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    The World of Cherry 6 
 
      
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE – Two Nude Lesbians 
 
      
 
    It was half-past two in the afternoon on Cherry’s glorious, secluded private island. The warm balmy breezes encircling Cherry’s trusted caretaker and confidant, Sandra, as she stepped onto the lanai, were sublime and naturally intoxicating. She took a moment to breathe in the floral-scented air, glancing at Harlow and Kristen, Cherry’s sexy lovers, sunbathing in the nude on the pristine white sand beach. Before Sandra’s arrival, Harlow and Kristen were the only island inhabitants, and they welcomed her company as their cook and caregiver. 
 
    Having made a rather sudden departure from her duties as Cherry’s domestic estate manager, it took a few days for Sandra to settle into the relaxed island vibes and create a schedule primarily structured around feeding and caring for the boss’s girlfriends. Too occupied with tanning their bottoms and cat napping, Harlow and Kristen hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and satisfying their hunger had become Sandra’s favorite task and number one concern.  
 
     Ten years had passed with Sandra working in the inherent chaos of Cherry’s world as the live-in chef supplying gourmet meals and emotional support to the boss and her guests. Although she loved cooking in the estate’s designer kitchen, creating delicious organic meals in a tropical open-air environment while fresh breezes flowed through her wavy silver tresses was a splendid change of pace.  
 
    She felt like the hostess of a magical beach soiree more than a matronly caregiver and cook. The quiet isolation of island life was growing on Sandra, happy with her feet in the cool sand while enjoying the sun on her shoulders. She entertained thoughts of staying there long-term, possibly permanently, if Cherry deemed it necessary and appropriate.   
 
    Sandra understood why a naughty entrepreneur like Cherry would feel passionate about owning a place meant solely for escape when her nonstop lifestyle threatened to take control of her sexual well-being. Sandra pondered the price tag Cherry paid for the lush property, speculating millions. Millions well spent, Sandra thought to herself, feeling a strong sense of gratitude for the chance to bask in the wonder of it all—a willing captive in a tropical paradise.  
 
    The lack of internet signal was her only caveat. But, she also appreciated the freedom of disconnecting from screen addictions and other random distractions that stole her sleep too often. 
 
     With an easy smile on her face and a light heart, Sandra traipsed across the beach to find Kristen and Harlow dozing without a care in the world, in love with each other and their idyllic existence as Cherry’s loyal lovers patiently waiting for her return. 
 
    “Lovely Ladies?” Sandra knelt on their beach blanket, her knees brushing Kristen’s soft hip. “Are we hungry for lunch yet?” Gazing at the nude beauties with maternal rather than lustful intentions, Sandra refilled their ice tea glasses. “Sandwiches? Salads? Something grilled?” 
 
     “Salads.” Kristen rubbed her taut belly, then Kristen’s. “We’re still digesting those delicious pancakes you made us for breakfast.” 
 
    “Same,” Harlow added, a sleepy kitten yawning from her afternoon nap. 
 
    “Okay, then.” Sandra got to her feet and sunk a little into the powdery sand. “I’ll make two salads. Just the way you like ‘em.”  
 
    Harlow’s tranquil azure eyes were half-lit by the sun streaming delicately through the palm tree leaves overhead. “Thank you, Sandra.” 
 
    “Be right back,” Sandra informed, heading to the outdoor kitchen.  
 
    Assembling the fresh ingredients for their gourmet salads, Sandra heard the distant sound of a motorboat skimming the waves closer and closer to the island. She stepped away from the kitchen counter to squint into the distance, spotting the water transport. With speed, the boat headed in their direction, aiming for the dock. 
 
    “Girls?” Sandra called to Harlow and Kristen. “That must be Cherry heading towards us.” 
 
    Excited to see their mutual girlfriend, Harlow and Kristen rolled from the sand to standing positions. They leisurely walked hand-in-hand to the water’s edge, waving at the boat with glee. Sandra noted their round, tanned bottoms and shapely dancer’s legs moving through the calm waters towards the dock. Cherry’s girls were a sight to behold—living artwork on a heavenly landscape—ready to embrace the woman they shared. 
 
    Extending an arm to the cloudless sky, Cherry waived, her smile as bright as the sun. Sandra waved back, happy to see her, and so did Kristen and Harlow. 
 
    “Hey there, my gorgeous castaways!” Cherry called to them as the boat cruised up to the dock.  
 
    “Hold on,” Sandra called back to her. “Let me help you.” Climbing up, Sandra reached Cherry before she could stubbornly attempt to exit the boat without a hand to grab for support. “Glad you’re here, Cherish. The internet signal’s been spotty. If you texted or sent a message about your arrival and I didn’t reply, that’s why.” 
 
    “No worries, Sandra,” Cherry answered sincerely, gracefully stepping out of the water craft with Sandra’s assistance before giving her a kiss on the cheek. “My trip here was rather spontaneous. I was traveling for business and then a crazy thing happened. Today seemed like the best time for a surprise visit.” Tipping the boat driver a handful of cash, Cherry gave the nod that he was free to go after unloading her one suitcase. “Plus, I needed to get away for some self-care. I’ve been going nonstop.”  
 
    “Crazy?” Sandra repeated. “Good crazy or bad crazy?” 
 
    “Life’s little shakeups are always a mix of both. But, mostly good.” Patting Sandra’s shoulder, Cherry shook her head, not interested in sharing more details about the New York incident with Minx there on the dock in front of Harlow and Kristen. “I do need to work on getting a better internet connection here, though.” 
 
    Not wanting to push or insist on more answers, Sandra simply responded, “Yeah, it’s spotty, for sure.” 
 
    “Look at you two!” Opening her arms wide to receive both Harlow and Kristen at once, Cherry cried out with happiness as her girls fell into her chest. “Oh my, I feel like I haven’t seen you girls in months.” 
 
    Harlow and Kristen giggled with joy basking in Cherry’s love and affection, kissing her at once.  
 
    Slightly awkward standing on the outside of the threesome, Sandra assumed her role as caretaker. With an “ahem” to break Cherry’s mouth-to-mouth, she asked, “I was making the girls lunch. Want a salad, too?” 
 
    Washed with relief, healed by the magic of sweet feminine kisses, Cherry gave Sandra a “thumbs up”. “Sounds perfect. Thank you.” 
 
    Retreating back to the kitchen, Sandra resumed the process of prepping ingredients. Her own sense of relief was short lived, replaced by a moderate level of concern over Cherry’s words. “Crazy” wasn’t a sentiment she took lightly coming from the boss, considering their past experiences together.  
 
    “Those look scrumptious,” Cherry complimented Sandra’s salads as she drank from a tall glass of ice water infused with cucumbers and mint. “How’s it going here on the island? Have you fallen in love with this place yet?” 
 
    “Surprisingly, I have.” Pouring a fresh mix of lemon juice, olive oil, salt, pepper and a touch of garlic over the top, Sandra handed Cherry a well-made, gourmet salad bowl. “It’s easy to do. This island is exquisite.” 
 
    “Isn’t it, though?” Cherry reflected. “I know you loved living in the hustle and bustle of New York City back in the day.”  
 
    “I did, and a part of me will always miss those days.” Sandra and Cherry made meaningful eye contact that spoke of their past connection. “I’ve realized this is more my speed now. Plus, you can’t beat the view. And the weather. I mean, wow.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed. I fell in love with this island before even seeing it in person. The pictures were enough to convince me.” Sinking a fork into the leafy greens and chilled shrimp, Cherry mingled the dressing with the other ingredients before taking a bite. “Mmm. Delicious,” she mumbled with a full mouth.  
 
    “Thanks.” Handing bowls to Harlow and Kristen, too. Sandra munched on a radish watching the ladies take their meals to the water’s edge and plant their pretty bums in the powdery sand. “I need to write a list of their favorite foods and preferences so we can plan daily menus.” Glancing at Cherry, Sandra asked, “About how long do you see me staying here?” 
 
    Shrugging, Cherry swallowed a crunchy bite then took a sip of water. “Not sure yet. Unless you feel the need to return quickly, there’s no rush. You can stay as long as you like.” 
 
    “Really?” Sandra pondered the offer. “What about Dusty? Are you hiring someone to replace my position at the estate?” 
 
    “No,” Cherry answered, firm in her stance. “I mean, Dusty will probably sign up for a meal delivery service. It won’t come close to your cooking, but we’ll survive just fine.”  
 
    “Huh. Okay.” Needing to pry further, Sandra kept going. “She’s fine with being alone and not having me around for support? She’s handling everything by herself? The club and all?” 
 
    “She whines a little.” Cherry downplayed it. “It’s a learning curve taking on extra responsibility. She’ll step up to the challenge, though.” 
 
    Cherry’s lack of interest in her mainland business alarmed Sandra, but she didn’t show it. “Well, it sounds like everything’s under control then. My only real concern is getting supplies and groceries delivered here on a regular schedule.” 
 
    “We can arrange that. There are a few services we can sign up for.” Cherry sighed, feeling the food hit her stomach. “I’ll get you the information. Oh, and I’m hiring a groundskeeper who will be in charge of the landscaping as well as any issues that might come up with the house.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “Like minor things, small fix-it jobs, plumbing. She’s going to take up residency in the guest bungalow.” 
 
    “More staff?” Sandra inquired. “Is that necessary? I can probably do those tasks.” 
 
    “You know how to plumb pipes and handle irrigation systems? Since when?” Polishing off her salad, Cherry shook her head and waved a finger at Sandra. “No, no no. In fact, Sandra, I think you’ve earned the right to retire.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t look so stunned,” Cherry stated, smiling at her long-time friend and confidant. “It’s time, Sandra. I’m not removing you from my inner circle of permanents. I’m simply relieving you of full-time duty on the mainland so you can slow down and enjoy a new lifestyle.” 
 
    A flutter of excitement went through her chest over the prospect, as if Cherry had read her mind, her thoughts. “Oh my gosh.” 
 
     “Let’s call it semi-retirement.” Cherry reached for a bottle of bubbly. “I love your cooking—we all do—so, your duties here will remain the same. However, taking care of this property is another job entirely. Much more than a woman in her late fifties should be partaking in. This island is for you to live on for as long as you’d like. It’s the least I can do for the woman who’s been the most important member of my soul tribe. In other words, my family.” 
 
    “Don’t make me cry now.” Sandra dabbed at her eyes, deeply touched. “Goodness, Cherish. This is unexpected news. Thank you for your generous care.” 
 
    “Of course.” Kissing Sandra’s cheek, Cherry dabbed at her own teary eyes. “I love you and I’m grateful for your years of giving. Nothing will make me happier than seeing you finally at ease and able to enjoy your days.” 
 
    “I’m happy to do so.” Tilting her head in the direction of Harlow and Kristen, Sandra added, “But, are you sure I’m not interfering with your tryst? And, for the record, I’ve enjoyed every day working for you. I feel like I haven’t ‘worked’ in so many years and that alone is a blessing.” 
 
    Laughing, Cherry hugged her. “You’re the best.” Her attention caught by the gleeful sounds coming from her angelic beach angels, Cherry kicked off her sandals for a walk on the beach. “Have you had a swim yet?” 
 
    “I went in up to my knees a few times.” Sandra admitted, a tad embarrassed over not submerging in the dreamlike waters surrounding their piece of paradise. “I’m not one for getting sand in my suit.” 
 
    With a naughty look on her face, Cherry responded, “That’s why we skinny dip.”  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The reception on her cellphone had reached three full bars and Sandra took a quiet minute to reach out and call Dusty while Cherry and her lovers swam naked in the water.  
 
    “Sandra?” Dusty asked with a frazzled tone, answering on the second ring. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Hey, Dusty!” Hearing the voice of the only other permanent fixture in Cherry’s wild, spontaneous, often unpredictable world brought a sense of calm to Sandra. “Island life is what’s up. I’m starting to forget what civilization is like. And I’m not mad about that, surprisingly.” 
 
    Dusty let out a sarcastic laugh. “Oh, I’m sure. Some are more spoiled than others.” 
 
    “I guess. Cherry’s here. Arrived about an hour ago,” Sandra informed her. “I just wanted you to know in case she didn’t text you.” 
 
    “She didn’t,” Dusty confirmed. “I knew she left on a trip but to where and for how long, I had no idea. She’d just returned from New York.” 
 
    Sandra felt her stomach churn with a growing concern over Cherry’s secrecy and sudden trips.  
 
    “Truth is,” Dusty went on, “I didn’t even know about this island you are all on until, like, two days ago or whenever it was. I’ve lost track of my days since Cherry put the club on hold in favor of out-of-town jaunts. I fear I’ve been left in the dark.”  
 
    “See, now that I hear you say this,” Sandra wondered out loud, closing the door to her bedroom, “the feeling in my gut that I’ve had since I arrived here makes so much more sense.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t want to talk about it, but, I have a feeling something’s going on with Cherry and she’s not sharing what it is. Not yet, anyway.” 
 
    “I hate to admit it, too, but I agree.” Dusty muffled a cough and cleared her throat. “Any ideas or clues?” 
 
    “None.” Lounging on her bed, Sandra raised her legs over a pillow, enjoying the cool breeze through the window. “So, this island...” 
 
    “Yeah? Is it big? Small? I can’t imagine.” 
 
    “I’m not an expert on islands,” Sandra shared, “but I’d say this one’s pretty big. It has a main house with four bedrooms, two gorgeous kitchens, one inside and one outdoors. There’s a guest house, too, with two bedrooms, living room, kitchen, where the new groundskeeper will be living. The landscaping is incredibly lush with the capacity to be self-sustaining, filled with fruit trees and vegetable gardens.” 
 
    “Wow. Send me pictures.” 
 
    Feeling guilty over Dusty’s exclusion from the tropical lifestyle, Sandra leveled her excitement. “I will.” 
 
    Astonished, Dusty asked, “This is real? Happening somewhere in the Caribbean? Without me there?”  
 
    Sandra pinched her arm before responding. “Indeed. It is.” 
 
    “And who is there besides you and Cherry?” 
 
    “Harlow and Kristen.” 
 
    “Ah, okay. So that’s where they went.” 
 
    “Cherry mentioned something crazy that happened before coming here.” Sandra lowered her voice, even though no one else could hear her. “Do you have any information on whatever that might be?” 
 
    “I...I hate to say this out loud, preferring to pretend Cherry never said it...” 
 
    “Said what? Tell me, Dusty.” 
 
    Dusty’s confession was brief and to the point. “Cherry told me she went to see Minx on her New York trip. And she took a group of our diamond-level club members.” 
 
    Sandra bolted upright on the bed, disbelieving Dusty’s statement. “Why would she do that? I mean, really, Dusty. Her actions make no sense. Minx? As in, the east coast madam?” 
 
    “The one and only.” Dusty went on. “But that’s what she said. I don’t know what happened exactly on her trip there, but she’s been on edge since her return.” Dusty’s tone changed from informative to annoyed, venting her frustration. “And, now, she’s with you on an island and I’m here at the estate—alone—without instruction, direction, or a plan. I feel kind of abandoned.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you feel that way, Dusty.” Sandra paced her room, allowing the breeze to flow through her cotton dress. “She said nothing to you about the club, either?” 
 
    “No. And the members are texting, calling and emailing me nonstop.” 
 
    “Huh.” Taking a few inhales and exhales, Sandra collected her racing thoughts, growing more and more concerned about the status of Cherry’s main business. “How’s everything at the estate otherwise?” 
 
    “Fine,” Dusty told her with a sarcastic bite. “Quiet. Very quiet.” 
 
    “I can’t make a guess over what’s going on in Cherry’s mind,” Sandra told her, trying to be the voice of reason. “Whatever it is, I hope she tells us soon.” 
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Bringing towels to the three nude water angles basking on liquid crystal with their golden breasts raised to the sun like gifts of gratitude to the heavens, Sandra paused to take in the glorious moment. Hesitating to interrupt their serenity, she let the blissful mood prevail over the stress from her phone call with Dusty.  
 
    Wiggling her toes into the sand as the cool waters washed over her feet and ankles, Sandra wondered when the last time was she’d vacationed at a beach destination. Years had passed since she traveled for leisure pursuits, preferring to remain in hermit mode quieted away in Cherry’s estate after surviving decades as a high-powered, high-stress business woman. 
 
    “Ladies?” she called out with a mellow tone in her voice, not wanting to startle the floating lovelies. “Towels are here for when you’re ready.” Sandra waved the stack of plush beach towels in the air before placing them on a beach lounge. 
 
    Noticing the bright blue sky slowly morph into a pink sherbet hue, Cherry swam to the shore, crawling out of the water reluctantly. “What time is it?” 
 
    “It’s 5:30.” Sandra smirked at a curious sand crab attempting to navigate her foot. “When would you like dinner?” 
 
    “In an hour or so.” Wrapping a towel around her nudity, Cherry’s wet skin tingled in the sun. “Isn’t this island just incredible?” she asked, overjoyed. 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “How happy do those girls look?” 
 
    “Beyond happy. They’re definitely living their best lives.” 
 
    Cherry spoke from her heart. “And so are we, Sandra.” 
 
    “Indeed,” she agreed, before switching subjects. “So, I talked to Dusty.” 
 
    “Oh? How is she doing?” 
 
    “She’s okay.” Sandra got to the point. “She told me about New York and that you took members with you.” 
 
    “Ah.” Patting off her damp face, Cherry replied, “I started to tell you earlier. Yes, I went to New York, and, yes, I took members.” 
 
    Shifting her weight in the sand, Sandra pushed for clarity. “But, why so suddenly, though? Was it just an impulse thing? A wild spontaneous urge? Our policy with each other, Cherish, has always been based on honesty and transparency. Something doesn’t feel quite right, and if there’s withheld information, I hope that you feel you can share it with me.” 
 
    “I know.” Guilty, Cherry lowered her gaze. “Sandra, I received an invitation.” Cherry shook her head and cleared her throat. “I’m sorry, Sandra. That’s not exactly true.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. The truth is, for months I’ve been consumed with confronting Minx over her constant spying into my business. I needed to call her bluff and let her know this game of cat and mouse she loves to play with me isn’t amusing or exciting. It was time to make a fearless move in Minx’s direction and, so, I did.” 
 
    Sandra rolled her hand through the air as a gesture for Cherry to keep spilling details. 
 
    “I took a handful of diamond-level members to Minx’s club in New York City because I didn’t want my intrusion to appear hostile. Minx and I haven’t been face-to-face in nearly a decade and setting off alarms wasn’t my intention, either.”  
 
    Confused, Sandra covered her eyes from the streams of sunlight as she blinked with disbelief. “So, if I’m understanding you correctly, you’re saying that you just arrived on a known enemy’s doorstep? And brazenly waltzed into her forbidden domain? After all that’s happened between you two? After all she’s done to you?” 
 
    “Yes.” Mixed emotions darkened Cherry’s carefree facade. “Please don’t be angry.” 
 
     Sandra’s hands went to her hips and her tone turned maternal. “Why not simply call her? Confront her over the phone? How about over email instead of placing yourself in the middle of inevitable drama? With club members?” She took a breath, hoping Cherry would defend herself. But, Cherry kept silent, knowing her behavior defied reason .“That was a giant risk you took putting yourself and others in a potentially dangerous situation with a ruthless, calculating, manipulative...” 
 
    “I know, I know.” Cherry shook her head, halting Sandra’s lecture. “It was a risk, Sandra. One I felt necessary to take in order to reestablish boundaries with Minx.” Cherry bit her lip. “There’s more to the story, though.” 
 
    Sandra let out a big exhale. “Am I going to need a drink to hear the rest of it?” 
 
    “Probably.” Cherry gave a sarcastic laugh. “Pour me one, too, please.” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, Sandra lead Cherry to the outdoor kitchen where they could drink and talk more privately while Harlow and Kristen warmed themselves at the shore. Sandra assembled two chilled glasses and filled them with sangria. “So?” 
 
    “So… Minx and I ended up getting into this long conversation at her penthouse club—which was beautiful, by the way—a large loft on the rooftop of a...” 
 
    “She was nice to you then? Polite to you and your guests?” 
 
    “She actually was very accommodating and welcomed us in.” 
 
    Not totally buying it, Sandra replied, “Interesting.” 
 
    “Like I was saying, it’s really a spectacular location with a deck that wraps around two sides of the loft boasting incredible views and...” Not liking the stunned and somewhat horrified look Sandra had in her eyes, Cherry took a few sips of her wine before revealing more details. “Minx gave me a tour, and treated my guests to a good time, and then...” 
 
    “Keep going.” 
 
    “We got into a nasty fight filled with false accusations,” Cherry explained, adding, “and just so much denial. She’s removed herself from any blame over her past wrong doings.” 
 
    “That was to be expected.”  
 
    “Yes, it was.” Polishing off her wine and pouring more, Cherry glanced at Harlow and Kristen, blissfully unaware of their conversation. Tapping her glass as if to count the seconds before she had to come clean, Cherry struggled to admit the rest of her bizarre story, biting her lip instead.  
 
    “What else happened?” 
 
    “Things took a strange turn. Stranger than what you might be imagining.” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    Cherry gave a thin response. “We ended up having sex in her office at the club.” 
 
    Sandra hissed. “What?” 
 
    “We were lovers before.” 
 
    “And then she put you in jail.” 
 
    Shivering from the sting of Sandra’s honest statement, Cherry wrapped her arms over her chest and clung to her elbows. “Yes, you’re right. Her way of teaching me a lesson on betrayal. That’s how she defended her underhanded motives of the past. My designated teacher on behaving well in business and romantic relationships, according to her rules.” 
 
    Not letting up from getting to the core of Cherry’s story, Sandra reiterated, “So, you fucked her. Then what?” 
 
    Patting her chest from a rush of anxiety, Cherry reluctantly shared the rest. “Then she took me to her condo, yet another penthouse decorated with the finest...” 
 
    “I don’t care about the décor. Finish the story, please.” 
 
    “Minx and her attorney presented me with a contract, which I didn’t want to sign.” 
 
    Concerned, Sandra’s tone turned professional, as if she could give legal advice without being a lawyer. “Contract? What for?” 
 
    “To force my hand, Sandra. In business and otherwise. The contract stated that I get to keep the Cherry Club without any more interference by Minx and her girls in exchange for managing ten of hers, basically. She wants me to run all of her domestic clubs and then perhaps open more.” 
 
    “This is crazy, Cherry!” 
 
    “Yes, it truly is.” 
 
    “She has that many clubs?” 
 
    “She does. And, she has plans for expansion on the west coast.” 
 
    “Oh my,” Sandra sighed, feeling exhausted from the stress of their conversation. “What did you tell her? You didn’t sign the contract. Right?”  
 
    “I didn’t have a choice,” Cherry told her with heavy emotion building in her gut. “It was lose the club or take on more. Essentially, I’ll be running clubs that directly compete with my own, which seems absurd. But, if I had refused, she would have found a way to bring my club down one way or another. That’s how she works. I’ve protected our best interest by agreeing to the terms and signing the contract.” 
 
    Sandra took a mindful moment to digest the troubling information. “So, you’re now Minx’s employee?” 
 
    “Um, no. I’m not her employee. There’s a little more to the story.” 
 
    Perplexed, Sandra threw her hands in the air and shrugged her shoulders. “Just say it.” 
 
    “Sandra, you’re not going to believe this, but...” 
 
    “Uh oh.” Sandra braced for whatever news Cherry had left. 
 
    “Minx asked for my hand in marriage, too. Not just business.” 
 
    Sandra laughed, slowly from her gut. “Stop it.” 
 
    “It’s the truth.” 
 
    “Just when I thought it couldn’t get any weirder...” 
 
    “And I agreed.” 
 
    Covering her mouth with shock, she whispered, “Agreed? Clarify what that means, please.” 
 
     Cherry lowered her voice, too. “I agreed to the full terms of the contract and signed it. We had a small spontaneous ceremony in Minx’s penthouse right then and there, officiated over by her attorney who is also an ordained minister.” 
 
