royal cunts,” Aurora said. “And look, chilled champagne.”
“I'll take a glass.” Jolie went for the bottle, but Aurora clasped her arm. “Please, allow me.” With a white cloth and careful twists, Aurora popped the cork and sipped from the bubbly overflow. “Fabulous. Expected nothing less.”
“Mmm.” Sniffing the gold-dusted flowers placed around the room in metallic vases, Vivianna asked, “Do you think it's all real?”
Aurora shared her opinion. “The flowers are. I can smell their sweetness.” Then she asked, “Or is that your pussy?”
Vivianna blushed, petting her chest as if she couldn't catch her breath. “Both?”
 “But the gold?” Aurora continued, stroking the wanna-be dancer's wavy brown mane, smoothing the curls with her fingers. “You'd have to ask Cherry. I'm only an expert at licking pussy.” 
“Awesome.” Jolie stripped out of her tiny cocktail dress, showing off her lovely body, inked with floral designs in strategic zones. Her sexy, tattooed body and new short, red haircut turned Aurora on in her deepest, horniest places. “Me, too.” Flashing her emerald green eyes, Jolie tweaked her nipple piercings. “Want me to lick yours first?”
The mood in the room turned sultry without need for further explanations or arrangements. Vivianna wasn't one to question the sexual needs of a mature, sophisticated woman like Aurora, and managed to keep quiet.  
Jolie didn't wait for an answer, and strutted towards the bed.
“Where do you think you're going, young lady?” Aurora called. “Get back here and stand in front of me. I wasn't done visually drinking you in.”
Jolie halted, twisting to face her owner for the evening. “Yes, ma'am.” Returning to the start position, she stood at attention, lifting her chest for inspection. “How can I serve you?”
Silence fell between the three. Vivianna anxiously anticipated the naughty scene she was about to see.  Not expecting...
Whack! Jolie's breasts were slapped on both sides by the suddenly aggressive older lady. Before she could wince, Jolie's bouncy tits were smacked again, and again. Her cheeks went red and so did her breasts.
Expelling a hot breath of air, Jolie said with a frisky smile, “Nice. What else?”
Third and fourth smacks were delivered to her reddening, top heavy flesh. Vivianna gasped and sighed, making more noise than the girl taking the impact. 
“Hell yes...” Jolie hissed with an edgy tone to her voice. “More, more...”
“Look how they jiggle,” Aurora stated, owning her authority, “so full and buoyant.” 
“Can I slap them, too?” Vivianna interrupted the heated mood. “Looks like so much fun.”
Aurora gave her a stern look. “No.”
Like a shot to her heart, Vivianna retracted, “Sorry.”
“No need to be sorry,” Aurora told her. “Just wait your turn. I don't like to share when I'm warming up.”
“Oh,” Vivianna kept on, “I'm not sure what to do then? Should I--”
Aurora's stiff hand went across the chatty dancer's tits hard and fast, dislodging them from her demi-cup bra. Peek-a-boo nipples pointed upwards, ripe and inviting. Vivianna gulped her words loudly.
“Hush!”  Aurora ordered. “You stay until I say.” 
Echoing Jolie's response to Aurora, “Yes, Ma'am.” 
“Call me Aurora, silly girl,” she replied. “And relax.” Returning her attention to Jolie, she opened her hands and secured her palms to the gorgeous mounds she'd slapped. Massaging them with a powerful, undulating motion, Jolie grew weak in her stance. 
“That's fucking amazing,” Jolie complimented, before her face was smacked, too.
Aurora met Jolie's mouth with hers and pressed in fully, kissing her with intent to fuck. Breaking the wet connection, Aurora pulled away first. “You ready for me, tough girl?” 
“Fuck yes,” was Jolie's eloquent response.
“Vivianna?” 
“Yes, Aurora?” she answered.
“Come,” was the only command given.
Vivianna pranced to them, noticing how red Jolie's cheek was. She wondered if Aurora might slap her across the face, too, and on her plump-a-licious ass. “I'm here.”
“Turn so your backs are against each other,” Aurora directed.
“Like this?” Vivianna asked, wobbling into position. Back-to-back the horny girls stood, rubbing bottoms till Aurora stilled them. 
“Yes.” Placing firm hands on their pelvises, the aggressive woman held her captives till their asses smashed together. “Slither,” she told them, “I want to hear your assholes pucker.”
Back and forth the naughty girls sent their hips, driving their fleshy globes together. Aurora closed her eyes, and listened to the delicate sound coming from between their butt cheeks. In the silence of the room, she could hear their assholes open with the friction of skin being pulled apart. 
“There it is,” she whispered, “your little puckering holes are talking to me. They want me to wiggle my fingers up inside of both your private spots. Your bad girl entrances.”
The hip sliding kicked into gear, faster and faster, as Vivianna and Jolie felt their excitement ignite. Jolie loved ass-play and Vivianna had a thing for it, too. 
Aurora asked, “You two ladies like to be ass fucked?”
Unanimously, they answered, “Yes!”
“Then Cherry matched me up with the right women.”
Instantly, her hands slid down their pelvises, and cupped their beautiful, damp snatches. “Ah, one's bald and the other doesn't like to shave... or wax. Good thing I like smooth as much as bush, yes?”
“Yes!” They chimed together. 
Fanning her fingers to spread open the two different sets of pussy lips, one furry, the other slick, she viciously left their clits untouched, much to their moans of displeasure.  
