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          One

        

        
          Dusty, Devon and the Dancer

        

      

    

    
      It never ceases to amaze me how women of exceptional beauty can sleep like drunken sailors after a night of debauchery, Dusty thought to herself, restlessly tossing in her bed. The keeper and watchdog of Cherry's enterprise had taken pity on Vivianna and allowed her under her sheets instead of telling her to go back to the bedroom where she'd performed a service. Although having a club night at Cherry's estate was a first for the staff, Dusty expected the dancers to stay with the members until morning. But Vivianna couldn't sleep, and went in search of the quiet sanctuary of Dusty's room and then sweet-talked her way in.

      Vivianna hogged the majority of Dusty's queen size bed and tortured her with freezing cold feet. Even with Vivianna's cold feet and loud, constant snoring, Dusty still wanted to fuck the dancer's brains out, but the invitation didn't present itself. The bad co-sleeper slept hard with no interest in having sex with the boss's assistant.

      Frustrated beyond measure, Dusty spent the four hours Vivianna snored through wide awake, worried about the members still in the mansion, sleeping in three different bedrooms upstairs. With Sandra gone, Dusty was the only staff watching over them and it was an odd and uncomfortable situation for her to be in. She'd grown attached to Sandra and saw her as a life-mate, the other person consciously choosing to live on the sidelines of Cherry's mad existence. Not having her around magnified Dusty's insecurity about everything. Sandra was dependable, the ultimate voice of reason in the midst of Cherry's loosely controlled chaos. Without her, there was just the ill-equipped right-hand second guessing herself.

      The sound of whispers were heard at half past seven in the morning and Dusty managed to drag her tired ass out of bed and shuffle to the kitchen. Nixie and Jolie were there, sharing coffee and chocolate muffins. They looked like they'd been properly fucked more than once during the previous evening's lewd festivities, and Dusty envied them.

      “Hey Dusty,” Nixie said with a raspy voice. “I'm going to drive this one home since Sandra's not here to chauffeur.”

      “Thanks.” Dusty replied, relieved and pleasantly surprised by Nixie's generous offer. She wasn't usually a giving or helpful person in general. Nixie was about and for herself and no one else. “That's very kind of you.”

      She shrugged, “I have my moments.”

      Dusty bit her tongue before shooting out a rude remark, and nodded instead. “Did you ladies have a good time?”

      Nixie glanced at Jolie—a sign for her to talk first. Jolie replied, “It was wild. An all-new experience for me.”

      Raising an eyebrow out of curiosity, Dusty waited for explicit details.

      Jolie looked like a girl with a naughty secret. “I'm not sharing anything else.”

      Disappointed, Nixie offered, “You can tell me in the car.”

      Releasing a frustrated sigh, Dusty poured herself a mug of coffee and stirred in a few pours of half and half. “Then text the details to me after you drop her off,” she stated to Nixie. “I could use some sexual motivation to get through the day cleaning up after your lascivious escapades.”

      Nixie winked and said, “How about I call and give you phone sex instead?”

      Dusty laughed, knowing Nixie wasn't serious. The frequently requested dancer wasn't about to waste her time getting Cherry's slave off over the phone or in person.

      Soon after Nixie and Jolie left together, there was a sudden flurry of activity as the members briefly showed their faces to Dusty before scattering to their cars. And then Vivianna scooted out, saying she had appointments and couldn't spend her day off hanging out at the mansion. Dusty protested, and then begged, not wanting to be alone at the estate. But Vivianna stuck to her story.

      “I might come back later,” Vivianna said, leaving Dusty with an ounce of hope. “It just depends.”

      “Please do,” Dusty told her, even though she really wasn't interested in spending another sleepless night listening to Vivianna snore or acting as the warming device for her iceberg feet. Vivianna was no Kristin. Dusty would have done anything for Kristin. Once a beautiful woman let Dusty get down her pants and screw her senseless, the devotion was set in stone.

      The house emptied out except for one member and one employee: Devon and Eternity. Thoughts of getting in an hour of sleep were halted by worry. The news Dusty had to deliver to Devon about Winterlynn leaving during the night wasn't a conversation she wanted to have. Yet the difficult situation had to be faced. Stationed at the kitchen counter like a reluctant warrior, Dusty drank half a pot of coffee on a nervous, empty stomach, and attempted to stay awake for the inevitable.

      [image: ]

      It was a few minutes before noon when Devon managed to roll out of bed and venture down to the kitchen, famished and desperate for nourishment. Dusty was slouched over the counter, chin to chest, dozing in and out of a fitful nap. Devon woke her with an uncharacteristic rudeness.

      “Really? Sleeping on the job?” She swatted Dusty's shoulder then stated loudly, “I'm freaking starving,” followed by, “like I haven't eaten in weeks.”

      “Hey!” Dusty exclaimed, rubbing the sting of the slap away. Her eyes fluttered open, focusing on the nude, disheveled yet stunningly gorgeous runway model, totally depleted after her lusty overnight ménage with Winterlynn and Eternity.

      Standing at the subzero, Devon yanked on the heavy stainless steel doors with weak, floppy arms. “Help,” she cried, “I'm so hungry.”

      “Hold on. Let me open that for you.” Dusty offered. Exhausted, her vision blurred punching in the secret code. After several tries, the correct sequence of numbers was applied, and the double doors opened with a firm tug. A blast of cold air hit Dusty's face and made Devon's nipples firm and pointy.

      The coolness was refreshing, stirring Dusty from drowsy to mildly awake. “Oh, that feels good.”

      Chilled, Devon's arms crossed over her chest, covering her beautiful breasts. “What can I eat?”

      “How about a sandwich?”

      “Perfect.”

      “Food restrictions?” Dusty asked. “Allergies?”

      “As long as it comes from a female animal or plant, I'm good.”

      Glancing sideways at her, Dusty was unable to read Devon's tone. “You're serious?'

      “Dusty! What the fuck?” She whacked her arm again, but Dusty was too distracted by the site of Devon's single breast set free to wiggle as Devon swung at her. “As fancy as Cherry is, that would be ludicrous. Besides,” Devon admitted, “I've eaten bull's testicles in several countries in Europe. And I liked it.”

      “Huh,” Dusty responded, entranced with both her jiggling breasts as Devon told her story. “That sounds simply disgusting.”

      “Dusty?” She asked, waving off the boob-a-licious trance. “Want me to make it?”

      “Uh, I'll do it.” Dusty told her, stalling from telling Devon the news about Winter. But then she blurted, “So, your girlfriend?”

      “Yeah, did she eat already?” Devon responded, blinking curiously around the kitchen in search of her. “Where is she? Taking a shower or something? She wasn't in bed.”

      “No? Well, I mean, she might be taking a shower somewhere.” Dusty bought herself a minute or two, removing sandwich items from the glass shelves and displaying them on the granite slab in the center of the room. “Just not here.”

      “Not here?” Devon studied Dusty's face. “You're confusing me, Dusty.”

      “She's, um, Winter said she had to go earlier, and...”

      “She did?”

      “Yes.”

      “I don't remember her telling me she had appointments this morning.” Devon took a moment before asking, “Did she leave alone?”

      “Yes.”

      “In her car? And didn't tell you why she was leaving without me?”

      “Yes and yes,” was all Dusty had to respond with.

      “Strange,” she contemplated. “I wonder what's up?”

      Diverting from Devon's questions, Dusty asked, “Did you want me to make you a plate?”

      “I'm suddenly not hungry.” Awash with concern, Devon inquired, “Was she sick? Did she have an emergency?”

      “Maybe? All she said was that she had to go.” Offering a possible solution, Dusty told her, “She probably left you messages. Did you check your phone?”

      Devon sighed, “I don't even know where my phone is, honestly.”

      She found it, though, shortly after Dusty fed her half a sandwich and a large glass of sparkling mineral water with a lime wedge. It was under the bed where she'd had an amazing evening of sex and fell asleep with the scent of two different pussies on her lips.

      Eternity finally made an appearance after soaking in a hot bath. She decided to stay, too, even after Dusty told her it was best if she went home and left Devon to handle things on her own.

      The mysterious details of Winter's exit were repeated to Eternity, mostly by Dusty. Devon's emotions were escalating, and Dusty made every attempt to keep her calm, get her dressed and scoot her the hell out of the estate. Same for the hovering stripper.

      “It's just so weird,” Eternity stated, “that neither of us heard her leave. We must have been deep asleep.”

      “We were,” Devon confirmed, owning a spot on the living room couch next to Eternity. The two of them were swaddled in a blanket and looked too cozy for Dusty's comfort level. Although this was an atypical situation with the mansion doubling as the club, their off-the-clock closeness went against the employee-member rules.

      Dusty couldn't bring herself to scold them with a reminder as she should have, still not comfortable with all the managerial decisions placed entirely on her shoulders. With both Cherry and Sandra absent from their leadership positions, Dusty felt too unsteady and ill-equipped to make judgment calls.

      “Lucky you,” Dusty commented sarcastically. “I've maybe had forty-five minutes of sleep since, I don't know, two days ago?”

      Neither of them commented, releasing and interlocking their fingers together as they cuddled.

      “So?” Flipping channels on the satellite radio, not caring how annoying the rapid audio changes were, Dusty asked, “What should we do?” Landing on an electronica station, she turned the volume up, needing to disrupt their cozy mood. “The club is technically closed and we can't spend another night waiting for a text from Winterlynn.”

      “It's up to Devon.” Eternity stroked the model's legs seductively, circling her calves, then tickled her ankles. “In good consciousness, I can't just abandon her.”

      “Of course not,” Dusty agreed, contemplated Eternity's intentions. There was a spark of excitement behind her eyes, offering comfort to Devon in her depressed state. Usually Eternity didn't give a second thought to the members. They were merely part of her professional life, not personal, and when her shift was done, so was she. But this connection with Devon was different—far beyond a one-night member servicing—and it made Dusty want to separate them.

      Dusty added, “But we can't vacillate either.”

      “I wouldn't call this vacillating,” Eternity said with an argumentative tone.

      “Not to be an ass, but I think the rules need to be clarified in case we've forgotten,” Dusty stated, flexing an ounce of authority. “The dancers, as well as the entire club staff, are only available to the members during club hours. Cherry has a strict policy of no extracurricular meetings between members and staff. And you two are dangerously close to crossing the line. I don't like being stuck in the nasty position of having to act blind to your intimate after-hours interaction. And I certainly don't want to report either one of you to Cherry, because that wouldn't turn out well for anyone.”

      Eternity looked at Dusty as if she was a stranger in her home. “Report us? Dusty, your over dramatic tone isn't needed. We're simply looking after one of our own.”

      Dusty couldn't argue with her. Eternity knew damn well she wasn't going to report her. Cherry couldn't afford to lose Eternity, and she knew it. Dusty's anger continued to brew watching Eternity casually touch Devon like last night's party was still in effect.

      “Here's the thing, though,” Dusty explained, “wherever Winterlynn went isn't your business, Eternity. Technically, it's not Devon's either, considering the member-employee clause in her contract.”

      Shaking her head at Dusty as if her rhetoric was crazy talk, Eternity replied, “And rule number six, the clause forbidding employees from having any type of relationship with members beyond the club, is in question here?”

      “It is,” Dusty stated, feeling her legs go weak as she pushed her new authority onto them. “It's the rule that got Carson in trouble after repeatedly breaking it behind Cherry's back. You shouldn't hear this, Devon, but Carson was busted and harshly reprimanded for hooking up with members and guests after-hours.”

      “The DJ?” Devon asked. “She's so hot with her androgynous vibe. I'd love to fuck her.”

      “Isn't she sexy?” agreed Eternity, triggering a naughty girl gossip moment with Devon.

      Dusty's reply was halted by their candidness. Although she wouldn't admit it to them, Dusty felt a strong attraction to Carson, too. It was impossible not to be intrigued by her. And the three-way she'd had with Carson and the Romanian bitch, Natasha, was insanely hot sex—one of her best fucks ever. But she remained silent, watching Devon and Eternity blush over their mutual attraction to the DJ.

      “Ladies?” The brewing anger had turned Dusty's voice hostile, revealing the resentment she felt towards Cherry for putting her in charge while she flew off to New York to party with the enemy. This mess was all Cherry's fault for complicating things when she hired a dancer while also accepting the membership of her gorgeous, wealthy girlfriend, Dusty thought to herself. But second guessing Cherry was a waste of brain power. She always had her reasons. “We need to wrap this situation up so I can sign off from the last forty-eight hours.”

      “Go take a break, Dusty,” Eternity said as if she was the one in charge. “We need a few more minutes.”

      Suddenly aware of how unwanted she was in the room, Dusty asked, “Devon, when did you last check your phone for messages?”

      “Ten minutes ago,” Devon replied. “You were watching me, Dusty. You don't remember?”

      “Uh, sorry, no.”

      She continued, retracted her bare legs from crossing over Eternity's lap and dangled them over the side of the couch. “Winterlynn hasn't responded to any of my texts or voice mails and my head's spinning with this hangover.”

      “I'm sure.” Dusty confessed, “I'm sorry I didn't stop her from leaving.”

      “Stop apologizing, Dusty.” Eternity boldly voiced her fixed opinion. “There wasn't anything you could have done to stop her.”

      Appearing discouraged with Devon's legs out of reach, Eternity bolted for the wet bar and retrieved a chilled bottle of champagne from the mini-refrigerator. “As far as I could tell, she enjoyed our little three-way.” Motioning for a second opinion, Eternity asked, “Don't you agree, Devon?”

      “Yeah, that was my impression,” Devon responded. “She got over her initial hesitation fairly quick and then...”

      Eternity released the cork from the champagne bottle with a loud pop, interrupting Devon. The explosive and festive sound felt totally out of place in this situation. But being inappropriate was one of Eternity's attributes.

      “Obviously Winter's mind was set on doing whatever she wanted,” Eternity said, pouring two glasses without asking if she should pour a third for Dusty. She handed a flute to Devon and then took a healthy sip from hers. “You were a small obstacle, Dusty, easy to bypass.”

      She was right. Dusty was too easy, not just on Winterlynn, but on everyone working for Cherry. Being the boss wasn't what she was cut out for and this situation made that fact glaringly obvious. Dusty was a talent wrangler, a trusted right hand, and a keeper of the gates at Cherry's clubs. When the boss was out of town the extra load to manage the members as well as the employees fell on her shoulders, leaving her with no choice but to accept the duties, fit or not. Otherwise, she'd stay where she functioned best—on the sidelines—and stick to the regular orders.

      “So you think the best thing to do is start drinking?” Dusty shot back at her. “It's three o'clock!”

      “Were you going to tell on me, mistress of the booze?” Eternity teased, not the slightest bit afraid of being tattled on for sharing champagne with a distraught member. “You probably should, considering what trouble I can be after a single glass of champagne.”

      It wouldn't be one glass, or even two, knowing Devon, Dusty thought. This girl could drink and Eternity was fabulous at keeping the members happy and satisfied. There was no one more confident about her importance in Cherry's world than Eternity and the expression on her face reflected her desire to get the party started, on or off the clock.

      Without a clever response, Dusty changed the subject, eying Eternity's wardrobe. “Hey, who said you could wear that?”

      Dressed in a new outfit she'd helped herself to from one of Cherry's guest closets, Eternity didn't show fear or guilt over wearing it. “Me.”

      Dusty reminded her, “You don't have permission to take from Cherry's closets without asking, Eternity.”

      Slightly humiliated, Eternity replied, “I'm definitely within the established boundaries. Cherry wouldn't want me to wear the soiled outfit from last night and I failed to pack for the occasion. Sleepovers are not the norm.” She clinked glasses with Devon, and after they mutually sipped and savored, she asked me, “Would you like some, Dusty?”

      “No, I can't,” Dusty stated. “As long as a member is in the club, even if the club is Cherry's house, I'm essentially still on the clock. And with Sandra gone...”

      “Speaking of her,” Eternity interrupted, “Where did she go?”

      “I couldn't tell you,” Dusty replied truthfully. “That information wasn't shared with me.”

      “Are you talking about that older woman who cooks for Cherry?” Devon asked.

      “Yes,” Dusty answered cautiously, not sure if Eternity was aware that Devon and Winterlynn had slept over at Cherry's place before.

      “She made an incredibly delicious meal for me and...” her thoughts drifted back to Winterlynn, and the night they'd spent together after getting too drunk on their first evening at the club. Devon's voice trailed into silence. Her mind lingered there, preferring the past to the present moment.

      Dusty blurted, “I'm afraid I don't have any more suggestions for temporary closure, Devon, unless you want me to call the police?”

      “Police?” Devon echoed, “Do you think something bad has happened to her?”

      Several responses went through Dusty's head, but she said none of them. Instead, Dusty shrugged.

      Devon polished off her champagne and surprisingly refused a refill. “I should go. She might be hanging out in our apartment just waiting for me for all I know.”

      “Good idea,” Dusty responded. “You need to go check.”

      Eternity shot Dusty a sideways glance. She wasn't ready to leave, contemplating the half-drunk bottle of expensive bubbly.

      “But she took the car,” Devon remembered, then to Dusty, “Do you have one I could borrow?”

      Before Dusty could answer, Eternity offered, “I'll call my driver to pick us up.”

      “That works.” Standing, Devon fixed her hair with her fingers, tying her long, chestnut brown locks into a bun, and slid her shoes on. There was a secret look on her face, another hot memory, and Eternity recognized whatever scintillating thoughts were going on in Devon's head.

      “Fine,” Eternity replied to Devon, excluding Dusty from the decision-making process, “and with her driving, there's no reason for us not to have seconds.” Eternity poured another round before Devon could protest, topping off their glasses. “Wasn't it you who said you always want more?”

      Devon blushed and winked at Eternity, holding out her glass for more champagne. “Yes, I suppose it was.”

      Something had gone on between them, Dusty thought, before last night. The chemistry was grounded and explored, not new or circumstantial flirting. Wanting to probe further and question them, Dusty started to talk, then stopped, fearful that morphing into an amateur detective would only prolong their stay.

      Eternity retrieved her phone from the couch cushions and sent a message to her driver. “She'll be here in fifteen minutes.”

      Yes! A voice in Dusty's gut exclaimed. In fifteen short minutes this nightmare of a work week will be done! I can rest! I can finally lay down in silence and sleep!

      And then Devon's phone beeped, alerting her and us to a message. “It's from Winter.”

      Impatient, Dusty asked, “What did she say?”

      She read the text to herself, keeping Eternity and Dusty in suspense. Finally she read out loud: “She texted that she left the apartment as is and all she took with her were clothes and a few toiletries and the car.”