    “You married Minx?” Her eyes scanned Cherry from her head to her chest, down her arms, landing at her hands, searching for a wedding band on her ring finger and not finding one. “How does one go about suddenly marrying her arch enemy? Unless, it was planned beforehand and you simply didn’t want anyone else to know about it?” 
 
    Cherry raised an eyebrow. “Now why would I want to do that? The ceremony certainly wasn’t arranged by me. It happened on the spot—unite our empires as one, or lose everything. Again. The club members I brought with me attended the ceremony per Minx’s demand, which might have been the biggest mistake of all.” 
 
    The heaviness of what Cherry shared brought Sandra to sobriety from her heady wine buzz. “Cherry, you’re killing me with this. Part of me is hoping you’ll say that you’re only kidding and none of this crazy information is for real.” 
 
    “I’m not lying. Avery, Katherine and Veronica were there, as well as Veronica’s stepdaughter, and Katherine’s...” 
 
    “Oh no. That’s not good,” Sandra confirmed without a doubt. “Veronica and Minx don’t like each other at all.”  
 
    “Emotions were definitely running high.” Cherry stared at the sand beneath her feet, feeling remorseful. “And there were outbursts, for sure, protesting our union.” 
 
    “I’m surprised there wasn’t a fist fight.” Second-guessing, Sandra asked, “Was there?” 
 
    “No.” Cherry continued, “But Veronica stormed out after Minx and I exchanged vows.” 
 
    Stone faced, Sandra summed up the situation. “This isn’t good. Uniting with a woman you’ve never trusted is beyond bad judgment, in my opinion. I mean, this is monumental change, Cherry. It’s going to affect us all. How could it not?” 
 
    “My feelings don’t matter in this case,” Cherry told her with shrouded emotions. “This marriage to Minx is pure business. I keep the club, the estate, and this island as my own private property.  None were stated in the contract. And, due to our new contractual business agreement, my position overseeing ten of Minx’s clubs plus however many new ones she opens in the future, is effective immediately. Or, whenever she says go. Nothing more.” 
 
    Still in disbelief, Sandra blinked at her dear friend as if she was a stranger. 
 
    “We’re not moving in together,” Cherry clarified, “if that’s what you’re thinking.” 
 
    “I find it hard to believe that Minx doesn’t want or expect a romantic relationship with you.” Sandra asked, skeptical. “Purely contractual without intimacy? For certain? Because that’s a recipe for disaster for you two.” 
 
    “The contract said nothing about intimacy or romance between us, Sandra. It’s a marriage based on a strong financial strategy. She didn’t ask me to move in with her in any way, nor did she mention us living together. Minx knows as well as I do, and you do, that the love we once shared is dead and gone, never to be resurrected.” 
 
    “So, it’s nothing I should be concerned with?” 
 
    “Please don’t worry, Sandra.” Taking Sandra’s hands in hers, Cherry sought her friend’s forgiveness. “I know you have every reason to doubt and be concerned. I don’t expect you to congratulate me on this unexpected news. And, I don’t want Harlow or Kristen to know, either. I’ll tell Dusty, but not yet. I’d rather tell her in person.” 
 
    Sandra nodded. “Agreed.” 
 
    “Our world—you, Dusty, and I—remains intact. Minx has no say in my personal life.” Cherry kissed Sandra’s hand, attempting to bring back the good vibes and relaxed mood. “I’m going to be busier than ever once I get my work instructions. That’s why I’m here on the island, for a few days of rest and rejuvenation and to spend some time with my girls. For now, let’s enjoy ourselves and be in the moment without concern for the changes ahead.” 
 
    The breeze cooled the heat in Sandra’s face, easing her tension slightly. “Sure.” She gave in. “If you say not to worry, then fine. I won’t. I’m not going to lie and tell you I trust Minx, though, because I don’t.” 
 
    “Neither do I,” Cherry confirmed. “My eyes are open wide, Sandra. This paper marriage is the perfect example of the saying ‘keep your friends close and your enemies closer’.” 
 
    “I hope so.” Sandra left it at that. “Thoughts on dinner? I was thinking of grilling shrimp and vegetables on skewers. Sound good?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cherry said with a sigh. “Sounds fantastic.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO – Cherry’s Confession 
 
      
 
    “Ladies?” Cherry called to Harlow and Kristen, still lounging on the beach as the setting sun touched down on the horizon where tranquil waters meet the sky.  “Time for showers. Dinner will be ready in thirty-minutes.” 
 
    “Awesome!” Kristen replied, taking Harlow by the hand. Together, they strutted their nakedness into the house, pausing to give Cherry sweet, adoring kisses. Observing the girls as they disappeared inside, Cherry sighed. “God, they’re so damned hot.” 
 
    “They are beautiful ladies.” Sandra prepped the outdoor grill and readied a selection of delicious-looking shrimp and veggie skewers, placing them over controlled flames one by one. “Have I told you how much I love this outdoor kitchen? It’s the kind of cooking space I’ve imagined only in my dreams. Like you stole it from my mind and manifested it.” 
 
    “Good, I’m glad you’re enjoying it. The previous owner designed it.” 
 
    “Who owned this marvelous place before you?” 
 
    “She’s a supermodel,” Cherry revealed. “Kate Dennington.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s cool. How did you find this place anyway?” Sandra inquired. “You definitely kept your island house hunting under the radar from Dusty and I.”  
 
    “My search was mostly over the internet.” Cherry wrapped a sarong around her hips and tied the ends into a decorative knot. “I love how the island is self-sustaining and the living spaces were built with the best materials. But what sold me was the location of the island, the quality of the beach and sand, and the stunning tropical terrain.” 
 
    “It was totally turnkey? No remodeling needed?” 
 
    “Almost.” Retrieving a bottle of sparkling water from the outdoor cooler, Cherry unscrewed the top and quenched her thirst. “It needed a few fixes here and there. Nothing major. Kate and I have very similar tastes.” 
 
    “Is she a lesbian?” 
 
    Cherry winked at Sandra. “Oh, definitely.”  
 
    “Interesting.” 
 
    “And,” Cherry continued, “Once the groundskeeper settles in I suspect you two will get along fine.”  
 
    “Really?” Sandra noticed the suggestive look on Cherry’s face. “Is she hot, too?” 
 
    “She is. A mature woman like yourself,” Cherry explained. “A native of the Caribbean.”  
 
    “Nice. Can’t wait to meet her.” Sandra offered a “cheers” to Cherry. “How long are you staying?” 
 
    “A few days, hopefully.” Cherry patted her chest, releasing a little belch from the bubbly drink. “Whenever Minx sends me my first assignment, I suppose. I’m waiting to hear.” 
 
    “Ah.” Sandra gave Cherry an understanding nod. “And what about the club?” 
 
    “I’ve been neglectful. Dusty’s on me to get organized and select the next location for the member event. I held the last one at the estate.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “And I’m thinking about doing it again.” Cherry sighed, “I really have to be there when the club’s open and running. Dusty can’t do it all herself.” 
 
    “Of course you have to be there!” Sandra gave Cherry an incredulous look. “You’ve run your club autonomously and in total discretion for years. I agree, Dusty can’t and shouldn’t handle the full responsibility.” 
 
    Cherry kept her gaze on the expert care Sandra used cooking their dinner, avoiding the stern eyes of judgment. “This is the first time since I opened the Cherry Club that I’ve fallen out-of-sync with the regular schedule. And, since Katherine, Avery and Veronica all witnessed the shock of my marriage to Minx, I have growing concerns over prolonging the club’s closure.” 
 
    “As you should.” Sandra forced their eye contact, wanting Cherry to see her seriousness. “You don’t want to lose members. Have you contacted them since New York?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Silence filled the space between the women, each collecting their thoughts on the situation.  
 
    Sandra spoke first. “You can’t put the members off like this. Realistically, you have another few days to decide on a plan before the complaints and membership cancellations start rolling in.” 
 
    Faced with facts, Cherry replied, “I know.” 
 
    “Be proactive then, as much as possible, and don’t let the uncertainty linger.” 
 
    “Sage advice, Sandra. Thank you.” 
 
    “I’m here for you.” 
 
    Grateful for her faithful friend, Cherry blew Sandra air-kisses. “Yes, you are. And, I love you for it.” 
 
    “Go get those girls.” Sandra changed the subject. “Dinner will be ready soon.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Half-expecting to find Harlow and Kristen still lathering each other in the shower, the girls appeared, clean and refreshed, wearing little cotton dresses to be presentable for dinner.  
 
    “Hi, pretty babies.” Gazing at their gorgeousness, Cherry purred. “You both look so cute.” 
 
    Blushing, Kristen and Harlow hugged their adoring mistress. 
 
    “Hungry?” she asked them, sliding her hands over their dresses, enjoying the toned outlines of their hips. “Sandra made us a delicious meal.” 
 
    The girls answered in unison. “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m hungry, too.” With one lover on either side, Cherry wrapped her arms around her girls and guided the way to the outdoor dining table Sandra put together for them.  
 
    “Ohhh,” Kristen sighed, admiring the assortment of votive candles and colorful table settings. “How nice.” 
 
    Sandra smiled, placing skewers on a serving plate. “Thank you. Help yourselves, ladies.” 
 
    “Mmm.” Cherry filled her plate with Sandra’s gourmet grilled food. “Love it. Smells fantastic, too. And, now I’m starving.” 
 
    “Well, eat up.” Sandra offered a cheers to her fellow dinner companions and dug into her own cooking. “Yum.” 
 
    Light conversation floated in between hungry bites as the four ate to their satisfaction. After finishing their meals and indulging in decadent tropical fruit desserts, the mood shifted from hunger to desire.  
 
    “That was wonderful, Sandra.” Cherry filled a wine glass and gave her girls a lusty look.  
 
    “Good. Glad your stomachs are pleasantly full until tomorrow.” Standing to clear the plates, she added, “I’ll leave midnight snacks in the refrigerator, just in case.” 
 
    “You’re the best,” complimented Cherry, lingering at the table a moment more. “Girls? Ready? Want to go play?” 
 
    With similar lusty looks on their faces, Harlow and Kristen readily accepted Cherry’s intimate invitation. 
 
    “Have a good evening ladies.” Sandra said as she cleared the dirty plates.  
 
    “You, too.” Cherry gave Sandra her customary kiss on the cheek before she escaped with her girlfriends in tow to the master bedroom.  
 
    Content to spend the night alone listening to the sounds of the island while soaking in a sudsy bath, Sandra didn’t feel abandoned in the least. For the first time since arriving, she didn’t have to keep an eye on Harlow and Kristen. Instead, she could focus on her own well-being as a newly retired professional woman living her best, yet unexpected life. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “God, I’ve missed you two.” Cherry dimmed the lights and lit a few candles, creating a soft glow in the bedroom. “I swear, you girls are more beautiful every day. Island life compliments you both.” 
 
    “We missed you, too,” Kristen replied, embracing Harlow and Cherry in a loving three-way hug. “We do love it here, though.”  
 
    “We really do,” Harlow agreed. “But, it gets lonely without you sometimes.” 
 
     “We’ve enjoyed having Sandra here,” Kristen shared. “She’s funny. And a fantastic cook.”  
 
    “Isn’t she the best?” Cherry kissed her girls, softly. Her pussy started to throb over the feel of their mouths on hers. “She’ll be staying here with you for the foreseeable future.” 
 
    “What about you?” Harlow inquired with a flirtatious tone. “How long are you staying this time?” 
 
    “As long as I can.” Cherry reassured Harlow with more kisses, igniting their chemistry.   
 
    In the mood to tease, Kristen shimmied her tanned shoulders until her little dress slipped off, revealing her ample breasts.   
 
    “My lord, you two know just how to turn me on.” Cherry swooned.  “I’ve always had a passion for your exquisite tits, Kristen. As well as yours, Harlow.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Kristen cupped and presented her exquisiteness to the woman who kept her, a clear invitation for Cherry to touch at will.  
 
    “Very nice.” Pleased, Cherry gave her breasts an erotic massage. “Harlow? Do you want to show off, too?” 
 
    “Of course.” Elevating the romantic mood, Harlow rolled her dress over her head, presenting her nude self.  
 
    The tingle in Cherry’s chest from the sight of Harlow’s stunning body heightened her excitement. “Excellent.” 
 
    Harlow simply giggled, enticing Cherry with her nipple play, twisting and pinching them between her thumb and fingers. 
 
    Cherry patted Kristen’s ass, then Harlow’s, loving the slope and curve of their firm bottoms. “I envy you two, spending your every waking and sleeping moment in a serene dream with each other.”  
 
    “The dream is better with you in it, though,” Kristen stated before licking her own nipples, then Harlow’s. 
 
    “Goodness.” Too horny to wait another second, Cherry delivered amorous spanks to their asses. “Now. On the bed.” 
 
    Turned on by Cherry’s boss-woman tone, Harlow and Kristen crawled seductively onto the bed and made themselves comfortable on the silky, floral-scented sheets.    
 
    “Spread ‘em,” Cherry instructed, taking a moment to gaze between their supple thighs. “There’s nothing on earth more glorious than the sight of your sweet slits.”  
 
    Obediently, Harlow and Kristen licked their fingers, moaning and giggling, basking in their lover’s gaze. Together, they parted their legs and crisscrossed ankles, exposing their pussies to the cool tropical breeze. 
 
    “How excited are your pussies?” Cherry inquired like a sultry investigator. “Show me your wet holes, babies. All the way.” 
 
    The young seductresses dragged their saliva-coated fingers from their mouths to their pelvises, tracing over their clefts to the hood of their sensitive clits.   
 
    “Rub your little buds,” she told them, wanting to pounce. “Round and round until I say stop.”  
 
    Wanting to please Cherry as well as themselves, the girls slipped their fingers in glorious circles across their special spots, instantly triggering radiant vibrations. 
 
    Cherry undressed, horny and wanting. “I love the sounds of your moans.” She caressed her erogenous zones while observing their naughty play. “Yes, yes, yes. Keep going. I want to hear your wet little cunts.”  
 
    “I’m so wet, Cherry.” Kristen gasped, looking as if she could come any second. “So, so wet. Want to feel?” 
 
    “I see. And, yes, I want to feel.” Cherry joined them on the bed and pulled their legs apart. Tickling their thighs, she saw the dewy juice on their delectable openings and smiled like a lioness over prey. “Keep rubbing your clits.” Prepared to finger her groaning girls to orgasm, Cherry positioned herself between their legs and coated her fingers with saliva. “I’m going to enter you both and finger your holes till you scream.”  
 
    Their moans matched the tones of the wind chimes outside the bedroom window, masturbating for their older girlfriend. Their bodies shook with delight, watching as Cherry’s fingers hovered over their mounds. 
 
    Cherry asked, “Who wants to come first?” 
 
    Before they could answer, their pussies were filled with Cherry’s fingers. First, the middle finger, then another, and another, plunging in and out. Three fingers in each hole, the boss went to work, spoiling her girls for their ultimate pleasure.  
 
    “Ohhh!” Harlow cried. “Yes, Cherry. More!” 
 
    Kristen cried out, too, tilting her pelvis upwards so Cherry could finger her deeper. 
 
    Arms pumping steadily, Cherry listened to the scintillating sound of their pussies splashing around her knuckles as she invaded their tiny cunts. Observing the passionate expressions on their faces, Cherry intensified her motions, taking them higher and higher into bliss. 
 
    Harlow and Kristen shivered with ecstasy, begging for every inch of Cherry’s fingers with absolute abandon.  
 
    “Good girls,” Cherry praised, her heart rate accelerating from the lusty action. “Keep spinning your clits. Just like that.” Cherry leaned in, pressing deeper inside their slick cunts, relentless. “Let me have you. Completely.” 
 
    Harlow could barely breathe with the white heat radiating through her core and chest. “Oh, Cherry!  You’re going to make me!” 
 
    “Uh huh!” Kristen echoed, holding her core steady to support the rising explosion. 
 
    “Do it! Come for me! Come in my hands, girls. Give it to me!” Faster and faster, Cherry penetrated their lesbian cunts, so tender and young, wet as fuck, soaking the bed beneath their asses. They writhed, heads thrown back, buckling with desire, ready to blow. 
 
    “Yes!” Kristen went first, thrashing about as her orgasm fired off. “Fuck! More, more!” 
 
    “Ohhh!!” Harlow clenched, hard. “I’m coming! Make my pussy burst, Cherry!” she begged, riding a delirious edge. “Make ME!” Squeezing Cherry’s fingers as her pussy blew, Harlow squirted a delicious stream of feminine juice into Cherry’s palm as she came. “I’m coming, I’m coming...” her voice trailed off, frozen with the force of it, unable to utter a sound as she soared over the blissful edge.  
 
    “That’s so fucking beautiful,” Cherry hissed, fully engaged in their orgasms as they came and came. It’d been weeks since she last indulged in their sweet cunts and seeing them come together caused a heavy pounding in her own pussy that needed release, too. 
 
    Just as she felt their pussies relax, Cherry suddenly withdrew her fingers and stuffed them in her mouth. She sucked them clean and swallowed their cum like a starving, greedy bitch before demanding reciprocity.  
 
    “My turn.” Falling onto her back, Cherry opened her legs and spread her pussy lips. “Bring your mouth to my pussy, Harlow.” 
 
    “Mmm hmm.” Lightheaded from her orgasm, Harlow crawled like a sleepy kitten in between her mistresses thighs, licking her lips before placing her warm mouth on Cherry’s needy, throbbing clit. 
 
    “That’s a good girl,” Cherry said with a shallow breath, quivering from Harlow’s deliberate tongue lashes against her sensitive swell. “Fuck, that’s incredible. Do it to me, faster.” 
 
    Tasting her own juices from her fingers, Kristen asked, “Where do you want me?” 
 
    “Here.” Cherry patted her mouth. “Straddle my face.” 
 
    Ready for more, Kristen didn’t waste a second climbing on top of Cherry’s chin and mouth. Nestling her thighs on either side of Cherry’s head, Kristen nearly lost it, feeling her lover’s thick tongue jut inside her juicy opening. “Oh, fuck!”  
 
    Cherry groaned as she tongue fucked Kristen’s sweet little cunt. Bolts of white heat radiated through her own body, loving the flavor of fresh female cum coating her tongue.  
 
    Harlow hummed vibrations into Cherry’s pussy while she suckled, dedicated to the task of making her older lover come.  
 
    “You’re going to make me explode again!” Kristen rocked back and forth on Cherry’s face, thrusting, breathing hard as her taut muscles flexed. Cherry’s tongue darted in and out of her tight vagina, edging her closer and closer, drinking her slow, exotic release. Yes! Again!!” Head thrown back, Kristen lost control, helplessly coming inside Cherry’s mouth.  
 
    Slurping and swallowing, Cherry kept her tongue stiff and locked inside Kristen’s spasms, feeling her own cunt set to burst with uncontrollable sensations. Her torso trembled as Harlow flattening her tongue against her swollen clit and undulated on it until she felt Cherry clench deep within. 
 
    Bellowing into the hollow of Kristen’s pussy still on her mouth, Cherry slapped her hands on Harlow’s head, keeping it in place while she let loose.  
 
    “There it is,” Harlow mumbled on Cherry’s coming clit, slipping the tip of her tongue inside her very wet opening to lap up her cum. Cherry’s hips bolted upright, reacting to the intense release, digging her heels into the mattress to keep from flailing. Pleasure soared through her mature physique, and she held onto Kristen’s thighs, still straddling her face, like a life raft in a tidal wave.  
 
    Finally, her pelvis buckled, depleted, spent from the power of it, shuddering from the inside out.  Her designer sheets soaked from their explosive love-making, Cherry floated in ecstasy, quaking with the aftershocks. This is how she loved to live—her dream existence—in sexual seclusion with her naughty angels.  
 
    Yet, there was a hum of discord under the tranquil moment that Cherry couldn’t deny. One day she would have to admit to Harlow and Kristen that their adoring keeper was married to another woman.  
 
    For now, the island’s magic carried the three breathless lesbians into a dreamlike place, content and at peace. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Just before sunrise Cherry’s cellphone chimed from the dresser on the other side of the bedroom. Dreaming of the decadent sex she’d shared with her lovers the night before, Cherry startled awake, instantly concerned over who was calling.  
 
    A heaviness filled her chest, aware that her secret excursion to the island hadn’t been explained to Minx before she left. And, if the call was from her, she would have to conceal her whereabouts and assume a professional tone, as if she had nothing else to do in the world but wait to receive Minx’s call.  
 
    Careful not to disturb Harlow and Kristen’s sleep, Cherry slipped out from in between their naked, supple bodies in search of her phone. Wrapping a satin robe around her own nude body, she checked the cellphone’s screen and saw Minx’s name, calling from a different time zone where the business day was already underway.  
 
    Keeping her voice low, Cherry answered the call as she scooted out of the bedroom. “Good morning, Minx. How are you doing?”  
 
    “Good morning, wife.” Minx replied with a serious tone. “I’m fine here in New York. How are you? How are things on the west coast? You haven’t responded to the texts I sent you yesterday.” 
 
    “Texts?” Cherry’s mind was racing, wondering if Minx knew where she really was—on the island—and not in Los Angeles. “I don’t believe I received any from you. But reception has been...spotty. Otherwise, things are good, going fine.” 
 
    A beat of silence caused a nervous stir in Cherry before Minx replied. “Wonderful.” Like a supportive spouse, Minx added, “I like knowing that my wife is happy and feeling prosperous.” 
 
    “That’s so kind of you.” Cherry quietly paced the living room with a smirk on her face, not buying into Minx’s manipulation game. “So, what’s on your mind?” 
 
    “Have you shared the news of our marriage yet?” 
 
    “Only to one person. The woman who handles my domestic matters, Sandra.” 
 
    “Sandra?” repeated Minx, recalling the woman from a decade previous. “Oh, yes, I forgot she works for you. Please tell Sandra ‘hello’ from me.” 
 
    Swallowing dryly, Cherry gave a standard answer. “I will.” 
 
    “I’ve told everyone who works in my immediate surroundings, assistants and district managers about our new status as wife and wife. They’ve also been informed of your new position heading up the west coast as well as the entire domestic territory. I also have your first assignment. Ready to hear it?” Coyly, Minx followed up with, “Or did I call you too early in the morning?” 
 
    “Uh, no, it’s okay.” Catching herself from giving her location away, considering the island was a few hours off from Los Angeles’s time, Cherry cleared her throat with a sip of cool water. “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Perfect.”  
 
    “What’s the assignment?”  
 
    “Our first club night is set two weeks from today.” 
 
    Finding a pad of paper and pen, Cherry made a note of the date. “This is the new club?” 
 
    “Yes,” Minx assured, “but it’s not a traditional club like yours. Or, rather, it’s not what you’re imagining, I’m sure.” 
 
    “You think so?” Not interested in arguing the point, Cherry kept the conversation simple. “Surprise me.” 
 
    “My first west coast club will not be on land or in a building.” 
 
    “Huh. I’m intrigued.” 
 
    “I’ve bought a super yacht,” Minx stated, proud of her new purchase. “The club will be a floating one, entirely hosted on the water, offering two-to-five-day erotic excursions for ten members at a time. I’ve already hired a female captain with extensive and impressive experience.” 
 
    “Wow.” Her interest suddenly piqued, Cherry leaned against a window and watched the glorious sunrise. “You’ve been busy. I love it. Sounds like a fun adventure.” 
 
    “It’s only logical, Cherry. You have a popular club on land and it’s pointless to opt in as a direct competitor.” Minx revealed her true motives. “I see my west coast expansion as a chance to innovate, just as I’ve done around the world, and create an entirely different type of experience for the members on the waiting list for the yacht’s maiden voyage.”  
 
    “Understood.” Genuinely excited over the idea of an extravagant sailing ladies club, Cherry assumed her management position, ready to dive in and get dirty with the details. “Email me everything I need to know and I’ll get to work.” 
 
    “Email already sent.” 
 
    “Okay. Thank you. I will read it.” 
 
    “Immediately.” 
 