“Don't you dare pout, ladies,” Aurora said. “Remember, this service is for me, not either of you.”
“I get to do what I want to you both,” she continued, feeling them quiver as her exploration for their velvet, smooth holes drove deeper. Aurora's hands went past their cunt openings till her right and left middle fingers pinpointed the sexy, backside crevices. “There it is, my favorite opening to make come.”
She pressed in and turned her middle fingers in tiny, teasing circles. “So tight, ladies. How are you going to let my fingers slide up inside your asses? All tight like that?”
Vivianna moaned and shook, wanting to be penetrated. “I don't know, but just do it!”
“Press down on my finger, tight girl.” 
“Like this?”
Frustrated with her, Jolie blurted, “Shut your mouth and do it!”
“What she said,” Aurora agreed, pushing her middle fingers till they popped inside their holes.
“Ahhh, oh yes...” Jolie moaned, rotating her hips so Aurora's finger could sink in deeper. 
Vivianna held her breath, and her body was stiff. “It... it...”
“It hurts?” Aurora asked, easing up on the deeper penetration. “I'll go easier on you.”
“I can take it,” Jolie told her, “Finger fuck me as hard as you want.”
“Oh, I like this girl,” Aurora responded, and went further up Jolie's tiny, forbidden passage. “And I like you, too, Vivianna, even though you're resisting me.”
“I can't help it!”
“Does it feel good?”
“Yes!” Vivianna cried. “It's just so much!”
“Squeeze my finger out then,” Aurora offered, pushing back against the force of Vivianna bearing down. Greedily, she got her finger further in as Vivianna's pucker hole opened, and then all the way to the base. “Oh yes, baby, I'm in there.”
The two girls groaned and wiggled, their private hole pumped and tickled till they both cried with pleasure. 
Aurora seethed with lust, working her arms, getting off on how their tender passages felt wrapped around her knuckles. She knew what to touch and press—the magic little area inside every girl’s anal pathway that makes them come. 
“Oh fuck,” Jolie moaned louder, rotating in perfect rhythm to Aurora's hand thrusts. “Yes, oh fuck, oh fuck... you're right there...”
“No, baby,” Aurora corrected, “you're right there.”
“She is?” Vivianna said, barely breathing, her stiff body warming up to the pleasure of a womanly anal bang. “It does feel so good, Aurora, My ass feels so hot inside.”
“Yeah?” Aurora knew how good she was at making ladies assholes sing and she kept on pumping, deeper, harder. “Then come on my finger. I can feel you want to. You're swelling on me.”
Jolie felt her orgasm suddenly, as a wave of overwhelming pleasure went from inside her tightest hole and soared through her pussy. She throbbed inside her cunt, and her clit bulged and swelled, ready to burst. “Fucking hell! I'm coming! I'm fucking coming on you!”
“Yesss!” Aurora exclaimed, pumping her ass, loving how slippery it got as her orgasm blew through both holes. “Come on me!”
Jolie's body shook and she reached behind her, grabbing onto Vivianna's arms. “Ahhhh!” Her pussy came as her asshole did, and there was wetness coming from both her openings—delicious, juicy wetness. 
“Good girl, Jolie!” Aurora praised, her own pussy soaked with cream as if she'd come, too. “How about you, Vivianna? Huh?”
“I... I...” Her eyes were closed, and she rocked and jolted, frightened at the outrageous feelings radiating from her ass to her cunt. “Yes! Pet my pussy! My clit needs to be rubbed!”
“Touch it, then!” Aurora ordered, watching the girl grab her clit and play it like a naughty instrument. “Oh my God, oh my God...” 
Aurora was ruthless, fucking that squeezing hole, sensing she was about to blow. “That's right, girl, take it...”
“I am! I am!” Vivianna cried, her clit bursting between her fingers. Like a bolt of lightning followed by a roar of thunder, Vivianna felt her entire being quake with the power of a double orgasm. “Holy shit! Coming! COMING!” 
Aurora's heart raced, feeling Vivianna's cunt pour out and flood her bottom. “Oh yes, yes, yes...” She still had a finger inside Jolie, and held it there until Vivianna couldn't take another second, her anal passage too sensitive for more. Slowly, she pulled her fingers out of their spent openings, causing the girls to shutter and shake. 
Coated in clean, sweet juice, Aurora licked her middle fingers, then fed them to the girls. “Enjoy, my beautiful whores.”
Jolie and Vivianna slurped on their own anal and pussy cum, loving the flavor of lusty cream. 
“Girls?” Aurora asked, having a clear vision of what she needed from them to finish off her evening in the most thrilling way. “On your knees.”
Without question, the willing ladies sunk to the floor and gleamed at Aurora.
Gripping the rim of her dark gray dress, she rolled the hem towards her thighs and spread her legs just enough for two pretty faces to fit between. “There, ladies, is where you'll go.”
Hands on the back of their heads, Aurora placed them snug against each of her inner thighs. Glistening in the shadow between her legs, was her smooth, hairless cunt, awaiting their tongues. “Lick it,” was Aurora's only instruction. With a sudden shove, their heads went to her pussy and they jutted their tongues at it, tasting her for the first time. 
The girls moaned, “mmmm” and licked Aurora's mature lips. Their tongues slid from hood to the tip of her clit, and then found her sweet opening. 
Trembling, Aurora whispered, “Yes, go inside.”
And they did. Vivianna and Jolie married their curled tongues, and drove them passed the tension of her slick opening and into the swell of her womanly chamber. 