      “And the car?” Dusty repeated. “That's some nerve.”

      “The car was hers,” Devon informed, “and even though I was making the monthly payments for   her, she had the right to take it.”

      Eternity's hard swallow sounded like a dramatic strum on a base guitar. Dusty didn't dare say a word, waiting for more of Winterlynn's explanation.

      Devon continued, “She also wrote that she wished she had a better justification for leaving other than just needing space, and that somewhere inside both of us, we knew this was coming and ultimately for the best.”

      Eternity asked, “Is that true?”

      Devon answered flatly, “No. Not for me, anyway.”

      “Ouch,” was Dusty's lame response. “Break-ups suck.”

      “Dusty!” Eternity said with a scolding tone. “Show some sensitivity.”

      Feeling like an asshole, Dusty limply replied, “Sorry.”

      “What a bitch.” Devon looked devastated, a shade above having the life force drained from her, clicking off her phone and throwing it in her small, designer purse.

      Eternity offered without a hint of sympathy, “Winter's excuse was flimsy at best, a totally anti-climactic excuse.”

      Having no idea about what happened in Devon and Winterlynn's personal life, Dusty remained neutral. It didn't seem good, though, and she suddenly felt empathetic towards Devon.

      “I, uh, well,” was how Dusty stammered before stating the obvious, “at least we don't have to call the cops.”

      “Yes,” Devon agreed, “thank goodness.”

      “You should get dressed,” Eternity suggested. “As hot as you look in nothing but a blanket, we don't want to cause a scene.”

      “She's right,” Dusty confirmed.

      Devon asked, “Is there an outfit I can wear? From here?”

      “Maybe,” answered Dusty, “I don't make a habit of going through Cherry's dress closets.”

      “No,” Eternity said, “you're a slacks and jeans type of woman.”

      “I meant that her closets aren't open to the public, or her employees.”

      “Is it cool if I check?” Devon inquired. “There's pussy cum on the dress I wore last night. And as much as I love it, I don't feel right showing off remnants to a limo driver or the other tenants in my apartment building. Only rich, domesticated cunts live there, and they'll stigmatize me for it.”

      Eternity added, “Not that you care.”

      “No, I don't,” Devon agreed, “but if there's a better choice I'll take it.”

      “I'll get you one.” Eternity took the lead, and disappeared down the hall to a guest bedroom.

      Devon and Dusty shared an awkward glance, before Dusty asked, “Can you text Winter back and ask if she's abandoned her job, too? I shouldn't speak for Cherry, but her job might still be good if she wants it and if she's willing to explain the situation. Don't know when the next club night will be, but...”

      Interrupting, Devon responded, “I guess,” then added, “but she's a big girl, Dusty. She can contact you on her own. If she's responsible, she will. If not, do what you must.”

      “Yeah, sorry,” Dusty apologized, feeling like a shallow idiot. “You don't have to ask. Like you said, it's up to her.”

      Eternity reappeared with a simple yet elegant beige cashmere sweater dress. “Just your size.”

      Dropping the blanket on the couch, Devon slipped the dress over her tanned and flawless skin.

      Dusty pulled a small pocket knife from her jeans, and handed it to Devon. “Here, to take the tag off.”

      With a swift snip, Devon severed the tag from an inside seam, then handed both the blade and the tag back to Dusty. $650.00 was printed on the tag. Pocket change for Cherry, and probably for Devon, too, Dusty thought.

      “You're just dropping her off, right?” Dusty asked Eternity.

      Eternity smiled, and there was that secretive, knowing expression again. “We'll see what she needs once we get to her apartment. If she needs help, it's only right of me to assist in whatever way I can.”

      Responding to her arrogance, Dusty reminded, “You're off the clock. There's no need for you to keep working. The service is finished.”

      Eternity didn't say anything else and her lack of response made Dusty's stomach clench with worry.

      Equipped with bottles of water and their soiled personal belongings, Eternity and Devon were driven off the premises. Dusty watched them drive far from view, almost expecting to hear Sandra in the background, sighing with relief over the home being “theirs” again. But the only noise was Dusty's heartbeat, and the light wind against the back windows.

      It took several minutes for Dusty to comprehend the silence and several minutes more to convince herself to let her guard down and relax. She wobbled through the kitchen, glancing around the room as if she was a tourist in a foreign country, sleep deprived and out-of-place. Should I pass out cold on my bed? Dusty wondered, or eat and shower first? Choosing a tall shot of fine tequila, Dusty hit it back and swallowed with a violent shake. The slow burn was delicious and soothing, and she wanted another, but getting drunk wasn't the best idea. Dusty was a social drinker, not a drink-alone-in-the-corner drunk. And having no one to talk to about her fears over Eternity and Devon would only complicate a good, hard buzz on expensive booze. Her fears over Cherry and whatever might be happening with Minx in New York were suddenly magnified, like a stab of intuition cutting her gut.

      Dusty's phone had been quiet. Too quiet. With zero responses from the messages she'd sent to Winterlynn, Sandra and Cherry. Everything seemed surreal as she dragged herself to her bedroom and fell face first onto the bed. I should check the alarm system, and make sure the outside gate is closed, she tried to remind herself, but the normal responsibilities drew further away from Dusty's foggy consciousness.

      Finally, Dusty surrendered, her limbs jerking involuntarily as her mind deliriously signed off from days of double duty. The dreams that instantly took hold of her were weird, terrifying, and very sexual. Somewhere in the bizarre head-space, she fell into the dark hole of sleep.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          Two

        

        
          The East Coast Madam

        

      

    

    
      “Is Cherry ready to come yet, Minx?” Curiously poking her head between the large, mahogany doors of Minx's private office, was Bailey, her succulent assistant-in-training.

      The gorgeous, dark-skinned woman who owned Bailey's soul replied, “You didn't respond to my text.”

      “Oh dear,” Bailey apologized, “I turned the sound off on my phone and forgot to turn it back on.”

      “It's been an hour since you last inquired about Cherry's status. You can't go that long without seeking updates. Every fifteen minutes unless otherwise stated on open club days.” Dressed in an expensive cream-colored suit with a silk scarf tied around her elegant neck, Minx stood in the center of her luxurious private office, owning her power.

      “Why didn't it occur to you to follow up sooner?” Minx asked, displeased with the lack of proactive behavior exhibited by her new employee.

      “Oh, it occurred to me,” Bailey guiltily admitted. “Just not for very long, I guess.”

      Scanning the inner roundness of Bailey's breasts fluffed together by her black push-up bra, Minx favored the thought of bending the trainee over and punishing her bottom with a series of stiff-handed swats.

      “You guess? How many times must I remind you, Bailey? We don't use words like I guess in my company. We know or we don't bother speaking.” Minx shook her head, tapping her desk with the pad of her index finger. “You're behaving like a child again, Bailey. A little girl not ready for adulthood and responsibilities. I don't hire little girls. I hire women.”

      “My apologies, Minx.” Possessing a seductive level of innocent charm, Bailey aspired to win Minx's praise and affection, to be her favorite assistant, and was willing to do whatever was asked of her. Bailey had never worked for a woman as powerful or as wealthy as Minx, and she wasn't about to risk her cushy position. Nestled under Minx's wing, Bailey had found a deliciously naughty home, like being a princess in a mad queen's lesbian sex kingdom.

      “I don't mean to appear disinterested with my job, or lazy with tasks,” Bailey explained.  “That's not what I want to reflect and I'm sorry for...”

      Minx grabbed hold of the conversation, tired of being this girl's constant teacher. “Staying on task has proved to be a significant challenge for you, Bailey.” Torn between wanting to fuck or fire the girl, Minx was mindful not to make a sudden move in either direction. Not when there was important work to be done. “I thought you'd recently devised a new note-taking process on your tablet?”

      “Yes, and I'm still learning the new system.”

      “Bailey, I give you the least amount of work compared to what the other assistants must do.” Minx's gaze fell to Bailey's thighs, noticing how perfectly short her skirt was. What she lacked in professionalism, Bailey made up for with gifted pussy-worshiping skills, and Minx viewed that as a virtue. “Your excuses are no longer valid.”

      Bailey whined, “I understand, but the members, they call me nonstop on open club nights, changing their reservations, and group size, and special requests. My phone never stops ringing!”

      “It's to be expected, as I've told you over and over.” Minx silently watched Bailey cross the room in search of sympathy. She didn't wear panties underneath her pink mini-dress uniform and Minx considered that to be Bailey's proof of commitment to her job. The shortness of her hemline showed off glimpses of Bailey's tender pussy lips rubbing together as she walked. “You must find a way to deal with it and improve quickly, or else I'll have to remove you from the position.” Minx reminded her.

      “Yes, I must. I must and I will,” Bailey replied, lifting her chest and rolling her shoulders back with a new-found confidence.

      Hungry for the feel of Bailey's flesh, Minx confirmed, “Good.”

      Hoping to be fondled by her gorgeous boss, Bailey flaunted her ripe, pointy nipples protruding through her bra and inquired, “Should I send a car to Cherry's hotel then?”

      “No,” Minx replied without a hint of worry or stress over another madam descending on her business, “a car has already been sent to retrieve Cherry and her group. Remember, I don't wait for others and this club doesn't go until all hours of the night like hers do.” Then Minx paused, and asked, “You do know what the club operating hours are, Bailey?”

      Bailey bowed her head, and the sheepish tone returned. “Nine to midnight?”

      Relieved, Minx exhaled and touched Bailey's dropped chin, returning her face to a normal position. “Very good!”

      Glowing from Minx's approval, Bailey looked like a changed woman ready to take on whatever was thrown at her. “Have any of the arrangements changed since we last discussed Cherry's arrival?”

      “No, but just to make sure you wrote them down correctly...”

      Bailey activated her tablet from sleep mode and tapped on the screen. “Ready when you are.”

      “Continue to reserve a section for them as we discussed.” Minx ran her fingers along the outer curve of Bailey's thigh. “And there will be no bending if they request a private room. Cherry's going to do her entertaining out in the open where I can keep her in full view.”

      Bailey agreed with a nod, her smile changing from pensiveness to pleasure over the boss's steady caresses. The touch was cut short by the buzzing of her phone. Checking the number and recognizing it, Bailey said, “It's Melanie. She's been begging to be allowed in tonight.”

      “We don't need to make her beg,” Minx informed. “Can we accommodate her? Is she bringing a guest?”

      Bailey replied, “It's her plus one. I can squeeze them in somewhere.”

      “Good. Melanie is one of my favorite benefactors. We take care of women like her and make her needs a priority, even when she calls at the last minute.” Minx patted then smacked Bailey's round ass, pointing to the door. “Take the call in the other room.”

      Waving her off, Minx waited till the doors closed before prowling her private office. She glimpsed at the sparkling lights of the New York City skyline beyond the shaded windows. It was a magical sight, seeing her city at night—a view with the power to spike her libido. And it did.

      Careful not to stand in full view of the evening office dwellers working late in the neighboring buildings, she closed the windows and drew the curtains.

      “Such a shame,” she said to herself, flipping the switch on the overheard spotlights. “Those poor souls slaving into the night at their desks while we do decadent, womanly things.”

      This was the night Minx had been waiting for, being face-to-face again with her former lover and constant rival, Cherry. Years had passed since they last were in contact, and deep within her female intuition there was an unconvinced voice debating whether or not Cherry would be brave enough to step foot inside one of her establishments, let alone bring her most dedicated members all the way from the west coast.

      Members, Minx thought, what a dated concept. Just like Cherry.

      The women who happily paid the hefty price of admittance into Minx's domains were referred to as benefactors, not members. And the benefactors were greatly responsible for making the clubs successful with their regular support and attendance. Minx didn't tolerate inactivity, and those benefactors who couldn't make the time to attend open club nights on a regular basis were hit with hefty fines. The fines served as a harsh reminder of how valuable their place on the heavily scrutinized benefactor list was. An empty club was useless to Minx, and a sign of poor business management. Minx had no interest in keeping clubs with low attendance open, either.

      The New York City loft was a swanky penthouse overlooking Central Park. It was Minx's most popular club in her vast portfolio of lesbian wonderlands. Minx's high-rise destination was referred to as the “lusty loft” where women were encouraged to make love wherever they wanted inside the lavish environment. The expansive terrace was the only area off-limits for lovemaking, due to the unwanted attention naked women romping about would undoubtedly draw.

      Only one enclosed room was available upon request, and usually reserved for parties of six or more. Minx had already decided that the room would be totally off limits to Cherry, though. An intrusion on this level by another madam warranted security measures.

      

      “Why the fuss over this Cherry woman?” Bailey had asked a day earlier when Minx informed the staff of her request for admittance. She'd warned that their behavior towards Cherry and her group should be no different than how they treat the rest of the benefactors, which spurred Bailey to ask more questions. “Is she famous?”

      “She's infamous, darling,” Minx clarified, “but only in certain circles, like ours. And the tales of her bad behavior aren't all hype either.”

      “No?”

      “No.” Minx went on, noticing a few sarcastic smiles from the staff members who'd heard about the competing madam's tarnished reputation. “Cherry's far surpassed the rumors surrounding her.”

      Hungry for more information, Bailey asked, “Like what?”

      “Her past isn't your concern, my dear trainee.” Minx pointed to Bailey's trusty tablet. “You need to focus on the guest list, and triple check that all accommodations are in order.”

      Minx didn't fear Cherry and she wasn't intimidated by her brazen self-invitation to descend upon the club. Although Minx was the catalyst that sparked Cherry's arrest, lengthy court case and then her eighteen month prison sentence, she wasn't worried about ill-intentions as the basis for her visit. Whatever fueled Cherry's need to break their years of silence piqued Minx's curiosity. There was no reason to deny this evening from happening. It was bound to occur eventually with so many words left unspoken between them.

      The plan Minx had devised for the visiting madam was too delicious not to put into motion. And Cherry's visit was the perfect opportunity to unleash it.

      “More importantly, Bailey,” Minx continued, catching her assistant before she went back to work, “we're going to prove to Cherry that there's only one way to run a successful lifestyle destination.”

      “Oh? How so?”

      Minx explained her perspective. “Unlike Cherry's singular club where a constantly revolving door of disgruntled employees exists, I inspire loyalty by hiring women permanently and putting the staff on a regular schedule. We all want to feel important in our work, without stress over paying bills or making ends meet. Consistent paychecks are the key to creating a satisfying, productive and loyal environment.”

      “Very true,” Bailey agreed.

      “How Cherry survives week after week auditioning new talent and booking girls to staff her roving hot spot on the fly is too difficult to imagine. She's made things so much harder for herself and the girls that work for her by perpetually chasing pussy. Business is business, not a thrill ride.”

      Bailey giggled, “I love how you say the word pussy.”

      “Pussy?” Minx asked, then said, “You’re cute and so easily entertained.”

      “Thanks.” Bailey tapped her tablet, checking a message. “I should answer this.”

      “Yes,” Minx agreed, “you must.”
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      The setting inside the loft's main entertaining room was given the final approval for the evening by Minx before the doors opened. She checked the wardrobes as well as the hair and makeup of the gorgeous staff.

      Kate, the lead audio and lighting tech, was given the go-ahead to set the stage for what was sure to be an unforgettable night.

      “Anything specific you'd like for the evening's soundtrack?” Kate asked Minx.

      “Slow beats until you hear otherwise from me,” Minx replied. “Keep the mood deeply seductive.”

      With no need for further questioning, Kate disappeared into her black box and slid her earphones on. She wasn't a traditional DJ, spinning live. Kate spun pre-recorded mixes—the tracks she'd make when she was alone and could let her musical genius out without having to please a crowd. The penthouse benefactors didn’t need a dominating DJ pumping out beats to elevate the mood. The lusty loft carried its own special vibe that suited the benefactors perfectly. Kate's music served as an enhancement, not a catalyst for lustful connections.

      “There's a line at the elevator, Minx,” Bailey informed, prepared for action. “And everyone on the list has checked in with me.”

      A flutter of excitement flew through Minx. “Including Cherry?”

      “Yes.” Bailey felt her boss's excitement tingle in her chest and it made her pussy dampen. “Including her plus five. Did you know her group was that big?”

      “No,” Minx replied, “I thought maybe two or three.”

      “Want me to tell Cherry not all of her group will be allowed in?”

      “Absolutely not,” Minx stated. “All six will be given the red carpet treatment with their every whim catered to.”

      Bailey nodded and went on her way, ready to usher in the waiting ladies, leaving Minx to her delicious and slightly depraved thoughts. She could almost smell the sweet scent of Cherry's pussy on the other side of the door.

      And it made her hungry.
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      “What lovely ladies,” Avery commented to Cherry, admiring the other women waiting to enter the club. “They definitely know how to dress. I love their New York City flare.”

      Katherine smiled, feeling her libido rise. “Me, too.” Not wanting to be rude to their generous hostess, she told Cherry, “The women in our club are hotter.”

      “Beauty is everywhere,” Cherry replied, “and I had no doubt we'd find it here.”

      The anticipation level had become unbearable for Cherry and her group. They'd traveled far to satisfy their exuberant sex drives, all the while visualizing the lusty potential of making love to new women who shared their mutual passion for owning a membership to a luxury lesbian sex club.

      “Do you find any of these women appealing?” Katherine asked her disinterested half-sister, Kelsie. “You used to love girls in college.”

      “I did, then.” Sprinkling mini-mints into her mouth, Kelsie nursed on the breath fresheners before adding, “And I had my fill of lesbianism.” She confessed, “Pussy's fun when your drunk at a sorority party, but there's only so much of it you can take after a while.”

      The loud gasps released by her travel companions in reaction to her unthinkable response drew the attention of the other women in line.

      “Watch what you say!” Katherine smacked Kelsie's arm, leaving a sting of sisterly love. “Your blandness is embarrassing.”

      “There's nothing wrong with being bland or vanilla,” Kelsie defended. “Just like there's nothing wrong with constantly cheating on your husband with strange women. Right, Katherine?”

      “My husband and I have an understanding,” Katherine explained to her contrary half-sister. “You know this. And the women at Cherry's clubs are not strange.”

      Avery snorted, rolling her eyes.  “The contortionists?” she commented.

      Katherine swooned over the memory of making love to those two amazingly bendable ladies from Russia. “They weren't strange, Avery. They were blessed with unusual...”

      Cherry interrupted, “and fascinating...”

      “Yes,” Katherine agreed before finishing her statement, “unusual and fascinating gifts.”

      The lock on the door made a “clicking” sound, which caused a ripple of excitement among the ladies. A few breathless seconds passed before they realized it was a false alarm when the doors failed to open.