    And then the call disconnected, without words of love. Just business, Cherry stated in her head. And, she was perfectly fine with that. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Quietly yearning for a morning of sensual pleasures, Cherry shook off the vacation vibe and got to work. Alone with a strong cup of coffee while the rest of the island guests slept in, she read through her emails and texts.  
 
    Contemplating her new position as wife to a more powerful lesbian madam than herself, Cherry bit her lip over the uncomfortable mix of emotions stirring within. Having never thought of herself as the marrying type, let alone to a woman she once loved, then despised, Cherry’s natural reaction was to go deep into denial, escaping the fact that a wedding took place and a contract was signed.  
 
    Despite her resistance to merge peacefully with the emanate changes brought on by her new marital status, Cherry’s future was uncertain. Her inner voice reminded her to go with the unfolding events and give up the fight to keep things as they were. It was futile, and she knew it. Yet, it was tough for Cherry to release her hard-won autonomy.  
 
    Reading the email Minx had sent, Cherry couldn’t help but be intrigued. The super yacht Minx had purchased was glamorous and extravagant, fully appointed with an elegant interior, and spacious exterior, including a Jacuzzi big enough to fit ten sexy bodies. The high-end ship boasted an elegant master suite and three additional bedrooms, plus bunking rooms for the female Captain and her crew. The pictures were captivating and Cherry felt a sense of inspiration towards her new position, visualizing the first cruise up the coast of California with a selection of gorgeous horny women making love at sea.   
 
    Cherry’s visit on the island had come to an end before it really began—just a lusty night with Harlow and Kristen before flying out in less than twenty-four hours to launch the first exotic trip. Hearing the familiar shuffle of Sandra as she entered the kitchen, Cherry greeted her. “Good morning. How did you sleep?” 
 
    “Good morning. I slept fine.” Sandra yawned, her eyes glancing from Cherry to the carafe of fresh brewed coffee. “You?” 
 
    “Can’t complain.” Cherry inhaled the steam from the coffee refresh Sandra poured for her. “I slept between my beloveds and woke up in paradise. What more could a lady ask for?” 
 
    “Right?” Sandra agreed, taking her first sips of coffee and savoring the flavor. “Like I said, I could live here permanently.” 
 
    “Well, for now,” Cherry replied, “this is your full-time residence.” 
 
    “Again, I’m grateful, Cherry.” 
 
    Patting Sandra’s arm, Cherry felt her sincerity. “It’s going to be a busy day here on the island.” 
 
    “Yes, the new island caretaker is arriving.” Sandra reviewed the calendar in her mind, then asked, “What else?” 
 
    With a hint of reluctance, Cherry admitted, “I have to leave today. I booked a charter to pick me up and deliver me to the airport at two o’clock this afternoon.”  
 
    “So soon?” Sandra inquired, concerned, “Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Everything is fine,” Cherry assured, nodding over Sandra’s offering of avocado toast for breakfast. “Business calls. I wish I could stay longer, but I’ve been summoned. It’s time to move forward with the new plan and get organized.” 
 
    “Ah.” Scooping ripe avocado from its skin, Sandra prepped their toasts. “Can I ask what’s first on the ‘new business’ agenda? How does your club fit it?” 
 
    “I’ll fill you in once I’m acclimated.” 
 
    Keeping her concern to herself, Sandra perfectly spread avocado across the surface of the toast and sprinkling salt and a dash of pepper on top. “Here you go. Enjoy.” 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    “I suppose you have no idea when we’ll see you again?” 
 
    “This is true.”  
 
    “Are you sure you don’t need me at the estate to help Dusty?” 
 
    “I’m sure. We’ll work it out.” 
 
    “Well, I wish you could stay.” 
 
    “Me, too. I’m going to wake the girls and give them the news.” 
 
    Sandra replied, “OK. Anything you want prepared for lunch before you go?” 
 
    “Your salads are always delicious,” Cherry complimented on her way to the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Perching on the end of the bed, Cherry gazed at the heavenly nude bodies sprawled across the sheets, and the empty space she’d carved out for herself to sleep between their bodies. All she wanted was to slip back in and spend hours dozing with Harlow and Kristen on either side of her.  
 
    She caressed their shins and calves, and watched her sleepy kittens wake. 
 
    “I hate that I have to do this,” Cherry admitted with a sigh. “But something’s come up on the mainland and, sadly, I have to leave in a few hours.” 
 
    “What?” Kristen yawned and stretched her limbs over Cherry’s lap. “Sounds serious. Is everything okay?” 
 
    “No, Cherry. You just got here.” Harlow whined, a pouting child. “Should we come with you?” 
 
    “Everything is fine,” Cherry reassured. “As much as I miss when we’re not together, it is best if you two stay here in Sandra’s care. I’m going to be very busy with business, meetings, and whatnot. I have to be there to sign papers and handle things in person, not over the computer. I mean, why leave paradise if you don’t have to? Right?” 
 
    Kristen ran her soft feet on Cherry’s thighs, inviting her in for an intimate moment. “How long will you be there?” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” Cherry responded as she crawled between their bodies.  “Most likely a few weeks.” Brushing her hand gently over Harlow’s breasts, Cherry kissed her chest, then Kristen’s. 
 
    “Can we make you come before you go?” Kristen asked, moving downwards to Cherry’s pelvis before she could answer.  
 
    “Of course.” With a deep exhale, Cherry blew her girls kisses as they assembled between her thighs, nestling their noses and mouths to her moistened center. “Oh, my… that is so naughty. So sexy.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” was how Harlow and Kristen replied, busy working their tongues together in slow, luscious circles, capturing Cherry’s clit in their hot saliva bath.  
 
    “Goodness, girls,” she groaned, fixated on their pretty faces wet from her pussy. “You spoil me.” 
 
    “Ahh huhhh,” they vibrated into Cherry’s sensitive opening while circulating her clit, spinning it faster and faster, tonguing harder, and more deliberately. “Mmm hmm.” 
 
    Their mouths undulated, encouraging a downpour from deep inside Cherry’s swell, and she was close, shaking and writhing with pleasure.  
 
    “Girls, girls, girls,” Cherry murmured, barely able to breathe, her pussy lit and alive with unstoppable sensations. Feeling her about to burst, Harlow took control of Cherry’s clit, and Kristen jutted her tongue inside her juicy opening, ready to drink her girlfriend’s cum to the last orgasmic squeeze. 
 
    Cherry shuddered as her pelvis rose to the peak, her lower back raising from the bed with the force of it. Her younger lovers held fast to her cunt, making “mewing” sounds as their mouths fucked her pussy without mercy.   
 
    “Fuuuck!” Panting into a pillow, Cherry lost her mind as their loving mouths brought her to an earthshaking edge. Her core quaked and trembled, hanging on for dear life as her legs went weak. Harlow and Kristen tongued their mistress faster and faster—just as she liked, one slithering muscle desperate to drink her cum.  
 
    “Yessss!” She hissed, gasping for breath as her pussy burst with pleasure. “Oh my god, oh my GOD!” Pounding her fists into the mattress, Cherry soared into bliss, coming into their mouths with wild abandon. Intoxicated by her juicy ejaculation, the girls lapped at her tender opening, causing spasm after spasm. “Ohhh, yes, my darlings. You’re both so fucking amazing!” 
 
    They “mmmm’d” a response, swapping cum tongue to tongue.  
 
    “My, my, my.” Cherry sighed, petting their blond heads, drunk with lust, a spent victim of a glorious and very much wanted sexual attack. “What a lucky lady I am, having lovers as incredible as you two.” 
 
    Harlow and Kristen parted from Cherry’s pussy and licked each other clean for Cherry’s gazing pleasure. Hypnotized by her girlfriends, the older mistress took a long, relaxed breath.  
 
    Waves of ecstasy rolled through her core and she inhaled and exhaled the good vibrations. For a lovely moment, Cherry disconnected from the business waiting for her on the other side of a ten-hour flight, and drifted with her nude angels, happy and totally content.  
 
    “Send me nude pictures every day,” Cherry whispered with an easy smile. 
 
    “We will.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE – The Naughty Plans 
 
      
 
    “Well, hi, stranger,” Dusty greeted Cherry as she stepped from the limousine parked in front of her mainland estate. “Welcome home.” 
 
    “Hello, Dusty.” She hugged her loyal lesbian assistant and gave her a friendly kiss on the cheek. “Missed your face.” 
 
    “You did?” Dusty replied, tipping the pretty limo driver before following Cherry inside with her luggage. “I find that hard to believe considering you spent the night on an island. Your island.” She added, “A location I would love to visit someday, too. Not that I’m pushing the situation, but...” 
 
    “One day. Once we get over this hump.” Glimpsing around her well-appointed home, Cherry felt at ease, pushing away the lingering island vibes in favor of handling her first marital obligation. 
 
    “Hump?” Dusty asked, her eyebrow raised, totally out of the loop. “You’re not leaving again any time soon. Are you?” 
 
    “In two weeks, I’ll be gone for three days.” Cherry poured a tall glass of ice water and drank the entire thing. “I’ll explain.”  
 
    “OK. How was your flight?” 
 
    “Fine.” Scanning over the texts and notifications on her phone, Cherry found two messages from Minx. “Turbulence in some areas, smooth sailing the rest of the trip.” 
 
    “Are you hungry?” Dusty inquired, “Want me to make you a snack? A meal?” 
 
    “I ate a lovely sandwich on the plane.” 
 
    “Cool.” Realizing Cherry’s attention wasn’t on their immediate conversation, Dusty persisted. “My phone’s been blowing up. Nonstop, actually. At least twenty texts just this morning from members.” 
 
    “Wow.” Cherry looked up from her phone for a millisecond. “Hold on, let me finish typing this out...” 
 
    “Cherry, the members are getting restless. They want to make reservations, but you haven’t given me dates to book the next club night.” 
 
    “We’ll get there,” Cherry stated. “First things first.” 
 
    “Ah, okay.” Thoroughly confused over Cherry’s vague responses, Dusty asked, “Want me to bring your suitcase to your room?” 
 
    “Later.” Cherry acclimated herself, transitioning from island romancer to business maven. “We need to talk. There are many things to discuss and organize.” 
 
    “Yes!” Dusty exclaimed a little too loudly, frustrated. “Exactly what I’ve been saying, and asking you for. A conversation about the club.” 
 
    Suddenly aware of her rudeness, Cherry motioned for her assistant to come join her on the lounge. “I apologize, Dustyn Marie, for neglecting you and your needs.” 
 
    “Our needs,” Dusty corrected. “We have a club that’s been dark for two weeks now.” 
 
    Wistful, Cherry couldn’t look Dusty in the face. “I know.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re not freaking out about that fact.” Dusty offered her a stern reminder. “The Cherry Club’s your baby, your namesake, your reason for living. Remember?” 
 
    Dusty’s strong statements resonated with Cherry. Putting her phone down, she gave Dusty a serious look. “I need to bring you up to speed on what’s happening.” 
 
    With a wave of relief, Dusty finally exhaled. “Yes! Please.” 
 
    “When I was in New York...” 
 
    “Wait,” Dusty interjected, “I need to ask a question first.” 
 
    Ready to tell all, Cherry folded her hands and crossed her right leg over left. “Okay. Ask.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth about why you went to New York in the first place,” demanded her loyal and trusted second. “It’s beyond me that you would brazenly confront Minx with a handful of our most cherished club members. I need an explanation, Cherry. And, I deserve your honesty.” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” agreed Cherry. “My reason for going was simply to show Minx that enough was enough with her not-so-subtle spying and intervening. No matter how hard I tried to keep the Cherry Club private, under-the-radar, and totally discreet, somehow Minx still found ways to let me know I’ll never be without her watchful eye.” 
 
    “OK.” Slightly sarcastic, Dusty asked, “Couldn’t you have stated that in an email? Rather than going there?” 
 
    Cherry smirked and shook her head. “No.” 
 
     Dusty continued. “Good god, Cherry, after everything we’ve been through and the great measures we’ve taken to keep her out of our circle, you stepped right into hers. Was it worth it?” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, Dusty threw her hands in the air. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means, the outcome of my visit turned out much differently than I imagined. Much, much different.” 
 
    Nodding, Dusty waited impatiently for the real story. 
 
    Cherry got to the point. “Dusty, Minx and I got married.” 
 
    The silence in the room was intense as Dusty processed the bold, heavy statement. Her jaw dropped slowly, mentally searching for a response, but not finding one.  
 
    “The ceremony was brief,” Cherry went on, covering the tremble in her voice with a nonchalant attitude. Concerned Dusty might faint from shock, Cherry prepared to catch her. “It was more about forcing my hand into a business merger than an actual marriage based on love. We’re business partners now. I came back from the island earlier than expected because my new contractual obligation is to launch and manage the expansion of Minx’s west coast enterprise.” 
 
    “So, that’s a curve ball.” The floor felt as if there was an earthquake under Dusty’s feet, shaken to the core. 
 
    “Dusty?” Cherry’s concern was clear in her voice. “You’re looking pale. Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” Nodding like a zombie, Dusty cleared her throat. “I’m cool. So, am I fired? Or?” 
 
    “What?” Cherry responded, reaching for Dusty’s shoulder. “Not in the slightest. You’re stuck with me for as long as you want to be in this madness. This is just a transitional time, Dusty. You and Sandra are my constants.” 
 
    Cherry’s reassurance helped keep Dusty safe on her chair, rather than a fainted lump—just barely. 
 
     “After days of contemplation, I think this union between Minx and I is actually for the best.” 
 
    Lights out, Dusty went limp. Cherry grasped her arms, keeping her seated. That was my reaction, too, Cherry thought to herself, realizing the truth of Minx’s plan.  
 
    Cherry tapped Dusty’s balmy cheek until she saw her eyes regain focus. “Can I get you water?”  
 
    “I’m sorry.” Spacey, Dusty rubbed her face and eyes. “Sure, yes. Thank you.” 
 
    “Hang on.” Hustling to the sink, Cherry poured two glasses of cold water from the dispenser, then dashed back to Dusty. “Still with me?”  
 
    “I am.” Taking the drink from Cherry with a shaky hand, Dusty drank until she felt her energy return. “So, that’s crazy news, Cherry. You’ve been right all these years with your suspicions about Minx. But, how in the hell did you agree to marrying her?” 
 
    “There really wasn’t a better choice in this situation.” Cherry reflected on the similar conversation she’d had with Sandra. “Regardless of how successful the Cherry Club has been for us, she still has more power. Her roots are deeper than mine, with more years of experience under her belt and a membership spanning the globe.” 
 
    “Okay, but you hated her?” 
 
    “I did, and perhaps still do, underneath. But, I also love her.” Cherry revealed a secret aspect to her soul Dusty hadn’t seen before. “I always have, regardless of how good I am at denying it. We were lovers back in the day when I worked for her, and the truth is, I was the one who destroyed the connection between her and me.” 
 
    “I suppose there’s logic in what you say, but, fast forward to years later, after she had you arrested and sent to jail and...” 
 
    “Dusty,” Cherry interrupted the rant, “let’s not keep harping on the darkness of the past. Mistakes were made on both sides. I realize my anger and resentment polarized us against her, and I love you for standing by me in the aftermath while I rebuilt my business and reputation.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But, the situation has evolved. Minx recruited me for a contract position, which I accepted, mostly to protect our best interests. She’s not taking the Cherry Club from me, and I owe her nothing in regards to whatever profit the club makes. My club will remain operational, and open, just on a reduced schedule, so I can give my attention to the new clubs opening on the west coast.” 
 
    Still hazy, Dusty gave a long, slow nod. “Got it.” 
 
    “And I need your help more than ever to assist in running more than one club at once.” 
 
    “How many, exactly?” 
 
    “Not sure yet.” Cherry clarified, “The first one is going to launch soon, and it promises to be quite a unique club. Minx has acquired a super yacht.” 
 
    A yacht? Dusty heard a voice repeat in her head before blurting, “Seriously? A yacht? That sounds like an incredibly difficult club to manage.” 
 
    “You think so?” Cherry waved off Dusty’s doubt. “I’m simply the organizer and manager, not the captain. Apparently, this super yacht has a well-trained female crew of stewardesses at the ready. Minx sent me the approved member list, and there’s room for four handpicked diamond-level Cherry Club members to sail with us, too.” 
 
    Skeptical, Dusty raised an eyebrow. “So, this new situation is more like a blending of businesses than a complete buyout?” 
 
    “Yes.” Exerting a positive attitude, Cherry patted her assistant’s knee, welcoming her aboard the strange, seductive, unfamiliar path ahead of them. “We have so much to discuss and decide.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Dusty felt a certain level of shame for her lack of belief in her boss’s new venture. “I’m having a tough time accepting this tidal wave of totally unexpected information on our new course of action. I have a couple of questions before we get into the heavy planning stage.”  
 
    “I’m listening.” 
 
    “Are you two going to be living together? Is she my new boss, too?” 
 
    Sensing a bit of triumph over Dusty’s doubt, Cherry yawned, jet-lagged. “No, and, also no. You’re my assistant. She has hers, and I have you.” 
 
    “What about Harlow and Kristen? Are you breaking things off with them?” 
 
    Cherry batted her eyelashes in a flurry of disbelief. “Minx understands.” 
 
    Still doubtful, Dusty reminded her of a past reality. “I recall Minx as being someone quite possessive. And, domineering. Are you sure there wasn’t a clause in the contract about keeping mistresses?” 
 
    “Dusty, please.” Cherry dismissed the disturbing notion. “Polyamory is a given in our situation. Minx may be my wife on paper, but I decide what works best in my bedroom.” 
 
    Slightly more convinced, Dusty went with it. “Cool. So, what about the club? How much longer do I need to postpone the members?” 
 
    Heading for the coffee machine, Cherry thought a moment, needing a pick-me-up. “Let’s put together something for later this week.” Popping a K-cup in the machine, Cherry saw a selection of fancy champagne glasses on the counter, reminding her to ask about the last club night held at her estate while she was in New York. “How did the house party go?”  
 
    “Well,” Dusty retrieved the half & half from the refrigerator for her coffee. Cream, but no sugar was Cherry’s preference. “It had good points and the members were unanimously satisfied.” 
 
    “Good.” Milking up her hot brew, Cherry sipped, immediately receiving the pick-me-up. “I figured if there had been trouble I would’ve heard about it by now.” 
 
    “For the most part,” Dusty hesitated, “but we lost a dancer.” 
 
    “Lost? Who?” 
 
    “Winterlynn.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. She left after a service and hasn’t been in contact since.” 
 
    “She drove herself?” 
 
    “Yes,” Dusty replied in all honesty. “However, it was her roommate’s car she left with.” 
 
    Raising an eyebrow over the drama, Cherry asked, “Her roommate? As in, Devon? Our newest club member?” 
 
    “That’s the girl.” 
 
    “You told Devon, obviously? How’d she react? Did she get her car back?” 
 
    “She was pretty freaked out and upset,” Dusty informed, “And I’m not sure what the status of her car is.” 
 
    With growing concern, Cherry leaned against the weighty quartz counter, clasping her coffee with both hands. “How did she leave then? Did you call for a driver?” 
 
    “Uh, no.”  
 
    “Dusty? Just tell me.” 
 
    “Eternity took her home.” 
 
    “Eternity?” Cherry’s shock was palpable. Considering the troubling information, Cherry studied Dusty’s innocent face. “And you let her?” 
 
    “There was no way to stop her, or Devon. They made it clear that I had no say in their choice to leave together.” Changing her tune to focus on the positive, Dusty added, “The good news is Devon’s on the list for our next club night and is requesting services.”  
 
    “But, no word from Winterlynn?” 
 
    “No. She’s resigned, though. I don’t expect to hear from her, either.” 
 
    Shrugging, Cherry replied, “You never know with these girls. Dancers can be so flighty, especially when the mood strikes. If she does contact you, let her know I’m open to rehire status.” 
 
    Not totally surprised over Cherry’s stance, Dusty mentally pocketed the information. “Noted.”  
 
    “Well, that’s unfortunate, and leaves us short-staffed.” 
 
    “We are desperately in need of new dancers, Cherry. If Harlow and Kristen are gone indefinitely, then we’re down to three stage performers.” 
 
    Sensing a small panic attack coming on, Cherry paced with her cup, sipping with every direction change, back and forth, as Dusty watched her and waited for a solution.  
 
    “What about hosting the next club night here again?” 
 
    “We could, but our guest list is too full. More ladies to accommodate than we can handle here. Trust me.” 
 
    “Are Katherine, Avery or Veronica on the list?” 
 
    “No for Veronica. Yes for Katherine and Avery.” 
 
    Remembering how emotionally Veronica reacted to witnessing the wedding ceremony to Minx, Cherry wondered if her loyal diamond-level member was still upset over it. 
 
    “Dustyn,” Cherry said with a hint of defeat, “I’m afraid I can’t solve the issue of deficiency today, or tomorrow. Perhaps not this entire week. The yacht takes precedence.” 
 
    “There must be something we can do for our members, Cherry. Maybe we can throw another small gathering here until you have time to audition new dancers? Or...” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Do you have a list of resumes? What if I hold the auditions?” 
 
    “Hmm. I suppose you could.” Not wanting to relinquish the decadent ritual of conducting intimate auditions with beautiful, supple, limber young women, Cherry reluctantly gave in. “I mean, you know what I like, and what I look for when I hire performance staff.”  
 
    “I do, indeed.” Dusty kept a cool front even as a tremble of excitement filled her core. “And I can start scheduling girls immediately.” 
 
    Exhaling, almost a little defeated, Cherry passed on the torch. “I have a few resumes to forward you, then.” 
 
    “Perfect.” Dusty stood taller, ready to take charge of the situation. “And once I have new dancers, when should I tell them they’ll be performing?” 
 
    “Like I said, the yacht must be our main focus. It’s going to take you at least a week to audition and run background checks on anyone suitable for the job. Realistically, two weeks before a new hire can perform at the club.” 
 
    “You’ve started girls sooner than that after auditioning them,” Dusty reminded her. “Cherry, what’s really going on here? Why are you throwing road blocks when we should be driving at full speed? Aren’t you concerned with losing members?” 
 
    “I… I am very concerned.” Downing the last sip of coffee, Cherry prepped a second cup. “My attention is elsewhere, sorry. You’re right. Let’s focus on getting our club up and running.” Looking over Dusty’s electronic calendar, Cherry picked a date. “Next Wednesday should work.” 
 
    Dusty persisted. “Where, though? I have to book a location in advance. Unless, you want to have it here again.” 
 
    “Yes, here.” Cherry offered her home again. “You said the members enjoyed being at the estate. The accommodations are second to none and better than most of the clubs we book. Plus, we can make do with less dancers until you’ve hired a few more.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Giving the idea consideration, Dusty imagined the next club night unfolding in the same place as the last event. “The guest list is much longer than last time.” 
 
    “Why not rotate out the ladies who attended previously? I can switch four members to the yacht event. I don’t think it’s a big deal to add-in a few more members here next week.” Observing the strained look of stress on Dusty’s face, Cherry asked, “Is it?” 
 
    Hesitating, Dusty refrained from indulging in pessimism in favor of following her boss’s lead. “We can fit in two or three more ladies, I suppose.” 
 
    A wild, naughty idea struck the head mistress. “Wait – what if the next club night is an orgy?” 
 
    Dusty’s eyes lit with inspiration. “See? This is what I was waiting for! You always come up with the best ideas! Keep the whole event stationed to the living room with the bedrooms off limits. One room instead of multiple is much easier to manage.” 
 
    “Do you think the members on the waiting list will go for it?” 
 
    “Let me check.” Pulling up the reservations on her device, Dusty studied the members on it. “Katherine, Avery, Devon...” 
 
    Cherry interrupted. “Those three will be on the yacht party. Please inform them.” 
 
    “Okay.” Continuing, Dusty gave a few more names. “Rosalie. Wendy, Sophie, Crystal, Nellie. Kelly R. and her girlfriend, Tina. There’s more, but that’s the top ten who reserved first.” 
 