Aurora didn't make a sound, silently riding their tongues. 
Circling their tongues like one thick muscle, swirling in and out of her fluid hole undulating around them, the friction they created made her buckle. Aurora clenched their hair in her hands, pulling at strands as her pelvis rumbled and throbbed. 
“Good fucking God,” she finally gasped, “fuck me!”
Faster their tongues went, sucking and slurping at her luscious cunt till they felt her soundless release. Head thrown back with her eyes glued to the gold embossed ceiling, Aurora was coming. Her mouth was open and formed silent obscenities, letting go into their mouths till her cum overflowed. Aurora's chest heaved with the powerful orgasm raging deep within, throbbing, pulsating, until the wild sensations captured her entire being. 
And then the sound of their hungry lapping, their mouths bathed in her cum-covered cunt, made her eyes roll back. If she fell at that moment, she didn't care. The orgasm felt endless, rolling and quaking till it faded into a gorgeous tingling. 
“Don't move,” Aurora said dryly, inhaling a breath of fresh life. “Stay until I say.”
And they did, like good whores should.
 



CHAPTER SEVEN – Eternity's Descent
 
The mood was strange between Eternity, Devon and Winterlynn. They were in the same guest room as they'd been in before, when their drunken first evening at the club morphed into an unexpected overnight in Cherry's mansion. Then it was just the two, Devon and Winterlynn, entertaining the whims of the boss. This night, Eternity had the control and owned it.  
Lounging on the silky bedspread, Eternity patted the area next to her for the lovers to come closer. “There's room for all three of us.” But neither Devon nor Winterlynn went to her. Winterlynn preferred staying on the sidelines and Devon catered to her girlfriend's insecurity and fear. “Cherry obviously paired us together for a reason, don't you think?”
 “What reason would that be?” Devon poured a glass of expensive rum—her favorite liquor—placed in the room by request, and savored the richness. 
“You would know better than me,” Eternity replied, giving a secret wink to the woman who'd devoured her pussy out on her balcony just a few days previous. “I don't make the arrangements and I'm not allowed to make request.”
An unspoken connection floated between Eternity and Devon, causing an uneasy stir within Winterlynn. She waited cautiously for whatever would happen next from a side chair—the same place Cherry sat when she watched the girlfriends make love on the bed. The odd realization that her first time making love to Devon was there on the bed where Eternity sprawled seductively made her shiver. Was their relationship born from this club, from her job with Cherry? She wondered, was it even real, this bizarre sex game being played? 
“I wish,” Devon stated, looking from Winterlynn to Eternity. She was horny and lustful towards the beautiful women sharing the space, for different reasons, and for different needs. “Honestly, Cherry didn't ask my preference for servicing tonight.” Darting a look at Winterlynn, Devon noticed the questions arising in her mind immediately.  “Dusty didn't ask either. She called and invited me to the private party and of course I agreed, but nothing more was discussed.”
“Interesting,” Eternity added, “I wonder why?”
Wanting to shake off the uncomfortable weirdness, Devon took a deep inhale and went to her girlfriend. Offering her a drink, she asked, “Want some?”
Winterlynn answered, “Not allowed to drink while working, remember?”
“I won't tell,” Eternity assured, patting the bed again. “Especially if it gets you to relax and open up.”
Devon hid a cringe from Winterlynn, agreeing with Eternity's statement but not wanting to admit it to Winterlynn's face. “I also ordered Italian sodas. Almond flavored.” Kissing Winterlynn's mouth with love and sincerity, Devon asked, “Want me to get you one?”
“I'll get it.” Winterlynn replied, and went to the mini-bar. “I apologize for being... I don't know why I feel so nervous.”
“Sure you do,” Eternity offered, ready to tear down Winterlynn's facade. “You haven't told your girlfriend yet about your job, have you?”
Devon loved Eternity's boldness, her no-nonsense approach to full disclosure, regardless of the subject. Instead of rushing in to protect her girlfriend from being outed against her will, she was quiet, wanting to hear Winterlynn's response. 
Popping open an Italian soda, Winterlynn took several long sips, then waited for the carbonation to bubble up from her chest. She made a modest belch, then said, “Excuse me.” 
“Winterlynn?” Eternity probed again. “I asked you a question.”
Pensively, Winterlynn looked from Devon to Eternity, scared of admitting the truth. “No, I haven't told her everything.”
Although Devon wasn't going to ask, she enjoyed watching the intervention. “What haven't you told me?” Devon played along. 
Winterlynn huffed, then drank more soda, belched, and said, “I wasn't hired to just dance.”
Holding back laughter, Devon kept a semi-straight face, seeing Eternity smirking out of the corner of her eye. “Really? What then?”
Suddenly, Eternity shifted away from the “outing” and slowed her verbal assault. “No need to torture the girl, Devon. When she's ready to tell you the whole truth, then I'm sure she will.”
“Yes,” Winterlynn agreed, totally relieved. 
Eternity continued, “Same for you, Devon.”
“How's that?” Devon asked?
“”Maybe you'll be honest, too?”
The tension grew thicker. Devon had assumed there was a solidarity between her and Eternity. She'd felt confident that their afternoon affair would remain a secret. 
Observing the vibe flowing between the girlfriends, Eternity naturally asserted herself. “I bet I know what Cherry was thinking.”
“What?” Winterlynn asked, finishing her soda, and quieting another burp. 
A lewd energy came over Devon, anticipating Eternity's dirty thoughts. “Yes, what?”