      Veronica shared, “I recognize a few of them from the International business conventions I attend with my husband. The brunette woman near the front of the line is married to the CEO of a major software company. Observing our contractual obligation to respect other members and their privacy, I can't point her out or speak her name.”

      Glancing ahead to see the woman Veronica might be referring to, Cherry spotted a classy lady with soft features and a thick head of rich brown hair arranged in a loose and sexy French twist. “She looks like a fabulous woman.”

      “Yes, and I hear she's quite the lay.” Veronica whispered into Cherry's ear, not wanting her eighteen-year-old stepdaughter, Allison, to hear her horny thoughts. “I'd give a generous tip to whoever is in charge of the pairings tonight if it assured a match with her.”

      “Money well spent, if you ask me,” Cherry agreed.

      “Do you have an idea of how Minx runs this club?” Veronica asked. “If she runs it like she ran her previous company, I'd guess there's only one person who knows who gets who.”

      “Her,” Cherry added, “and only her. Yes, I'm sure that's how it is.”

      Veronica glowed at her beautiful Allison, petting her silky, blonde shoulder-length hair. “How excited are you?”

      “Super excited,” Allison replied, showing youthful exuberance.

      “And this time around,” Veronica admitted, “you can have your experience in private. I don't have to be there for support.”

      Allison blushed, recalling how she lost her virginity to Eternity her first night at Cherry's club, with her step-mother watching from across the room.

      Cherry reminded them, “Honestly, we can't say how the evening will unfold. It's possible Minx will want you two to share a room, or something like that.”

      “This is true.” Veronica cooled her mother-knows-all tone, and added, “Minx is as unpredictable as she is secretive. We'll just have to see what she has planned for us.”

      “I'm glad you're here, Veronica,” Cherry confided in her old friend and most loyal member. “We've both been badly wronged by this woman, and yet we've risen above it.”

      “It takes a strong woman to face her foes with grace and bravery,” Veronica replied. “If Minx shows signs of ill will, we'll simply leave.”

      “Yes,” Cherry confirmed, “and thank you for always offering your support. You know you have mine.”

      “Oh, I do know that, Cherry.” Veronica's attention was diverted by the sound of the door lock again. “But we both feel the need to put the past behind us. That's the main reason I agreed to join you.”

      The door opened just enough for the first woman in line to enter, followed by the next and the next. Veronica sighed, “Thank goodness. I was starting to wonder.”

      “Wonder no more, my dear Veronica,” Cherry answered with a deep breath. “The moment has arrived.”
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      Inside the club, Cherry directed her ladies to Bailey, who stood in a relaxed pose with her hips swayed to the left, extending a hand as a welcoming gesture. She'd changed from her sexy assistant attire to a slender black dress more appropriate for evening wear in an opulent club.

      “Hello Cherry,” greeted Bailey. “Welcome to the Penthouse, otherwise known as the lusty loft.”

      “A pleasure to be here.” Cherry kept her gaze on Bailey's face, seeing her meekness, like looking into the eyes of someone who'd been brainwashed by Minx. Like Talia, Cherry thought, this is how Talia looked when she was under the control of venomous Minx.

      Bailey took a quick count of the enthralled women standing behind Cherry. “All of you are here, I see. Perfect.”

      Cherry heard Katherine and Avery giggling like naughty school girls about to engage in bad behavior.

      “What a gorgeous club,” Katherine stated.

      “Yes,” Avery agreed, “and the view is stunning.”

      “Thank you for noticing and appreciating.” Minx startled the women, moving in on Cherry's group from behind. “And what a sexy collection of female flesh Cherry's brought to the big city. Hello to you all.”

      “Hello, Minx,” Cherry said with an unexpected calm.

      “Hello, my sweetness,” Minx greeted her back. Towering over the visiting madam by several inches, Minx stepped into Cherry's personal space, and boldly caressed her shoulders. Her arms slipped around Cherry's back before she could be shoved off. “Welcome back to my domain.”

      “Thank you for being generous and inviting us in,” Cherry replied with a lowered tone, not wanting the other ladies to suspect any foul play had gone down between her and Minx. Veronica was the only one in her group that knew the truth. “But I've never been to any of your domains. This is a first.”

      Releasing Cherry from her grips, Minx didn't bother pushing the subject. Instead, she stated, “At the risk of sounding cliché, the pleasure's mine having you here, whether it's the first or last time. I'm a selfish, pleasure-loving bitch and I own it. You're well aware of that.”

      Cherry was mindful of not giving a whiplash response. She bit her tongue, then quietly responded, “Oh no, Minx. I know you to be much, much worse than a bitch.”

      Veronica tugged on Cherry's arm, snapping her out of revenge mode.

      “You can change your mind, Cherry,” Minx reminded her. “If you came to start drama then you and your group should definitely leave.”

      There was an audible gulp from Katherine and Avery, waiting in suspense for Cherry's answer.

      “I'm not into drama,” Cherry stated, “and we'll be just fine.”

      Minx eased her aggression, then told her assistant, “Bailey, I'll take the ladies to their table.”

      Bailey bowed her head to her boss then smiled warmly as Cherry and her group followed Minx to their destination.

      “Your little slice of heaven.” Minx spread her arms, revealing their reserved section. It was an ornate lounge, designed in a half-circle, richly upholstered with purple velour. There was a modern-style glass table in the center of the section with purple beaded cocktail coasters placed in a neat stack.

      Skeptical of Minx's intentions, Cherry replied, “Right in front? I feel so special. Like you're showing us off.”

      “Of course I want to show you off!” Minx took Cherry's hand and kissed it. “It's not every day another club owner comes to visit. And besides, new attendees are rare, like fresh meat.”

      Veronica cleared her throat and almost covered Allison's ears in a jerk reaction to Minx's naughty innuendo.

      “It's large enough for all six of you to have an orgy comfortably, if you wanted,” Minx explained, winking at tender Allison, “with a front row seat for viewing the sensual activities of my benefactors. And, those along the dance floor get unobstructed views of the Manhattan skyline.”

      Receiving unanimous cat-like smiles from her ladies, Cherry nodded and said, “We'll take it.”

      As the women swished and scooted onto the lounge, Minx drew Cherry deeper into her gaze. “I only allow a small number of women entrance to the Penthouse, or any of my clubs,” Minx shared. “Managing a long list of members is simply impossible and creates too many holes in the system.”

      Cherry flinched, remembering the recent brush with a member who'd breached the privacy rules.

      “In my clubs,” Minx went on, “the women are truly safe and secure to carry on however they want. Oh, and I don't prearrange pairings either.”

      Katherine and Avery tuned in to what Minx was saying with serious curiosity. Veronica listened in, too.

      “No?” Cherry responded with a dry swallow. Her cheeks flushed under Minx's cold stare, sensing the devious thoughts behind her eyes.

      Minx answered, “No. The offerings are what they are. Who am I to assume what another woman truly wants? I'm the facilitator, not a psychic.”

      Minx's words hit like a dagger inside Cherry's most vulnerable, private place.

      Katherine chimed in, and asked, “What does this mean for us? In regards to the, uh...”

      “You have full range benefits to approach anyone you want, except for the staff, Minx informed. “Their job is to please you, not pleasure you.”

      Katherine and Avery raised eyebrows at Cherry, who just shrugged. She knew her ladies liked to fondle and play with any and all females within her clubs, member or employee.

      Sitting hip to hip on the lounge, the ladies gazed up at the east coast madam.

      “So,” Minx's instructions continued, pressing an opaque button on the table, “this is how you order beverages and tapas.” A computerized screen lit in the center of the glass surface, revealing a sedate interface, simple in design, with a list of twenty cocktails, and a separate list for wine.

      “As you can see, deliciousness awaits. You can order uniquely crafted cocktails from Danushka, the club's brilliant mixologist, or order bottles of wine for the table. Beer is the only beverage we don't serve. Created by award-winning chef Lyndie, the food menu's simple and light. Be aware that the kitchen gets quite busy around midnight which is when the club closes, so, if you're hungry I suggest ordering now.”

      “Where do activities take place?” Avery asked, feeling heat building in her pelvis. She'd made eye contact with a few ladies sitting at tables nearby and sensed their interest.

      “Right here,” Minx answered, “out in the open.”

      “No private rooms?” Allison inquired with a nervous quiver.

      Minx shook her head. “No. Well, there's one. But it's a room designed for larger groups with full-scale orgies planned.” She explained, “Rendezvous aren't allowed on the terrace, but anywhere else is fine. Most women make love on the dance floor.”

      “Really?” Katherine asked, horny at the thought of watching other women fucking all night. “Is there a protocol for how many can participate in a rendezvous?”

      Avery nudged her sexy bestie. “Yes, good question. Do we pair off, or...?”

      Minx gloated, “As long as the connection and interest is mutual you can add as many women to the rendezvous as you want.”

      Cherry felt her heart surge, noticing a panther-like, dark-haired woman over by the bar that held a striking resemblance to her former lover, Talia. Was this the moment they'd come face to face? Cherry thought, edging upon panic. Years after the nightmare she'd been put through because of her? And by Minx?

      Veronica tapped Cherry's hand. “Cherry? Minx asked a question?”

      “Huh? Oh, sorry,” Cherry apologized, “I thought I saw someone I knew.”

      Minx knew what Cherry meant and who she was referring to. Talia had been Minx's lover, too, and an employee. But most importantly, a willing pawn in whatever scheme Minx designed.

      Minx asked her again, “Would you like to order a few selections of wine for the table?”

      “Yes,” Cherry confirmed. “Give us a minute to discuss.”

      Her group was clearly more interested in the three gorgeous women rubbing their bodies together on the dance floor than looking over the wine list. Katherine and Avery held hands, ready to spring from the lounge and rush to join them. And Allison appeared eager enough to get swept up in their passion, too.

      “Very well,” Minx replied. “Oh, and Cherry, I insist on stealing you away at some point in the festivities. We must get reacquainted.”

      “Yes, we must,” Cherry agreed.

      Minx removed herself from the table and group. Cherry leaned against Veronica's shoulder, relaxing her posture for a moment. “That was more difficult than I'd imagined,” she admitted.

      “Couldn't tell,” Veronica assured. “You acted with your usual coolness, Cherry.”

      Kissing Veronica's cheek, Cherry replied, “Good. You ready to get a little wild?”

      Veronica hit the button to illuminate the in-table drink menu. “Let's get a cocktail in us first.”

      “Good idea,” Cherry said, reclining on the comfy lounge. “I'll have an Old Fashion with the best bourbon on the list.”

      With one click Veronica ordered two top shelf Old Fashions. “Katherine? Avery? Would you like a drink? How about you, Kelsie?”

      “I'll have tonic water with a squeeze of lime,” Kelsie answered, averting her eyes from the naughty action on the dance floor.

      “Kels, your bland is showing again,” Katherine scolded. “Get a shot of tequila on the side. Or anything with alcohol in it and relax.”

      Veronica raised an eyebrow at Kelsie. “Tequila? Yes or no?”

      “No,” Kelsie insisted. But then she blurted, “Okay, okay. Just order a vodka with the tonic. I'll nurse it.”

      Katherine patted her ample breasts and then air-kissed her half-sister. “Yes, nursing is good.”

      Too young to drink alcoholic beverages, Allison inquired, “Mother? Can you order me a cappuccino? A little caffeine might help get me out on that dance floor.”

      A satisfied smile slid across Veronica's face. She proudly replied, “Whatever your heart desires, my gorgeous girl.” Motioning to the women getting busy on the floor, she added, “Although, I think it might be a little crowded for dancing.”

      Katherine and Avery chimed in together, “Bottle of Champagne, please.”

      And then Cherry added, “Make it two.”

      “I'll order three.” Selecting the priciest French champagne Minx had to offer, Veronica clicked three and sent the order. “That was kind of fun, actually, ordering drinks like this.”

      “Was it?” Cherry asked without real interest. “I don't see the appeal of high-tech. For me, there's nothing that compares to interacting with a gorgeous woman, and one who's there to serve and pleasure, if requested.”

      “True...” The rest of Veronica's reply was halted, captivated by the sex about to happen in front of them.

      “Wow,” Allison commented, unsure about how to behave in a front row seat. “It feels strange, like we shouldn't look.”

      Veronica encouraged, “We most definitely should look, Allison.” Then she whispered to Cherry, “Let the show begin.”

      Without wasting another second, Katherine and Avery, otherwise known as the desirous duo, were on the dance floor. They swished their hips to the three half-naked ladies dirty dancing.

      “Good for them,” Cherry said to Veronica. “That's why I invited Katherine and Avery on this trip. I knew they would just go with it and blend in with the natives.”

      A few mesmerizing moments passed as Cherry, Veronica and Allison watched what transpired with the woman on the dance floor. They even caught Kelsie glimpsing a time or two at the passionate foreplay.

      “I'm in awe,” Veronica admitted to Cherry.

      “Me, too,” Cherry laughed, feeling a hot throb in her pelvis as the dancers stripped down to bras and panties. “I didn't expect the mood to heat up so quickly.”

      The threesome became a quintet, as the east coast ladies mingled with the two from the west, and invited them inside their erotic circle. Katherine and Avery comfortably moved their hips with the lusty trio, meeting each twist and rotation as if they'd danced with them many nights before this one.

      One of the three, a wonderfully stacked brunette with a tiny waist cinched underneath the full shelf of her breasts, glided her hips and ass with Katherine's curves. Avery wiggled in between the other two—a petite Asian with a sharp, shiny black bob sweeping her high cheekbones and red-painted lips and a dirty blonde gyrating her bottom towards the floor. She wrapped her hands around Avery's legs, sliding them up to her thighs before boldly kissing her there.

      “Ohhh,” Avery moaned, “I like those kisses.”

      The blonde kissed her again, adding in the tip of her tongue as she went further up Avery's thighs, paying equal attention to the right and the left. She noticed Avery wasn't wearing panties, and gazed at the pretty, hairless lips waiting to be opened.

      “And I like how your pussy looks from below,” the blonde hissed, blowing her hot breath onto her shaven flesh. “Puffy lips that hide the clit make searching so much fun.”

      Avery quivered, watching the beautiful stranger between her legs, aiming to touch her cunt right there. The blonde didn't say another word or ask for permission—she didn't have to—kissing closer and closer to Avery's womanly mound. The steamy Asian had Avery from behind, nibbling at her perfume-laced neck while exploring her body freely. Slipping her panties from her tiny, black-haired cunt, she fingered her hole for a dab of lusty juice to feed to Avery.

      Parting her mouth to accept a first taste of foreign cream, Avery licked at her finger, and liked how the exotic Asian tasted. “Delicious.”

      Katherine's heart raced, catching glimpses from around the room as the horny crowd tuned in to their sexual play. She saw Cherry and Veronica completely entranced by their group seduction, but it was Allison's blushing, perfectly innocent face that brought a bolt of electricity through Katherine's loins. Avery was moaning louder and louder, edging upon ecstasy as the blonde licked at her puffed lips and spread her open with her tongue. Katherine heard how wet the blonde's mouth made Avery, and she knew a heated orgasm was near.

      The brunette peeled off her wet panties and dangled them from her mouth. Katherine sniffed the sweet scent her pussy had left on the silky material, causing an instant drip from her own. Removing the panties from the brunette's mouth, Katherine kissed her deeply. With passion they mingled tongues and pressed their pelvises together. She could feel the heat coming from the brunette's cunt and impulsively made the first move. Katherine's fingers traced the woman's pussy lips, so slick and soft, then slid one inside her tight hole.

      “Ohhh, fuck yes,” was how the brunette responded, loving the sensations Katherine's touch brought on. And then her body reacted with a shake, feeling more than one finger slip inside her tight hole.

      “How many can you take?” Katherine asked, readying a third finger for entry. “I'm skilled at gentle fisting if you'd like my entire hand up inside your narrow slit.”

      “Three,” the brunette purred, rolling her hips to meet Katherine's aggressive penetration, “for now.”

      Happy to oblige, Katherine drove a third finger inside her lover's velvet passage, and landed her fingertips on the inner swell of the magic button. “There you are.” Katherine massaged the orgasmic spot, and it swelled more, like a bud about to burst open.

      The brunette responded with a rush of excitement, rolling her pussy on the three fingers squeezed inside her cunt. “That's right,” she encouraged, “hit that spot and make it come.”

      Katherine went at it, as instructed, rubbing in rapid circles on that blooming bud. Her juices trickled down Katherine's fingers, pooling between them, sprinkling the dance floor. “Oh, you're gonna come. You're just about to...”

      Avery cried out, “Fuck yes!” The sexy blonde had her face shoved between her thighs, lapping and licking at her cunt feverishly. “That's it! That's IT!”

      The sound of the blonde sucking was loud and slushy, and Avery's body buckled as she lost control, still held tightly from behind by the thrusting Asian. The blonde's tongue slid like a thick spear through her passage, and pumped it till she felt Avery's first wave of unstoppable pleasure. Her legs shook, and her pelvis rumbled before the wave crashed down, releasing a stream of delicious cum. The blonde drank Avery's release, slurping at her fountain of cream with long, hard swallows, not wanting to miss a drop. She was a dirty little whore, on her knees, drinking the beautiful stranger's cum, quenching her desperate need for fresh pussy juice.

      “Let me taste her, too,” the Asian ordered. The blonde pulled herself from Avery's cunt, covered in her orgasm, and presented her face to both Avery and the lusty Asian. Jutting her tongue out over Avery's shoulder, the Asian licked the blonde's mouth and chin, letting a crystal-like string swing from their lips before she swallowed the sampling of Avery's sweet juice. She said to the blonde, “Oh yeah, she's delish.” Locking lips with her again, the Asian paused to tell Avery, “Make sure you tell us when you're ready for round two. I want to fuck your cunt while you suck my girlfriend's pussy. Will that work for you?”

      Panting, Avery sincerely replied, “Sure.”

      Then the blonde asked, “Where are you two from? We've never seen either of you before.”

      Avery answered, “Nowhere near here.” Shivering with her fading orgasm, she added, “We're temporary members from the west coast.”

      “Ah, guests.” Satisfied with Avery's response, the blonde returned to making out with her Asian girlfriend, basking in her oral facial cleansing.

      Greedily removing Avery's cum from her cheeks and the tip of her nose, the black-haired exotic woman savored the taste of the pussy she planned on having more of later.

      Avery tuned into the action next to her, seeing Katherine's fingering, and the brunette moaning wildly. Her orgasm was brutally intense, and Avery could feel the brunette's sensations, and not just from close proximity. The waves Katherine's willing victim radiated were generously shared with the other women in the lewd circle. Overwhelmed with the pleasure of giving, Katherine squeezed her own thighs together, fully turned on by making her new lover come. Her fingers worked fast and deep against the brunette's luscious cave walls until she hit a high peak with her head thrown back, clenching her hands on Katherine's shoulders for steady support.