    “Hmm.” A delicious naughty vision danced in Cherry’s mind, imagining a large-scale, all-female orgy in her own home. A part of her wanted to be included in the festivities as a participant, not simply be the long-distance mistress of ceremonies. She could tell by the look on Dusty’s face that she was on the same wavelength. “Ask Rosalie if she’d like to join us on the yacht. For the other ladies, offer the opportunity to attend an intimate, well-organized, very open, all-inclusive, ladies-only group sex event.”  
 
    Diligently transcribing Cherry’s spontaneous grand plan into notes, Dusty read it over and nodded, liking the idea. “I’ll get to it.” 
 
    “Good. Thank you.” Uncomfortable in her travel clothes, Cherry unbuttoned her top, revealing a lacy beige demi-cup bra. “I need a shower.” 
 
    “Cool.” Dusty gathered herself and prepared to tackle the task of arranging the orgy. “Oh, forgot to ask you earlier. When’s Sandra coming back?” 
 
    “Haven’t decided.” Cherry placed her empty coffee cup in the sink. “She needs to be there to supervise the new staff. Plus, Harlow and Kristen are so happy on the island with her there.” 
 
    “Who wouldn’t be?” Missing her co-inhabitant, Dusty added, “I was so happy with her here with me, too.” 
 
    “I know. And, she misses you, too.” Cherry rubbed Dusty’s shoulder with affection. “Sandra’s excellent at tending to their needs and making sure everything’s well and good. I’ll hire a meal delivery service so we won’t have to worry about cooking while she’s gone.”  
 
    “As you wish.” 
 
    Giving Dusty a kiss on the cheek, Cherry laughed. “It’s just you and me and an orrrgyyyy, baby.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Gently turning the shower handle in search of a suitable medium-hot temperature, Cherry undressed and gazed at her nudity in the full-length bathroom mirror. Her well-proportioned mature physique was tanned without bikini marks from sunbathing in the nude. Running her fingers across the toned muscles of her abdomen, she traced a sexy path to her pelvis and circled them there.  
 
    Her mind recalled starting the day with her delicious angels curled between her thighs devouring her pussy. Standing in the humid air filling the shower, she imagined how lusty her girls were, lapping and suckling on her clit, darting their rolled tongues in and out of her… 
 
    The sound of her phone vibrating on the bathroom counter distracted Cherry from indulging further into her salacious thoughts. This wasn’t the time to float in decadent daydreams or engage in horny masturbation. She was a contract player now, assigned to the task of running another madam’s club. The strange reality of the situation settled in as she eased her body under the shower faucet. No longer on her own timetable, the rising stress of losing her independence diminished her naughtier thoughts and derailed her desire to masturbate in the hot water.  
 
    This might be the shortest shower I’ve taken in this bathroom, she thought to herself, smirking at the tawdry recollections of deep sexual water play, alone and with her lovers.  
 
    Moving through the standard procedure of cleaning her body, Cherry rinsed without taking extra time to use her fingers intimately. Instead, she toweled off and readied her mind to receive the latest instructions from Minx.  
 
    Foregoing a bra and panties, Cherry slid on an easy, light-fitting cotton dress before checking her phone: one voice message from Minx, and two texts from Sandra letting her know the groundskeeper had arrived and that everything was going well on the island. 
 
    Listening to Minx’s sultry, smooth voice relay pertinent details about the yacht and the women selected for the inaugural voyage brought back a sense of excitement for Cherry. Minx had sent an email containing a list of the six women referred to only by their first names and cellphone numbers: Kara, Anya, Taylor, Narisha, Jayson, and Hunter.  
 
    Curious, Cherry clicked each individual profile link and read their ‘benefactor bios’. Not surprised at how beautiful and elegant the ladies were, considering their societal status and monetary strengths, Cherry’s interest in meeting these new women increased substantially. She wondered why these well-to-do west coast women had found Minx’s club before her own. They’d all been pre-screened, with payments verified and made in full for the yacht event. Reading their bios, Cherry felt a quiver in her loins, imagining their first meeting on the dock, then watching the naughtiness unfold as they sailed to nowhere in particular—just far enough from land to be nude and make love wherever the mood struck.  
 
    Starting with the first lady on the list, Kara, Cherry made her calls to introduce herself and share discreet details about the one-night trip aboard The Mermaid’s Mistress. She also called her own members, Katherine, Avery and Devon and left voice messages inviting them to the at-sea event. A nasty shred of doubt clouded her professional outlook wondering how Katherine and Avery felt about her after the shock of the New York trip. Her concern over Devon stemmed from the news Dusty shared about her leaving the last party with Bethany. Cherry hadn’t communicated with her ex-lover and lead dancer in more than a month. And, from the tumultuous past history she shared with Bethany, Cherry couldn’t disregard the uneasy feeling that something was amiss behind the scenes.  
 
    Before crossing the next task off her list, Cherry dialed Bethany’s number. She listened to the recorded message, then left one for her: Hi lovely. It’s your boss. I haven’t heard from you in weeks. I hope all is well. Let’s discuss scheduling when you have a chance. Talk to you then. 
 
    Per Minx’s instructions, Cherry sent out confirmation emails to the members that also included the impressive bio and stunning picture of Captain Lydia Hines. She also attached her own sultry photo and short bio describing her many years of experience owning and running women-only erotic clubs. 
 
    Tasks complete for the moment, Cherry drank a tall glass of cold water and replenished her dehydrated self before switching gears to tend to her own decadent club and the list of women waiting for her to arrange their next lesbian affair.  
 
    Sending Dusty the emails from dancer prospects, Cherry let her lingering wistfulness fade, knowing the shift in responsibilities was for the best. Dusty was more than qualified to conduct auditions and hire the staff. But auditioning young, supple women and then engaging intimately with them afterwards was almost Cherry’s favorite part of being the owner and CEO of her namesake club.  
 
    Relinquishing the control wasn’t Cherry’s normal style, but necessary for taking on more work than she ever had. She’d promised Dusty and Sandra that her own club wouldn’t suffer during the transition. The only way forward was to promote Dusty and allow the process of change, even if it meant forgoing her risqué auditioning practices, at least for now. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Dusty got down to the business of staffing, reading over Cherry’s emails with cover letters and bios from experienced dancers seeking opportunities within the club. Finally, after years of wanting to take on more operational responsibilities, it was Dusty’s time to step into a bigger leadership position other than club watchdog and fixer of random yet continuous dramas in and around Cherry’s business and private domain.  
 
    Selecting the girl with the most experience first, Dusty made a call to Shayna, a tall, leggy, professional dancer fresh from a world tour. Her dark chocolate skin was flawless in her picture, and her impressive range of dance skills stated on her resume excited Dusty.  
 
    “Where would you like me to meet you?” Shayna asked Dusty after the customary phone introductions. “And what day and time?” 
 
    “Well,” Dusty picked a date from her calendar, “how about Thursday at noon?” 
 
    Agreeable, Shayna replied, “Works for me.” 
 
    Not wanting to sound as gleeful as she felt inside, Dusty maintained her cool. “I’ll text you the address.”  
 
    “Great.” Shayna giggled, a little flirty in her tone. “Do you have a specific style of dance you’d like to see me perform?” 
 
    “I want to see the style you like the most,” Dusty stated, tapping her fingers on her desk as if she was playing a piano one-handed. “Whatever you think suits you best and shows off your range, I suppose.”  
 
    “Okay.  I can do that, for sure. Anything else?” 
 
    Dusty wondered, not wanting to leave anything out. “Um, I think we’re good. Make sure to bring two forms of I.D.” 
 
    “Will do. Thank you for calling, Dusty.” 
 
    Already liking her, Dusty ended the call with a polite, professional response. “Of course, Shayna. I look forward to meeting you in person.” 
 
    Moving on to the next potential new hire, Dusty’s adrenaline continued to race as she made a second phone call. “Hello. I’m calling for Daphne?” 
 
    “This is she.”  
 
    “Hi, my name is Dustyn and I’m the person in charge of auditioning and hiring dancers for the club you sent your resume to.” The charge she got from stating that fact took her by surprise, feeling her heart beat a little faster. “I’d like to set up an appointment to audition you.” 
 
    “Oh?” Daphne replied, her voice giddy and youthful. “Nice. When?” 
 
    Daphne sounded as cute as her picture, almost making Dusty blush. “How about this Friday at noon?” 
 
    Silent for a moment as she scanned through her calendar, Daphne came back with, “I’m sorry. I have another appointment scheduled for that time. How about Thursday?” 
 
    “That works, too.” Not wanting to stack auditions back to back, Dusty gave two other options. “I can see you at ten in the morning, or two in the afternoon on Thursday.” 
 
    “Two is perfect. I’ll take that time slot, please.” 
 
    “Done. Scheduled. I’ll text you the address.”  
 
    “Can’t wait. Thank you!” 
 
      
 
    Then, she made a third call to the last resume Cherry forwarded of an alluring woman who called herself Grayson. Her style was that of a Domme wearing thigh-high boots and a leather corset dress in the picture. 
 
    Dusty cleared her throat hearing the click of connection. “Hello. I’m calling for Grayson?”  
 
    A sultry voice with a French accent answered. “Hello. This is she.” 
 
    “Hi. This is Dustyn, the person in charge of auditions for the club you submitted a resume to.” 
 
    “Dustyn?” With a purr in her tone, Grayson’s words dropped like honey. “So nice to meet you. Thank you for calling.” 
 
    Instantly captivated, Dusty imagined Grayson strutting around her home in stiletto heels and stockings, wielding a sexy crop and whip. “You’re welcome. I’d like to schedule you for an audition.” 
 
    “How exciting,” Grayson purred again, “When do you want me?” 
 
    Convinced this woman was a slam dunk, Dusty happily replied, “How about Friday afternoon?” 
 
    “Sadly,” her voice turned from sexual kitten to serious, “I only have today available as far as this week. Next week is complicated. And so is the week after.” 
 
    “Ah. So, today is it?” Dusty asked, changing her focus in order to accommodate Grayson’s schedule. “I can most likely rearrange some things in my schedule to meet with you later this evening.” 
 
    “Well, that would be wonderful. Seven o’ clock tonight is best if you want me to meet you near downtown.” 
 
    Remembering the estate was slated for the location of the next club night, Dusty considered her reply before giving it. “Actually, I’m about thirty minutes from downtown depending on traffic. Auditions are being held here at the club owner’s estate.” 
 
    “Okay.” Grayson paused to swallow a sip of whatever she was drinking. “Text me the info.” 
 
    “I was just about to say that,” Dusty commented, expecting a laugh from Grayson but received an awkward silence instead. “I will text you the address to the estate as soon as we get off the phone.” 
 
    “Fine. Perfect.” Grayson was silent a moment more. “Do you mind if I bring someone with me?” 
 
    Slightly disappointed, Dusty shrugged. “I suppose. Like, another dancer? Or?” 
 
    “Like, my subbie.” Grayson added, “my pet. She’s very obedient. I just don’t bring her out in public very often.” 
 
    “Huh.” Dustyn nodded to herself, imagining Cherry coming out of her suite to a D/s show… and loving it. “Of course. Please do.” 
 
    Grayson let out a sigh. “Fantastic. I’ll see you later today.” 
 
    Feeling the forward momentum in progress, Dusty ended the conversation professionally. “Indeed. I’ll text you. See you in a few hours.” 
 
      
 
    Assimilating to the sudden changes and challenges, Dusty gave herself a mental pat on the back, ready for this next level of involvement in Cherry’s enterprise. She hit ‘record’ on her phone and sent Cherry a voice text message: “I’ve been in contact with the three dancers and I’m auditioning one tonight and two on Thursday. Just FYI – Grayson, the dancer auditioning tonight, is bringing her submissive. Care to join?” 
 
    Disconnecting, she sent a detailed text to Grayson and then checked her watch. Her stomach rumbling reminded her to find nourishment. She was going to need a full fuel tank and a grilled sandwich sounded like just the right thing to power up with.  
 
    Texting Cherry, Dusty thumbed: Want a hot meal? 
 
    Cherry texted back: Please and thank you. 
 
      
 
    Warming a pan, Dusty grabbed all the ingredients needed to make two scrumptious, melted, savory sandwiches and proceeded to cook. She missed Sandra at times like this, and how she cooked meals with ease for them. One job Dusty couldn’t wrap her brain around taking on was the daily cooking for the household. Sandra had spoiled Cherry, and her, with delicious meals prepared three times a day. Sandra loved having fresh baked goods in baskets for them to nosh on, and usually a decadent dessert in the kitchen for whoever felt the need to splurge.  
 
    Dusty wasn’t able to fill Sandra’s mighty culinary shoes in the slightest, and Cherry knew it.  Sandra also did the weekly grocery shopping and meal planning. The sudden removal of Sandra created a hole in their daily operations that Dusty couldn’t fix on her own.  
 
    Perhaps Cherry’s hiring a chef? Dusty wondered while the bread on the grill formed a golden crust. Or else, daily food delivery might be their new best friend.  
 
    Considering how much had changed over the course of her morning, Dusty was open for anything. But, starving, or living on sandwiches, wasn’t going to fly for more than a day or two.  
 
    Checking the time again, Dusty let a wave of energy flow through her, enthusiastic for the evening show.  
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR – Style, Grace and Studded Leashes 
 
      
 
    Just as Dusty predicted, Cherry was front and center, totally prepared and available for the arrival of Grayson and her guest. Aware of her boss’s ability to chase her libido wherever desire lead, Cherry’s face had a look that Dusty recognized as hungry for something other than a grilled ham and cheese as she read over Grayson’s resume.  
 
    “My interest is piqued.” Cherry smiled, visualizing a decadent audition unfolding. Her eyes were lit with a burning desire to see an unfamiliar woman, possibly two, undress in a sultry fashion right there in her own home. The stress of her new job demanded a little relief, and Cherry’s favorite outlet was watching supple and toned nude female bodies moving gracefully.  
 
    “I hope she’s on time,” Cherry stated, “because I have other work to do. Your description of Grayson’s voice and personality has me so worked up, though. If she looks like her pictures, oh, my my… we’re in for a very entertaining afternoon.” 
 
    Dusty agreed. “Also, we need to discuss who will be taking over Sandra’s domestic duties.”  
 
    Snapped from her lucid explicit daydream, Cherry blinked at Dusty. “Yes, we do. I apologize for not thinking that aspect through before sending Sandra to the island and leaving us to fend for ourselves.”  
 
    “You’re welcome.” Dusty laughed. “It’s so funny that neither of us are good at cooking. We’re just a couple of dependent bitches,” she joked. 
 
    Not one to deny the simple facts, Cherry owned it. “Sad, but true.” 
 
    “We’ll fix that soon, right?” 
 
    “Yes, sure.” Cherry gave a half-truth in the absence of a solid plan. “Can you look up personal chefs for hire? Like, as soon as this audition is over?”  
 
    “Sure.” Dusty accepted the task, even though she doubted her ability to hire the right house cook. They needed someone with all of Sandra’s synergistic qualities. At the very least, the right replacement had to be okay with Cherry’s occupation, and the fact that the estate was slowly becoming the main location for her private female sex club. “I’ll get right on it.” 
 
    The security camera chimed through Cherry’s tablet, alerting them to Grayson’s arrival at the gate. “She’s here.” 
 
    Dusty leaned in to view the tablet’s screen, seeing an alluring woman dressed in a dark gray suit, adorning a black wide-brimmed hat that covered part of her beautiful face.  “Oh, wow.” Dusty inhaled and held her breath, feeling a horny stir in her pelvis.  
 
    “Right? And look how precious her sub is.” Amused, Cherry zoomed in on the younger female “pet” Grayson lead by a neck collar and leash. “Aren’t they a sexy pair?” 
 
    Suddenly nervous, Dusty reached for a water bottle and twisted the top off with a bit too much force, sending a shot of water onto Cherry’s lap. 
 
    Annoyed, Cherry looked at the wet spot on her lap, then at her anxious second. “Really?” 
 
    “Damn it!” Embarrassed, Dusty dashed for a cloth from the kitchen. “I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Making light of the mishap, Cherry joked, “Maybe they’ll think I’m simply excited to meet them?” 
 
    Dusty rolled her eyes. “Yeah, maybe.” 
 
    The doorbell chimed. Cherry waved off Dusty’s futile cleaning attempt. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Dutiful, Dusty took her place at Cherry’s side as they went to the front door and opened it. 
 
    Taking in the exquisite appearance of the buxom, statuesque dancer, Grayson, and her petite, leashed submissive, Cherry felt her heart race with intrigue, instantly liking their presentation. 
 
    “Hello.” Grayson’s smile was alluring, her voice deep and smoky. “I’m here to see Dustyn.” 
 
    “Hi.” Dusty extended a handshake to Grayson before Cherry could, overstepping slightly. “That’s me. I’m the one who called you.” 
 
    Casually glancing over Dusty’s boyish looks with her cropped chestnut hair, beige slacks and plain white button-down blouse, Grayson’s dark red lips curled into a vicious grin. “Lovely to make your acquaintance, Dustyn.” Glancing at Cherry, Grayson asked, “And you are?” 
 
    Clearing her throat, Cherry extended a hand as well. “Hello, Grayson. I’m Cherish. The owner of the club. You can call me Cherry.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Cherry.” Grayson tugged on her sub’s leash and patted her silky straight hair. “This is my little pet. You may call her that as well.” 
 
    “Call her what?” Dusty asked, thinking she’d missed something in translation. 
 
    “Little pet.” Grayson repeated. “That’s what you may call her. But, if you don’t mind, please don’t address her. Little pet is in training and shouldn’t answer to anyone but me until I say otherwise.” 
 
    “Ah,” Dusty responded, hot with embarrassment for asking the question. “Understood.” 
 
    Cherry seized control of the awkward situation. “Happy to meet you both. Welcome to the estate. Please follow us inside.” Leading Grayson and her little pet to the living room, she motioned to the open area between the baby grand piano and purple love seats. “Here’s your stage for the audition.” 
 
    Examining the porcelain tile floors, Grayson approved. “Thank you. This is fine.” Motioning for little pet to take a seat, she looked from Dusty to Cherry as she revealed her portable music device. “Is it possible to sync this with your speakers? I can dance without music, if need be.” 
 
    Liking her assertiveness, Cherry paused to look deep into Grayson’s eyes before responding. “Sure.” Taking the device, Cherry handed it to Dusty. “Can you plug it into the speakers for her?” 
 
    “Of course.” No longer point person for the audition, Dusty reverted back to serving the boss.  
 
    Grayson got comfortable with the spacious, opulent room and décor while owning little pet’s adoring gaze, as well as Cherry’s.  
 
    “All set,” Dusty reported, taking a seat next to Cherry and assuming a shred of authority. “We’re ready when you are.”  
 
    Cherry drew a deep breath and held it, anticipating quite a show from the captivating dominant woman waiting for her music to begin. Aware of the lack of audio, Cherry nudged Dusty. “Did you press ‘play’”? 
 
    Dusty’s cheeks flushed, jumping from her seat to correct her oversight. “Sorry.” 
 
    Grayson blew Dusty an understanding kiss. “No worries.” Turning her back to the audience of three very interested ladies, Grayson opened her arms and held an enticing pose with hips swayed to one side. Slowly, the erotic beats filled the room. Grayson’s sleek body flowed gracefully with the hypnotic music. Her extensive training as a dancer shined in her spellbinding movements and neither Cherry nor Dusty could peel their eyes from her. 
 
    Grayson’s raw, lusty striptease had a uniqueness that won Cherry’s immediate approval. Her style of kinky burlesque revealed an edgy, ball-busting seductress, flexible with impeccable timing. She owned the room without shame, sliding into splits and spreading her legs to reveal the exotic outline of her pussy lips under a sheer black G-string.  
 
    Under her breath, Cherry let out a sigh and Dusty heard it. They were both in a trance with no interest in escaping it, envious of little pet, secretly wanting to be dominated by Grayson, too.  
 
    Grayson’s moody, provocative routine went on for two minutes before she’d stripped her body of all material except for the studded tassels covering her nipples. Wet, Cherry applauded, a bit too flustered to speak. Dusty was right there with her, hot and bothered from chest to clit under her clothes.  
 
    Loving the positive reactions, Grayson gave a graceful bow to Cherry and Dusty. “Little pet?” she called to her sub, pointing at the wardrobe scattered across the floor.  
 
    Without a peep of dispute, little pet went to her hands and knees and scooted around to collect the items. To their shock, little pet wasn’t wearing any undergarments and flashed her bare bottom as she crawled past them.  
 
    WHACK! Cherry and Dusty jumped in their seats over the sound of little pet receiving a stern spanking from her Mistress. Her soft peach bum boasted a hot, red hand mark. With a maternal tone, Grayson demanded answers. “Did I tell you not to wear panties today?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” Little pet whimpered before receiving gentle strokes of loving aftercare from Grayson to ease the sting from her flesh.  
 
    “Then why aren’t you wearing any? That’s rude behavior, little pet.” 
 
    Her cheeks as rosy as her bottom, little pet just shook her head, blinking innocent eyes. 
 
    “Is this how you want these two women to see you? Like a naughty girl who likes to show her ass and pussy off without asking permission? Little pet’s a bad girl. Very bad. Very naughty.”  
 
    An embarrassed pout spread across little pet’s face, hoping for more spankings, and knowing Grayson would deliver. 
 
    Whack! Another stern smack was delivered to little pet’s reddening fanny, making the submissive giggle.  
 
    “Do we wear panties unless otherwise told to be bare?” Grayson layered on the humiliation, holding little pet’s chin in her hand, their lips close enough to kiss.  
 
    Little pet gave a meek answer. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Dusty’s chest was hot with the burning heat rising from her quivering core, mesmerized by the interaction playing out in front of her. She didn’t dare speak or try to intervene, and either did Cherry. 
 
    “Good girl,” Grayson praised, tugging on little pet’s leash. “Now, finish the task.”  
 
    Scooping up the gloves and corset Grayson stripped from, little pet waited for further instruction.  
 
    Grayson turned her attention to Cherry. “Was that to your liking?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Cherry told her without hesitation. “Your style is exhilarating to watch. Powerful, yet graceful. Stunning, shocking, just incredible, really.” 
 
    Dusty nodded, agreeing completely. “One hundred percent.” 
 
    Touched by the compliments, Grayson smiled graciously. “Thank you.” 
 
    Taking a serious tone, Cherry asked pertinent questions. “You’re a pro Domme as well?”  
 
    “I am. For many years.” Grayson clarified, “Only females, though. I don’t have any male clients. That’s not my thing.” 
 
    “Nor is it mine.” Cherry related, sensing a connection with her beyond surface attraction. “So, you’re interested in dancing part-time? And, are you willing to be a Domme to my members, considering The Cherry Club offers a full-service experience?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m happy to, and yes, part-time.” 
 
    “Great.” Cherry cut to the chase. “I’d like to hire you then.” 
 
    “With pleasure,” Grayson bowed slightly to her new boss, “I accept.” 
 
    Cherry felt the heat in her pelvis subside as business took over thoughts of desire. “Excellent. Is little pet involved in your stage performances? Or, can she be kept in the dressing room, if indeed you plan on bringing her with you?” 
 
    “No, no, no.” Grayson shook her head. “She’s mine, and mine alone.” 
 
    Understanding the need to keep personal things personal, Cherry nodded.  
 
    “And when I’m not with her, she stays in her cage.” Seeing Dusty and Cherry’s raised eyebrows, she added, “It was custom made for her. It’s her quiet safe place with plush pillows, blankets and her pretty toys.” 
 
    “Ah. Alright.” Looking from little pet to Grayson to her speechless assistant, Cherry was done with the probing. “So, the next member event will take place here instead of an actual club.” 
 
    “Really?” Grayson replied while dressing herself. “Nice. Fine with me. I like the intimate feel.” 
 
    Dusty spoke up. “We had our last member event here a few weeks ago and it went very well.” 
 
    Grayson eased into a chair. Little pet assembled at her Mistress's feet. “I can visualize an intimate evening of debauchery here in this house.” 
 
    “Oh, for sure. It was wild, but controlled, in a good way,” Dusty informed, then looked to Cherry to finish the conversation.  
 