“I bet she wanted me to watch you two having sex.”
Her bold statement made the girlfriends quiver. And then Devon nodded, “Yeah, I agree. That's probably exactly what Cherry was thinking.”
Somewhere inside, Eternity had conflicting opinions than what she vocalized. There was a voice telling her Cherry's intentions were usually not obvious or easily understood. She was more complex than that, and far greedier when it came to untapped pussy. 
“Here,” Eternity said, slipping off the bed. “You two go first.”
“You sure?” Winterlynn asked.
Eternity was stone-faced. “Your girlfriend is a member,” she said to Winterlynn. “Members get serviced. No matter how bizarre the circumstance or setup.” Turning to Devon with a wicked smile, she asked, “Isn't that right?” 
“Yes, it is,” Devon admitted. 
“Then what's the hesitation?” Seductively, Eternity walked to Devon and Winterlynn. Their faces are priceless, she thought, one filled with excitement and the other covered in fear. “We're supposed to be enjoying each other.”
“True,” Devon agreed, avoiding Winterlynn's stare. 
“And,” Eternity added, her face moving dangerously close to Devon's, “you're paying for it, after all.” 
The truth they'd been avoiding suddenly sunk in with Winterlynn. Devon's a member, she realized, and not because she wants to spend time with her while she works. 
Devon knew it was coming. Eternity's lips were headed for hers and there was no stopping it. She didn't want to stop it, either. The memory of their love-making was fresh in her mind and hungrily she wanted more. 
And then Winterlynn saw the kiss—their kiss—without any strangeness in their contact. They were comfortable with each other, familiar, as if they'd been together before. Winterlynn watched as their kisses escalated and their bodies pressed closer and closer till they were fully embraced. Their kissing went French, and their tongues delved and probed, intertwining in lesbian lust. 
Devon reached for Winterlynn, inviting her into the coupling, but her reaction wasn't what she expected. 
Winterlynn took Devon's arm and pulled her from Eternity. “I thought she was watching us?”
“You don't like seeing us kiss?” Eternity asked, knowing the answer.
“You said Cherry wanted us to make love,” Winterlynn reiterated.
“Cherry's never satisfied with just being a voyeur.” Releasing Devon, Eternity stepped away from them, heading back for the bed. “I'm positive she's expecting me to join in, too.”
Needing to quiet her girlfriend's insecurities, Devon grabbed Winterlynn around her waist and thrust her hips into hers. “Fuck me, Winter,” she demanded, “show Eternity how much you love my pussy.”
Winterlynn was helpless, overpowered by Devon's gaze. Lost in her horny persuasions, she fell into Devon's wet dream, opening herself to whatever she had in mind.
Eternity relaxed in a plush armchair near the bed. “You two haven't shared how you met.”
From the warmth of Devon's arms, Winterlynn blushed, exposing her true feelings. “At a concert.”
Eternity shivered, observing their chemistry. It was more than sexual attraction they shared. They acted like they were in love. Devon was smitten, too, much more than Eternity had suspected.
“What concert was it?” Eternity asked, only half-interested in their silly story about a shallow crush. 
“Some cover band at a lesbo bar,” Devon answered. “Don't even remember their name.” She asked Winterlynn, “Do you?”
Giggling, Winterlynn replied, “No.”
“And I was drunk,” Devon admitted, “and rude as fuck, totally coming on to this poor girl like some perverted pussy whore.”
“Well,” Eternity replied, “aren't you?”
Devon broke from the kissy-kissy flirtations with Winterlynn, reminded of the third lover in the room. “Aren't we all?”
“I have nothing to hide.” Eternity uncrossed her sexy legs, dressed in thigh-high stockings with seams running down the back. Slipping her fingers inside the black leather thong she wore, she swiped it aside, revealing her scrumptious cunt. 
She continued, “Winterlynn's had my pussy before, Devon. But you knew that, yes?”
Winterlynn's giddy mood mellowed, waiting to see Devon's reaction. 
To Eternity's surprise, Devon wasn't thrown. She responded, “Yes.”
Glance darting from Eternity to Devon, Winterlynn hadn't a defense. “How?”
Eternity blinked at her subordinate's lack of knowledge. “Winter, she's not new to this type of club. A woman like Cherry can't offer substandard girls to an elite class of pussy connoisseurs. You obviously have talents and you do have an awesome way of making a clit come.”
“Yes, she does,” Devon added, leading Winterlynn to the bed. 
“A woman like Devon can have any pussy she wants.” Eternity continued, “But she chose you.”
With a rush of tawdry aggression, Devon threw Winterlynn atop the bedspread, taking hold of her gentle ankles. Lifting her legs into the air, she said, “It wasn't that easy, Eternity,” Devon explained, “Winter played a very tough game of hard-to-get with me.”
“And you let her win?” Eternity questioned, not buying into their destined, true-love tale.
“It was worth losing.” Devon blanketed Winterlynn's ankles with an abundance of loving kisses before her hunger took control. Her kissing grew intense, tracing Winter's shapely calf muscle then licking the soft, sensitive area behind the knee. 
Inviting herself onto the bed, Eternity reminded, “You didn't say how you liked it, Winter.”
 Taken by the first waves of pleasure, Winterlynn was lost, rolling her head from side to side with each of Devon's licks. “Liked what?”
“My pussy,” Eternity clarified, sliding her index and middle finger between her puffed pussy lips. “Don't tell me you forgot.”