      “You fucking bitch,” the brunette growled, thrusting furiously on her new lover's fingers. “It's here! Make me come!”

      Katherine pressed right on the sensitive and swollen pleasure zone, triggering her to come hard and heavy. Hand held steady, Katherine formed a cup in the center of her palm to catch the anticipated release. “Give it to me.”

      And she did, splashing down on Katherine's penetrating fingers, filling her palm with hot nectar. “There,” she exhaled with a low, guttural groan. Her entire body was quaking, and she loved how it felt. Fast, dirty with no questions asked, that's how the brunette liked her sex best, and Katherine shared that naughty connection. Through her teeth, the brunette commanded, “Take every last gush.”

      “My pleasure.” Dedicated to finishing her, Katherine stood with her hand and fingers in the proper place. Cum pooled her palm just as she'd hoped, licking her lips as she waited for a sip. Slowly, Katherine slid her fingers from the contracting tunnel and showed them off for any of the intrigued onlookers to witness. They were wet, covered in female jiz. Katherine popped them into her open mouth and sucked like a kid ravishing a chocolate spoon. Pleased with her accomplishment, she caressed the brunette's breasts and gave each nipple an affectionate pinch.

      There was a look that passed between them that spoke of their intentions for reconnecting later. Katherine wasn't in need of reciprocation yet but was very open to experiencing an orgasm at the hands of the brunette. The two instantaneous lovers parted, holding their gaze until the satiated group dispersed, breaking their tantalizing circle. The Asian and the blonde danced off, leaving Avery and Katherine to play on their own.

      Avery tugged on Katherine's arm and turned her towards the lounge where their astonished party was lightly applauding for them.

      Katherine wiped her mouth and straightened her dress, and so did Avery as they headed for their familiars.

      “Well,” Avery said, “that was fabulous.”

      “Yes,” Katherine agreed with her bestie, “and a great way to break the ice and get to know the regulars.”

      The decadent potential of Minx's club had been discovered, and Avery and Katherine wanted to discover much more, woman by woman, or group by group. Rejoining Cherry, Veronica, Allison and Kelsie, Katherine and Avery appeared like two warriors returning from a sweaty, cum-laced battle. There was a hint of jealousy in the groups' facial expressions mixed with a sincere admiration for their bravery as the first volunteers to go up against Minx's benefactors.

      Veronica offered praise. “Absolutely stunning, you two. Were they as delicious as they looked?”

      Katherine drank from her freshly poured flute of champagne, then answered with a gasp, “Oh yes.”

      “I didn't get to taste mine,” Avery added, “yet. That blonde nearly ate me alive, and it was glorious. What an awesome tongue on her.”

      “We saw,” Cherry responded. She was off her usual game, out of her element, and holding her cool, confident, unaffected front like a pro poker player. But Avery and Katherine could tell she was uneasy trying to assimilate into the foreign surroundings. There were multiple sexual acts catching fire in different areas of the club, as if the dance floor quintet had ignited the spark. “Seems you two started a trend.”

      Katherine corrected, “Technically we were the bees lead to honey.”

      “True,” Avery agreed, pouring herself a second round of champagne. “The other three ladies set the stage. We just danced into their routine.”

      “So profound are the words of wisdom you two speak.” Minx said, maneuvering from behind Cherry with a tray of gourmet chocolates for their table. “How the benefactors behaved is nothing unusual, but nonetheless spectacular to watch. Congratulations for breaking your cherries.”

      Veronica coughed, choking on her drink, disliking Minx's underhanded statement. Clearly, she meant that as a jab and Veronica felt the need to protect Cherry from Minx's obvious disrespect.

      “Oh they lost theirs years ago,” Veronica responded before anyone else could.

      Minx clarified, “I meant...”

      Veronica interrupted. “Even my beautiful stepdaughter no longer has hers, having lost it to the ever enchanting Eternity.”

      “She was beyond enchanting,” Allison added with a dreamy look in her eyes. “I want her for my birthday every year now.”

      Cherry and Veronica nodded with approval. Cherry told Allison, “We can arrange that.”

      “And I approve to the fullest extent,” Veronica confirmed, patting her stepdaughter's knee.

      Minx moved in, patting Allison's knee, too, unafraid to cross into her personal space. “I love a girl who knows what turns her on. And I love a women who likes to sexually spoil her daughters. That's a side of you I haven't seen before, Veronica.” Coiled like a snake preparing to strike, Minx reminded her former client, “Last time you and I were doing business together you weren't a mother. And I believe you were in-between husbands too?”

      “Yes, yes,” Veronica agreed, avoiding Minx's mind games. Wanting to change the subject, Veronica continued, “But that was so many, many years ago. So much has changed. And I've been very blessed with my new family, and lovely stepdaughters.”

      “Oh?” Minx preferred to linger in uncomfortable territory, and continued, “Did the others receive the same pleasure as dear Allison? Serviced by the enchanting Eternity on her day of total womanhood?”

      “No,” Veronica informed Minx. “The pleasure my other stepdaughter received in Cherry's domain was quite different than what Allison experienced with Eternity.”

      “Quite,” Cherry agreed, then added, “Your other daughter had totally different needs. And every experience in my club is custom created to meet the individual and unique needs of each member. There are plenty of women who'd never instigate the type of interactions I design for them. In that way, my club is proof that traditional is often best.”

      Minx stifled a sarcastic laugh, amused by Cherry's outdated business practices, and pointed her next question directly at her. “Does Eternity still work for you?”

      “Yes,” Cherry simply replied, offering no further explanation.

      Minx was well aware of who Eternity was and remembered her as an untamed girl without manners, locked in an obsessive relationship with Cherry. When Minx first became familiar with the black-haired beauty, it was back when Cherry was starting up her doomed escort service—the business she'd created with Minx's little spy, Talia.

      “Eternity was your first live-in, the one who started the trend?” Minx played coy in front of the other ladies, disguising the history she shared with Cherry. She factually stated, “The girl who had no interest in becoming a menu item in that knock-off enterprise you were running.”

      “Yes, her.” Cherry confirmed, ignoring Minx's emotional jabs.

      Continuing, Minx recalled, “She was content being your wild, boundless lover.”

      Cherry was silent, unsure how much personal detail Minx intended to spill.

      Minx went on, “Even when she knew your hands were down Talia's panties.”

      Veronica intervened, “Minx, can you tell us where the ladies room is?”

      Pointing to a door on the right side of the bar area, Minx replied, “Directly behind you.”

      Free from Minx's investigation, Cherry turned her attention to the chocolates on the table, and reached for one. “They look so scrumptious.”

      “And they are,” Minx replied. “Each decadent creation is handcrafted by our pastry chef. Please, enjoy.” Minx watched Cherry savor the deliciousness, fondling the rich flavor with her tongue before swallowing. “Yes?”

      Cherry swooned, then reached for a second serving. “Over-the-top delicious.”

      “Truly,” Minx replied. Examining the champagne bottles for fullness, Minx refreshed Avery and Katherine's glasses before asking, “Cherry? Since the evening is moving along so nicely, how about I steal you from your group and give you the executive-level tour?”

      Bored, Kelsie spoke up first, “Oh, I'd love a tour.”

      “Is your name Cherry?” Katherine teased. “There's a glass in your hand. Drink it.”

      “You may stroll freely,” Minx told Kelsie. “The tour I have in mind for Cherry is really only suited for another madam. Unless you are one and I wasn't informed?”

      Blushing and shaking her head, Kelsie replied, “No, I'm not a madam. I mean, please, that's...”

      Katherine hit her half-sister before she could put her foot in her mouth.

      “That's an admirable job to have,” Kelsie corrected herself, “but nothing I'm cut out for.”

      “Know thyself,” Minx quoted. “An important rule to live by.” Extending a hand to Cherry, Minx said, “Now or never.”

      Never, Cherry thought to herself, but her body said differently. She took Minx's hand and stood with her. “Well then, now sounds fine to me.”

      But nothing was fine when Minx was near. Not for Cherry, anyway. The towering, dark-skinned goddess took Cherry from her safety and led her towards the wrap-around terrace.

      Minx informed Cherry, “You have a bit of chocolate in the corner of your mouth.”

      Before she could clean herself, Minx used her own tongue to wipe Cherry's lips, then kissed her deeply, right there in clear view.

      A rush of hot sensations filled Cherry's chest as her mouth engaged with Minx's. The chemistry was strong between the women, and instantly they remembered how passionate they'd been with each other so many years ago when they were almost lovers. They held the kiss, breathing together through their noses, parting lips slightly to allow their tongues to meet. The electricity was mutually felt, and neither pulled away. A test of power and resilience, that's what the kiss signified, and being the first to break it would be a sign of weakness. The kiss was a challenge offered by Minx and Cherry wasn't afraid to let it linger, like a lit match slowly burning till it fizzled out on its own.

      But the fizzle didn't occur, and the kiss continued to burn, catching the attention of the room, including Cherry's west coast group and Minx's staff. It was standard practice for Minx to be affectionate with benefactors and guests, but passionate physical displays surpassed the normal scope of friendly hugs and warm exchanges. The French kiss intensified and morphed into a statement of lusty need, rather than a question.

      Dancing with the enemy, was the warning that repeated in Cherry's head, followed by, this bitch ruined you once, and her intentions are never what they seem. Disconnect. Push her away...

      To Cherry's surprise, Minx broke their kiss first. Her gaze was spiked with ulterior motivations, and the tone in her voice was no disguise for Minx's dirty ideas. “More delicious than I recall.”

      “The tour?” Cherry reminded.

      Minx winked at her. The gesture sent icy chills down Cherry's spine, but she didn't waver, winking back at her escort.

      “Right this way,” Minx answered, ignoring the curious looks from her staff as they continued down the corridor and stepped out onto the terrace.

      Cherry took a deep breath, awestruck by the lit skyline and surrounding buildings. There were women lounging with drinks and cigarettes, engaged in casual conversation. Some were cuddled together while a few remained independent, simply relaxing in the late evening hours alone with a glass of expensive wine.

      “How long have you had this location?” Cherry asked.

      The city lights reflected in Minx's eyes, making her appear darkly magical. “Long enough.”

      “Ah,” Cherry replied. “It certainly has its appeal.”

      “Yes,” Minx agreed, “and so do you.”

      Cherry shook her head in rhythm to her laughter and created a measure of distance between her and Minx. “And so quickly you want to fuck?”

      “You noticed,” Minx responded without missing a beat.  “Isn't that why you're here? To fuck me? Oh, please, tell me yes.”

      Cherry took a moment before answering the questions, considering the traps Minx had set for her before. The traps she'd walked into blindly. “No.”

      “No?”

      Bravely, Cherry admitted, “I came here to confront you.”

      Amused, Minx asked, “Confront me? About what?”

      “I'm well aware of what you've been doing in and around my operations.”

      “In and around? That's an interesting angle I hadn't thought of.” Minx toyed with Cherry as if she had her tethered to an invisible leash. “You mean, your visit tonight was to tell me off? To threaten me with false accusations? And you brought an audience to applaud for your valiant, noble efforts?”

      A twitch went through Cherry, seeing how unswayed Minx was. “There's nothing false about what I know about you and how you work.”

      “And how's that, Ms. Cherish?” Minx purred like a pussycat showing her claws, her mind still envisioning hot sex in her office.  “Tell me how I work. I must be educated.”

      “You have spies,” Cherry told her. “An active network of hot, gorgeous, eager ladies seeking employment. They're all super copacetic and agreeable over the inner workings of my club. They make fabulous employees, for a few weeks, maybe a couple of months at the most. And then they disappear, one after another, with no explanations, not even a text message telling me to screw off. What should be a rare occurrence has become a recurring pattern.”

      “I'm sorry you're having troubles with keeping a staff, but you should know better than to admit your company issues to a woman like me,” Minx half-threatened.

      “My company issues are because of you,” Cherry accused. “I'm sure you have firsthand knowledge of what goes on inside my club.”

      “Still only one club?” Minx asked, her voice like a sharp knife slowly cutting against Cherry's skin. “Is that because of a personal choice to keep your enterprise small and dependent or a total inability to run more than one club at once? It's good to know your limits, especially in our industry. Greed is what gets a madam in trouble.”

      “No,” Cherry corrected her, “what got a madam in trouble was trusting one of your spies.”

      “That was greed, not trust, Cherry,” Minx scolded, then added, “You’d think after having served a prison sentence you'd understand that by now.”

      An emotional arrow was launched and landed deep inside where Cherry lived—her soul. There was truth to what Minx said, and there wasn't anywhere to hide from the aggressive counter attack. A few seconds were spent in silence before Cherry launched back, “Call it what you want, Minx, but it was you who sent Talia to me under false pretenses, disguising her as an ambitious candidate, and you're still sending spies to me. Why can't you admit it? Are you really that concerned with how I run things in my one little club?”

      Minx released a laugh that struck like lightning. “Darling, I have zero interest in anything you do on a professional level. I'm simply interested in your pussy. Why can't you understand that as fact not fiction?”

      “Liar,” Cherry shot back, “you do care about what I do professionally. You care too much. That's why you allowed me and my members in. You were hoping to drain me of information.”

      “Nonsense. I invited you all in because I was under the impression you finally wanted to have our long-awaited fuck. I've been horny for you for at least a decade, Cherry. And you want me, too. Badly.”

      There was a hot twinge in Cherry's pelvis, strong enough to distract her from the original mission of confronting the enemy.

      Minx exposed her opponent further, “I have splendid and scintillating memories of locking my thighs around your head when you were young and needed the money. I gave you your first job in the business, Cherry. You started this game when you actually thought betraying me was a good idea.”

      “I had the right to start my own company,” Cherry stated, firmly standing her ground. “I also had the right not to be thrown in the gutter for running an agency. Everything was above board and I didn't overcharge the clients like you did.”

      “Careful, Cherry,” Minx chortled. “We don't want to insult the host of the party with false statements.”

      Cherry didn't retract the accusation. She continued, “What you did to me went far, far beyond what I did to you by starting a competing operation. There should have been two of us in that prison cell and you know it.”

      “A matter of perspective is what our past drama amounts to, baby girl.”

      “Don't call me that, Minx.”

      “No?” Minx asked, genuinely curious. “You've outgrown the name?”

      “Listen, I want this madness between us to end,” Cherry insisted, “immediately. You still own most of the world, right? I'm a speck compared to you. Stop spending your energy trying to destroy me. Stop sending your spies and playing dirty.”

      Not scared in the least, Minx told her, “Oh, I like when you refer to me as a dirty madam. Come to my office and I'll show you just how dirty I can be, lapping at your clit till you come.”

      “Minx, did you hear a word I said? I'm serious about...”

      Minx interrupted her, continuing the seduction, “Let's talk about how wet you are, here with me in the cool, night air, high above the most gorgeous skyline. The chemistry between us is alive and well... and ready to be unleashed. It's that tingle you feel right in here,” Minx said, sliding her hand down Cherry's pelvis. “And, thank you for not wearing panties. I love the sound your cunt makes when you walk, as your sweet, moist lips rub together.”

      “You should hear my cunt when it comes,” Cherry suggested.

      “I can arrange that if you'd like,” Minx informed, motioning to a door at the end of the terrace. “You used to say the right woman could make you squirt. Unless Harlow's the best lover you've ever had, it's probably been awhile since you've come that hard.”

      Offended by Minx's tawdry assumptions, Cherry replied, “You haven't a clue about Harlow or our love life. I only just briefly mentioned her over the phone with you last night when you asked if I was involved with someone. Unless one of your spies told you?”

      “Well?” Minx persisted, ignoring Cherry's question, “is she?”

      “Rest assured that I'm incredibly satisfied having Harlow as my lover.”

      “Then why didn't you bring her here to meet me?” Minx inquired, further tapping into Cherry's insecurities. “If Harlow satisfied your every need you'd be content. But you're still searching. I see it clearly in your eyes. The hunt for the perfect live-in isn't over.”

      The truth of Harlow's whereabouts on the private island with Kristen and Sandra wasn't going to be shared with Minx or anyone else. “Wrong, Minx, sorry...”

      “No, darling, I'm very right.” Minx stepped closer to Cherry, allowing for their breasts to touch.  “I appreciate your rules, and the way you've constructed such strong walls around your enterprise. It's amazing how you've fooled those in your inner circle into believing your myth. The all-powerful leader of a tightly contained and controlled existence. But who has control over you?”

      Cherry halted, not wanting to give the truthful answer. “Me,” she stated, “and only me.”

      “Yet you can't trust yourself to act appropriately?”

      “Thanks for the tour, Minx,” Cherry replied, done with Minx's mental bitch-slap, “but I should return to my group. I don't want them to think they've been abandoned.”

      Minx pulled Cherry close, chest to chest, and gazed into her distressed face. “They're smart ladies. I'm sure they've found a few ways to have fun without you.”

      “I haven't the interest to converse with you further,” Cherry admitted, “and I would count on us leaving shortly, too.”

      “You're not going anywhere.” Gaining a dominant stance over Cherry's transparent attempt at escape, Minx clenched her shoulders, holding her in place. “Let's finish what we started, Cherry. Do you need me to remind you of who you were when we first met?”

      Cherry felt her heart pound, not wanting to stir up the past. “No, like I said...”

      Interjecting, Minx went on, “You were a young woman way ahead of herself with more ambition than brains, desperate to experience the world of arranged and secreted sex with the wealthiest of women.”

      “You don't know me,” Cherry reminded her, removing Minx's clench. “Regardless of how certain you are that you do, your assessments are undoubtedly skewed. What you knew of me was strictly based on my job performance which was consistently outstanding.”

      “And you wanted more than just being an escort for my agency.” Minx continued, “You wanted the power of owning your own business. That and the money. You felt entitled to take what was mine and make it yours, too, stupidly thinking it would be easy.”

      “I'd run businesses before and made my investors millions,” Cherry defended. “My capability to outdo and surpass your level of success intimidated you. That's why you invaded with your little spy, Talia. Your intention was to get rid of me from the start. And you stupidly thought I'd stay away for good when my sentence was served.”

      “I hadn't expected you'd disappear forever.” Minx explained, “My strike against you was meant as a lesson, not a punishment. But you see it how you want.”

      “Purely a punishment,” Cherry replied. “There's no other way to see it.”

      “You're right,” Minx admitted, “I'm an evil bitch.”

      The two women locked into their positions, neither moving an inch.