    “You and Dusty can discuss the schedule.” Cherry offered a handshake to Grayson, followed by a warm hug and a casual kiss on the cheek. “It was lovely meeting you. I look forward to witnessing your first performance.” 
 
    “Thank you. Lovely meeting you as well.” Stroking her pet’s silky hair, Grayson smiled politely and waited for Cherry to leave before asking for a glass of water.  
 
    “One second.” Dusty poured, then handed Grayson a tall glass of water filled with ice. “Here you are. Would little pet like anything?” 
 
    “She’s fine sharing mine.” Giving her sips of water from the glass, Grayson dabbed at the corners of little pet’s mouth.  
 
    “Cool.” Still captivated by the interaction between the two, Dusty reminded herself not to stare. “Let’s talk scheduling.”               
 
    Suddenly switching gears, Grayson dug into Dusty. “You look like the submissive type.” 
 
    “Me?” Self-conscious, Dusty pointed at her chest. “I do?” 
 
    “Yes.” Grayson’s tone was direct and confident, not second-guessing her assessment.  “Is Cherry your Mistress?” 
 
    “Uh, no, she’s not.” Dusty felt hot under her shirt. “She’s my boss, but we don’t have that type of relationship. It’s purely professional.” 
 
    Grayson patted her lap for little pet to climb up on and sit nicely. “So is our relationship.” 
 
    “Oh, right. Well,” Dusty stuttered, “I guess it’s better to say that we’re not intimate.” 
 
    “Neither are we.” Grayson acted as if she was trying to convince Dusty of something. “Perhaps I should say it like this – we don’t have sex. I take care of her and look after all of her needs. In return, she respects and obeys.” Little pet gave a tiny nod. “Is that not like you and Cherry?” 
 
    As if her private life had been opened wide for examination from a prying stranger, Dusty hid her vulnerability and dismissed Grayson’s line of questioning. “No. Not exactly.” 
 
    Without prying for more, Grayson accepted Dusty’s obvious denial and signed the paperwork confirming her employment. Dusty concluded the hiring process, and escorted the new dancer and her pet to their driver waiting outside. She watched them drive away, feeling the “Grayson” trance fade as the car disappeared from her view. 
 
    A bit out of sorts, Dusty opened a bottle of wine and spent the rest of the day contacting culinary employment agencies in search of their next home cook.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    What are we doing for dinner? Dusty texted Cherry. She was fine with leftovers, or a hot sandwich, but Cherry always preferred a salad or something fresh for her evening meal.  
 
      Descending the stairway, Cherry called out, “Whatever you want.” 
 
    “What?” Dusty shook her head. “That’s not like you to not have an opinion.” 
 
    “I’m jet-lagged,” Cherry admitted. “Too tired to care.” 
 
    Suddenly getting a craving for Asian fare, Dusty made a suggestion. “Feel like Thai food? Chicken satay? Coconut chicken soup?”  
 
    “Ohhh that does sound good.” 
 
    Dusty asked, “Are we expecting anyone besides the two of us?” 
 
    “No. Why?” 
 
    “Just in case.” Dusty searched her phone for Thai cuisine. “I’ll call.” 
 
    “Okay.” Seeing the empty wine bottle on the counter, Cherry considered opening another one. “Thank you.” Searching through the wine cabinet, she found a bottle of rose and popped it in the cooler. 
 
    “Is it drinking time? Thought you had more work to do?” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, Cherry replied, “Yes and yes. And then I’m going to pass out and sleep until noon.” 
 
    “Have you been distracted by thoughts of Grayson as much as I have?”  
 
    “No.” Cherry winked. “Too busy.” 
 
    Not believing a word, Dusty nodded and placed a call to make their order. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE – Shayna and Daphne 
 
      
 
    A few days had passed since Dusty broke her cherry and witnessed the audition process for the first time. It was invigorating to her soul, considering the lack of intimacy in her love life, to witness a gorgeous women undress seductively for her, and she looked forward to seeing more. She’d taken for granted the tremendous eye candy that surrounded her three times a week when the Cherry Club was on a regular schedule. With certainty, Dusty vowed to appreciate the many perks her job had to offer, and replace the stress and uncertainty she felt with gratitude. 
 
    The seductive energy Grayson possessed haunted Dusty in the most erotic way. She’d worked her pussy into a juicy orgasmic frenzy several times since that woman waltzed from Cherry’s estate with her submissive pet in tow. Each lusty scenario Dusty imagined was unique yet equally salacious, ranging from kinky fetish play to butch-femme fantasies of bringing a dominant woman rapturously to her knees. An expert with a strap-on, Dusty longed to use one on a woman like Grayson and pound her senseless from behind, plunging in any hole her dirty mind desired, even though the scenario would most definitely be reversed in reality.  
 
    After spending years sleeping with club girls here and there, either by Cherry’s suggestions or whenever one wandered into her bedroom, Dusty felt a growing need for deeper experiences. One-night stands sated her basic needs so she could focus on the monumental task of being second-in-command in Cherry’s ever-changing world. But, she yearned to act upon her wilder perversions, freely, with a consensual partner who wasn’t afraid to explore. 
 
      
 
    Pouring her fourth cup of coffee, Dusty anxiously readied herself for the two dancer auditions she’d scheduled for the day. The lovely Shayna was first up and set to arrive at her noon call time, followed by sweet Daphne two hours later. A double dose of excitement moved through her veins and set her spirit alive, anticipating her workday in a way she hadn’t before, knowing there were erotic goodies in store. Even if Cherry stepped into the audition process as she did with Grayson, Dusty didn’t care, grateful to be presented with more hot masturbation material.  
 
    There was a part of her that assumed she’d wind up dating one of the club dancers, but the likelihood of a committed relationship happening seemed fairly far-fetched. Most dancers who worked for Cherry weren’t interested in making lateral moves, despite Dusty’s loyalty and ability to exert unconditional love and respect. As the months and years passed, her hope dwindled over finding a girlfriend. Yet, deep in her soul, she yearned.  
 
    Dusty heard the sounds of busy communications coming from Cherry’s suite. She wondered about asking Cherry again if she intended to participate in Shayna’s audition, just in case she changed her mind. Choosing to pace the kitchen instead, like she usually did when an overdose of caffeine triggered her rising stress level, Dusty thumbed a quick text to Cherry: I’ll be interviewing Shayna soon. Just FYI.  
 
    Since the yacht party overtook Cherry’s usual club planning time, Dusty couldn’t help but feel left out in the cold. For years they’d stuck to a regular routine of doing their event prep together over champagne and caviar. Being totally autonomous was an awesome responsibility and Dusty had yet to find her managerial footing in the situation.  
 
    Pacing closer to the stairs, Dusty tried to listen in on what Cherry was discussing. She sounded serious, no-nonsense, and she wondered who was on the other end of the call.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The exterior gate buzzed as Dusty saw sexy Shayna, smiling into the security camera. Pressing the intercom button, Dusty asked, “How can I help you?”  
 
    “Hi there.” Shayna waved at the camera and shimmied her shoulders in a very playful way. “It’s Shayna, here for my noon audition with Dusty?” 
 
    “Hello.” The same fluttery sensations Dusty had when she auditioned Grayson returned with her racing pulse, as if this was a first date rather than a professional interaction. “Please come in.” 
 
    Quickly removing her coat upon entrance, Shayna revealed her mocha-kissed skin decorated by a curve-clinging red mini-dress. Her long, elegant neck adorned Egyptian-style gold jewelry with matching dangling earrings and bracelets. Dusty quickly realized Shayna was more delectable in person than in the photos she’d sent and fought from hiring her on the spot.  
 
    “Nice to meet you.” Dusty almost stuttered. “Please follow me.” 
 
    “Thank you for sending a driver to bring me here.” Clipping along next to Dusty in her clear stripper mules, Shayna swung her hips side to side, totally in command of her strong dancer’s body.  “I haven’t had a car since before Europe, and I’m still on the fence about buying one.” 
 
    Dusty inquired, wanting to know everything about this captivating woman. “How long were you in Europe?” 
 
    “Roughly thirteen months,” Shayna informed. “I was traveling with a burlesque troupe.” 
 
    “Ah. Nice.” Dusty led her to the larger living room with hardwood floors and plush couches. “Sounds like fun.”  
 
    “It was.” Shayna dropped her purse and coat on the couch and stood in front of Dusty. “I loved it.” A statuesque bronzed goddess, confident and leggy, with large, firm breasts begging to be released from her mini dress, Shayna appeared totally in command of herself. “I almost didn’t come back to the states.”  
 
    “What happened?” Dusty set her cellphone aside, giving Shayna her full attention. “Why did you leave the troupe?” 
 
    Guarded about sharing personal details with a virtual stranger, Shayna gave Dusty a friendly wink. “Long story. I needed to come back to the States and deal with some things. That was my main motivator for parting ways with the troupe. My father was in ill health and it was more important for me to be with him for his last months than chase a deeply indulgent and unsustainable lifestyle.” 
 
    “Huh.” Receiving more information than she expected to, Dusty swallowed and nodded. “Understood.” 
 
    “Stories for my memoirs, I guess.” Shayna winked at Dusty again, handing over her cellphone with the playlist ready to go. “Where should I dance? Right here?” 
 
    “Yes.” Connecting her device, Dusty asked, “Just hit play?” 
 
    “Mmm Hmm.”  
 
    Dusty gazed at Shayna’s sculpted curves as she spent a minute warming up. She moved through a series of dancer stretches with elegance and grace, well aware of her allure drawing Dusty in.  
 
    Afraid she might be drooling, Dusty dabbed the corners of her mouth when Shayna wasn’t looking, just to make sure. “Ready?” 
 
    Satisfied with her warm-up, Shayna gave the ‘thumbs up’. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    With one finger, Dusty launched the dance tracks, officially starting the audition. The beats were slow, sexy, mesmerizing, and Shayna’s body expertly flowed with the grooves. She danced as if a fire was burning in her soul while stripping down to a pretty purple satin bra and panties set with vintage burlesque flare.  
 
    Shayna utilized the furniture, kneeling, crawling and striking dramatic poses on the love seat and piano bench, then undressed completely and dazzled Dusty with her nudity. On her hands and knees, Shayna teased and tempted as part of her act, opening and closing her legs in an extended V-shape, waving her high-heels back and forth like a hypnotizing wand for the watcher.  
 
    Catching herself from swooning, Dusty snapped out of the lusty daze, reminding herself to stay in a professional mindset on her first solo assignment. Her thoughts drifted to a selfish place where she was free to date who she wanted, like a member, or simply a woman without work restrictions hampering her love life. There was only so much teasing Dusty could take before she felt the need to ask Shayna out on a date. She hung in that balance, never wanting Shayna’s dance to end.  
 
    All too quickly Shayna’s dance wound down to the final pose with a slow dive into a glorious split position on the floor. As soon as her pussy touched the cool tile, she rolled gracefully to one side, swinging her legs around as her arms formed an elegant half-circle over her head. Her chest beamed in Dusty’s direction, full, plump, glistening with a little sweat.  
 
    Automatically, Dusty’s hands came together for a round of applause. She had to stop herself from giving an enthusiastic standing ovation by remaining seated with her ankles crossed.  
 
    “Thank you, Dusty.” Shayna blushed, lowering her arms and anchoring herself to stand. “That’s sweet.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Dusty offered a hand to her for assistance, which Shayna took. Rising to her feet, Shayna lingered, hovering just above Dusty with the platforms she wore. Doing her best to keep her eyes from gazing nonstop at her beautiful bare breasts, Dusty gave more compliments. “It’s deserved. You’re an incredibly talented dancer. I was totally enthralled.”  
 
    “Wonderful to know.” Moving closer to Dusty’s handsome face, Shayna gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. “I appreciate your kind words.” 
 
    A little shaken by the unexpected peck, Dusty struggled to keep her cool, wanting to kiss her back, and on the lips, not the cheek. “So, have a seat. Let’s discuss the details of the job, if you don’t mind?” 
 
    “Of course,” the dancer replied, curling into an “S” pose with her knees drawn in; covering her pelvis and the tasty treat between her thighs. “Before I went to Europe I danced for a private, women-only club in New York. Very posh with upscale clientele.” 
 
    Curious, Dusty raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Huh. Was it a club with membership benefits? Did the club staff offer full services?”  
 
    With an understanding nod, Shayna told her, “Yes. I was on the menu, if that’s what you’re getting at.” 
 
    Relieved, Dusty finally exhaled. “Okay, great. Perfect. Because that’s how the Cherry Club operates, too.” Dusty thought a moment, putting the pieces together. “The club in New York… by chance, is it owned by a woman named Minx?” 
 
    “Yes, indeed.” The name appeared to bring fond memories to Shayna’s mind. “Do you know her? We were sort of sworn to not give out her identity. But, yes. She’s the owner.” 
 
    “Is that how you found out about this job?” 
 
    “It is,” Shayna admitted, assuming nothing was wrong about that. “Minx gave me Cherry’s info and said I was just the type of dancer she’d be interested in hiring.” 
 
    Dusty inquired further. “Did she say anything else about Cherry?” 
 
    “Only that she was looking for girls like me.” 
 
    “OK.” Clasping her hands, Dusty closed the deal. “I’d like to hire you then.” 
 
    Shayna clapped, excited. “Fantastic.”  
 
    Dusty smiled, feeling excited, too. “For the immediate future, the club will be held here at Cherry’s estate. Our lease expired on the previous location. Until we find the next one, intimate gatherings will take place right here.” 
 
    “Really?” Spending a minute scanning the room with her eyes, Shayna made quick calculations assessing the money spent on decoration, design and artwork, probably hundreds of thousands. “Well, this is a lovely place to throw an intimate sex party.” 
 
    “Isn’t it, though?” Dusty smiled, checking the time, not wanting to run over into the second audition on the schedule. “We’ve held the club here before and the members enjoyed it, completely.” 
 
    “I’m sure they did.” Shayna added, “Minx informed me that Cherry runs her business a little differently than she does.” 
 
    Drawing a blank, having no idea how Minx ran her clubs, Dusty shrugged.  “I can’t comment on that. Cherry’s business is strictly confidential.”  
 
    “Oh, I understand. I was under the impression Minx and Cherry were friends.” 
 
    Much more than friends, was what Dusty said in her head, but refrained from saying anything sarcastic or too revealing out loud. “They are.” 
 
    Backing off from the conversation, Shayna dressed, feeling Dusty’s wanting gaze on her. 
 
    “I have a few papers for you to sign. The next club night will be next Wednesday. Are you available?” 
 
    Casually, Shayna responded, “Yes, my schedule’s open. I’ll save Wednesday just for you.” 
 
    “Sensational.” Filled with good vibes, Dusty was borderline smitten as she handed the paperwork and a pen to her new hire. “You’ll like our members. All gorgeous, classy, upscale women.” 
 
    “Good to know.” Not bothering to read every word of the legal document, Shayna signed them. “But, I didn’t doubt that they were. Minx assured I would find only the best working for you and Cherry.” 
 
    Not once in her years as Cherry’s sidekick had any of the dancers referred to Dusty as the person they worked for. More often than not, she was merely a rule enforcer and a go-between, someone to be walked over. She was the dyke who smacked asses when dancers ran behind schedule, and the shoulder for comfort when female emotions went overboard for one reason or another. But, never someone who held any power or authority.  
 
    “And she was absolutely correct.” Dusty settled into her leadership role, collecting the papers from Shayna before offering the official handshake. “Thank you. I’m looking forward to having you at the next house event.” 
 
    “I’m excited, for sure.” 
 
    Remembering a crucial detail, Dusty informed her of the unique situation. “Also, Wednesday will be an orgy. So, one group session instead of sectioning off in different rooms.” 
 
    Shayna’s eyes widened then curled at the corners with a vicious, dirty grin. “Oh, is it? Tell me more.” 
 
    “We don’t often stage intimate group encounters beyond four ladies, and that’s only by request.” Dusty shifted, surprised at how authoritative she sounded relaying the details of the intended triple X experience. “The members are very interested, though, and willing to indulge. I want to make it as special, and as organized as possible. Are you one hundred percent consenting to a full night of dancing and group services?” 
 
    Giggling to herself as if a lewd memory was being recalled, Shayna’s face spoke of her total approval. “Oh yeah, I’m good. Real good.”  
 
    “Well, good.” Dusty giggled, too, receiving Shayna’s contagion. “We’re on, then. I’ll email you the rest of the details. And your transportation is covered, too.” 
 
    “I’m happy about this, Dusty.” Leaning in to give her a tender kiss on the cheek, Shaya added, “And I can’t wait to see you again as well.” 
 
    Her pelvis warmed at the sentiment, already counting the minutes until she could feel her feminine breath warm her neck again, and her soft lips brushing her cheekbone. “It will be fun.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
     “Let me just ask this at the start of the audition,” Dusty stated to Daphne, the adorable blue-eyed, raven haired dancer hopeful. “Were you referred by Minx?” 
 
    “Indeed.” Daphne gave Dusty a warm, radiant smile, tossing her long locks over her shoulder. “She did refer me to Cherry, with a high recommendation. I was a feature dancer at Minx’s clubs throughout Europe.”  
 
    “Interesting. Very cool.” Dusty studied her smooth, olive skin, the glitter body art caressing sexy shoulders, and how hot she looked in her slinky gold spandex bodysuit. “And how many clubs does Minx have in Europe?” 
 
    “Oh, I have no idea how many she has in total,” Daphne shared, her eyes clueless. “But I do know she has many more than the clubs I danced at.” 
 
    “And how many was that?” 
 
    Giving serious consideration to Dusty’s question in order to give a sincere answer, Daphne came up with an exact number. “Seven.” 
 
    Expecting a smaller estimate, Dusty blinked back the shock, then nodded, acting satisfied with the information. Despite wanting to pry deeper into Minx’s vast empire, Dusty kept it simple. “Your resume states you’ve been professionally dancing for twelve years.” 
 
    “Mmm hmm. Performing the art of dance is my one true passion.” Her eyes blazed and sparkled, alive with her inner fire. “The only other thing I love almost as much is suckling on a sweet, juicy pussy. Working for Minx allows me to do both. What could be better?” 
 
    For the second time in less than a minute conversing with this young woman, Dusty was too shocked to give a quick reply. Instead, her shoulders did the talking, moving up and down as a sign of her complete understanding. “Okay. Perfect. So, you’re good to go with supplying services to the members as well?” 
 
    “I most certainly am.” Daphne gave off a lusty vibe in case Dusty wanted to take the audition a step further beyond her dancing skills. If she did, Daphne was willing to go all the way without hesitation or questions, and Dusty could feel it. “I’m happy to show off those skills to you, too.” 
 
    The sideways smirk that slid across Dusty’s blushing face revealed her interest. Not fully committed enough to follow through with a next-level audition yet, Dusty went for diplomacy. “Thank you for letting me know. I appreciate that. I usually keep these auditions just for dancing.” 
 
    “That works, too.” Daphne was not only beautiful, but oh so easy to work with right from the start. “Should I undress? I have tassels and panties on underneath. Or, I can dance fully nude. It’s your call.” 
 
    Dusty went for the safest answer. “Whatever you want.” 
 
    A little pout traced Daphne’s sparkly lips. “You don’t have an opinion?”  
 
    Dusty held the diplomatic line. “I want you to be at your most comfortable to give your best performance.” Then, she decided to flirt back. “But, if I’m making this about my own personal preferences, I’d rather see you dance in tassels and panties.” 
 
    Daphne swiveled her shoulders and hips, cuter by the second. “I like your preference. So, do most women. I love dancing in nothing but thigh-highs, heels, and tassels on my tits. I never really got into heavy costuming, although I know many dancers who are. They spend days, weeks, months planning their costumes and having them custom made. I’m just like, give me stockings for my legs and sequins for my nipples and I’m good.”  
 
    In full infatuation mode, Dusty felt a bit of drool about to trickle from the corner of her mouth. She swallowed. “Well, then why wait another second to start the process? Follow me.” 
 
    Half-expecting Cherry to come traipsing down the stairs to take over the audition, Dusty repeated the process of bringing the next hopeful to the dance area and syncing her music device with the speakers. Daphne didn’t say a word as she removed her skintight outer layer, revealing eye-catching tassels delicately adhered to her nipples and a sheer G-string that kissed the glorious outline of her pussy lips. 
 
    Dusty caught herself from falling into a trance with her gaze landing on the erotica happening between Daphne’s thighs. “Lovely,” she commented, wanting to pounce on the fine feline posing in front of her. “Let me know when you’re ready.” 
 
    “Ready.” Raising her arms overhead with graceful flare, Daphne winked the go-ahead signal. 
 
    Hitting ‘start’, Dusty heard the enticing beats stream through the speakers before giving a semi-confident, “Go.” 
 
    Daphne moved and grooved with an essence of mystery, strong yet silky in her gyrations. Her legs muscles bulged above her knee, emphasized by the height of her heels, drawing Dusty’s attention and hitting her weak spot. Well-aware of her fetish for sculpted dancer legs, Dusty’s girl crush fluttered in her chest watching Daphne’s routine. She was an awesome dancer, and it was clear in Dusty’s mind why Minx hired her as a lead performer.  
 
    The teasing style Daphne used to slide her G-string from her hips, down her legs and into her hungry mouth caused a deep moistness in between Dusty’s thighs. The idea of diving in and lapping at her hairless folds was decadent and vivid, blurring her vision while watching the rest of Daphne’s orgasm inducing routine, which ended with the most unexpected thing.  
 
    Spreading her legs in a final pose, Daphne exposed her succulent pussy to Dusty, then released her feminine fluids, ejaculating a silky stream spontaneously. 
 
    Dusty suddenly felt as if she was coming, too, her own pelvis clenching and contracting witnessing Daphne’s explicit act. An awkward silence filled the room where Dusty should have been applauding. She sat there, frozen, barely able to swallow, as the last drops trickled from Daphne’s wet opening.  
 
    “Did I get you?” Shameless, Daphne giggled, happy with the puddle she created. “I’ve been known to douse ladies sitting close to the stage,” she boasted, scooting herself from her mess on the floor. “It just depends on how hydrated I am before I dance.” 
 
    “Really?” Thawing, Dusty composed herself. “So, that’s how you normally end your routines?” 
 
    Proud of her work, Daphne replied, “Usually. It’s my special thing. Squirting on demand without direct stimulation.” 
 
    This girl’s going to be a hit at the orgy, Dusty told herself. “I… I’ve only done that once in my life. And it was with a girl who really knew what she was doing.” Surprised at her candidness, Dusty went with it. “She knew just where to stimulate me from the inside. But, it still took time, like ten or fifteen minutes of direct stimulation and I only squirted a small amount.” 
 
    “Awww.” Daphne empathized. “When women tell me this, it makes me feel so bad for them.” 
 
    Self-conscious, Dusty shewed off her pity. “Ah, no worries. I’m good,” she lied. “I mean, it was a cool experience, but, I’m okay having a good old fashioned orgasm without the water show. Know what I mean?” 
 
    “Sure, of course.” Daphne traced her fingers over her wet thighs.   
 
    “Um, hold on.” Dusty jumped up too quickly, giving herself a head rush. “Let me get something to clean you off with.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dusty.” She blew a kiss to the nerdy dyke as she swirled her middle finger through her own ejaculation.  
 
    Rushing off to retrieve several paper towels, Dusty’s thoughts were racing, wondering how Cherry would have reacted to Daphne’s little pleasure spout. It was a unique trait that Dusty had never seen a dancer do while on stage at the club. Acknowledging Daphne’s abilities as a definite plus, she visualized the members reacting favorably to Daphne’s youthful fountain, too. A lewd picture of naked lesbians writhing between Daphne’s taut thighs while she soaked their flesh from her pulsating pussy played out in Dusty’s mind. And she liked how it looked. Big time.   
 
    Daphne hadn’t moved an inch when Dusty returned, content to sit there smiling, her arms gracefully crossed over her knees, waiting to be cleaned.  
 