Devon wanted to know, too, aware of how delicious Eternity's pussy was. 
“It was amazing,” Winterlynn admitted, realizing in this instance it was best not to lie. “Tasted sweet and delicious.”
Eternity and Devon shared a private smile. With her eyes locked on Eternity, Devon asked, “How delicious?”
Winterlynn caught their secret exchange. “Very.” 
“I'm glad you liked it,” Eternity said, wrapping her legs on either side of Winterlynn's head. “Because here it is again.”
Devon felt a bolt of heat stab her center, seeing her girlfriend's face straddled. Her pussy had been throbbing since Eternity dared to kiss her in front of Winterlynn, so bold and possessive. As much as she fancied herself the dominating type, Eternity owned her authority over her—over them—and she wanted her explicit punishment. 
Winterlynn's mouth was covered by Eternity's slippery cunt. Her tongue was extended—a willing platform of erotic delights. Slowly thrusting on the spongy path, Eternity kept her eyes on Devon, openly moaning. 
“You hear how wet your girlfriend makes me,” Eternity asked her. “Her tongue's like a velvet caress on my clit.”
“I love it,” Devon replied, blowing on Winterlynn's precious bud. “Hear this?” Unleashing her tongue, she lathered Winterlynn in hot saliva, then swatted her clit with it. The tip of her fleshy nub went right to left in exact motions, making her whine into Eternity's swelling cunt.
“Ohhh yes...” she replied, nodding to Devon. “Almost as wet as mine.” Eternity drove her thrusts faster, not caring for a long fuck on Winterlynn's pretty face. “Kiss me, Devon. Stick your tongue in my mouth while I come on hers.”
“You want to suck my tongue while you come, huh?” Devon was ready to come, too, feeling the heated energy filling the room along with the wet sounds of three excited cunts. Her wild side had been ignited to the fullest, and Devon seized the opportunity, mounting Winterlynn in a scissor position. Meshing her cunt with the girl servicing them both, she gave it a good spin, circling madly, taking herself to the edge of a quick fire orgasm. Devon hovered her torso over Winterlynn's, meeting Eternity in the middle. 
Their mouths met, then their tongues, like lovers kept apart for too long. They met their thrusts, grasping for each other, aggressively bucking on Winterlynn face and cunt. She moaned underneath them, lifting her hips for Devon to grind harder, feeling their fluids mix in a lewd blend of pussy juice. 
Whispering into Eternity's mouth, Devon said, “I'm gonna come so hard.”
Eternity whispered her reply louder than Devon's, “like you made me do on you?”
Her entire body quaking and trembling, Devon locked her cunt in a wicked stampede with Winterlynn's, and brought them both to orgasm. “Yesss!” Devon roared, arching with the force, sucking down Eternity's tongue as if it was her coming clit. “Just like that!”
Inside Eternity's tightening hole, Winterlynn worked her tongue, having withdrawn it from her clit to penetrate deep within. She moaned her orgasm into her manager's cunt, “Ahhhh God!”
Bouncing up and down on the wet thickness Winterlynn drove inside her, Eternity blew. “Fuck! Your fucking girlfriend's making my pussy pour!”
“Come on her face!” Devon growled, peaking with ecstasy. “Just like you did on mine!”
The truth was exposed, and blurred by the orgasmic waves consuming them. From her most primal center, Eternity cried, “Suck it out of me, Winter!” And then her voice was frozen as her pelvis throbbed with an exquisite release. “Ohhh! Yes! There it is!”
Desperately, Devon clung to Winterlynn's leg, like a sinful anchor, winding down her thunderous roll. Up and down she went, making wet kissing sounds as her pussy swept Winterlynn's. “God damn,” she exhaled, “that was hot.” 
Before her orgasm was finished, Eternity slipped from Winterlynn's face. Inserting two fingers into her dripping cunt, she scooped out a spoonful of her cum and fed it to the taken girl already covered in pussy juice. 
“I just fucked your girlfriend,” Eternity said with a laugh to either of her ménage partners. “And it won't be the last time I do.”
 



CHAPTER EIGHT – The Lady Ménage
 
“Which one of you is a real lesbian?” The shoot-from-the-hip naughty dancer, Nixie, asked, pouring a second round of buttery Chardonnay for Wendy and Mikaella. 
“Me,” Mikaella raised her hand proudly as well as her glass of wine. 
Wendy only raised her arm half-way and shrugged. “Almost completely.” Then with guilt she admitted, “If I could just get rid of the boyfriend, I would be one hundred percent.” 
“How can we make that happen for you?” Nixie asked, acting like the lesbian Mafia. “Have you spoken to Cherry about him? She could probably help you shake off your unsavory habit.”
“Unsavory habit?” Wendy replied, “More like a business relationship gone mad.”
Mikaella was all smiles, liking Nixie's suggestion. “Isn't it awful when a boyfriend keeps you from being who you truly are?”
Wendy laughed, waving her French tip manicure at the other two. “Yes, it is awful, but fortunately I have enough money to make up for my pain and suffering.”
“You sure you're not just here for the conversation?” Nixie mocked, fishing her fingers inside her bra cups. She poked at her nipples, hid behind pink lace, teasing the curious MILF's. “I can be a talker, if that's what it takes for you to kick the dick habit.” 
Wendy laughed and offered a toast to Mikaella. “Don't I wish it was that easy?”
“It's not?” Mikaella accepted Wendy's offer and clinked glasses before she said, “You must love him then.”