      “Are you done with this confrontation?” Minx asked, breaking the silence.

      Cherry shook her head, and answered, “Promise to respect my business and leave it alone. Let's make a deal not to cause each other unnecessary damage. You stay in your world, and I'll stay in mine.”

      “Whatever you want.” Minx lied, continuing to caress Cherry's pelvis. Her fingers danced and glided across the sexy slope between Cherry's hip bones. The desire to fondle Cherry's untapped pussy burned hot, and Minx couldn't stop herself from crossing the line with a former employee. “We can seal the deal in my office.”

      Cherry wanted to run, to thwart Minx's relentless advances, and leave without surrendering to her persuasions. And then she felt Minx's fingers draw a line down under the hem of her skirt to her inner thighs where they softly landed. She wiggled her fingers between them till they parted, finding Cherry's outer pussy folds and creases. They were slippery, and Minx traced the puffy flesh, tempted to slide her middle finger inside Cherry's precious hole without asking first.

      “Oh,” Minx moaned into Cherry's ear, “you're wetter than I'd imagined. Amazing how your pussy still feels as sweet as it did when you auditioned.”

      Cherry gasped, loving the sensation of Minx's aggressive touch. She asked with a quiet gasp, “Breaking your own rule? I thought the terrace was off limits for this type of interaction?”

      Noticing the attention the other women on the terrace were giving them, Minx said, “We've already had our kiss. We can settle this and come to terms in the privacy of my office.”

      Before Cherry could give an answer, Minx's finger found her opening, and invited itself in. Cherry gasped again, quivering with the pleasure. There were few sensations as blissful as a woman's touch. And nothing felt stronger than a slender female finger probing inside tight, fleshy walls.

      “I have nine more and each one's going to have its turn fucking you,” Minx stated her intentions. Slowly, she pulled her finger from Cherry's wet hole, then fed the drippings to her. “I'll save my tasting for when we're behind closed doors.”
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      In a heated rush, Minx led Cherry by the hand from the terrace down a dim-lit private passageway that smelled of sandalwood and musk. “My office isn't used for sex ever, but for you, my darling, I'll make the exception.”

      “I'm honored,” Cherry said with a note of disbelief, following closely behind Minx. This drastic turn-of-events wasn't what Cherry had envisioned, yet she willingly went with the horny enemy to satisfy a long-standing ache. Their high-heels clicked and clacked along the painted cement till Minx stopped at a door and pressed her thumbprint on a pad near the standard lock. The door swung open, revealing Minx's private office. “Come inside.”

      The black goddess pulled Cherry inside the room, and wrapped her in a passionate embrace. “Such a delicious woman,” Minx purred, clawing at Cherry's dress. “Show me yourself,” she demanded, unzipping Cherry's dress, “like you did a decade ago when you first interviewed to work for me.”

      Cherry went along with Minx's request, relinquishing her silky dress, but not her heels. She stood fully nude in front of Minx, flaunting her bare pussy and gorgeous rack. Cherry caught a glimpse of Minx's yearning to taste her and it turned her on, yet deep down she knew not to drop her guard with this two-faced, backstabbing woman. Refusing Minx's sexual challenge would've been seen as a sign of fear. And Cherry wasn't afraid—not in the slightest.

      Flexing the muscles of her perfectly contoured legs, Cherry stated, “A bit older and more mature than the last time you saw my body.”

      “You still look the same to me,” Minx confirmed, massaging Cherry's bosom before her hands went back between her legs. “Ripe and ready.”

      Cherry spread her thighs for Minx's calculated invasion and asked, “Why can't you see me for who I am, not who I was?”

      “Because I loved that girl who knelt before me, so hungry and ambitious,” Minx replied. “You possessed all the attributes of a wonderful whore and needed little training, just refinement, which is what I taught you.”

      “That girl who knelt before you was a former CEO, and a successful entrepreneur,” Cherry reminded, drawing a breath as Minx's lengthy middle finger worked its way back inside her cunt. “Your memories of me being naive and inexperienced are wrong, tainted by delusions.”

      “That's right, Cherry,” Minx growled, sliding her finger in and out of the creamy passageway between Cherry's thighs. “Defend your position if it makes your ego suffer less. Just keep your little pussy wet for me.”

      Cherry bragged, “If you treat it well, it only gets wetter.”

      “So I've heard. That's why you were so popular with my clients. Especially Veronica.” Minx took liberties with Cherry's pussy, switching fingers till each one on her right hand had sampled the tight tunnel, including her thumb. “That's a small vagina, Cherry. Barely room for more than one finger.”

      The rehearsed speech Cherry had planned to use as a warning shot to Minx had lost its impact, drowned out by the pleasure radiating from her cunt to her brain.

      “You belonged to me,” Minx continued, swapping right hand for left, “and you agreed to abide by the rules of my business. But you had other intentions and ulterior motives. This we know as truth.”

      Overtaken by the wildly delicious sensations of Minx's double-dipping, sliding two fingers at once inside her squeezing hole, Cherry's legs buckled and her pelvis contracted. She gasped, “Oh, fuck...”

      “Yeah, little Miss Cherry? You like that. Of course you do.” Still with her fingers stuffed inside Cherry's pussy, Minx took her to the plush couch. “On your back then. I've got more to do.”

      Cherry didn't argue, carefully guiding herself down while keeping her pussy wrapped tight on Minx's penetration.

      “There, that's right,” Minx coached, “just lay back and spread wide for me.”

      The fight in Cherry had subdued, replaced by a desperate need to be finished off by Minx's penetration. Her thighs were spread, and Minx continued to explore Cherry's juicy cunt with her plunging fingers.

      “Oh dear,” Minx said, her face descending towards Cherry's hairless and smooth mound, “it's a cunt like yours that makes me wish I had a dick just so I could pump you full of my cum.”

      “This wouldn't be happening if you had a real one,” Cherry replied, clawing at her own thighs to help Minx open her pussy a little more. She tugged on her swollen, wet lips and tucked them to the side. “And I don't like speaking of the male member while fucking, either.” Hips rocking and thrusting against Minx's fingers, Cherry insisted, “Put a third finger in.”

      “Is that what does it for you?” Minx asked, attempting to wiggle her ring finger in with her other two and meeting resistance. “A near fistful? I don't think I can fit three in, you horny little whore.”

      “Do it!” Cherry cried, her entire body reacting to the white heat soaring from her inner pleasure spot as Minx managed to get a third finger inside. “That's it,” Cherry groaned, quivering and shaking with the added pressure. “You're on the spot.”

      “Yeah?” Minx had found the velvet trigger and used her middle finger in a swirling, circular motion on it. She could feel how swollen Cherry was and quickened the circles, loving the unrestrained reaction it brought on. “I can feel you throbbing.”

      “Fuck!” exclaimed Cherry, as a jolt of orgasmic sensitivity went through her, strong enough to bring on a fierce explosion. Minx's hand pumped steadily, creating friction where it was needed to make her pop. “Want to see my fountain? You ready to drink from it?”

      “Yes,” Minx assured, her mouth hovering at her wet opening. “I'm so thirsty.”

      Cherry bucked, faster and faster, feeling her pussy ready to burst. To Minx's amazement, Cherry trickled sweet juice from her velvet fountain and she lapped at it. “Uh huh,” Minx said after her first swallow, “give me more of that.”

      “Watch my bud bloom,” Cherry cried out, unable to stop the explosion. “It's coming!” she excitedly warned, her pussy throbbing with orgasm. The trickle turned into a small gush as Cherry thrust her cunt on the three fingers stuffed inside her tightness. “Drink it! Oh god!” Cherry said with a shallow breath, “Drink it now!”

      “Oh yes!” Minx received the cascade from Cherry's cunt and licked at her hole, sipping at the squirts. “More, more...” she hissed, cupping her fingers so she could drink from the pool. Minx behaved like a starving lion, cleaning its conquest before biting into the flesh. The glorious, naughty sound of Cherry's soaking wet pussy against Minx's mouth and fingers filled the room along with their moans of spent lust.

      “Ahhh, fuck...” Cherry exhaled, her body still twitching. “Slow down, my pussy's so sensitive.” Gazing at the dark-skinned diva feasting on her cunt, she said, “You're a mess.” It was a gorgeous site seeing Minx coated in her cream and yet surreal. She'd come so quickly at the hands of a woman she'd despised... and she wanted more.

      “I'm okay with that,” Minx admitted, then explained, “Because we're not returning to the club tonight.”

      “No?” Cherry asked, “You're planning on holding me captive in your office for the rest of the evening?”

      Minx confirmed with absolute conviction, “Not here, no.”

      Realizing Minx's seriousness, Cherry removed her pussy from the captor. She closed her legs and adjusted her body, allowing for a moment of consideration to pass before deciding whether she should leave or listen.

      “Where then?” she asked, half-expecting to call Minx's bluff.

      “I keep a suite at the Hotel Monet,” Minx shared.

      “Minx, I'm not leaving her with you.”

      “Yes, Cherry, you are.”

      “How dare you assume you can control me,” Cherry stated. “Here in your office is as far as this fling goes. You took your taste of me. Once is all I'm willing to give.”

      Minx laughed, cleansing her face of sex with a tissue. She cut a sideways glance at Cherry, and smiled. “We're going to the hotel together to discuss business.”

      “Why can't we discuss business here? In your office?”

      “Because, my darling, the hotel is where the contracts are, as well as my attorney.”

      “Attorney?” Cherry stood, collecting her attire from the floor. She dressed quickly, ignoring how wet her pussy still was, and laughed. “Whatever this plan of yours is, I want no part of it. Your business is yours, and mine is...”

      “Mine,” Minx interrupted. “The sooner you accept that as the unavoidable truth, the better.”

      “Excuse me,” Cherry said, heading for the door, “but I have a group of lovely women waiting for me.”

      “No need to worry about their well-being, Cherry,” Minx informed her. “My staff will be alerted to take care of your group completely.”

      “I came here to share an exciting evening with those ladies, not enter into negotiations with you.”

      Minx told her, “There's no need for negotiations. Once you hear what my intentions are, I doubt you'll find a reason to argue.”

      “I'm not selling my operations to you!” Cherry yelled, incredulous.

      “Oh, I don't want to buy your club,” Minx clarified, “not in the slightest. And I have no interest in buying you out, either.”

      “Then what?” Cherry asked.

      Done with explaining, Minx replied, “Read the offer for yourself first,” she smirked, “then you can ask the hard questions.”

      Stunned, Cherry searched her mind for more excuses, finding none. “And what will your staff tell my group about my whereabouts?”

      “They'll be informed of our impromptu business meeting as nothing other than standard practice between two successful madams,” Minx outlined. “When the club closes, of if they choose to leave before then, they'll be brought back to their hotel, safe and sound.”

      The shocking turn of their rendezvous felt bizarre and disquieting to Cherry. She'd imagined many scenarios with Minx, but certainly not a business deal. “And what about me? I expect the same right to leave at will from the hotel, and not be held there or forced into any questionable situations.”

      “Questionable?” Minx chortled, “You underestimate me, Cherry. But I do love your passion for our chosen sector, which is why I've arranged this meeting with my attorney. Trust me when I say it's in your best interest to take my offer into serious consideration.”

      “Sure,” Cherry responded after taking a few deep, anxiety-ridden breaths. “Introduce me to your attorney. I hope she's hot.”

      Unwavering from her ownership of the upper-hand, Minx confirmed, “Smoking hot. And her pussy's scrumptious, too.”

      “Then what are we waiting for?”

      Minx replied, “My thoughts exactly.”

      [image: ]

      Two of Minx's eager fingers plunged back into Cherry's pussy as soon as her limo pulled away from the club. The privacy shield hadn't been activated as Minx felt no need to hide her salacious activities from her chauffeur. On their way to Hotel Monet, Minx kept the sexual energy alive, and asked, “How many more times can you come for me?”

      Legs spread open on the leather cushions, Cherry allowed for more of Minx's aggressive penetration, rocking her hips up and down the length of her middle and first finger. “However many times I want.”

      “Feels like a second orgasm is about to happen.” Screwing and twisting her fingers inside Cherry's slick walls, Minx felt the sweet, inner flower wanting to bloom again. “Right there's the tender spot,” she said seductively, “and it's so swollen.”

      Cherry's head lazily rolled to one side and rested on her shoulder, gazing at the gorgeous, black goddess banging her cunt. “Yes, it is,” she moaned, tilting her pelvis upward and squeezing as tight as she could. The hooked tip of Minx's finger pressed down on the sensitive trigger, causing a quick twitch, and then a beautiful burst.

      “Ahhh!” Cherry cried, biting her lip as her pussy came. She released into Minx's hand for the second time, unable to stop the waves from crashing down. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!”

      “Yes,” Minx smiled, giving Cherry's clit a soft, teasing lick. “Oh fuck, indeed.”

      “You need to hold on...” Cherry pleaded, out of breath from the intensity of the orgasm. “Give my clit a minute before you lick all over it.”

      But Minx wasn't in the practice of waiting for anyone. “You like my tongue? Tell me it's better than what you'd imagined it would be like.” Descending without care for Cherry's increased sensitivity, Minx flattened her oral muscle and blanketed her clit with it.

      “Oh Minx,” Cherry whispered, gasping with the hot velvet sliding over her bud. “Your tongue is luscious, like silk.”

      “So is your pussy,” Minx responded. Guttural groans vibrated through Minx's mouth to Cherry's cunt, making her precious pussy react favorably with a show of wetness.  “And it's still not done coming.” Wrapping her tongue around Cherry's swelled clit, Minx went after that tiny, sensitive spot. It stiffened like a feminine erection, and Minx took that as an invitation to suck it inside her mouth.

      “No!” Cherry yelled incoherently, lost in pleasure, her pussy tightly filled with stiff, twisting fingers. The passionate drips of warm saliva pouring from Minx's mouth over Cherry's quivering slit made her whole body react. Shivering and quaking wildly as Minx sucked and stroked her bud, the muscles in her legs shook with the third, orgasmic rise. “Ohhh...”

      Feeling the peak's edge, Cherry buckled then warned, “I can't breathe!” Minx pulled her knees apart so her hungry obsession with making Cherry's pussy come could be satisfied.  “You fucking bitch! I can't... I can't!” Flailing, Cherry gripped the cushion beneath her ass and let her climax release. She felt the radiating waves of pleasure soar from cunt to her shoulders and chest, casting ripples too strong to control. “No, no, nooo!”

      “No?” Minx replied, smiling as she drew her tongue from the exploding clit. “You spoke too soon.”

      The third orgasm caused Cherry's hole to squirt at Minx's face, followed by a smaller, second dose. “Fucking hell!” cursed Cherry, her eyes sealed shut from the overwhelming pleasure. She didn't see how greedily Minx drank what she gave, but she heard her thirsty slurps.

      “Yum yum, my Cherish,” Minx spoke into Cherry's pussy between sips. “You love to quench.”

      “I do,” Cherry sighed, still unable to open her eyes. She was floating with the tranquil waves coursing through her limbs, torso, and pelvis, and rational thought hadn't returned to her brain yet.

      Smoothing Cherry's pussy lips with her mouth to ease the intensity, Minx continued to sip at her hole, then trailed the creamy, hot cum onto her clit. Mouthing the words, “come again” on Cherry's cleft, Minx brought about the perfect vibration to set off a fourth orgasm.

      Cherry's pelvis contracted as her hips bolted into the air. “Really? Minx, please, as much as I admire your aggressive need to destroy my cunt, I need a moment to recover.” Placing her hand as a barrier between Minx's devouring and her spent clit and pulsating hole, Cherry protected herself from a fourth attack.

      “Where's your endurance? You were referred to by my clients as a true sexual athlete.” Swirling her tongue from side to side over Cherry's fingers and hand, Minx went along with Cherry's request for a temporary break. She kissed her dewy thighs, cleaning a bit of her cum from them, then said, “Save the rest of your orgasms for Aluna, then.”

      “Aluna?”

      “My attorney.” Minx clarified, “That's her name. She's going to want at least one of your orgasms once the work is done if all goes well. Or possibly before the proceedings are started depending on her mood.”

      Grinning with naughty thoughts, Cherry wondered what Aluna looked like. “Aluna's going to have to let me have her first,” Cherry confirmed, “and so will you.”

      “If you sign the contract and agree to my terms,” Minx told her, “you can have whatever you want.”

      Cherry inquired, “And if I don't?”

      Minx kept her gaze on Cherry's face, but didn't answer her question. Instead, she said, “Look up, Cherry. Out the window. Isn't the view of the skyline spectacular? This is why I love the east coast.”

      Suddenly, Cherry's stomach clenched, remembering how vicious Minx could be. In an instant, the entire trip felt like a terrible mistake and she worried for her well-being as well her ladies still at the club. She didn't dare ask about them, though, or show any sign of concern in front of Minx.

      Clearing her throat, Cherry glanced out the window, and kept her focus there till they arrived at the hotel.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          Three

        

        
          Eternity's New Girlfriend

        

      

    

    
      “Let me go in first,” Devon told Eternity as they approached her apartment, “in case Winter's here. I don't want to cause a scene.”

      “You?” Eternity laughed, “The woman who went down on me on a high-rise balcony doesn't want to cause a scene?”

      “That was different,” defended Devon. “It was just the two of us out there messing around. Our version of sexual privacy. I'm talking about not creating unnecessary drama.”

      “I'm not afraid, and besides, her car's nowhere in sight,” Eternity reminded her. “Chances are she's probably somewhere else.”

      “Probably,” Devon agreed, “but you know how sneaky girls can be, especially when they're upset.”

      “Nonsense,” Eternity replied, not concerned over Winterlynn's mysterious location. “If she's bothered by me making sure her ex-girlfriend got home after being ditched at a party then she'll just have to deal with it.”

      Devon couldn't deny Eternity's truthful statement. She opened the door and stepped to the side. “After you.”

      Eternity patted Devon's toned, supple ass as she went by her and entered the super-model's domain. “Nice,” she commented over the contemporary décor, “and smells good, too, like a sexy twat lives here, not some swinging dick.”

      “Thanks,” Devon replied, following her in. “Swinging dicks have never been allowed in my living spaces. Except for the occasional male runway model who ends up crashing in my hotel room after a long night of heavy drinking after a show.”

      “And they're usually gay.”

      “Usually, but not always,” Devon shared her behind-the-scenes info. “There are those rare straight male models that are too beautiful for anyone to fuck and they flaunt it.”

      “I'm sure.”

      Devon explained, “The room fragrance comes from Spain. I pick up a few bottles whenever I'm there. It's sold at this little store owned by an incredibly hot bisexual woman who hand-presses the fragrance from organic, homegrown plants.”