    Immediately dropping to her knees, Dusty soaked up and wiped Daphne’s mess from the floor. Daphne watched her as if this was the regular routine, then thanked Dusty when the cleaning was done. 
 
    “No prob.” Flustered, Dusty attempted professionalism, dabbing at Daphne’s damp thighs before handing her the towels to do it herself. “I think you’re perfect for our club.” 
 
    “That’s good news!”  
 
    “The members are sure to love you,” Dusty stated with confidence. “And so will Cherry.” 
 
    Curious, Daphne asked, “When can I meet her?” 
 
    “Cherry?” Dusty considered the situation, not wanting to disturb Cherry from her office. “Um, soon, I suppose. She’s busy at the moment, running a new club for Minx, actually.” 
 
    Dressing, Daphne raised an eyebrow. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I heard rumors about a ship of some sort.” 
 
    Not comfortable with giving private details, Dusty shrugged. “Interesting. Well, for our immediate purposes, I’d like to have you join us for the orgy that will be staged here next week.” 
 
    “My pleasure!” Daphne raised her arms in the air and waved them as if she was at a concert. “How cool!  How many ladies will be attending the orgy? And how many dances and services will I be expected to deliver?” 
 
    “In general,” Dusty informed, “one or two services, two dances, plus mingling with the members between sets and services.” 
 
    “Cool. The usual.” 
 
    “I have paperwork for you to sign.” 
 
    Agreeable, Daphne glanced over and signed all the documents presented, but her thoughts were fixated on the notion of member events on water. “I hope I’m selected for the sailing club. I’m all about cruising and sex on the high seas.” 
 
    “Honestly, I knew very little about that situation.” Making sure the paperwork was done correctly, Dusty took a second before adding, “But, I agree. It does sound exciting.” 
 
    “So? Is the audition over? Or?” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Daphne looked at her as if she’d given a secret word known only in the sex club community. “Come on. You know.”  Nudging Dusty’s arm, a coy smile curled across Daphne’s face. “Do you want me to show off my other skill set?” 
 
    Getting it, Dusty coughed, taken off guard over the suggestion of audition sex. “No. Thank you very much. But, we’re good. I have a feeling you’ll be just fine.” 
 
    Ignoring the throb and ache deep in her pelvis, Dusty escorted Daphne to the door and ended the audition with a formal handshake. Watching the slinky, sexy woman saunter to the limo waiting to take her home, Dusty couldn’t stop replaying the sight of Daphne’s liquid orgasm soaking her thighs and puddling on the floor. Suddenly, she couldn’t wait for the next club night, like a kid with a packed suitcase desperately waiting to go on summer vacation. Daphne was her type, completely, and she had full intentions of seeing her ejaculate again. And again, and again.  
 
      
 
    “Dusty?” Cherry called, appearing at the top of the stairs. “Did I miss it?” 
 
    “Yes. Sorry. She just left.” 
 
    “How was she?” 
 
    “Very good,” Dusty told her, smitten. “She’s proficient at giving wet services.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Mmm hmm.” 
 
    “Won’t the members love that?” 
 
    “Definitely. I hired her. She’s into the orgy.” 
 
    “Thank goodness.” Brewing a K-cup, Cherry gave a look of relief to Dusty. “Are you done with the auditions?” 
 
    Dusty exhaled, glad to be done with the stressful process. “For now. We have three new dancers all primed and ready for the orgy next week.” 
 
    “I’m relieved.” 
 
    “Me, too.”  
 
    Mixing cream into her hot coffee, Cherry made a confession. “I got a call from Minx.” 
 
    “Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Yes.” Sipping, she paused before answering. “She asked about Daphne. And Shayna.” 
 
    Dusty studied Cherry’s tension, aware of how uncomfortable she was with a lack of autonomy. “Well, since we’re out in the open over her involvement, I’ll tell you they both mentioned being referred by her.” 
 
    “Did they say anything else about her?” 
 
    “Nothing negative. Both Shayna and Daphne seemed to have respect for her.” Dusty handed Cherry their signed paperwork for review. “Daphne really wants to be selected for the yacht events.” 
 
    “I can let Minx know.” Cherry gazed at the glossy 8x10 professional photos of her two new hires.  
 
    Intrigued, Dusty asked, “How’s that planning going? It feels weird not being involved.” 
 
    “I miss you, too, Dusty.” Cherry rubbed her shoulder. “How was it working without me?” 
 
    “Strange at first, perhaps a little clumsy,” Dusty admitted, “but, overall, I did okay.” 
 
    “Good to hear.” 
 
    Cherry took her coffee back to her office without offering more conversation. Her mind obviously elsewhere, Dusty didn’t disturb Cherry’s flow. Instead, she took the rest of the afternoon off, sequestering in her bedroom with lusty fantasies about Daphne.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX – The House Party 
 
      
 
    The days leading up to the estate orgy had flown by. Dusty was busier than ever handling the majority of the planning so Cherry could dedicate to the event happening on the yacht. And, she loved the increased freedom to make decisions without Cherry micro-managing.  
 
    The house was set with festive décor, a fully stocked bar and ultra-sexy dimmed lighting. Double-checking the main room where the elegant cocktail party was about to take place, Dusty added the finishing touches like placing gold doilies and napkins on the tables. She wondered if she should have a large piece of plastic or trash bag handy for when Daphne let loose later in the evening, but quickly dismissed the cumbersome idea.  
 
    Dressed in a slick black suit, Dusty’s excitement replaced her nervousness. She checked herself in a mirror, then checked the time before hearing the doorbell ring, assuming DJ Carson had arrived.  
 
    “What’s up, chick?” Dusty greeted her old friend and longtime club music mixer in charge of creating the dulcet tones for the event. “Thanks for being early.” 
 
    “Of course,” Carson replied, carrying her load of DJ equipment inside. “I like this new arrangement having club nights at the estate.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m starting to like it, too,” Dusty told her. “It’s easier, for sure, and actually perfect for what’s going to take place.” 
 
    “Sounds fun.” Carson looked to Dusty for instruction. “Which room?” 
 
    “The main room.” She pointed, then followed her to the setup area. “Five members, one guest and three new dancers will all be mingling in here tonight.” With a serious tone, Dusty told her, “I want to keep the rest of the house off-limits.” 
 
    “How come?” Carson raised an eyebrow at Dusty’s authoritative stance. “Didn’t the members have full access last time?” 
 
    “Yes, and it was a total nightmare to get the house back together after that.” Dusty shuddered at the memory. “Some of the members got a little too carried away, spilling drinks, food, glitter, lube...” 
 
    “Ha!” Carson laughed as she arranged her DJ console on a table. “Oh, man, that’s awesome. Good for them. They pay good money to get as wild as they want.” 
 
    “Right, but, I can’t bring myself to hire a cleaning crew considering the nature of our parties,” Dusty confided, revealing a personality quirk Carson hadn’t seen in her before.  
 
    After years of working lesbian romance events at nightclubs or dressed-up warehouses, Carson hadn’t considered how the messes were cleaned until this conversation. “You mean to tell me that you, and only you, cleaned the other locations?”  
 
    “I didn’t clean them at all,” Dusty shared. “Cherry was involved then. She was in charge of whoever came in to clean after a club night. I’m talking about not wanting to call our regular estate housecleaning company.” 
 
    “Oh!” Carson laughed again, grasping what Dusty meant. “I can see your point.” 
 
    “Week after week for years we’ve employed a private cleaning company specializing in mansions. Look around, this place is immaculate. Why? Because normally me and the other two residents, Cherry and Sandra, hardly make a mess. We clean up after ourselves, and most days, we simply move from bedrooms to bathrooms to the kitchen, then back to our bedrooms. This formal living room never gets used unless it’s a lewd, over-the-top sex party.” 
 
    “Oh my god.” Carson laughed again, and empathized. “I love this job. So, you’re trying to hide the fact? You don’t want to let our dirty secret out of the bag?” 
 
    “Exactly. It worries me, exposing ourselves like that.” 
 
     “Rich people do throw big, nasty, fuck-the-rest-of-the-world parties, you know? Orgies are commonplace for many of the wealthiest.” 
 
    “I suppose.” Dusty exhaled stress. “I guess I’m being a prude and overthinking as well, but having the same cleaning people come and clean rooms that clearly show signs of decadent debauchery makes me uncomfortable.” 
 
    Sarcastic, Carson replied, “Get over it. They’ve probably seen worse.” 
 
    “Believe me, I’m trying.” Dusty helped Carson with the rest of the setup. “And, yeah, you’re right. On a more exciting note, tonight we have a highly skilled squirter joining the group festivities.” 
 
    “Wow!” Carson’s eyes lit up. “Exciting!” 
 
    “Indeed. I was her target practice when she auditioned for me.” 
 
    “How the hell did you not jump that girl’s bones?” Carson shook her head in total disbelief and envy. “Girls who openly squirt are my type of lover.” 
 
    “I share a mutual admiration for the art,” Dusty informed, noticing the animal lust in Carson’s eyes. “But I maintained professionalism.” Considering Carson was nearly fired by Cherry for breaking the contractual rule of dating club members after hours without assignment or permission, Dusty gave an indirect reminder of proper protocol, then veered back to the dirty details. “It was fascinating to watch her ease with it, though. She squirts without direct internal or external contact. In abundance.” 
 
    Stupefied, Carson’s face showed amazement. “Now that’s a gift. What a lover she must be.”  
 
    Dusty chose to omit the part about Daphne’s willingness to take things a step further after the audition, and stuck to business. “That’s how she ends her dance routines, too.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” Carson sighed, visualizing, “I can’t wait to see her performance.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure to have extra towels on hand.” Dusty looked around, satisfied with how the room looked. “I’ll be playing bartender, too. Champagne and wine only, thankfully.” 
 
    Carson asked, “Is Cherry joining the party?” 
 
    “She will at some point.” Dusty shared a little secret. “She’s all about seeing Daphne squirt.” 
 
    “Right? I bet she is.” Carson’s phone buzzed. She paused to check her messages. “She wasn’t here for the last club event.” 
 
    “No, but she’s upstairs getting ready,” Dusty assured. 
 
    “Cool.” Absorbed in her phone, Carson faded out of their conversation. Dusty went about her last minute tasks, nitpicking over details, triple-checking the abundant booze collection for the evening. 
 
    Carson ran a sound check with the speakers, and started spinning tracks, creating an instant party mood. As if lured from her master suite by Carson’s sultry, downtempo tracks, Cherry descended the stairs, smiling with approval over the entire setup. “Very nice, Dusty. Love how it looks.” Swinging her hips to the beat of Carson’s music, Cherry danced for her favorite DJ. “Sounds amazing, as usual, Carson. I’ve missed you.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Rocking and bouncing to her own beats, Carson turned up the tempo for the lady she worked for. “You look fantastic. I’ve missed you, too.” 
 
    “So sweet.” Kissing Carson’s cheek, Cherry grooved to the tunes awhile longer. “You look hot, too.” 
 
    Attracted to Cherry from the moment they met, Carson semi-blushed over the compliment. “I try.” 
 
    “Sorry our schedule’s been off.” 
 
    “Yeah, busy lady!” Carson turned up the base, liking the thump. “What’s up with that? We went from three days a week to nearly three weeks off?” 
 
    Cherry shrugged, keeping the bigger details to herself. “We’re in flux until we find a suitable location for hosting full club nights again. But, we’ll get back on track soon. Right, Dusty?” 
 
    Dusty froze, not expecting to be called into their exchange. “Yes, right.” 
 
    “You’re going to rock their worlds tonight,” Cherry stated to Carson with confidence. 
 
    A little cocky, Carson replied, “I am.” 
 
    “Be the ambient backbone of raw orgasmic lust,” Cherry encouraged. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Cherry gave a devilish grin, assuming her beloved role as the mistress of naughty encounters. “Let’s make this orgy a night to remember.” 
 
    “I love a good orgy.” Carson replied with verve. “That’s the plan?” 
 
    Dusty answered, “Yes. Nine women, right here in this room.” 
 
    “Sa-weet.” Impressed, Carson went with it. “This will be quite an exciting event.” 
 
    “Thanks to Dusty,” Cherry complimented her assistant. “She did the work putting it together.” 
 
    Carson applauded. “Nice work, Dustyn.” 
 
    Dusty gave a masculine bow. “Appreciate it. I’m relieved everything fell into place. Wait till you meet the new dancers.” 
 
    “Especially the wet one.” Carson gave a wink. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Popping several bottles of Cherry’s favorite bubbly for the guests, Dusty held her own overseeing the first hour of her second domestic event without any major issues. She did have greater security with Cherry there, unlike the last event. And keeping the party contained to one area as opposed to random members scattered about in various bedrooms kept Dusty’s stress level from skyrocketing. 
 
    Platinum members Wendy and Sophie arrived on the scene before the others, dressed in designer dresses that looked more like lingerie than clothes, eager for the experience. Together they polished off a bottle of bubbly while chatting it up with Cherry before best girlfriends Crystal and Nellie, two gold level members who hadn’t attended a club night in months, arrived, ready to party.  
 
    Cherry shined as the event provocateur, entertaining and dancing with the lovely ladies while graciously keeping their champagne flutes full and their hips gyrating. She didn’t realize how much she missed being with her members until she was surrounded by their glowing, excited faces.  
 
    Supplying fantasy scenarios for women of class and stature who normally assumed conservative fronts to support their businesses, or spouses, or both, was Cherry’s utmost pleasure. Her passion for delivering sexual gratification, often beyond her members’ salacious expectations, was the sole purpose behind her erotic endeavors. For Cherry, being the purveyor of lesbian group love right there in her own home was nothing short of fantastic.  
 
      
 
    Kelly R, a married, bisexual Cherry Club newbie, arrived a half-hour late with her gorgeous friend, Tina, a non-member. The stealthy mocha goddesses twerked their round bottoms to the beat of the music as they entered the foyer. Their eyes were bright beams of excitement, taking in the scintillating view of amorous women getting cozy with each other in the main area.  
 
    Wrapping an arm around Tina, Kelly’s four-carat diamond wedding ring flashed fire at Dusty as she approached with mimosas and an easy smile.  
 
    “Good evening.” Dusty offered the drinks. “You must be Kelly.”  
 
    “Good evening,” They replied as one voice, quickly accepting the juicy bubbly and sipping. Kelly replied, “I certainly am.” 
 
    “Welcome to the club, Kelly.” Dusty made eye contact with the sexy tart under Kelly’s wing. “This must be your guest, Tina?”  
 
    “I am,” Tina answered for herself, her voice smooth as silk. “I’m overly excited to be here. When Kelly told me she bought a membership, I was like, oh my god, I have to go to. This is my kind of heaven.” 
 
    Dusty laughed. “If I had a dime for every member who has said that to me.” She extended her hand to them. “I’m Dusty, Cherry’s assistant and the manager of member relations. I know it’s the first time for both of you and we want you to feel at home in our home.” Dusty watched their positive reactions to the four women dancing together, closer and closer, warming up their libidos to the beat of Carson’s sensual tracks.  
 
    “Thank you, Dusty.” Kelly gave her a friendly pat on the shoulder. “Sorry we’re late. The driver had trouble finding this impressive estate.” 
 
    “No worries.” Dusty gave a nod to the other guests. “We’re just getting started.” 
 
    Cherry waved and blew a stream of welcoming kisses in their direction from the dance floor. 
 
    “Look at her,” Kelly blew kisses back to Cherry. “What an incredible woman she is, hosting extravagant parties proudly, without societal shame.” 
 
    Tina laughed, nudging her friend. “Like a grown-up version of the many sorority sex soirees I attended in college.” 
 
    “We do our best to keep things completely discreet,” Dusty told them. “And Cherry’s never been one to fall in line with normal society. This club is an extension of her heart and soul, not just her business.” 
 
    Kelly’s bold red lips smacked from the tang of citrus in the mimosa. “Well, whatever it is she’s got going on, it works for me. I love it.”  
 
    “Then you’ll have no problem assimilating to the relaxed environment.” Dusty stepped back, giving Kelly and Tina room to enter the main space. “Please let me know how I can assist in making your first event at the Cherry Club magical in every way.” 
 
    “My goodness.” Kelly purveyed the other guests, feeling her desires rising. “The other members are absolutely beautiful. I want all of them.” 
 
    “Aren’t they, though?” Dusty agreed, admiring them, too. “You can have just that, considering you signed on for an orgy.” 
 
    “Gracious me.” Tina bumped the side of her hip against Kelly. “How happy they look, too, rubbing all over each other so freely. And look at that DJ spinning tunes!” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Kelly noticed Carson, too, feeling an attraction to the beat mistress.  
 
    “I have a thing for androgynous types,” Tina admitted to Dusty. “He/she is a major turn on for me.” 
 
    “As hot as Carson is,” Dusty relayed Cherry’s strict code of conduct, “she isn’t part of the group event tonight.” 
 
    “She’s off limits then?” Disappointed, Tina shook her head. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, true. I’m sorry.” Lighthearted, Dusty added, “And neither am I, in case you were wondering.”  
 
    “Well, of course.” Tina gave Dusty’s forearm a familiar squeeze. “You’re super-hot, too.” 
 
    “Dusty?” Boldly, Kelly blurted, “Have you ever been with a man? Because I get the sense from you that you’re a true lesbian.” 
 
    “Uh, no. I haven’t.” Dusty took a second to recover from the unexpected question. “Lesbian through and through since my earliest memories. Your sense was correct.” 
 
    Kelly growled. “See? I love that in a woman. Commitment to who you really are without wavering.” 
 
    “I’m just not into men. And I’ve never felt the need to try out being with a male, just in case I was confused or mistaken in my feelings.” Dusty shared. “There’s no wavering if the desire isn’t there in the first place.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Tina agreed. “I’d love to be a full-blown lesbian. But, I do like a good hard cock when the desire strikes—more than just a dildo—although, I do have a few favorite fake dicks that are almost better than the real thing. For me, men can’t be ruled out completely. And Kelly’s married to a sexy mother fucker that she won’t let me sleep with so...” 
 
    Kelly smacked her best friend’s bottom. “Don’t be so crass. We want our hostess to think well of us on our first night here at the club.” 
 
    Mind blown by Tina’s candidness, Dusty smirked. “Sounds like a tricky situation.” 
 
    Kelly clarified her relationship. “Kenneth and I only experiment on rare occasions. Swapping and swinging isn’t his thing. It’s a fun fantasy but doesn’t always translate well into reality.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Raising an eyebrow, Dusty inquired, “But, he’s okay with you having relations with other girls? An attending an orgy?” 
 
    “Obviously.” Kelly impulsively grabbed Tina by the back of her head and kissed her on the mouth. “I have unquenchable urges for female flesh. Call it my self-care. And he’s good with it. Having affairs with women makes me a better wife and lover to him because it brings out my most passionate side. I send him pictures sometimes, too.” 
 
    Dusty nodded. “I see. Keep in mind we don’t allow photography at the club. That was stated in your contract.” 
 
    “Yes, I k now.” Kelly gave Dusty a look that spoke of her trustworthiness. “I’ve offered to bring my special female friends home to share, and so far, he hasn’t been interested. He’d rather I go and have a girls-night out then come home and relay the dirty details. That’s how he gets off, when I tell him what a bad, bad vagina lover I am.” 
 
    “Wow.” Dusty wished she had a mimosa for herself, feeling like one of the girls instead of a sideline observer. “Sounds like a healthy relationship where you’re both getting your needs met.” 
 
    “Oh, please.” Tina rolled her eyes. “What kind of a man doesn’t want to watch his wife make love to another woman? Dirty talk isn’t as exciting as actually watching it in person.” 
 
    Dusty shrugged. “Depends on how good the talker is.” 
 
    A cat-like smile crossed Kelly’s face. “I give excellent phone sex, too.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt it,” Dusty replied, leading the ladies a little closer to the other guests. “An excellent skill to have, in my opinion.” 
 
    “So,” Tina wondered out loud. “Does the ban on Carson mean we can’t flirt with her as well?” 
 
    “You can flirt,” Dusty assured,” but that’s it. Even in afterhours we’re not allowed to have relations with members. It’s best we don’t for a few reasons.” 
 
    “Got it.” Tina batted her long eyelashes at the select group of women mingling. “I suppose I will respect the rule and behave then.”  
 
    “Please, feel free to enjoy yourselves with the other members,” Dusty encouraged. “All the ladies partaking in tonight’s festivities are now here. That’s Crystal, Wendy, Sophie and Nellie dancing with Cherry. I think it’s time for you two to introduce yourselves.” 
 
    Like hungry tigers, Kelly and Tina’s facial expressions clearly showed their lusty attraction. 
 
    Dusty added, “Whatever I can do to make your first night enjoying member benefits exceptional, just let me know.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m so excited.” Kelly gave Dusty a warm hug. “Will you be watching over us when the orgy starts?” 
 
    “I’ll be floating around in the background,” Dusty assured. “Go. Have fun.” Dismissing the ladies from their introductory conversation, Dusty watched with a bit of awe as Kelly and Tina merged with the others.  
 
    “Well, hello.” Cherry hugged her newest member and guest and put them in the center of the erotic circle. “I’m so happy you two are here with us. Tonight’s going to be wild.” Kissing their cheeks, she asked, “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Kelly confirmed, swatting Tina’s plump ass. “Aren’t we?” 
 
    Tina sent out a robust “Woooot!” Waving her hands in the air, she swayed her hips, playfully bumping against the other ladies. “Thanks for having me. It’s nice to meet you, Cherry.” 
 
    “The feeling’s mutual.” Cherry spun them around, showing off their curvy bodies. “You must be Tina, Kelly’s guest?” 
 
    “I am,” Tina confirmed, feeling her heart race with sexy anticipation. “And I’m suddenly horny as fuck.” 
 
    Cherry let out a laugh. “Good! You’ve come to the perfect place then. I’m sure Kelly explained there’s no pressure. You can be involved as much or as little as you’d like. If you simply want to observe from the sidelines and enjoy the entertainment, please feel free to do so.” 
 
    Tina replied, “She did. I think it’s safe to say we’ll both be active participants. Do we simply dive in?”  
 
    “If you want.” Cherry offered to clink champagne flutes with her. “Just hold off on going full throttle until after the dancers perform.”  
 
    “Are the dancers off limits like Carson and Dusty?” Kelly inquired. 
 
    Cherry winked. “The dancers are included for your pleasure.” 
 
    In unison, Kelly and Tina sung their approval. “Fabuuulous!” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “How are we doing?” Dusty checked in with Shayna, Daphne and Grayson, minus little pet, all stretching and warming up before their performances. For a sinful moment, Dusty gazed at their beautiful bodies, three luscious and totally different dancers adorning sexy costumes, ready to tantalize.  
 
    Daphne waved, flashing freshly painted blue nails. “Hi Dusty. I’m cool with whatever. I like being in the middle, though.” 
 
    “Ready whenever you want me,” Shayna stated, rolling her body from a folded over position to an upright stance. “The music sounds fantastic. I like the DJ’s style.” 
 
    “Cool. Just so you know,” Dusty informed, “DJ Carson has all of your playlists. Just give her the signal that you’re ready to start and the music will follow.” 
 
    Grayson spread her legs in a wide V-shape, crisscrossing them back and forth, revealing the black leather G-string clinging to the outline of her pussy. “I’m cool with going last if Daphne would like to dance after Shayna.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” Dusty agreed. “Shayna, you’re up first.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Like presenting an exotic gift to very discerning queens, Dusty set Shayna free to arouse the members with her prowess. With a radiant smile, Shayna glided past the six horny ladies doing their best to control their urges, wanting to reach out and paw all over the lovely dancer. Merely a tasty morsel for the ravenous lionesses, Shayna felt their lustful gazes on her flesh and played into it, rotating her hips in captivating circles to enhance their view.  
 
    “Ladies?” Dusty cleared her throat. “Let me introduce your first dancer of the evening, the stunning Shayna.” 
 
    The members applauded with vigor, approving of the statuesque beauty as she posed before them, waiting for her playlist to start. Cherry gave a discreet “thumbs ups” to Dusty, approving of the new hire. 
 