“Oh ladies, don't you dare,” Nixie warned. “We don't talk about love in this room. And we don't talk about males.”
“Fine by me,” Wendy said, earning a supportive arm from Mikaella. “You know I'd rather talk about screwing your brains out, Nixie.”
“Correction.” Swinging her hips in a sexy figure eight, Nixie went to Wendy. She brought the woman's face to her smooth belly, and together they swayed. “I'm the one who screws the brains out, Wendy. You should be well aware of that information by now.”
“I can't even screw you a little?” Wendy asked.
“Maybe a little,” Nixie said, crawling by them on the bed. Assuming the doggie-position with her ass to their faces, she continued, “Give me your wish list. And one at a time, please. Don't just blurt out. That would be rude.”
Mikaella's cat-like smile was easy to read. She liked everything—the dirtier the better. “I definitely want you to tongue-fuck me. And I'd love to taste you, too.”
“You do?” Nixie asked, spanking her own ass. “What about this?” she added, spanking herself again. 
“Your ass is delectable.” Mikaella replied. “I'd like to put my face in it.”
“Me, too,” Wendy agreed. 
“Good.” Nixie stated then motioned for Wendy to come closer. “Mikaella wins. She gets my ass first because she's a real lesbian.”
Wendy politely accepted defeat. “Fair enough.”
Mikaella clapped her hands like an excited child, glowing with anticipation. “I love Nixie's rules!” 
For a third and final time, Nixie spanked her ass then said, “You're turn, Mikaella. Show Wendy how cunt-only lovers do it.”
Diving into position, Mikaella's face was suddenly tucked within Nixie's fleshy pillows. Inhaling the beautiful scent of her feminine mystery, her tiny hole blew kisses, flexing and retracting, wanting to be licked and probed. “Oh Nixie, look how pretty,” Mikaella moaned, prepped for worship.
Wendy quivered, watching how Mikaella moved her tongue in silky circles around the rim. Nixie uttered bilingual profanities, raising her bottom and spreading her thighs so her pussy mound with feathered lips and pouting clit were visible underneath Mikaella's buried face. 
Mikaella spit then penetrated through the clench, sliding in as far as her tongue would go. 
“That's it.” Nixie wavered, then shoved her hips back to swallow Mikaella's tongue fully. “So deep, all the way in like that.”
“Looks incredible,” Wendy complimented, touching her heavy breasts. In her pelvis there was a pulsing sensation and her clit fluttered with arousal. 
“Wendy,” Nixie purred, “undress.”
Gliding her half-opened blouse over her head, she tossed it on the padded bench along with her white slacks and panties. “May I keep my shoes on?”
“No,” she replied, “not while on the bed. We don't want to damage Cherry's expensive bedspread.” 
Kicking off her shoes, Wendy rejoined the ménage, hoping to find her place in the sexual chain.
“Kiss me,” she demanded from the nude woman.
Wendy swayed without grace, too horny and wanting of her lips to care. In a passionate rush their mouths blended, kissing with a heated intensity. The last woman she'd kissed was her former best friend, Maria, the one she'd invited to the club as her guest in an attempt to rekindle the romantic chemistry they'd once shared. It was a decadent treat to kiss an experienced lover like Nixie, and swap tongues in an erotic bath of sweet-tasting saliva. Kissing Nixie sent chills through Wendy's body, and the sound of Mikaella's moans and anal worshiping made her cunt ache for an orgasm. 
“Slide beneath.” Nixie pointed to the bed below her.
Crawling into place, Wendy went long under Nixie. She hovered over her, bosom swaying close to Wendy's face and open mouth. For a moment she let Wendy lap at her nipples, dipping the right side, then the left. Wendy tugged at them with her tongue and lips, twirling the delicate buds until Nixie withdrew them. 
A sudden shift in positions left both Wendy and Mikaella lustily awaiting Nixie's next command. The fiery Latina flexed her chiseled abdominal muscles. With a slap against her torso, she said, “Come and get it.”
Mikaella and Wendy eagerly went to Nixie, tongues out, ready to taste her taut belly. Together they created naughty trails, licking from her ribs to her hip bones, and danced along the edge of her pelvis.
“Lower,” Nixie hissed, mumbling Spanish slurs to herself. Patting the rounded mound of her sexy brown box, she ran her fingers on the tuft of black hair shaved into a heart shape. 
Like obedient pussy slaves, the older ladies ran their tongues onto the hairy patch, and bathed it till the soft hairs were coated with their spit. 
“Lower” Nixie repeated, tucking a finger under her clit and lifting the head of it to them. “Right there.”
Two tongues twirling on the pretty little bulge made it swell. Nixie reacted with quivers and trembles, then a pelvic buckle before thrusting away from their mouths. “For a woman who likes dick,” she told Wendy, “you sure know how to turn a pussy on.”
“Thank you,” Wendy replied with a blush. Her lips were creamy with Nixie's juice. “I'd love to make you come.”
“Oh, you will,” Nixie confirmed, “but not like this.”
“No?” Wendy asked. 
“Get on your back.” Nixie motioned for Wendy to get under her again. “Mikaella, you stay on your knees, right between Wendy's legs.” 
Hands on the inside of Wendy's thighs, Mikaella opened them, making room for her knees to fit.   Wendy's pussy made a moist sound as they parted with her thighs. “I love that noise,” Mikaella stated, wanting to dive into Wendy's untouched cunt. 