      “Oh, I adore women who enjoy playing in the dirt.”

      Devon added, “And she fucks like a wild beast, too.”

      “Perfect combination, earthy and passionate.”

      “Yeah, you'd love her. A very gifted breed of...”

      Devon's story was cut short by Eternity's mouth on hers. Locked in a passionate kiss, their tongues slid and intertwined together. The sound of their saliva lusciously mixing filled the silence in the room.

      “You're unstoppable,” Devon murmured. “You want to go at it right here? Without knowing if she's here or not?”

      “You know it doesn't bother me if she is,” Eternity stated, “especially after last night.”

      “Yes, last night was spectacular,” Devon reminisced, “but the aftermath sucks. I didn't intend on hurting her...”

      Tired of Devon's self-pity, Eternity said, “She hasn't confirmed that you did. She hasn't said anything, remember? Except for the flimsy excuse she gave Dusty, and the cryptic texts she sent, you haven't a clue about the real reason why she left so suddenly and without warning.”

      “True, but still, I'd feel better knowing she's okay.”

      Eternity shrugged, “She'll contact you eventually... or not. You'll have to make peace with all possible outcomes.”

      Nodding, Devon said, “Make yourself comfortable while I check the bedroom.”

      Eternity motioned for Devon to go explore before she headed for the kitchen. The contents of the refrigerator were sparse—protein snacks, random pieces of fruit and flavored water. “There's nothing to eat in here,” she said loud enough for Devon to hear. “No wonder you're able to keep your svelte figure.”

      A bottle of chardonnay was chilling on the bottom shelf. Eternity took possession of it, reading the label and liking the wine's description.

      “Dev?” she called out, not hearing a sound from the bedroom. “I'm opening that bottle of wine you had chilling. Okay?”

      The lack of response drew Eternity's attention from the wine pouring to the bedroom. “Dev?” She went towards the room... “Devon? What's up?”

      Sprawled on the bed, Devon crumpled the letter Winterlynn had left for her and threw it at the wall. “It's what she wrote over text, just in a letter,” she said flatly to Eternity. “As I said earlier, she's out. Done with me and with her job at the club.”

      “Did she elaborate at all?”

      “Just that she needed some time alone to consider what's best for her.”

      “Girls,” Eternity replied, crawling onto the bed, “typical overblown estrogen drama.”

      “I suppose so.” Devon turned on her side to face Eternity. “I hope she doesn't do anything stupid.”

      “She already has by leaving you,” Eternity stated, “and as adults, we all need to be accountable for our choices. Last night must have spun her world too far out of bounds, or possibly not enough?”

      Devon laughed, “No clue. But leaving her job, too? That's difficult to understand. She was broke when we met after a long stretch of underemployment and I was supporting us both.”

      “Hmm, well, Cherry won't be happy about her quitting, either,” Eternity informed. “She doesn't take job abandonment lightly. I doubt she'd ever hire her back should Winter change her mind. ”

      “Being a dancer means living a life of feast or famine financially,” Devon explained.

      “Yes, and Cherry pays quite generously.” Caressing Devon's hair, Eternity's inner temperature raised, admiring the gorgeous and newly single lady. The ideas she'd been formulating about coupling with this gorgeous woman suddenly appeared realistic and ready to manifest. “When you find a good thing, you hold onto it.”

      “True.” Chills coursed down Devon's arms and across her chest, causing her nipples to rise and stiffen with arousal. The supermodel closed her eyes and blocked out the uncomfortable emotions stirred from her girlfriend's departure.

      “I've asked this question before,” Eternity continued, inviting her hand onto the soft curve of Devon's hip, “but it needs to be asked again.”

      “What?”

      “What made you think she'd make a good girlfriend? Even when you knew you'd have to secret your true nature from her?”

      “Stubborn,” Devon admitted. “I'd convinced myself I could open her up to accepting my lifestyle. It's more challenging than you think to find a girl who can handle being with a runway model who constantly travels for months at a time. The girls I dated before her usually succumbed to massive bouts of jealousy and possessiveness, which I deplore.”

      “Oh, I understand,” Eternity related, “I experience the same challenges with my job. I haven't had a girlfriend in years.”

      “Same, but I couldn't resist Winter. She has a wholesomeness, a goodness...”

      Eternity stopped herself from rolling her eyes, surprised at Devon's clueless observations.

      “And I thought when Winterlynn took the job at the club it was the first sign of her willingness to be adventurous with me. That's why I joined.”

      “So you could watch her with other women and occasionally join in when your membership allowed?”

      Devon facial expression turned sheepish. “Yes, and to also have my own experiences without feeling like I was going behind her back. Winterlynn's a traditional girl and I knew it would be a challenge...”

      “In my experiences,” interrupted Eternity, “trying to turn a monogamous girl into someone who's sexually free usually ends up being a massive waste of time and energy.” Exploring the line between Devon's hip bone and inner thigh, then teasing under her panties, Eternity nestled her fingers against her warm flesh. “Girls are either open to polyamory or they judge it as mortal sin. Winterlynn had too many issues preventing her from owning the maturity required for an open relationship to be happy and successful. And she struggled with her issues at the club, too. Her uncomfortableness was clearly apparent in her work performance.”

      “It was? She seemed to like working for Cherry when I was there.”

      “But you never saw her in action. Last night was the first time you'd seen her with another woman in full view.  Trust me, she showed high-levels of stress during a private service I performed with her and a long-time, very lesbian member...”

      “Who shall remain anonymous?”

      “Yes, that's the rule,” Eternity confirmed, then told her, “and even though I'm breaking the rule with you by being here and hanging out, it must apply for others.”

      Devon changed the subject from Winterlynn to the hotness sharing her bed, “For the record, I'm honored you'd risk losing your job for me.”

      “I've never been tempted to break the club rules until I met you,” Eternity replied, rolling Devon onto her back so her hand could move more freely over her mound. “And we don't have to continue this secret involvement if it makes you uncomfortable.”

      “I'm good with it if you are,” Devon responded, “and I think eating your pussy out on your gazillionth- story balcony was proof of that.”

      “What you did to me was... there really isn't a strong enough word to describe what you made me feel out there, legs spread, fully exposed.” Amused over how complimentary Devon's naughty and insatiable appetite was to hers, Eternity continued to stroke her cleft, tracing soft circles towards the bud of her clit. “It was fucking amazing.”

      “It was fun. I'll eat you out on your balcony anytime you want. Or anywhere you want.” Devon let her knees fall to the sides, relaxing from the stress to the rhythm of Eternity's soothing, erotic massage. She asked, “While we're on the topic of issues, what are yours?”

      “Mine?” Eternity asked. “Not getting enough pussy.”

      “Girl after my own heart.”

      “Yes,” Eternity replied, “and after everything below it, too.”

      Devon laughed, not fully convinced of Eternity's seductive intentions. “Girls are dangerous when they're on the rebound, capable of unpredictable moods and behavior.”

      “I find that incredibly exciting,” Eternity admitted, her fingertips stroking Devon's bud with a steadier flow, loving how her touch made Devon sigh and moan. “Would you like a glass of wine?”

      “Later.” Devon instructed, “Your tongue needs to get on my pussy first.”

      “Is that all you want me for?” Eternity asked.  “To lick your pussy till all the stress and fear fades from the power of an explosive orgasm?”

      “That's not all I want you for, but it's what the moment dictates.”

      “Really?” Eternity responded, sliding her body downward so her mouth could meet Devon's cunt. “Just make you come then tuck you into bed and leave? Is that what you're thinking?”

      Devon considered the scenario, gasping as Eternity filled her slit with two fingers. “You don't have to leave.”

      “No?” Eternity asked, kissing Devon's sweet mound until her tongue slipped over the fleshy hill of her clit. She teased, “I can sleep on the couch?”

      “You can sleep wherever you want,” Devon stated, “but I'd love to spend the night sleeping next to you again.”

      Wagging her tongue across Devon's most sensitive spot, Eternity purred into her dampening pussy, “You sure? Two nights in a row?'

      “Ha ha,” Devon responded before her arms went limp with the glorious sensations set forth by Eternity's lavishing. “Maybe even three.”

      “Three?” Eternity asked with her mouth full of Devon's swelling clit. “You're going to be sore if I'm in your bed every night.”

      Devon's legs were already shaking from the radiating pleasure Eternity gave her. “That's okay. I'm a big girl,” she groaned, “I can handle it.”

      “A big girl with a tiny pussy,” Eternity told her. “Squeeze my fingers.”

      Clenching her inner walls, Devon gasped, “Touch me there, deep inside.”

      Owning the dominant position, Eternity twisted her fingers within Devon's slippery, squeezing pussy while licking her dewy cleft. She made herself at home between the thighs of her new lover, bathing her cunt with hot lust.

      “Yes, like that,” Devon groaned breathlessly. “In and out, faster.”

      Eternity obeyed Devon's command. Pumping and licking her with a heightened pace, she flicked her tongue deliberately across Devon's swollen and sensitive bud. The groans of desire Eternity released were wet sounding, her mouth filled with delicious cream.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” Devon cried, arching her lower back from the bedspread. Grabbing Eternity's head in her hands, Devon bucked her hips with an orgasmic shiver. “Make that pussy come on your face.”

      Tongue massaging Devon's pleasure point, Eternity sent her soaring to the blissful edge of orgasm.

      “Oh fuck...” Devon yelled at the ceiling, holding onto Eternity's head as her hips buckled with the release. Flushed with the power of her climax, Devon suddenly froze, her entire body captured by the peak of pleasure. “I'm fucking coming!”

      “Mmmm.” Eternity mewed, instinctively holding her tongue like a warm blanket on Devon's clit. She didn't slow the pace of her penetrating fingers till Devon's passionate waves were pounding against her.

      “Oh shit!” Her cunt contracting wildly, Devon let go of Eternity's hair and head as she collapsed back on the bed. “God that feels incredible...” she confessed into her pillow. Hips falling away from her lover's mouth, Devon drew a breath and said, “Oh my fuck... look how much you made me come!”

      “More?” Eternity asked with a naughty slurp.

      “God, no!” Devon exclaimed, shivering from her clit to her chest. “That was perfect. I'm still so sensitive from last night.”

      Leaving a few kisses behind, Eternity parted with Devon's delicious cunt, and crawled up her hips and stomach till they were chest to chest.

      “Come closer,” Devon said, partially opening her mouth to extend her tongue. She licked at Eternity's lips, tasting her own cum, then kissed the woman who sent her skyrocketing. “Thank you. I definitely needed to feel you there.”

      “I was thinking something similar about you,” Eternity admitted. “Keep your tongue out, Devon.”

      And she did, holding it stiff and flat for Eternity to rest her pussy's tender hole on.

      “Yes,” Eternity hissed, “that's heaven.”

      Devon mumbled an answer into Eternity's pussy, vibrating against her sensitive folds till she saw her expression turn from seductress to submissive lover. A lusty haze floated in Eternity's eyes as she gazed down at the beautiful face nestled between her thighs.

      “You love pussy,” Eternity stated with a groan, rocking her hips slowly and clenching from within. “And you treat mine like a queen.”

      “It is,” Devon mumbled again, causing more vibrations inside Eternity's cunt.

      “Then make it happy,” Eternity demanded. “Make it love you.”

      The sound of luscious wetness filled the room as Devon lavished her lover's clit and slick hole, probing with just the tip.

      “Yes, beautiful,” Eternity moaned from her center, “fuck that pussy.”

      Devon went to work, sliding her tongue around Eternity's swollen jewel. She slurped and kissed at her wetness, loving how her cunt tasted like liquid honey. Winterlynn's pussy was a tender, inexperienced bud, ripe for teaching it how to respond to a woman's touch. Although she could suck pussy like a starving whore, Winterlynn hadn't found her g-spot until Devon brought it to her attention.

      Eternity was well aware of where hers was, and clenched her inner walls to create tension on the orgasmic cushion while Devon's tongue spun her clit in tiny yet delicious circles. An explosion was near, and the buildup was unreal. “That's it, baby. Feel my pussy loving you?”

      “Mmm-hmm,” Devon responded.

      There was a delicious ache in Eternity's pelvis that warmed her entire being as it pulsed, radiating heat from her mound to her chest, and through her shoulders and neck. She sipped the air in search of a deep breath, but her body was shaking too hard to do anything but gasp repeatedly.

      “Mmm?” Devon hummed, sensing Eternity's peak.

      “Fuck!” Eternity growled, feeling an unstoppable rush of tingling sensations inside her pussy. Her muscular walls contracted, pushing down onto Devon's mouth with involuntary force.

      Devon vibrated another long “mmmm” against Eternity's clit and hole, wanting to send her over the delirious edge.

      “You got me!” Eternity's breathing was shallow and hot in her chest. “Oh yes, my fucking pussy loves you!” Her waves thundered to a peak, nearly sending her to the floor with a rush of intense pleasure. “Fuck you for making me come like this!” Eternity cried as her orgasm went wild.  “Yes,” she exhaled, “yes, yes, yes!”

      Devon's blue eyes were wide open at her lover as her mouth slowed its motion to let the orgasm she set forth flow. Eternity's pussy dripped its cream onto Devon's chin then slipped over the edge of her jawline to rub it all in. “Goodness, Dev, feel all that cum?”

      “Uh-huh,” she groaned.

      Eyelids fluttering, Eternity's near outer-body experience calmed, soothed by a gentle, pleasurable current from the wild electrodes that had raced to the peak. “You're going to do that to me whenever I say.”

      Wiggling her soaked chin from Eternity's cunt, Devon replied, “You won't have to say. I'll be doing it before you ask.”

      “How soon can you get rid of this place?” Eternity asked, carefully removing her spent self from Devon's face. Curling up to her side, Eternity offered kisses to her sexy paramour.

      “It's a month to month, just like my relationship.”

      “Just like your former relationship,” Eternity corrected.

      “Right,” Devon replied with a hint of regret, “very former.”

      “So, essentially you could bail out of here tonight and ride out the rest of the month in my condo.”

      “Essentially, yes.”

      The two women wrapped their bodies around each other so their creamy pussies could blend together. Neither flinched from the intensity of their connection, breathing as one, lusty entity, bosom to bosom.

      “What do you want?” she asked Devon, already sensing her answer.

      “I want to live passionately.”

      “Yes,” Eternity agreed, “and love passionately.”

      “And this can be just for us, in our private sanctuary,” Devon explained, “no one else has to know.”

      “Honestly,” admitted Eternity, “I don't care if everyone knows.”

      “Me, either, but...”

      “But what?”

      “But I have this fantasy,” Devon told her, “and it takes place at the club.”

      “Oh?”

      “Uh-huh, and we need to keep your position with Cherry in good standing so we can bring my fantasy to life.”

      The idea intrigued Eternity, and didn't scare her in the least. “Can you offer a hint at what the fantasy entails?”

      “It's a surprise,” Devon teased, “but there will be a collar and a leash, and maybe cuffs...we'll see...”

      “For you or me?”

      Devon laughed, “Me, silly. It's what I want you to do to me. In public.”

      “Perfect,” Eternity replied, then gave Devon's pretty mouth a lick. “After we manifest yours, then I'll tell you about mine.”

      “Oooo, I'm excited. I wish we could do it tonight.”

      Eternity shined her tigerish grin. “Me, too.”
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          Minx's Monopoly

        

      

    

    
      Minx guided Cherry through the luxurious lobby of the Hotel Monet, an exclusive tower boasting multi-million dollar views and decadent suites. An elevator brought them to the tenth floor and there was a guard at the double-door entrance of Minx's suite. He acknowledged the ladies and flashed a card against the heavy lock which caused a loud click as it opened.

      “Greetings, Ike,” Minx said with a note of respect for her guard, “and how are you this evening?”

      “Very well,” he replied, tilting his head to the floor, “thank you.”

      “Ike, this is Cherish, a woman I've known for a decade or so,” she told him. “She's visiting from the west coast and might be staying for a while.”

      “Good evening,” he said to Cherry, tilting his head again.

      Raising an eyebrow at Minx, Cherry replied, “Good evening, Ike.”

      The door was opened and held to the wall by Ike's strong arm. He waited until the ladies were safely inside before closing the doors behind them.

      

      The interior of Minx's suite was pristine, with wall to wall white marble floors and silky, sheer drapes that pooled underneath the giant windows.

      “I was beginning to miss that spectacular skyline view from the car to the elevator,” Cherry said with an edge of sarcasm in her voice. “It does set the mood for... whatever it is we're doing here tonight.”

      “I told you, we're meeting with my attorney.”

      “You did say that. But you haven't explained why it's so important for me to meet with Aluna outside of the ridiculous talk of contracts...“

      Just then, a divine, mocha-skinned woman stepped into view, stopping Cherry from wandering further into the main room. “Cherry,” Aluna stated with depth in her tone. Extending a warm yet professional handshake to the visiting madam, she added, “Nice to make your acquaintance.”

      “The feeling's mutual,” Cherry responded, not trusting Aluna's relaxed expression. Anyone who worked for Minx undoubtedly was a co-conspirator. “Unless, of course, what you're preparing to pitch to me is meant for unsavory purposes.”

      Minx and Aluna didn't exchange glances or seek each other for confirmation. The plan they had in mind was understood and deemed worthy enough to execute. This worried Cherry deeply in her core, knowing whatever this evening had in store would have a life-changing effect. And she had no interest in having her life changed.

      “So skeptical,” Minx chimed in, latching on to Cherry's hand with hers and leading her to a white leather couch. On the coffee table were two glasses of champagne, two ball point pens, and a small stack of paper. She said to Aluna, “Nice work.”

      “Thanks,” Aluna responded, then asked, “Cherry, would you like a glass?”

      “Sure.” Cherry held her poise while Aluna swooped for a glass and offered it to her. The floral bouquet was exquisite and she recognized the vintage. “One of my favorites. How did you know, Minx?”

      Minx admitted, “One of my best attributes in business is having a photographic memory.”

      Cherry blinked at her former employer, unsure if she was being honest or simply attempting to intimidate her. “I can understand why that would be useful.”

      “You had such a strong liking for fine champagne,” Minx recalled, “I mean, the really, really expensive labels from the best vineyards. We shared a bottle of this when I first signed you on to my agency.”

      “I remember,” Cherry assured.

      “And it's the champagne you'd request when on assignment.”

      “Yes. And the clients loved it, too.”

      Minx shared, “I couldn't imagine having this special evening with you and not having a bottle chilling for us.”

      Cherry lifted her glass to Minx's. “Very thoughtful.”