    Carson wasted no time, launching Shayna’s music tracks. With subdued interest, her pelvis throbbed with anticipation, attracted to the dark-skinned beauty moving gracefully around the room.  
 
    Shayna’s performance was spellbinding as she danced a slow burn striptease that induced dewy wetness between the thighs of the women watching. Her toned, flexible body flowed with the deep soulful beats, teasing the audience with every move and capturing Cherry’s full attention. 
 
    Dusty held her own heated desires in check and maintained professionalism. She observed Cherry’s spellbound reaction observing Shayna’s dance for the first time.  
 
    The exotic beauty showed off her physical abilities while sliding her costume from her limbs, little by little. Her routine was naughty and smoldered with sexual luster, pinching her firm nipples and spanking her own ass until her backside was hot and rosy.   
 
    Kelly and Tina held onto each other for support, both feeling weak in the knees, entranced by the way Shayna’s full globes moved with her spins and sways. “Oh my fuckin’ god,” Tina whispered, careful not to let her jaw hang open. “I could come just watching her.” 
 
    Kelly nodded her mutual feelings for the half-nude dancer. “And we get to fuck her, too? Did I join the right club, or what?”  
 
    “Yes, you did.” Tina felt the buzz of excitement in her chest. “If this is hell, let me burn.” 
 
    “Right?” Kelly firmed her grip on Tina. “Burn, bitch, burn.” 
 
    In a bold move, Shayna took control of tipsy Wendy and brought her to the couch for a lap dance. “Want me to dance for you? Up close?” 
 
    “Be my guest, Shayna.” Wendy laughed, a willing victim of the gorgeous dancer as she planted her bottom on the leather cushion. “Do whatever you want to me.” 
 
    Leaning Wendy back before she straddled her lap, Shayna purred. “Let’s make the other ladies jealous. Shall we?” 
 
    Her gaze lit, Wendy licked her glossy mauve lips. “Absolutely.” 
 
    Undulating on Wendy’s slender hips, Shayna teased and taunted the woman beneath her while the ladies surrounding them watched in awe. 
 
    Cherry encouraged the scintillating action.  “Yes, yes, Shayna. Show us more.”  
 
    “Want to squeeze my ass?” Shayna asked Wendy, who trembled at the suggestion. “Here, I’ll help.” Rolling to the right side of Wendy’s hip, Shayna lifted her bottom and guided Wendy’s hand to the fullest part of her cheek. “You do the rest.” 
 
    Wendy obeyed, sinking her fingers into Shayna’s buttocks. “Mmmm. Your body feels as good as it looks.” 
 
    “Yesss,” Shayna purred, tilting her pelvis so Wendy could get a glimpse of her luscious clit nestled within her pussy lips. “Want to touch me more?” 
 
    “Wait a moment, darling Shayna.” Cherry paused the foreplay. “If you don’t mind, let’s not get too carried away before the other two dancers have performed.” 
 
    “Apologies for being greedy.” Blushing slightly, Shayna let out a bad-girl giggle and slipped from Wendy’s lap to face Cherry. “Where are my manners? The one in charge should feel me first.” 
 
    Pleased with her invitation, Cherry agreed. “May I?” 
 
    Spreading her legs, Shayna’s glistening pussy winked at the boss. “You may.” 
 
    Bringing two fingers to her mouth, Cherry lathered them with saliva while glancing at her members hanging in suspense. “She has a very pretty pussy. Don’t you ladies agree?” 
 
    Carson turned up the sultry music, adding to the power of the decadent moment as Cherry brought her slick fingers to Shayna’s vagina and pressed them down on her precious clit. “Ohh, so perfect.” Wiggling her love button back and forth, Cherry made Shayna’s legs shake with the good vibrations. “Look at that darling thing pucker and twitch.” 
 
    “I love it, Cherry.” Shayna raised her legs in the air, catching her ankles and opening wide. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    As quickly as she played into Shayna’s tease, Cherry withdrew. “Oh, I’ll be back,” she promised. “Let’s see the end of your routine first. You’re simply divine to watch. We’re enjoying you and imagining the possibilities.” 
 
    The members echoed Cherry’s praise, appreciating Shayna’s physical gifts, knowing they’ll devour her later. 
 
    Liking Cherry’s boss-babe attitude, Shayna went to her feet and found her groove, making serious eye contact with each of the members as she shook her rump and bounced her breasts through the rest of her playlist.  
 
    And when her dance was over, Cherry proudly hugged Shayna. “My ladies are going to devour you.” 
 
    “Sounds so fun.” Not scared in the least, Shayna fanned the light layer of sweat forming on her glimmering body. Cherry blew on her neck and chest with a slow exhale of cool breath. “Mmm. I like that, Cherry. Look how hard you made my nipples.” 
 
    “I see.” Admiring the plump buds swelling on Shayna’s breasts, Cherry blew on them, too. “I’ll be suckling on your tits later.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    “You know what? Just a quick sample.” Suddenly, Cherry’s tongue rolled from her mouth, forming a wet point aimed at Shayna’s chest. With their gazes locked, Cherry eased her tongue in the glistening area between her buoyant globes and slithered it in circles.  
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” Shayna told her as she pressed her breasts together, locking Cherry’s tongue inside her cleavage. She pinched her nipples, offering her buds for Cherry to lick.  “Don’t leave a girl hanging.” 
 
    Retracting her tongue, Cherry wagged it from right breast to left, teasing each of Shayna’s nipples with a swirling motion and leaving a trail of hot saliva behind. 
 
    A tremble shook through Shayna’s body, making her burst with ecstatic laughter. “Ohhh, oh oh...my god. I could fall in lust with your tongue.” 
 
    “I’m sure I’ll feel the same way about yours,” Cherry assured her. Glancing at Dusty, she signaled for the next dancer. “Have a seat, Shayna. Enjoy the show with us.” 
 
      
 
    Thoroughly entertained by the first act, the frisky ladies mingled and took turns engaging with Shayna while they waited for the next one. Cherry refilled their glasses, kissing a few of her lively members, thrilled by the steamy chemistry heating up the entire room.   
 
    Dusty pulled Cherry aside before retrieving Daphne, needing to clarify an important aspect of the next act. “Just a reminder about Daphne’s routine. The front row might need rain jackets.” 
 
    Winking, Cherry understood. “Right, okay.” 
 
    “Maybe you want to warn the members about a splashing zone?” 
 
    “We’ll be fine.” Laughing to herself, Cherry patted Dusty’s shoulder. “Just stand by with towels when you see her assuming the position.”  
 
    “I wish I was that good,” Dusty doubted herself, “but I’m not an expert on female ejaculations. I don’t know the signs or...” 
 
    “Stop your worry.” Not concerned in the least about Dusty’s ability to handle a squirter like Daphne, Cherry reassured her. “You’ve got this handled. The members are going to go insane when they see Daphne do her special thing! I can’t wait!” 
 
    Cherry’s enthusiasm didn’t ease Dusty’s over-thinking as she collected towels from a hallway cabinet and discreetly set them near Carson’s DJ setup. 
 
    “Oh, ha ha.” Carson smirked, dropping one side of her headset from her ear. “Is that for the little juice box where about to witness?” 
 
    “Indeed, it is. Don’t move ‘em.” Dusty shared, “I have to be able to grab and go once Daphne lets loose. Know what I’m saying?” 
 
    “I do,” Carson replied. “I won’t move a thing. I’ve got your back.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Covered in body gems and glitter, Daphne stood by the door of the guest room, awaiting Dusty’s arrival. “Is it my turn?” she asked, coyly as Dusty entered.  
 
    “It is.” Dusty offered her arm. “Please, come with me.” 
 
    Grayson growled. “Get them nice and wet for me, Daphne. I want to be the smolder after your fire.” 
 
    A fire that douses itself, Dusty thought to herself, ready for anything as she presented the giddy, playful, tantalizing Daphne to Cherry and the members.  
 
    “For your delicious second course, here is Daphne.” Dusty sent the second dancer to center stage, hiding her low-level anxiety. Generous applause surrounded Daphne as she flaunted her gorgeous self to the drooling tigers, modeling her flawless physique for them before her music began.  
 
    Discreetly, Dusty stood by Carson with a hand hovering over the small pile of towels. Cherry winked at Dusty, liking Daphne’s flirty style and youthful energy.  
 
    Shayna looked like she was in a trance, fondled by women on either side of her body while watching a beautiful babe shed her clothing as she danced for their mutual pleasure. The contrast between the two dancers was perfect with Shayna being the more aggressive and athletic one compared to Daphne’s light and spirited approach, giving the members just enough variety to enhance the scintillating mood.   
 
    Customary gasps and heated exhales resonated through the amorous audience. Daphne’s routine sizzled with sexual intensity, exactly how Dusty remembered from when she auditioned. Seeing Cherry’s desirous attraction to the new hire as she danced and interacted with the members, Dusty couldn’t wait for Cherry’s reaction once the fountain of youth started to spurt.  
 
    “She might be close to the end,” Carson whispered to Dusty, nudging her arm. 
 
    “Yeah, I think so.” With a towel in hand, Dusty prepared to bust a move as soon as the waterworks made a puddle on the floor.  
 
    Cherry glanced at Dusty and Carson with wide eyes, on their same wavelength. Then, her eyes darted to Daphne as she assembled her nudity into a tempting position on the floor. Crisscrossing her legs in the air, back and forth, Daphne opened and closed her pussy lips for the audience’s visual delight.   
 
    Dusty could feel her heart palpitating with anxiety, almost afraid of Daphne’s oncoming stream, gripping the towel like it owed her money. 
 
    “I can’t freaking wait!” Carson mouthed the words, bumping with the last beats of Daphne’s playlist. “This is going to be so god damned hot!” 
 
    The mood in the room intensified as the first droplets poured from Daphne’s youthful cunt and pooled over her puckering ass hole.  
 
    “Oh my gaaa...” Dusty muttered, held in suspense.  
 
    And then it happened. Daphne’s pussy suddenly sprung to life. A little pink flower bloomed from her vaginal interior, releasing a divine stream of feminine ecstasy like a fountain of Venus. Filled with orgasmic sensations, Daphne made a lusty sound, ejaculating for the spellbound ladies witnessing her naughty release.  
 
    The first spurt was followed by a bigger stream, arching before spilling onto the floor as Daphne rubbed her aching clit with fervor. “Ooooo!” she cried, before going silent, overtaken. 
 
    Dusty flinched, ready to move in her direction, but Cherry flashed her a look that said, “Stay put and wait,” and she obeyed, regardless of how far the minor flood threatened to spread.  
 
    The ladies clung to each other with devilish smiles spread across their hungry faces, waiting in the balance, not sure if Daphne’s show was over.  
 
    Cherry broke the silence with her applause. “Wow! What a woman!”  Discreetly, she motioned for Dusty to help Daphne to her feet and escort her from the wet surface, not wanting her to slip in her stilettos.  
 
    “Isn’t she, though?” Shayna growled. “What a woman, indeed.” 
 
    Kelly and Tina yelled in unison, “Encore! Encore!” 
 
    Dusty shot them a look as she mopped the floor on her hands and knees, two towels in. 
 
    Cherry took one of Dusty’s towels to dry Daphne’s ass and thighs.  Patting down the dancer, Cherry gave due praise. “That was sensational, Daphne.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Daphne blushed. “It comes naturally.” 
 
    “So I see.” Cherry kissed Daphne’s mouth like she owned her. “Please, join us and watch the final act of the evening before things really get going.” 
 
    Daphne accepted Cherry offer and allowed her to touch the sensitive spot where her juices flowed from, too. “Ohhh,” she sighed, “careful, or I might pop again.” 
 
    “Go ahead and douse me,” Cherry told her, meaning it, completely. “I love a good soak.” 
 
    “Ahh, my kind of woman.” Daphne tilted her head back, loving how Cherry slid her fingers over her soft feminine folds, applying just enough pressure to make her body shake.  
 
    The members observed the action between Cherry and Daphne as if it was a suspense movie keeping them on the edge of their seats, wanting to feel her slit, too.  
 
    Floor wiped clean, Dusty gave Carson a smirk, threatening to rub the wet towels on her. “Happy? Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    “Of course!” Carson raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, but I’ve seen it before.” 
 
    “Oh, so, no big deal then,” Carson teased, taking a healthy sip of her bourbon and coke.  
 
    “You know what I meant.” Dusty shook her head, tossing the towels in a bag. “I’m just glad it went as well as it did.” 
 
    Carson laughed. “How could it go any other way?”  
 
    “Oh, please.” Dusty exhaled her fading worry. “It could have been a disaster.” 
 
    “You need to get laid,” Carson stated the obvious fact. “And so do I. It’s been a few months for me.” 
 
    “You’re kidding?” 
 
    “I wish.” 
 
    “Well, she’s off limits,” Dusty reminded Carson, not fully trusting her.  
 
    Not interested in Dusty’s parental tone, Carson shut the conversation down. “Got it, boss. No need to be concerned about me.” 
 
    “Good because I have plenty to be concerned with, as you can see.” 
 
    Carson changed the subject. “Where’s Eternity?” 
 
    “No clue,” Dusty confessed, “she hasn’t returned my texts or messages.” 
 
    Surprised, Carson studied Dusty’s serious face, sipping from her drink again. “That’s unusual and rather disturbing. Did she and Cherry have an argument?” 
 
    “Not that I’m aware of.” 
 
    Carson pressed for answers. “Did she quit?” 
 
    “No.” Careful not to say more than she should, Dusty omitted the part about Eternity leaving the last club night with Devon, breaking the contractual rule of no contact with members outside of work hours. “Hopefully she’ll get back to me soon. The members miss her, I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “Grayson?” Dusty called to the last dancer waiting to perform. “It’s your time to shine!” 
 
    “Already?” Dressed in a leather cat suit and chunky black platform boots, Grayson fixed her elaborate feathered mask in the mirror, double-checking her appearance. “Daphne’s routine was rather short. Wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Uh, I suppose.” Dusty considered Grayson’s point, offering her arm as she did for the dancers before her. “But the end of her routine was quite explosive.”  
 
    Grayson’s glitter-crusted red lips shined in the overhead light as she smiled, curious. “How so?” 
 
    “Well,” Dusty gave her a clue, “let’s just say the floor needed to be toweled off.” 
 
    Pausing before they exited the room to look Dusty straight in the face. “She was sweating that much? Poor girl! She needs to quiet her nerves before getting on stage.” 
 
    “She was a little sweaty,” Dusty informed, coy. “But when she dances, she gets a little carried away, down there, and… you know. She squirted.” 
 
    Impressed, Grayson gave an approving nod. “I wish I’d seen it for myself.” 
 
    “I have a feeling she’s not a one-trick pony.” Realizing Grayson wasn’t interested in being led by the arm, Dusty simply opened the door for her to pass through on her own. “You’ll find out soon enough.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Grayson presented herself to the members with Dusty a step behind, standing like a mysterious dark angel for the members to worship. The din of excited flirtation was quieted by her confident, enigmatic aura as she took control of the room.  
 
    Needing no one to introduce her, Grayson beamed a seductive smile at the drooling women watching her with deep want. “Good evening, ladies.” 
 
    Cherry welcomed her. “Ladies? This is Grayson, your final dancer for tonight’s festivities. Isn’t she stunning?” 
 
    The members agreed, giving their nods and words of approval, totally enthralled. 
 
    Carson cued up the third dancer’s playlist, aroused by the stealthy Domme’s swagger as she found center stage.  
 
    Dusty took a seat in the back of the room, not wanting to interfere as Grayson’s powerful routine went into fast gear. Reflecting on the smoking hot memories of watching little pet adoring and obeying her mistress while she auditioned, Dusty unbuttoned her shirt a few notches, needing to cool off. 
 
    Both Shayna and Daphne were transfixed by the radiant command Grayson had over all who watched her, mesmerized by her artistic expression and physical strength. They paused from fondling the other members surrounding them to honor the dark poetry Grayson spoke with her body. She stripped with passionate purpose until there was nothing left on her flesh but black tape in the shape of an X over her nipples. Pussy bare and smooth, Grayson smacked her mound several times, awakening their primal urges to fuck freely and with abandon.  
 
    At the end of her playlist, Grayson kept dancing, flowing to silent tune in her mind. And, no one looked away, caught by her provocative magic. 
 
    Then, suddenly, Grayson turned her attention to Cherry. Placing her hands on the boss’s shoulders, the Domme leaned in. “Can we fuck now?” 
 
    “All of us?” Cherry flashed a naughty smile. “Or just you and me?” 
 
    “You’re the owner of this fabulous and oh so dirty club,” Grayson reminded her. “In this instance, you tell me what to do.” 
 
    Cherry took Grayson’s lovely hands into her own. “This party is for the members. I’m simply on the sidelines with Dusty and Carson while you enjoy yourselves.” Rising to her feet, Cherry and Grayson stood eye to eye. “I’ll be watching.” Turning to the horny group, Cherry graciously excused herself. “You may start whenever ready.” 
 
    And ready they were. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN – Group Love 
 
      
 
    Aroused beyond measure, the Sapphic lovers were poised and ready to leap into the arms and legs of lesbian desire. The dancers instigated the next moves, undressing the six ladies on Grayson’s command, removing their shoes first from their pretty feet, followed by gentle foot and leg massages. Then, the dancers moved about the room, offering kisses and encouraging intimate touch.   
 
    Daphne curled into the lap of Nellie, loving the intoxicating scent of the floral perfume behind her ears and in between her breasts. Shayna played with Wendy and Sophie, teasing their necks and chests with soft brushstrokes from her lips. Crystal, Kelly and Tina delighted in worshiping Grayson’s thighs and ass as she bent over and flexed her glutes for them.  
 
    Dusty nudged Cherry. “Lucky ladies.” 
 
    She replied, “Indeed. Glad everything’s going smoothly.” 
 
    “How long do you want me to stand guard?”  
 
    Cherry raised her eyebrow at Dusty. “Until they’re done. Like always.” 
 
    “Are you staying to watch?” 
 
    “Yes.” Cherry searched her mind, trying to remember. “It’s been quite some time since I last witnessed an event as glorious as this one promises to be.” 
 
    Dusty understood, not wanting to miss a moment of the live sex playing out in the living room. “I’ll get us chairs, then.” 
 
      
 
    By the time Dusty returned, the dancers had the women half-dressed and highly titillated. From her DJ booth on the sidelines, Carson kept the music sexy, enhancing the erotic mood for the nine lesbian romancers fervently making out with each other.  
 
    Not willing to linger in light foreplay, Grayson pushed the group to the next level knowing they were ready for more.  
 
    “This is what we should do.” Inserting a knee between Crystal’s shapely legs, Grayson spread them apart, revealing her pussy barely covered by sheer panties. “Kelly and Tina? Test Crystal for wetness.” With a hand behind Kelly’s head, and one on Tina’s, Grayson guided their hungry faces towards Crystal’s pelvis. “Stick out your tongues, you dirty vagina whores.” 
 
    Cherry jumped a little in her seat, and so did Dusty, shocked but not offended by Grayson’s dominant tone and strong choice of words.   
 
    Kelly and Tina obeyed, greedily waiting for permission as they gazed at Crystal’s glistening mound with their tongues extended. 
 
    Grayson continued. “Pull her panties to the side.” 
 
    Crystal sighed with anticipation. “Yes, please do.” 
 
    Primed for their first Cherry Club experience, Kelly and Tina did as they were told, each wiggling their fingers under Crystal’s panties and moving the fabric from her delicate pussy lips.  
 
    “Now,” Grayson went on, “you may lick her clit. Slowly. Until I say further.” 
 
    Without hesitation, Kelly and Tina replied, “Yes, Mistress,” and dove in, darting their tongues onto Crystal’s most sensitive bud, careful not to move any faster than instructed. Gently slipping their oral muscles around the length of their new lover’s clit, they listened closely for their next command.  
 
    “Oh, God,” Crystal moaned, “that feels so good.”  
 
    Daphne couldn’t help but comment as she watched. “That looks so good!” 
 
    The others paused from their own nipple sucking and pussy fingering to watch the spicy threesome, turned on by the sight and sound of their fellow club member having her pussy licked by two gorgeous ladies at once.  
 
    Suddenly, the din of groans and sighs filled the space as nine woman went deeper with their sexual desires, freely touching, kissing, petting, escalating the orgy. Daphne and Shayna completely undressed Nellie, Wendy and Sophie before dropping to their knees, ready to serve their ladies. 
 
    “You two are so hot,” Nellie praised the dancers as she gazed down at their pretty faces, spreading her legs for whoever wanted to indulge on her pussy first. “I swear, I’m going to come the minute either of your tongues touches my...” 
 
    Before Nellie could finish the sentence, Shayna brazenly took the invitation, wedging her face between her sweet, thick thighs. “Yes, Shayna, do it for me!” Nellie cried, “Make my pussy come!” 
 
    Suckling and slurping all over the older woman’s tender clit, Shayna made “mewing” sounds as her response, vibrating her voice into Nellie’s aching pussy. She saw how close Nellie was to coming. Watching the overwhelmed expression on Nellie’s face turn to total ecstasy, Shayna speared her tongue deep into the panting lady’s clenching hole and held it there.  
 
    “Shayna, you fucking bitch,” growled Nellie, her eyes looking from Shayna’s juice-covered face to the other women in the room having their cunts eaten out. “This is amazing… incredible… I can hardly breathe!” 
 
    Not letting up, Shayna curled her speared tongue inside Nellie’s pussy until it hit her most sensitive spot. Nellie jerked and shook with orgasm, grabbing onto Shayna’s head. “Yes, yes...YES!” 
 
    Nellie’s orgasm shot through her body and reverberated through the room like a dirty movie playing in the background. 
 
    “Mmm,” Daphne said with delight, ready to escalate her own moves. She slid her right and left middle fingers inside Wendy and Sophie’s creamy vaginas simultaneously. “You ladies are so freaking wet!” 
 
    They nodded with urgency, gasping with the steady, deliberate pressure Daphne used finger fucking their squeezing passages. The ladies held hands, backs arching from the white heat building in their pelvises. “Such tight holes,” Daphne noted, daring to slip a second finger inside each of them. “Spread wider for me so I can go all the way in.” 
 
    Then, Crystal went off, crying out, gripping the couch as her hips jolted off the cushions. “I can’t hold back!”  
 
    “Make Crystal come!” Grayson spanked both Kelly and Tina’s bare asses as they diligently brought Crystal to an earth-shattering peak. “There she goes. Do it!” 
 
    Unable to utter a sound, Crystal’s head fell back, her mouth wide open, silently coming into the mouths of women she just met with total abandon. Her pussy splashed with an abundance of cum and her body convulsed with the power of her release.  
 
    Grayson held the willing heads of Kelly and Tina right there at Crystal’s opening. “Lap it up, whores. Get inside her hole and drink every drop, then make her come again.” 
 
    The lubricious sounds of busy tongues working Crystal’s swollen clit into blissful oblivion triggered a group reaction. Nellie lost control for the second time with Shayna locked on her cunt. Her core trembled with the force of it, closing her eyes as she buckled, coming like a wild feline, fierce and intense. Shayna held Nellie’s pelvis in place, keeping her mouth wide open on the wealthy woman’s vagina like a shark on prey with her thick tongue lodged inside of her. Nellie covered her face with her hands, crying with bliss, then slapped her own tits, lost in an orgasmic trance.  
 
    “Yesss,” Grayson approved of Nellie’s multiple releases, still holding Kelly and Tina on helpless Crystal, coming for the second time, too. “That’s what I like to hear—a big tit bitch coming like a freaking lunatic because of another woman’s tongue on her cunt.” 
 
    “Please,” Nellie begged the stripper between her legs, “let me have you, too! I want to taste your pussy so bad.” 
 
    Shayna grinned, her face glistening with cum. “Want me to sit on your face?” 
 
    Plunging her fingers mercilessly in and out of Wendy and Sophie’s sweet, dripping holes, Daphne voiced her opinion. “Yeah, straddle her, Shayna. Feed that poor starving woman from your juice box.” 
 