“You stay,” Nixie said to Mikaella as she positioned herself over Wendy's body so her cunt hung over her face. “See my pussy, right there for you?”
Wendy moaned, “Yes.”
“Now you can make it come.” Nixie lowered her juicy box, curling her hips under so Wendy could easily devour the entire thing, inside and out. Then she looked up at anxious Mikaella. “You're going to come on my face.”
“Whatever you want, Nixie,” she replied, shaking as Nixie dropped onto her elbows and threw her head back.
“Ohhh damn, she can eat some pussy,” Nixie groaned, feeling Wendy's mouth cover her cunt. Her hole was invaded and filled by Wendy's thick tongue, and she moved it in glorious circles. “That's it, Wendy,” she continued, wanting to ride her face like a rodeo star. “That's how you make Nixie's cunt come.”
Mikaella could barely breathe, desperate to come, too. Without warning, Nixie attacked, filling the room with the sound of her wet slurps. Holding on to her tits, Mikaella pinched her sensitive nipples, sending pleasurable waves through her center. 
“Christ,” Mikaella wailed, feeling her pussy in Nixie's busy mouth. “My clit's going to burst.”
Nixie's tongue swept Mikaella's long clit with a steady flow. She pressed into the trigger spot and Mikaella stiffened. 
Wendy drank from Nixie's heavenly hole as her juices turned to cream. She'd been fantasizing of another woman's cum on her face, and knowing Nixie was close made her own pussy clench and throb.
Mikaella cried out, “Yes, Nixie! Suck my clit! Make it come!” 
Nixie went into overdrive, lapping and suckling on the cunt in her mouth. 
“Ahhhh... oh my God!” And then she could say no more, helplessly coming on Nixie. Mikaella arched, taking tiny breaths as she released.
Oh, that sound, Wendy thought to herself, teasing and tickling Nixie's clit. The sound of a pussy splashing cum on another woman's face was exquisite and dirty, and enough to make her own pussy come, too. But she needed to be touched down there. She bucked, feeling her cunt rained on from Mikaella's pussy. 
“Fuck!” Nixie exclaimed, shoving her hips harder onto Wendy. “Damn it, damn it, damn it!” 
Her profanities faded into gibberish, deliriously coming in Wendy's mouth. Nixie suddenly bolted upright, and rode the face she straddled, aiming her hole straight down Wendy's throat. “There it is, baby!” she yelled. “Drink it!” 
Wendy drank and drank, loving how Nixie's cum overflowed her mouth. This was absolute heaven. There wasn't anything more amazing than drinking pussy nectar. 
Abruptly, Nixie gave her last command. “Eat her pussy, Mikaella. Make this almost-lesbian come.” 
In an instant, Mikaella was on her belly between Wendy's thighs, unleashing a world of cunt-eating experience on the throbbing pussy before her.
“Ohhhh!” Wendy yelled, not caring if the entire estate heard her. Having a beautiful stranger's mouth loving her tender clit was unreal, like a salacious assault of passionate female power. 
Mikaella drove her tongue deep inside Wendy's velvet inner walls, allowing room for Nixie to join in. Hoisting her spent pussy from Wendy's face, she descended on her cunt, owning the outer areas before landing on her sensitive clit. 
Round and round went Nixie's tongue, sliding back and forth across the surface of Wendy's most reactive spot. She felt it go erect under direct pressure, and then there it was. Wendy was coming.
Swallowing hard, Wendy felt like she was going insane, crazed with the intensity of a mind-blowing orgasm. 
Nixie hit the coming clit like a lioness devouring her prey. No mercy was given, even as Wendy screamed, “I can't take it! I'm coming so hard!”
Mikaella's experienced maneuvers with her tongue caused a little squirt from Wendy's hole. And then another, more fluid stream shot out, soaking the bedspread and Mikaella's bosom. 
Wendy's knees bent from their extended position, and her hips buckled. She gasped, looking at the two women who made her come like never before, and said, “That was insane!”
Nixie and Mikaella nodded at her, still holding their positions on her pussy, but with gentler motions, letting the woman drift with the wild pleasure they'd given her. 
Wendy was wetter that she'd ever imagined she could get. The steamy ménage went beyond her wildest expectations. She gazed around the well-appointed room, and then on the two powerful ladies hovering over her cunt, bathed in her fluids. 
“Thank you,” she cried, feeling the hot sting of tears pour from her eyes. Her emotions were on the surface, and she wasn't afraid to reveal them. Wendy let the tears flow, like an extension of the release that still rolled through her. Then she laughed with utter bliss. “And this is why we live,” she said like a profit of pleasure. “For feeling this.” 
And then the three women floated with the warm, tranquil vibe surrounding them. Wendy imprinted the experience in her mind, slowing her breathing as their bodies intertwined on the bed. They drifted together, then slipped into their dreams, fulfilled and totally at peace.
 



CHAPTER NINE – On Dusty's Watch
 
The rooms and hallways went silent several hours after they were occupied. It made perfect sense that the evening would produce different results in Cherry's home rather than at a club location, but this absolute quietness from the upper floors was unexpected. 
Maybe it was the fact that the lively, non-stop environment of a club supported a go-all-night vibe? In the safety of a private estate, the relaxed and intimate setting probably gave the members a sense of comfort, like checking into an upscale bed and breakfast as opposed to a club. Regardless, a blanket of calm had tucked in the evening, and here I was, trying to stay awake in case I was needed. 