      The two clinked glasses and then savored the complex flavor as they sipped. Cherry swooned, loving the wild fizz of a thousand bubbles sparkling within the sophisticated drink. Minx watched Cherry's childlike fascination with the way the bubbles blazed to the surface, creating a light mist against her nose as she inhaled the intoxicating aroma.

      Interested in moving forward, Minx tapped her attorney. “Aluna? We're ready to begin the discussion.”

      With a nod, Aluna answered, “Good. How much have you explained to Cherry?”

      “Nothing,” Cherry quipped, catching Minx's attention with her serious tone. Cherry observed Aluna separating the paperwork page by page, then told her, “I'm still in the dark over the purpose of our gathering. Care to illuminate?”

      Minx took the lead. “As you may or may not know, my empire has grown and expanded to the extent that I can't manage the entirety of it alone.”

      Listening intently, Cherry simply nodded, perched on the edge of the couch. Aware that a sudden urge to leave Minx's suite might take hold of her, she was prepared to run.

      “Six months ago I decided to hire two managers to work directly beneath me. My plan was to train women who'd proven themselves as obedient and professional employees for at least two years consistently, and were also seeking opportunities for advancement.”

      This information sent a chill down Cherry's spine. “Let me guess. One of those managers is the bitch from Romania, Natalia.”

      “Very good, Cherry,” Minx complimented her, “and by the way, Natalia reported back to me that you and your staff treated her well when she visited, even to the point where two of your girls got her into a nasty, naughty ménage at her hotel. I apologize for not arranging that type of hospitality for you and your ladies. But I don't work that way, and neither does my staff.”

      Minx's words felt like a punch in Cherry's gut. Every compliment was woven with a back-handed remark, reminding her of why she hated this woman. Of why she'd planned to get out from under Minx's constant control back when she worked for her and start her own agency.

      Continuing, Minx said, “The second manager I have is someone you're quite familiar with, too, Cherry. Can you guess who I'm referring to?”

      There wasn't a doubt in Cherry's mind who the girl was, and she didn't care to speak her name. Smiling passively, Cherry replied, “No clue.”

      “Come on,” Minx played along with Cherry's lie, “you do know. You and she were much more than close friends. In fact, you two were lovers.”

      Heart racing, Cherry coughed, “Talia. She's your second manager.”

      “Again, you are correct.” Minx didn't drink another sip of champagne. Instead, she placed it on the table and turned her attention to Aluna. “Go ahead. She's ready to hear the offer.”

      Aluna gave the first three papers to Cherry, explaining, “Minx has tapped you for the third managerial position. This is your contract. Read it over and...”

      Cutting the lawyer off, Cherry shot a hard glance to Minx. “Contract?”

      “Yes,” Minx confirmed, “you're the most qualified woman out there for the job. And I'm confident you'll need the least amount of training, too.”

      “Training?” Cherry replied, mortified. “I shouldn't have come here. You can take your managerial position and shove it up your cunt.”

      For some weird reason, Cherry's response caused a smile to spread across the faces of Minx and Aluna.

      Minx spoke first, “You can run, but you know there's only so far you can go. I know where you think you hide your operation. I know your girls, too.”

      Cherry's swallow was loudly heard in the dryness of her throat.  “Yes. I'm aware of your eyes, ears and nose in my business. The hardest part of knowing you were actively spying wasn't that I felt threatened by your intrusion, but realizing that those closest to me thought I was just being paranoid. Delusional. And I knew my gut instinct wasn't about paranoia, so I kept my feelings quiet and just waited to see what you would do.”

      “You're an intuitive, cunning, driven woman, Cherish,” Minx stated, “and those are three of the qualities I'm seeking in a manager. Your region will be domestic, from east coast to the west. I'm transferring Natalia from the east coast and moving her territory to my clubs in Europe.”

      Cherry didn't want to ask this question, but she had to know. “And where's Talia's region?”

      Minx smirked, “You're not afraid of running into her, are you?”

      “I'm not afraid of anything or anyone,” Cherry admitted, then said, “And I was only curious about her. Don't read into my words. I assure you, there's nothing behind them.”

      Continuing, Minx explained the details. “My offer designed specifically for you is a generous one. Currently, I own ten clubs in the states, including the penthouse. You'll be in charge of all ten, and also your own. You can keep your one club to yourself and run it separately from my enterprise. I won't disturb how you run it, and I don't want a single dime from it, either.”

      “You don't? Absolutely nothing?” Cherry's eyes darted from Minx to Aluna to Minx, waiting for the burst of laughter or confession of humor.

      “That's correct. The club is your outlet. It's what makes you feel alive with accomplishment. Taking it from you would result in hostility and upset, and reduce your ability to lead effectively in your new position.” Minx paused, observing how Cherry's mind quickly analyzed her statements before further explaining the plan. “But when it comes to my clubs, you will manage them as I say, which is quite different from how you conduct business.”

      Silence filled the spacious room and Cherry could feel the shiver in her spine becoming more intense.

      “It's a huge responsibility,” Minx confirmed, “but I think you are fully capable of handling the job.”

      “Hold on. Am I hearing you correctly?” asked Cherry in total disbelief. “If I accept your offer, my club would remain mine with no profit paid to you at all? And without your interference?”

      “Yes.” Aluna answered for Minx, pointing to the clause in the contract stating the fact. “Read this paragraph.”

      Cherry scanned it, reading over the legalese. “No. This is a front of some kind. A trap you want me to walk into again.” Shredding the papers with angry fists, Cherry tossed the scrap on the high-shine tile floor. “Offer not accepted.”

      Minx motioned to Aluna, who immediately handed Cherry a duplicate of the torn contract.

      “Second attempt,” Minx remarked, folding her hands together on her lap. “If you hadn't been so hasty, I could have explained that your staff won't be affected by our new agreement. Their jobs are secure as long as you own your club. They won't become my employees, and your responsibilities towards them will remain as is, unchanged.”

      Oddly relieved, Cherry took a deep breath and looked at Minx squarely. She doesn't know about the island or the new club being built on the mainland, Cherry thought to herself, before having an instant change of mind, or does she? And the ignorance is just part of the act?

      “Obviously, you won't be able to dedicate as much time to your one club as you have,” Minx clarified, “and you'll be expected to promote an employee of your choice into a management position to oversee the business when you're traveling.”

      Aluna added, “The terms of the offer are explained and defined in this contract. If you'd like a minute to read it, we're happy to answer any questions you may have before signing it.”

      Cherry ripped the second contract into shreds and tossed the torn paper next to the first pile. “I'm not signing it!”

      Minx patted her chest in reaction to Cherry's distress then motioned for Aluna to give her another set of papers. “Third attempt. Aluna printed enough copies to go a few more rounds like this, too.”

      “Why can't you accept another player in the field?” Cherry inquired, her voice filled with emotions. “My one club can't possibly overrun your empire. So why must you shove my back against the wall and force my hand?”

      “Mergers and acquisitions are a natural aspect of business, Cherry,” Minx condescended. “You should have been expecting this, not behaving as if your club would go unnoticed, under the radar of the bigger player. I've been kind to you by not opening a competing club near your operations, but the time has come for my west coast expansion.”

      “The fact that you see me as a threat is quite flattering,” Cherry replied with a sarcastic bite. “In my mind, there's more than enough room for the two of us to coexist. You just can't handle competition. You're afraid of me.”

      Minx patted Cherry's knees, then slid her hand towards the descending curve of her pelvis. “Afraid? Hardly. I appreciate your point of view, but in my mind, I see us as two warrior lovers journeying past the battle to build an erotic empire, side by side. And not as separate entities, but as a passionate, committed team sharing a mutual vision.”

      “Lovers?” Cherry asked. “That was years ago and only one-sided, because I worked for your agency and you had rules.”

      “Yes, as I still do, and as you do,” Minx reiterated. “We must have rules in place.”

      Cherry stated, “I have a live-in that I'm...”

      Minx interrupted, “Harlow will understand when you tell her about us.”

      “Us?”

      Confirming, Minx said, “Yes, us. The want and need between us still vibrates with burning intensity. I feel it and I know you do, too, Cherry. By signing this agreement, you'll save your personal business from a hostile takeover and realign your heart with mine. We'll rekindle our love with purity and honesty, as it should have been then, not marred by ulterior motives and secret intentions.”

      Cherry grabbed onto the couch, feeling as if the room had spun around her. She reached a shaky hand to retrieve her champagne. Aluna assisted, bringing the glass to Cherry, and securing it in her trembling grip.

      “This is beyond...” Cherry tried to formulate a response, but the words weren't found. Sipping the fine bubbly, she allowed the drink to calm her rattled nerves before meeting Minx's gaze with her own. There, she saw something in Minx's eyes that hadn't been there before—vulnerability.

      “I love you, Cherish,” Minx admitted. “And underneath it all, you love me, too.”

      “I...” Hesitating to answer her truthfully, “I suppose you're right. I do. But...”

      “Sign the contract then,” Minx stated. “Let's move forward as business partners and...”

      “And?”

      Minx's sincerity punctuated the depth of her emotions. Her eyes brimming with tears suddenly, she asked, “Marry me, Cherry. Be my wife.”

      The light in the room dimmed, and Cherry felt faint. Aluna captured the glass from Cherry's weak hand before it crashed onto the floor. “What?”

      Aluna spoke for her client and friend. “Minx has asked for your hand in business as well as marriage. Again, the terms are outlined in the contract.” Letting a beat of silence pass, she added, “I'm an ordained minister willing and able to perform the legal ceremony tonight, if agreed to mutually by both of you.”

      “No, no, no... This is a lie, a trap, a plan to ruin me like you did before,” Cherry repeated, fighting from passing out in a pool of cold sweat. The room grew darker, and Cherry flailed, grasping for anything yet finding nothing to hold onto.

      Minx grabbed Cherry's right hand, and Aluna took her left. The two women acted as steady anchors, holding Cherry upright.

      “I assure you,” Minx responded, “there are no devious intentions on my part. What happened before was to teach you a lesson about betrayal. About crossing the one person you should have made an ally of and not an enemy. I would have supported your ambitions and dreams. But you turned on me. You believed in the wrong person and fell for my spy.”

      Woozily, Cherry asked, “So, you want to save me now? You're protecting yourself from...”

      “You, yes,” Minx confirmed, kissing Cherry's hand. “Remembering and embracing who we were, and who we still are, is the better path to finding peace and harmony rather than indulging in more destruction. We're soul mates, Cherish. Stop running from the inevitable.”

      Whether Minx spoke the truth or not couldn't be deciphered by Cherry. Overwhelmed, she closed her eyes as consciousness slipped further away. In a blur of light and darkness, Cherry heard Minx's voice like a wispy wind swirling around her.

      “Marry me, Cherish,” she asked again. “Let's rule the world together, hand in hand, forever.”

      And then she heard herself reply as if possessed by a stranger, “I will. I will be your wife.”

      Swaying back and forth, Minx caught Cherry in her arms, and held her close to her chest. The sound of Minx's heartbeat lulled Cherry into a lucid state where logic suddenly lost its power to deep desire.

      “That's my girl,” Minx purred, rocking Cherry's limp body and kissing her head. “It's going to be beautiful, Cherish. Just you and me...”
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      “She's looking at you, Allison,” Veronica whispered to her stepdaughter. The gorgeous, older brunette she'd recognized earlier in the lobby outside the club entrance had been hungrily eying Allison for more than an hour, yet hadn't come forward with an invitation to connect. “Perhaps we should introduce ourselves?”

      “I'd like to meet her,” Allison shared, stirring the melted ice in her soda glass anxiously. “It's odd how this works, picking a woman to be with from the crowd. Like a high school dance.”

      Touched by Allison's innocence, Veronica empathized with her. “Yes, in a way it certainly does resemble one. Here, though, no one's going to get in trouble for getting naughty on the dance floor.”

      “Maybe I'm too shy for this?” Allison asked Veronica as if she was an expert sex coach, rather than her stepmother. “My only other experience like this was totally arranged by you. Hooking up randomly is kind of... strange.”

      “Yes, but there's a freedom to it, Allison,” Veronica replied, smoothing Allison's silky locks. “You're surrounded by loving support from all the other ladies in attendance. Collectively, we share mutual interests. If that woman's attractive to you, and you're curious, then go ahead, honey. Make the first move.”

      Allison asked, “Will you come with me?”

      “Do you really need me to?' she replied. “I think you'll do fine on your own.”

      “But mother...”

      “Okay, okay,” Veronica gave in reluctantly, “if holding your hand is required, then I'll go with you.”

      “Thank you.” Allison dug deep within to find her courage. Sinking her fingers between her stepmother's, Allison lead Veronica by the hand to meet the brunette.

      Veronica felt Allison tremble when they reached their destination. With a gentle nudge, she placed the nervous young woman directly in front of the brunette, and said, “Hello. How are you enjoying your evening?”

      Exchanging a familiar glance with Veronica, the brunette offered them a welcoming smile. “I am,” she replied, winking at Allison, “and the view's especially beautiful tonight.”

      Blushing, Allison wiggled a bit, her heart fluttering over the sophisticated woman. “You were looking at me, and...”

      “And it's her first time being in a club like this,” Veronica explained, “although she's been my guest at a similar place on the west coast.”

      “How nice,” the brunette responded, picking up on the instant chemistry between the three of them. “I'm Eliza, a benefactor of the Penthouse.”

      “Veronica,” she introduced herself, “and this is my stepdaughter, Allison.”

      “Hi Allison,” Eliza said, sweeping her tender, blushing cheek with an affectionate kiss. “From the moment I laid eyes on you, I've been, well...”

      Veronica raised a curious brow, but intuitively she knew what Eliza was thinking and feeling. “Interested in getting to know her more intimately?”

      “Oh yes,” Eliza confirmed, “very much so.”

      “Flattered, completely,” admitted Allison, breathing in the heavenly and intoxicating smell of Eliza's floral perfume. “You're so elegant. You remind me of royalty.”

      “To some in the technology world, I suppose I am,” Eliza told her. “But here at the penthouse I'm just a woman, wet with wonder over what you must taste like.”

      The horny statement caused a rush in Veronica as if Eliza's desire was meant for her.

      Allison's heart raced, and her knees slightly buckled in reaction, too. “Oh my,” she replied with a moan, stunned by Eliza's explicit confession. “I truly don't know what to say to that.”

      “Are you interested in letting me find out?”

      Veronica gave Eliza a subtle nod of approval before Allison replied, “Yes.”

      “Come with me to my booth then,” Eliza instructed. “It's near the back, one of the few semi-private ones.”

      Allison followed Eliza to her booth with her stepmother close by. Veronica gestured to Eliza, then said, “I don't have to be involved. I'm happy for you to have her alone.”

      Slipping into the booth, Eliza positioned herself so her face met Allison's pelvis. “She might need your support. It's best if she feels safe and secure.”

      “Just tell me how I can help then,” Veronica replied.

      “Wrap your arms around her from the back,” Eliza commanded with an alluring softness in her voice, “so she can stand. And you, Allison, you just relax in Veronica's arms.”

      Veronica did as told, holding Allison in a secure embrace. “It's okay, baby,” she said to the trembling one in her arms, “I've got you.”

      Sighing, Allison took several breaths, feeling Eliza probe her thighs with heat-seeking fingers.

      “You're so sweet,” Eliza complimented, desperate for her mouth to make contact with Allison's precious pussy. “Keep breathing, just like that. My tongue's going to feel wet and warm on your clit.”

      Veronica firmed up her hold on Allison, sensing her weakening legs as Eliza's head disappeared under the rim of her stepdaughter's skirt.

      “Oh God,” Allison quietly cried, her clit quivering with the hot rush of Eliza's exhale on her pussy. “Her breath, it's making me tingle.”

      “Good,” Veronica said, “let it happen.”

      With a lustful slurp, Eliza's mouth surrounded Allison's shaved mound. Running her tongue over the delicate slope of her cleft, she generously coated the trail along her clit with warm saliva. “That's a delicious little pussy,” Eliza whispered to herself, burying her face deeper between her thighs, “and I'm going to devour it.”

      Squeezing Veronica's arms, Allison held on as the first rays of pleasure lit inside her youthful walls and radiated up through her pelvis and into her belly. Lathered and bathed, her clit puffed against Eliza's tongue, moving in unison with the slow, circling motions it made.

      “Eliza,” Allison squealed, “that feels so good.”

      “Yesss,” Eliza purred and teased at Allison's entrance, feeding on her first drops of excitement. “Open up and let me in.”

      “Ahhh,” groaned Allison, “careful. I'm still a virgin.”

      Veronica clarified, “A virgin to the male member, but not to a woman's invasion.”

      “I'll be gentle,” were the last words Eliza said before slipping the tip of her tongue inside Allison's very tight hole. Surrounded by tension, her tongue pushed in further, conforming to the narrow passage. Her top lip kept light pressure on Allison's sensitive clit as her tongue slid as far as it was allowed in, curling and twisting for her young lover's pleasure.

      Rocking her pussy over Eliza's slippery mouth, her clit responded favorably to the smooth lips it danced on. The tingling sensations grew with intensity, causing a throb to roll through her center.

      “Mother?” cooed Allison. “I feel like I might...”

      “Don't hold back, honey,” she responded, “pleasure shouldn't be taken lightly. Enjoy the gift she's giving to you.”

      Licking and lavishing, Eliza screwed Allison's tight passage, tonguing her inner sweet spot. She was swollen inside, and readying to burst. “Mmmm.”

      “Oh my...” Allison threw her head back, shaking all over, fighting from squeezing her thighs against Eliza's head. Her knees bent and flexed, trying to hold steady as the radiating waves hit faster and faster. She felt her pussy push back on the tongue that moved inside her, and on the mouth swirling in sexy circles, stimulating her labia to burst. “Eliza,” she cried, “it’s happening.”

      “She knows,” Veronica said, “she can feel it. You sound very wet, my darling.”

      Allison's moans were shallow, as was her breathing. “I am... so wet...” she panted, “and now I can't stop it! My pussy wants to!”

      From her core she clenched, rapidly rocking her luscious pussy as its inner juice turned to cum.

      “Oh yes, honey,” Veronica encouraged, “just let go.”

      “OHHH!” Allison yelled, her pussy quivering and twitching as it made love to Eliza's mouth. She peaked with a fiery passion, like she'd imagined experiencing while masturbating to her dirtiest fantasies. “I'm coming!”

      Delirious from drinking the cream pouring into her mouth from Allison's cunt, Eliza laughed, sending wild vibrations inside the undulating passage that held her tongue captive. The feminine muscles of youth were taut and strong, almost unbearably tight. She twisted her tongue gently till it slipped free, then rubbed it across Allison's fleshy exterior folds and creases.

      Puffing in short bursts, Allison blinked at the beamed ceiling overhead, feeling as if she was light and floating, dreaming this entire thing, lost in her orgasm.

      “A most delicious pussy, Allison,” Eliza said while kissing her thighs. Her little pussy was too reactive and sensitive to the touch, so she spread the love and creamy juice to the creases between thigh and mound. “Scrumptious and satisfying.”

      Proud of her stepdaughter, Veronica added, “And a wonderfully spoiled one. Allison's lesbian experiences have been with true vagina lovers.”

      “If only that had happened to me when I was her age,” Eliza said with a naughty smile, straightening out Allison's skirt. She didn't wipe away the drizzle of cum still on her chin. Instead, she pulled Allison close until they were near enough to kiss. “I probably wouldn't have married a man. Wealth and stature pales in comparison to the joy of dining on a perfect pussy night after night. Yours, Allison, is one I could happily eat every day.”

      “Wow,” Allison swooned, releasing her hold on Veronica, finally able to stand on her own, “that's an amazing compliment.”

      “It certainly is,” Veronica agreed, sounding a bit jealous of Eliza and her glistening mouthful of Allison.

      “Would you two ladies like to join me for a drink?”

      Allison nodded, “Sure. I'm thirsty from all the moaning and heavy breathing.”

      Patting her bottom, Veronica motioned for Allison to have a seat on the opposite side of Eliza. “Yes, we'd love to join you. I'll have a double shot of Frangelico, please. But this one isn't twenty-one yet.”

      Hearing that sent a delightful shiver through Eliza. “Soda or juice then?”

      “A Shirley Temple, please.”

      Eliza licked the cum from her chin and placed the drink order. “So,” she said, “you two are from the west coast?”
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      In the midst of a passionate kiss with the Asian woman she'd got it on with on the dance floor when she'd first arrived, Avery was suddenly interrupted by Katherine and Kelsie. Bailey was with them, too, looking rather official with her tablet and cellphone.

      “Katherine, I'm in the middle of something wonderful,” Avery stated, buzzed after several bottles of champagne and an overindulgence of pussy. The sexy Asian kept kissing Avery's neck, keeping her lips warm for when her new lover returned to her mouth.

      “You know I'd never opt to bother you at a time like this with a woman like her, but...”

      Bailey interjected, “Your evening here is now ending. A limo is waiting for you and the rest of your party and will take you to your next destination.”

      Confused, Avery shook her head at Bailey. “Huh? I thought we were here until closing?”

      “The plans have changed,” Bailey responded. “And when I'm given specific instructions from the boss, I don't question, I just do.”

      “Well, are we being taken to another club, or?” Avery asked, demanding clarification. “I mean, did we do something wrong?”

      “No, not at all,” stated Bailey. “You all were perfect. Your presence has been requested by my boss and your hostess, Minx, at her wedding.”

      “Wedding?” Kelsie asked, checking her watch and noting the late hour. “Who gets married at midnight?”

      Bailey stated, “She does.”

      Kelsie continued, “But we don't have gifts! And I really don't feel appropriately dressed.”

      “The details can be worked out on the drive to Minx's suite.” Bailey was greeted by a sedate woman dressed in a black suit. “This is your driver. Please follow her to the limo while I gather the rest of your party.”

      Katherine and Avery exchanged confused looks then shrugged at Bailey. “I guess we have no choice then?” questioned Avery.

      “I wouldn't look disappointed, ladies.” Bailey assured, “This is a special invitation. Minx wouldn't have sent it if it wasn't.”

      A few mumbles from Kelsie were heard as she went with the reluctant Katherine and Avery and left the club behind.

      Bailey spotted Veronica and Allison enjoying libations with Eliza and strutted to the booth. “Hello lovelies, pardon my interruption, but I need to scoop up our guests and set them in their new direction for the evening.”

      “New direction?” Allison queried.

      Just then, Veronica felt her phone vibrate in her purse. As Bailey explained the details of Minx's request, Veronica checked the text, reading Cherry's name as the sender. The text was short, stating: You're not going to believe this, but I've accepted Minx's indecent proposal. We're marrying each other in an hour. Please come.

      A cold sensation filled Veronica's chest as the news of the shocking event sunk in. Cherry and Minx were getting married? Repeated in her mind without the comfort of an answer. It defies logic and has no rational explanation.

      Typing a reply text, Veronica wrote: What in the world has happened?

      Instantly, Cherry's response came, stating: Fate happened. It was inevitable.

      Allison nudged Veronica, taking her attention from her phone. “Mom? She said we have to leave now.”

      “Yes, I suppose we must.” Turning to Eliza, she smiled politely and said, “Lovely meeting you. Perhaps we'll meet again?”

      “Oh, I'm sure we will,” Eliza replied confidently. “Take care of that one. She's a precious gem.”

      “Indeed, she is,” agreed Veronica, patting Allison's petite buttocks as she slid from the booth and stood. “And I will.”
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      Katherine and Avery huddled in the back seat of the limo, unnerved by their sudden departure from the club. Kelsie looked disheveled, up way past her normal bedtime, nursing a bottle of water next to her tipsy half-sister. Veronica kept her cool demeanor, stroking Allison's sleepy head, letting her catnap while the limo drove through the heavy traffic of the city.

      “I just don't see why the driver can't drop me off at our hotel,” Kelsie wondered aloud. “I mean, as exciting as this trip has been,” she continued with a sarcastic edge in her voice, “to think that a girl doesn't need her rest or a decent night of sleep seems inconsiderate.”

      Katherine reminded her, “Cherry has her reasons. She always does.”

      “That's true,” Veronica agreed, “I wouldn't assume Cherry's intentions were selfish or thoughtless.”

      Not buying Veronica and Katherine's talk, Kelsie continued, “And we're expected to go along with whatever she says or wherever she tells us to go?”

      Voicing her support, Avery added, “Well, we are her guests. This entire trip was designed for our pleasure. What comes next is probably another tantalizing surprise.”

      Suspecting that Katherine and Avery hadn't been informed of the real reason they were heading to Minx's suite, Veronica kept the information to herself. They would find out soon enough.
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      The ladies were escorted from the limo upon their arrival at the exclusive high-rise condos, brought to the elevator and then lead to Minx's suite. Katherine and Avery giggled with naughty anticipation as they approached Ike, standing guard at the door.

      “Good evening,” he said to them, then held the door open.

      “Good evening,” the ladies replied in unison, and entered. Veronica hung back behind Katherine and Avery, disguising her uncertainty with an adventurous smile.

      Aluna was there, poised and accommodating. “Thank you for joining us,” she said to the wide-eyed group. “The ceremony will begin momentarily.”

      “Ceremony?” Katherine asked, scanning the opulent room for other guests and finding none. “Please explain this late night wedding. We've been given little to go by.”

      “Yes,” Avery jumped in, “please explain. What's the ceremony for?”

      “A wedding,” Aluna reiterated. “I'm officiating over the marriage of Cherry and Minx.”

      The sudden silence filling the room was interrupted by the click clack of Minx and Cherry's high-heeled shoes striding across the marble floor. The two women stood in front of the group, hand in hand, appearing serene, business as usual.

      Veronica suppressed a gasp, not wanting to worry Allison, disliking the bizarre intimacy on display between the rival madams.

      Katherine asked, “Cherry's getting married? This is for real?”

      “Yes, Katherine,” Cherry replied. There were tears glistening in Cherry's eyes, and it was unclear if they were caused by happiness or sadness. “Minx and I are thrilled to have you all here as witnesses to our union.”

      Avery blinked with shock. “Well then, I suppose congratulations are in order?”

      “Not yet,” responded Aluna, “We'll make it quick and simple.” Turning herself to face the new couple, she began the legal ceremony.

      Aluna's speech uniting Cherry to Minx was a fuzzy blur of fast-spoken words to the stunned women witnessing the strange event. Their leader, a woman who'd been in control of their fantasies and pleasure in the private indulgence of her lesbian sex club and the one who took pride in keeping gorgeous women as her house-bound lovers, was holding hands and gazing at the madam they'd just met. A woman Cherry had exchanged bitter sentiments with hours previously, and spoke not one word of love for her when explaining to the group who Minx was.

      Katherine and Avery clutched on to each other for emotional support, neither knowing what to make of this impromptu ceremony. And Kelsie looked like she was in pain, an unwilling witness to a car crash.

      Veronica's mind was racing with questions over why this was happening in the first place. She'd known Minx, too, intimately, back when Cherry worked for her, and was well aware of how underhanded and manipulative she could be in business. Was this truly love bringing these women together? She thought, or was it something else—something worse?

      And then Aluna swirled and faced the group. “If anyone here knows of a reason these two should not be wed, speak now or forever hold your peace.”

      Hearing her voice before she realized she was talking, Veronica cried out, “I know many reasons!”

      The room reached a new level of silence as the others turned slowly towards Veronica, desperate to hear what she knew.

      “And they are?” Aluna asked stoically, tightening her fists at the interruption.

      Heart beating in her throat, Veronica swallowed, then said, “Power. Minx only loves power. She loves nothing else, and certainly not Cherish.”

      As if Veronica's sober reminder zapped Cherry from a deep trance, she responded, “This is true.”

      Angered, Minx shot back, “Still holding onto old baggage, Veronica? Was there a score to settle between us that I wasn't aware of?”

      “Yes,” Veronica replied, “and I'm happy to resolve it in private, because I don't drag innocent women into my drama like you do.”

      Levity was brought to the tense situation by Avery stating, “And you don't want to be married, Cherry! For the love of God, woman, don't do it!”

      “Oh Avery,” Cherry responded, “I must. It's what's right. And thank you, Veronica, for having my back. I promise you, this time I don't need your rescue.”

      Quickly scanning the strained expressions of the women in the room, Aluna asked, “Can we move on then?”

      “Cherry?” Veronica cried to her friend. “This can't be real.”

      “By the power vested in me...”

      “Cherry!” yelled Minx, wanting her soon-to-be bride's attention to stop wavering.

      “I now pronounce you...”

      Katherine and Avery joined forces with Veronica, and all three yelled, “NO!”
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      Dusty ran up the stairs to Cherry's master bedroom suite with urgency, as if there were flames shooting out from the double doors. Muttering to her breathless self, Dusty said, “Oh fuck, not again.”

      The screaming from inside the bedroom grew louder and louder and Dusty raced to the door. Grabbing the knobs, she threw the doors open, witnessing Cherry thrashing in her satin sheets.

      “Cherry!” Dusty went to her side and crawled onto the bed to wake her from the nightmare she was fighting. “Wake up! Wake UP!”

      But Cherry's eyes were shut with tears rolling from the creases, dampening her pillow. She flailed, hitting Dusty's jaw with the force of a boxer's punch.

      “God damn it!” Dusty yelled, shaking Cherry's shoulders, her faced tucked to avoid further smacks.  “Cherry, wake the fuck up!”

      As if she'd been hit with an electric shock, Cherry's body went stiff and her eyelids opened with a bolt. Her room looked unfamiliar, still in the dream, saying “I do” to the vicious Minx.

      “Can you hear me?” inquired Dusty with great concern for her boss's troubled sleep.

      “Yes,” Cherry groaned, her throat dry from screaming.

      “Do you know where you are?”

      “I do, I mean,” Cherry trembled, “yes, I know where I am.”

      “For the past two nights since you returned from New York you've been stricken with nightmares,” Dusty explained, just as she did the night before. “I could hear you screaming all the way in my room downstairs. Your screams woke me up from a deep sleep. Again.”

      “Oh Dusty,” Cherry cried apologetically, “sorry. I don't know what's come over me...” she lied, keeping her marital secret from Dusty. “The trip, it got under my skin apparently.”

      “Yes, apparently,” Dusty replied, “I warned you about going there, about interfacing with Minx...”

      “You did, but I had to, and I'm glad I did,” admitted Cherry. “I needed to know the truth.”

      “And now you're suffering with nightmares.”

      Cherry drew a long, hard breath, readjusting her silky nightgown so it covered her exposed breasts. “Well, Minx is one scary bitch.”

      “That she is,” confirmed Dusty. “I just wish she hadn't scared you so bad that you're screaming like a murder victim in your sleep. It's terrifying to hear you, and feel the fear of...”

      “Dusty,” Cherry said with her most soothing voice, “thank you for watching over me, for protecting me, for...”

      “It's fine, it's fine,” Dusty responded, “just leave that woman behind. You got it over with and out of your system, yes?”

      Cherry scanned her fingers, reminding herself the ring she accepted was tucked away in the closet safe. Answering her loyal assistant, she quietly lied, “Yes.”

      A needed silence fell in the room and Cherry sat up in bed, clearing the tears from her eyes and cheeks. “When was the last time you heard from Sandra?”

      “Three days ago,” Dusty told her with a worried frown. “I've been messaging her but she hasn't responded. I wrote it off as bad reception on the island and...”

      “She hasn't responded to mine, either.” Suddenly, Cherry started to panic. “Call my pilot,” she ordered.

      “Okay? You're leaving again? You just got home!”

      “I need to go,” Cherry stated, “I need to get on the plane.”

      “Oh my fucking... really?”

      “Dusty!” Cherry flew out of bed in search of an outfit to throw on. “Please!”

      Reluctantly, Dusty fished her phone from her pocket and speed-dialed Cherry's private plane pilot. “Yes, hi, it's Dusty, sorry to wake you. Cherry will be flying out to the island as soon as possible.”

      “Tell her I'll explain everything once I get to the hangar,” Cherry shouted from her walk-in closet.

      “She'll explain everything... okay, cool. I'll let her know.”

      Giving a hip shimmy as a beige cotton dress was pulled over her torso, Cherry said, “Thanks, Dusty. You're the best.”

      “Yes,” Dusty confirmed, “yes, I am.”

      

      
        The End
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      Kay Brandt is a seductive storyteller, award-winning adult filmmaker and bestselling author, delivering a passionate blend of story and explicit, graphic content. In the 1990's her creative expression was writing erotic stage plays like the critically acclaimed "Kiss Me Twisted", which many years later evolved into the X-rated films, "Cherry episode 1" and "Cherry 2" and then evolved again into "The World of Cherry" eBook series. Since 2009 Kay has written/directed/produced more than forty X-rated films, many winning AVN and XBIZ awards, for top companies like Adam & Eve, Digital Playground, New Sensations and Girlfriends Films. The "Cherry" films, are the two biggest budget lesbian adult films ever made and since their release in 2011 have been deemed erotic classics. Kay's current creative passions include writing/directing a new genre of adult films based on erotic books. "Safe Landings," a feature based on Kay's dramatic romance novel and the epic film based on Selena Kitt's New York Times bestseller "Babysitting the Baumgartners" are the first two offerings in Adam & Eve's books-to-films series. She also released her first horror novella, "Soles" through Fido publishing in 2016 and there's more twisted horror stories coming soon. Share the journey and indulge in the wild fantasy worlds she creates for your pleasure.
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          Excerpt~ At Mother’s Command

        

      

    

    
      
        By Kay Brandt

      

      On her 18th birthday, the world Max knew was torn apart. Stella, the loving mother Max had known her whole life shared their dark secret- Stella was not her biological parent but a loyal surrogate. Max's true mother was the ravishing and powerful Sumera, a Dominatrix who ran a private retreat for a very discerning clientele. Sumera's grand plan to mentor Max into her succession as the Grand Dom is now in jeopardy at the emotions of a scared teen. Will Max accept her new found mother? Will her whirlwind of emotions bring down an empire?

      
        Warning: this title contains graphic language, BDSM and sex

      

      Excerpt:

      “Ready when you are,” Nate responded. Securing the intricate rope bondage covering Colette from her chest to her feet, Neil pulled the last knot tight, then swatted her bottom with a firm hand. Vulnerable and quivering with her hands tied behind her back, Neil parted Colette's knees and rolled her onto her belly so he could explore and own her bottom. Continuing to tease her sensitive clit with his thumb, he proudly showed off his work to the man who'd trained him.

      “My wife's a beautiful woman,” Cas stated, feeling his adrenaline rise watching Neil position himself behind Colette and place his hips against her ass.

      “Yes,” Neil agreed, leaning over Colette's lower lumbar and upper back to slide a red ball gag into her willing mouth. He secured the straps to the back of her head as she drooled onto her chin, then petted her silky brown locks. “She's exquisite.”

      Fingering his whip, Cas made eye contact with his wife, assuring her readiness to be his protege's sub for the night. Neil had trained with the couple for over a year, starting as a novice and graduating a “supreme being,” which was Cas's term for those deserving of the title. Turning to Neil, Cas gave his blessing, and said, “Do with her what you wish.”

      “I will,” Neil replied with confidence, prepared for the honor of flogging and fucking his teacher's wife. Neil was a libidinous lover poised to handle this woman's ass with his tailed weapon of choice. All he needed was the signal and his dominate plan would carry through to completion, and to his satisfaction.

      Cas stayed by the bed a moment longer, observing the beaded flogger tails that struck Colette's fleshy bottom repeatedly. Her reddening mounds swollen between the binding rope. Seeing Colette bound was like gazing at high-end fetish art. Neil used complex knotting techniques that allowed for enough space between so the tails could contact flesh.

      The beaded ends caught her puckering ass hole and swept across it, then rotated in a seductive circle. “Ohh!” Colette gasped around the gag, keeping her focus on her masculine Dom husband.

      “He's learned well,” Cas remarked to her before letting them be.

      Neil took charge of Colette's full moons, sliding his left fingers under one of the ropes binding her bottom to create an even wider opening for him to strike.

      “That asshole's mine,” Neil told Colette, teasing and tickling her forbidden hole with relentless precision. He'd fucked her succulent cunt while advancing through Cas's training, but never her little ass. In Cas's domain, anal was reserved for the ascension into Dom or supreme being status. Permission to rule over his wife's private pleasure zone meant Neil had been granted full freedom to do whatever he wanted with the subs, whether it was Colette or another woman. Penetrating Colette's tight tunnel with his lengthy rod was what he wanted, and what he knew she needed as proof of absolute submission.
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        FOR EVEN MORE FREE READS!

        

        Check us out for updates about eXcessica books!

        

        WRITE A REVIEW!

      

      

      Readers, in the age of ebooks, remember that you are in control of separating the good from the bad, the wheat from the chaff.

      Please take a moment to go back to the site where you purchased this book and leave your opinion, however lengthy or brief, about it.

      You can also go to larger sites and leave your reviews there as well, whether you made your purchase on their site or not.

      Make your vote count! Your opinion will help other readers make their future purchasing decisions in regards to ebooks.
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