I'd received a call from Cherry an hour earlier, sometime after midnight, assuring me the ladies traveling with her were having a great time. The flight was on schedule and everything was going as planned. As confident as Cherry sounded, there was a hint of something else in her voice. I wanted to ask her if she was really okay, and if she still believed her impulsive desire to jet to New York with a crew of her horniest members was justifiable. But I kept my thoughts quiet. She's the boss, and it's not my business to interfere with her whims. 
I did tell her that on my end the evening had gone well and me, Carson and Star were just hanging out, waiting for the ladies to stir. She gave the go-ahead to send the DJ and bartender home, and so I did. 
Being alone downstairs in a very quiet mansion was weird, especially with Sandra gone. Although she was an understated woman who didn't get too involved with Cherry's domestic and business activities, Sandra's presence was always felt. She was my buddy, the only other full-time employee besides me, and I missed having her around. It occurred to me I didn't know how to reach her. I didn't even know where she was exactly. Until Cherry had reason to give me the pertinent information, I had no choice but to remain in the dark about...well, everything.
Just like I was back then. 
There was a feeling of fear over what Cherry might encounter on her journey to Mink's door. I was against the idea to begin with, but there's no stopping Cherry when she's on a mission, however crazy it might be. More than my fear over Minx's reaction to the west coast troop arriving without an invitation was my worry about Cherry and her devious ex-girlfriend, Talia, reuniting. She's sworn for years the obsession was done and she'd never make the mistake of letting her into her life, our lives, again. 
I wished I believed in Cherry's conviction more than I do. When Cherry and Talia were lovers the world spun askew. We, Eternity, Sandra and myself, were the witnesses of Cherry's sudden demise and helplessly watched her downfall. It would be stupid for us to blindly go with a woman of Cherry's sexual and financial prowess without remembering the past. 
Protecting ourselves was futile. She'd had our backs once, and I knew she'd have our backs if by chance she was blinded by Talia again.
But there's always the chance of Talia residing no where near Minx's domain, too. All this worry and fear was most likely a waste of energy and emotion. If I was in trouble with the law to the degree Talia was, I'd have run. Unless... no. There can't be an “unless.” 
Deciding to prep the kitchen for a possible breakfast rush of depleted women, I assembled plates, utensils, and cloth napkins on the counters. Champagne flutes and juice glasses were placed in a circle which was about as creative as I was with making a decorative display. Salt and pepper grinders and a bowl of fruit were added. The last of my duties for the evening were finished. 
And then I heard creaking, like light footsteps on the old wood floors. Damn, I thought, they're hungry already. Giving up the chance at getting two hours of solid sleep, I went to the stairway to see who it was.
The girl tip-toeing down the stairs wasn't a member. It was Winterlynn, dressed, holding her shoes in her hands.
Surprised to see her, I asked, “Are you okay?”
Her hand went to her heart, suddenly frightened. She froze at the sight of me. “Dusty! I didn't know you were still awake.”
“I didn't know you were either,” I replied. “It's very quiet up there.” 
She made it to the bottom of the stairs and then went right by me.
“Hey,” I called to her, “where are you going?”
“Please,” she pleaded without turning to face me, “I have to go.”
“What?” I went after her, but she got to the door before me. “Like back to your apartment? To the store? Where?”
Offering no further explanation, she cracked open the front door and slipped into the cold night air. I went outside, too, still needing her justification for splitting without my permission. “You're not off work yet, Winter. I didn't say...”
“Dusty, look, I have to go,” she said with sincere emotion. “Please let me.”
“Okay, but why so urgently? Did something bad happen?”
She shook her head but her eyes hid the real story behind her sudden actions. “I feel bad leaving our cat alone all night like this. She'll need to be fed and... Please?”
I knew it wasn't the truth, but I opened the security gates and let Winterlynn leave on her own accord. She drove off the premises and I closed the gates behind her, then thought about calling Cherry.
But why? Why distract Cherry from her fabulous time exploring new territory with the diamond level ladies? 
Still, I gripped my phone and pulled up her number. I closed my eyes and hit the talk button. Placing the call to my ear, it rang and rang, then went to voice mail. Should I leave a message, I wondered, alerting her to potential drama when it really could just be about a cat needing care?
The call was clicked off and the phone got shoved into my pocket. It's best not to make snap judgments in the middle of the night when situations are often not as they appear. 
Heading to my room, I heard a familiar voice say, “Dusty?”
“Viv?” I replied, seeing Vivianna standing nude in the hallway behind me. 
“Can't sleep,” she admitted, “that lady snores.”
A laugh flew out of me and I covered my mouth. “Want to take a nap in my room?”
She grabbed my hand and kissed me. “Yes!”
And we went to my bed. She slipped her nakedness under the covers and I joined her, keeping my underwear on in case of emergency. Any other night this would be permissible, having her in my bed. I'd have to hide her in the morning, or sneak her out so the others wouldn't see. 
Or maybe I'll just stay in bed with her? 
My phone vibrated from across the room. “Sorry,” I apologized to half-sleeping Vivianna and crawled out of bed to check the message. 
It was a text from Cherry, reading: Headed to the hotel. We've been officially invited to Minx's club tomorrow night. We'll fly home on Friday afternoon. Hope all is well.
All is well, I repeated in my head as I crawled back under the covers and snuggled next to my sexy bed mate. 
I said a little prayer for the ladies and one for Cherry. May the past be the past.
All is well, I repeated to myself again. All is well.
 
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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