    On the verge of letting loose, Sophie clung to Wendy, who was fit to burst, too. “Are you feeling it?” Wendy asked, breathing deep, trying to stop herself from coming so soon.  
 
    “Uh huh,” Sophie agreed, pouting, holding her breath. 
 
    “Oh, look!” Daphne exclaimed with pride. “Two pussies at once!” 
 
    With a deep, throaty laugh, Grayson watched to see if Daphne could make them pop just as she did while dancing. “I can hear their pussies about to spurt.” 
 
    Overwhelmed by passion, Wendy and Sophie’s thighs shook as their pussies swelled tightly around Daphne’s long, forceful strokes. The girlfriends gave in to their suppressed desires, muttering, “oh god, oh god, oh god,” until they suddenly released their cum on the raven beauty burying her fingers inside of them.  
 
    “Boom, baby!” Daphne yelled like she hit the lottery, fingering the ladies at breakneck speed and triggering their inner faucets. She made a popping sound with her mouth right on cue, withdrawing her fingers just as their pussies gushed.  
 
    Sophie and Wendy screamed with joy, shivering from the heavenly release, shocked by their ejaculations. Daphne hovered over them, teasing with her soaking wet fingers like a gunslinger displaying her weapons of choice. “Open your mouths.” Daphne waited for their lips to part then slipped her coated fingers in. “Lick yourselves from my hands.”  
 
    Holding onto their chairs, Cherry and Dusty sat in profound astonishment over the decadent event playing out organically.   
 
    “I should get the towels,” Dusty whispered, but Cherry kept Dusty in her seat. 
 
    “Wait, don’t disturb their groove,” Cherry insisted. “I’ll pay the maid double her normal rate tomorrow. Just let this happen.” 
 
    Knowing not to argue with the boss, Dusty remained seated and took a quite sip of water, parched from witnessing the high-intensity fuck fest. 
 
    Shayna pinned Nellie to the couch and straddled her face. She fingered her own pussy before dabbing her juice on Nellie’s mouth. “So pretty,” Shayna complimented. “Taste good?” 
 
    “Delicious,” Nellie replied, extending her tongue for more. Shayna gave the lady what she wanted, circling her clit on the soft, flat surface of Nellie’s tongue. Suddenly, Nellie gasped, drawing her tongue back inside her mouth. Shayna looked over her shoulder to see Wendy with her face planted on Nellie’s mound, slathering her opening, ravenous.  
 
    Naturally moving through sex positions, Sophie took her turn devouring Daphne, eating her ass then dining on her luscious cunt. Kelly and Tina sprawled on the love seat in a stunning sixty-nine position, giving each other orgasm after orgasm.  
 
    “It’s your turn,” Grayson told Crystal, patting her own precious cunt. “Show me your gratitude.” 
 
    Drunk with lust, Crystal took a subservient position on her knees under Grayson, obediently servicing the dominant feline however she wanted. 
 
    Pulling her butt cheeks, Grayson revealed her tattooed asshole. “That’s where I like it, Crystal. Wiggle your tongue in my back door and keep it there until I say to take it out.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” Crystal swallowed before extending her tongue like a small stiff rod. Grayson pulled her asshole open, just enough for Crystal to maneuver inside her orifice. Instantly, she felt Grayson squeeze against her tongue with rhythmic pulses, pleasuring herself with Crystal’s captured tongue.  
 
    “See? That’s how you make a bitch like me do it,” Grayson explained. “Pump my ass, just like that.” 
 
    The sounds and sights of nine rapturous women devouring each other without fear or consequences, burying their faces, tongues, and fingers deep inside their pussies, mouths and asses was beyond spectacular. Bathing in a sea of nudity and sweaty flesh, their fancy hairdos and makeup were a thing of the past, disregarded in the pursuit of mutual passions.  
 
    An orgasmic orchestra, Dusty thought to herself, wishing the rule of no photography at the club didn’t exist, wanting to capture the insatiable women in full force. The visual stimulation was beyond anything Dusty could comprehend, and yet she yearned to be at the center of it, tonguing all of their pussies and bathing in their juices, too.  
 
    Grayson yelled at the ceiling as she grinded her cunt into Crystal’s wide open mouth. “Fucking hell! Fucking god damned HELL!”  
 
    The lesbian feeding frenzy quelled, all mesmerized by the ring leader coming in Crystal’s mouth and on her face. Her exhales were hard and heavy, grunting through her teeth, struggling to maintain the upper hand. Suddenly, Grayson hinged at her hips, falling over the unwavering subservient who obediently swallowed the Domme’s release, loud enough for the others to hear her gulp. 
 
    “Spank her!” Grayson ordered, motioning to the spellbound women as her legs buckled from the power of her orgasm. Crawling to her from their comfy love seats and couches, the cum-drunk women assembled around the voluntary slave.  
 
    “Do you see what she’s done to me?” Grayson hissed, failing to control the shaking in her legs with each flick of Crystal’s tongue. Crystal groaned and mewed as she lapped, taking on the sexy spankings from the spent lesbians without complaint.  
 
    Grayson flexed and changed positions, turning to grab Crystal’s face with both hands, going nose-to-nose with the upper-class bitch ingesting her cum. “What the fuck did you just do?” Grayson kissed Crystal as if she could steal her soul through her mouth before giving praise. “So, so naughty.” 
 
    Crystal held her position, not daring to move until permission was given.  
 
    With a forced exhale, Grayson released Crystal, setting her free to lounge on the couch and bask in the afterglow of the wondrous orgy with the sweet essence of Domme ass on her mouth.  
 
      
 
    Cocking her head, Grayson turned her attention to Cherry, looking for her approval or opinion. “So? How did it go? Was it as good for you as it was for us?” 
 
    Cherry stood and bowed her head to the group. “I thought it was extraordinary.” 
 
    Daphne toweled herself and her ladies off. “Can we keep going?” 
 
    The women agreed, limp and giddy, ready for a break and more champagne before the inevitable second round. 
 
    “Absolutely.” Cherry raised her glass to them. “Dusty? The ladies need refreshment.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT – Desire Sets Sail 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you don’t need for me to be there with you on the yacht?” Dusty asked Cherry for the second time since breakfast. “You’ve never run a club night without my assistance and I don’t take up much room.” 
 
    “I never said there wasn’t room for you, Dusty.” Cherry clarified, “I said there wasn’t need for you to be there, as in, your attendance isn’t mandatory. If you really want to go, then okay. I’m happy to have you with me.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cherry rolled her eyes, “don’t be silly. You can come with me to the yacht party tonight. You’re not excluded from my other endeavors. I just thought you’d want a night off after all the work you put into the house orgy.” 
 
    “Sweet!” Dusty fist bumped the air. “I had to ask again. I don’t mean to be a pesky kid, but I really want to go. I need a change of scenery. I’ve been in the house way too long.” 
 
    “And I want you, there,” Cherry stated, meaning it. With a wink, she added, “For some reason I thought you’d prefer a night off from the crazy that’s sure to ensue.” 
 
    “Well, I appreciate you caring about my mental well-being, but since the house orgy was a raging success, I feel I deserve to be on this new adventure, too.”  
 
    “It will be good to have you there.” Cherry noted the time: three o’ clock in the afternoon. “I honestly am not sure how the evening will roll out. My instinct says to let things unfold organically. But, the yacht isn’t my club—it’s Minx’s—therefore, there are different rules of engagement.” 
 
    Remembering Minx’s involvement, Dusty pondered the evolving situation. “Is Minx going to be there?” 
 
    “No.” Cherry checked her buzzing phone. “That’s the ship captain. I have to answer the call. Just be ready by five o’ clock dressed in your best, as usual. All the prep has been handled.” Clicking to answer, Cherry went in the direction of her bedroom suite. “Hello, Captain Lydia. Yes, my assistant and I are putting together final preparations...” 
 
    Dusty was cut off from the conversation by Cherry closing the bedroom door. For an odd moment, Dusty stood at the bottom of the steps wondering if she was the assistant Cherry mentioned on the phone. Of course it’s you, she told herself with a scolding voice. You are her only assistant. Yet, a whisper of doubt existed. Considering she’d been left in the dark on two of Cherry’s very important events in the recent past—the island, and her marital status—Dusty had good reason to wonder. 
 
      
 
    With a skip in her step, the high-class madam’s sidekick dashed to her quarters. Dusty sorted through the extensive collection of expensive designer suits she’d bought over the years. Her mind filled with questions, not sure how warm or cold to dress, or if she should bring a change of clothes. She envisioned the evening rolling out as any other club night, just set in a foreign environment, with waves, sailing to an unknown destination. Or, perhaps none at all?  
 
    A nervous rush made her heart pound, realizing she had no idea what to expect. Four Cherry Club members were set to sail with a group of ladies Dusty hadn’t met yet—that’s really all Dusty had to work with. That, and be dressed and ready by five.  
 
    Selecting a light gray designer suit she hadn’t worn yet, Dusty found the perfect suede shoes to go with it, and tasteful, modest jewelry to accent the look. There was a rumble of excitement in her stomach as she styled her short chestnut hair into masculine spikes, imagining herself on the forward deck with sea mist on her face. It felt like a vacation for her, even for just one night. It was something to do out of the norm, a chance to see new and familiar faces, maybe learn a few things about yachting as well. 
 
    A text message from Cherry lit up her phone’s screen. Come to my office. We have details to discuss. With champagne.  
 
    Suddenly back in the game, Dusty thumbed a reply: Be right there. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Champagne popped, poured and sipped, Cherry handed a stack of head shots and bios to Dusty. “Here are the club members we’ve inherited from Minx.” 
 
    “Ah.” Looking the pretty pictures over, Dusty gave their bios a quick read. “All wealthy and gorgeous. I expected no less.”  
 
    “Right?” Cherry explained, “They were hand selected by Minx from her patronage. Kara, Anya, Taylor, Narisha, Jayden and Hunter. All but two have been her members for more than five years, so, these ladies are well-seasoned pussy connoisseurs.” 
 
    “Who are the two newbies?” 
 
    “Anya and Taylor.” Cherry studied Dusty’s suit, approving of her tasteful, androgynous look. “Both live here on the west coast and haven’t attended a club night yet.” 
 
    “Are they girlfriends?” 
 
    A wicked smile curled on Cherry’s bronzed and blushed face. “Yes. Isn’t that cute?” 
 
    “Adorable.” Dusty contemplated different romantic scenarios. “If they react similarly to how Kelly and her friend, Tina, behaved at the orgy, my guess is they’ll have the time of their lives.” 
 
    Confident in her ability to make lustful events magical and wondrous, Cherry replied, “No doubt.” 
 
    “Katherine and Avery are quite excited about tonight,” Dusty informed, keeping her tone low-key. “And, so is Devon.” 
 
    “Good.” Cherry drew a calm breath. “Looking forward to seeing them.” 
 
    “All three have asked how you’re doing.” 
 
    “Oh?” Her eyes lit, loving her long-term diamond-level members. “You told them I’m fine? Correct?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. Also, Rosalie has canceled—an unexpected business trip with her husband.”  
 
    “Okay.” Cherry asked, “Any word from Bethany?” 
 
     Dusty shrugged, lowering her gaze. “None.” 
 
    “Well,” Cherry replied, not liking the news, “it is what it is, then. She’ll show her face eventually.” 
 
    Dusty let the conversation float, not wanting to upset Cherry or disturb her focus, knowing the subject of Bethany was touchy and loaded with triggers. There was a much bigger issue at hand—getting nine women onto a yacht, six of which she hadn’t met yet. “Cherry? Where are we sailing to? You never told me.” 
 
    “Nowhere in particular,” Cherry informed, “just up the coast and back. Ready?” 
 
    Dusty nodded, feeling a flurry of butterflies in her chest. “You know it.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Cherry’s chauffeur pulled the limousine into the drop-off zone where a tall blond woman with an athletic build waited for their arrival.  
 
    “That’s the captain,” Cherry informed Dusty. “Lydia Hines.” 
 
    “Cool.” Buzzing with excitement, Dusty got a glimpse of the impressive yachts lining the dock and wondered which one was theirs, or rather, Minx’s. “She’s hotter than her photos.” 
 
    Cracking a grin, Cherry agreed. “I love a woman in a nautical uniform.” 
 
    Dusty laughed. “Great smile, too.” 
 
    Parked, the chauffeur came around and opened the door for Cherry and Dusty. One after the other they stepped out of the vehicle and presented themselves to Lydia who stood tall and steady, like a woman who could handle anything and feared nothing.  
 
    “Good evening,” Lydia spoke first, offering handshakes to the party planner and her assistant. “Lovely to meet you both in person.” 
 
    “Hello, captain.” Dusty shook her hand and looked her straight in the eyes. “The pleasure is mine. This is Dusty.” 
 
    “Good to meet you, Dusty.” 
 
    “Hi.” A little awestruck by how tall Lydia was, Dusty felt as if she should bow to the first-in-command. “It’s been a long time since I was last on a boat.” 
 
    Exuding more charm than any woman Dusty had ever met, Lydia gave a gracious smile. “On behalf of Neptune and I, welcome back.” 
 
    “Thanks!” Dusty shared, “I brought Dramamine, the non-drowsy formula, just in case.” 
 
      “Good.” Lydia lead them on a short jaunt to the fifth yacht in the elegant lineup, Mermaid’s Lair. “Just FYI – I always have a bottle or two on hand for anyone who needs a little help adjusting to the sea.” 
 
    “Noted,” Cherry replied for Dusty. “What an impressive ship she is.” 
 
    “Indeed.” With pride, Lydia offered for Cherry and Dusty to board the ship before her. “She’s incredible. One of my favorites.” 
 
    Cherry inquired, “You have others?” 
 
    “I’m a captain for hire,” Lydia informed. “I work for the highest bidder.”  
 
    Standing there waiting for them on the deck was Lydia’s adorable stewardess dressed in a tight, short navy skirt and white blouse buttoned down just enough to reveal a little cleavage. “Cherry and Dusty, this is my amazing stewardess, Zoe. Anything you need, she’s the one to tell.” 
 
    “Wonderful. Hi, Zoe.” Cherry gave the stewardess a warm hug before admiring her with a maternal gaze. “Looking forward to working with you.” 
 
    “The feeling is mutual,” Zoe told her, crossing her hands behind her hips. “Let’s make it a fantastic voyage.” 
 
    “Yes, let’s do that,” Dusty chimed in, offering Zoe a handshake, disguising her attraction to the feminine servant with professional aloofness. “Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “You, too, Dusty.” Zoe stayed close to Lydia’s side as the yacht tour commenced. “Since no one will be staying overnight, the rooms are first come, first served. No assignments will be made.” 
 
    “Okay.” Dusty nodded, having little knowledge of the ship’s interior. “How many bedrooms are there?” 
 
    Cherry answered her first. “Three.” 
 
    “Correct.” Lydia gave a thumbs up. “A master and two guest bedrooms.” Opening the bedroom doors for them to view, Lydia waited to give more information while they checked out each one, liking their “Ohhh’s” and “Ahhh’s”. “And, of course, the guests are free to go about their business wherever they prefer, as long as they’re within the ship’s safety rules.” 
 
    “Understood,” Cherry told her after examining and approving all three rooms. “I love the décor and choice of linens. And that fantastic scent in the air. What is it?” 
 
    Zoe blushed. “My perfume. I give each room a healthy dose of it.” 
 
    Intoxicated by the floral scent, Cherry swooned a little. “I need to get my hands on a bottle as soon as possible.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure it will smell lovely on you,” Zoe flirted with her, genuine in her assessment. 
 
    Onward, Lydia took them to the rest of the public areas—the formal dining room, living room, interior bar and lounge, kitchen, and then instructed Cherry and Dusty on ship safety. All the while, Dusty took long, slow breaths through her nose, trying to stay grounded with the light sway of the boat.  
 
    “Dusty?” Lydia noticed the pale tone to Dusty’s face. “Now is probably the best time to take your seasick pills. The guest will be boarding in less than thirty minutes.” 
 
    Cherry agreed, pointing Dusty to the kitchen. “Yes, now is the perfect time to do that.”  
 
    Dusty shuffled off, reminding herself they hadn’t left the dock yet. She hated the notion of being too ill to enjoy the trip and put her faith in modern medicine to ease her stomach. To her delight, a pretty olive-skinned beauty in chef’s clothes worked diligently prepping an appetizer platter at the center island inside of the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh, hi,” Dusty greeted, patting her chest. “The captain sent me for a glass of water to take a dose of Dramamine.” Noticing the plastic cups on the counter, Dusty asked, “May I?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” the chef responded, diverting her eyes from the food creation to make eye contact with Dusty. An instant recognition of attraction fluttered through them both. “The water from the faucet is filtered and safe to drink.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Dusty filled the glass, and awkward stranger in an unfamiliar house. “I’m Dusty. Cherry’s assistant.” 
 
    “Cherry’s the manager?”  
 
    “Uh, yes.” Dusty swallowed the pills, drinking the whole glass as a chaser. “She is.” 
 
    “”Nice.” The chef’s hands moved quickly across the platter adding finishing touches. “Welcome aboard.” 
 
    “Thank you.” The cold water hit Dusty’s empty stomach and made a sound. “Sorry, I guess I’m hungry and seasick.” 
 
    Laughing, the chef shrugged. “No worries. I’m Jasmine, in charge of the kitchen for our coastal jaunt tonight.” 
 
    “Hello.” Dusty patted her chest again, feeling her hunger grow. “Are there any snacks to eat? A slice of bread? A cracker?” 
 
    “Sure.” Jasmine motioned to a cabinet. “Look in there.” 
 
    Finding a box of wafer crackers, Dusty took a stack before returning the package to the cabinet. “These are perfect. Thanks.” 
 
    “Feel free to help yourself.” 
 
    With a mouthful of crackers, she mumbled, “Okay, I will.” 
 
    “We’re not serving a formal dinner,” Jasmine explained, cleaning her hands, “but there will be plenty of snacks.” 
 
    Dusty caught herself drooling over the appetizer plate. “What you’ve made looks delicious.” 
 
    “Thanks. It’s for the guests,” Jasmine told her, not meaning to be rude. “They’ll be here soon.” 
 
    “Yes.” Suddenly feeling too casual, Dusty reminded herself this wasn’t a social outing, but a work trip. “How can I help you?” 
 
    Just then, Zoe entered, looking eager to get the festivities started. “How are you feeling, Dusty?” 
 
    Noticing her symptoms slightly subsiding, Dusty told her, “Better, I think. Crackers helped.” 
 
    “Good!” Putting two drink trays on the counter, Zoe assembled ten champagne flutes. “Can you help me pop champagne and get these glasses filled for the guests?” 
 
    In the company of two hot ladies, Dusty jumped to action, ready to do her part. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    One by one, the elegant guests boarded the yacht, dressed in their finest designer outfits and pricey jewelry. Cherry stood like a beacon of light as she greeted the guests with genuine warmth and hospitality. First on deck were new members Taylor and Anya, arm and arm, smitten.  
 
    Cherry recognized the naughty lovebirds from their photos. “Good evening, wonderful ladies. I’m Cherry, your hostess for our women-only cruise. We spoke over the phone.” Turning to the captain and stew, Cherry continued, “This is Captain Lydia and Zoe, your stewardess.” 
 
    Impressed with Cherry’s gracious attitude, the girlfriends thanked her while exchanging customary hugs and kisses. Lydia hugged and kissed them, too, just before Zoe put two crystal flutes filled with bubbly in their hands.   
 
    Next to arrive were the experienced members, Kara, Narisha, Jayden and Hunter, strutting confidently over the footbridge as one hungry group, ready to satisfy their lustful appetites. Lydia and Cherry exchanged intuitive glances, imagining a rowdy evening unfolding with these women.  
 
    “Hello, there, ladies.” Cherry opened her arms, embracing each one of the wealthy MILFS and cougars as they passed by to bestow more air-kisses and hugs on Lydia, Zoe and Dusty. 
 
    Then, Cherry released an audible sigh, seeing Avery, Katherine and Devon stepping out of a stretch limo, looking lovelier than ever. The familiar gleam of excitement in their facial expressions reminded Cherry of how dearly she loved them, and how relieved she was that the New York trip hadn’t soured their professional relationship. Waving at her loyal members, Cherry refrained from calling out their names as they arrived at the gangway. 
 
    “There they are!” Cherry gave a little clap, not wanting to show too much favoritism. “Welcome aboard! I’m so glad you three accepted my invitation.” 
 
    Katherine grabbed Cherry like an old friend and held her chest to chest. “I’ve been dying to see you, Cherish. You blew my mind, and not in a good way, on our last trip together.” 
 
    “I know.” Guilty, Cherry dropped her guard. “I’m sorry I put you through that.” 
 
    Offering a positive, Avery added, “Well, your decision has obviously paid off. For all of us here on this super yacht.” 
 
    “I’m glad you think so!” Cherry hugged Avery, rocking her gently. “Goodness, I’ve missed you two.” Turning to the drop-dead gorgeous leggy runway model, Cherry embraced Devon. “Hi, beautiful. You look sensational.” 
 
    “Thank you, Cherry.” Devon struck a pose, showing off her designer dress and sexy-as-fuck stiletto heels. “I’m on the rebound, you know. I have to look my best for the ladies.” 
 
    “I heard,” Cherry empathized, “let’s definitely chat about the situation later. I want to hear what happened.” 
 
    “Not much to tell,” Devon told her, shrugging off the lingering post-breakup remorse. “She just left on her own accord, and hasn’t made a peep since. So? What’s a girl to do?” 
 
    Cherry paused, considering what Devon said, then leaned in to whisper in her ear. “I was referring to what happened with Bethany.” 
 
    Caught, Devon’s mind raced with different excuses for breaking the club rules. “Oh. Yes, of course. Not much to say on that subject, either.”  
 
    Raising an eyebrow, Cherry disliked the notion of Bethany vanishing without a trace. “Still, there are things I need to know.” 
 
    Devon gave in, not wanting to argue with the woman who owned the entrance to the floating lesbian wonderland. “Okay. Just catch me before I’m neck deep in pussy. Because once I dive in, my brain stops working.” 
 
    Laughing, Cherry gave the naughty supermodel a playful spank on her firm bottom. “I totally understand, and feel the same way.”  
 
    “Good evening, lovely guests.” Lydia called for their attention. “Please, allow me to escort you three to where the other guests are mingling. I need to get the ship off the dock so we can really get this party started.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” Cherry encouraged. “Let the captain take you.” 
 
    Encircling her arm over Lydia’s, Katherine gave a coy smile. “Captain? Pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    “The pleasure is mine,” Lydia replied as she led them to temptation. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Hearing the motor ignited, Cherry felt her emotions rise, energized, excited for the mingling ladies about to get wild with each other. “We’re about to leave the dock. I suggest stepping out onto the main deck for departure. Bring your drinks, if you’d like.”  
 
    The lounge filled with a rush of group enthusiasm as the ladies collected their champagne glasses before heading out the sliding glass doors to party out in the open. There was no hesitation for casual yet affectionate touching among the guests, rubbing bottoms and hips, linking arms around their waists, overflowing with joyful infatuation.  
 
    Cherry handed Dusty two bottles of champagne. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    Dusty burped a little. “Better. The medicine worked fast. Also,” Dusty shared, “the chef is smokin’ hot. She’s totally my type.” 
 
    “Dusty!” Cherry gave her an incredulous look. “Keep your dick in your pants for a moment, please.” She gave a sarcastic laugh. “At least until the party gets rolling.” 
 
    “Yes, sorry.” Dusty refocused her level head and followed Cherry to the deck. 
 
      
 
    With expert precision, Captain Lydia sailed the yacht from the harbor and into open water. Already in party mode, the women embraced each other while dancing to the ambient playlist coming through the deck speakers as the ship rolled gently from side to side.  
 
    “This is lovely.” Cherry inhaled as if in meditation, holding her breath before a long exhale, enjoying the spritz of sea mist on her face and hair. The ocean’s scent reminded Cherry of her island, and how much she loved being there, swimming naked with her lovers. 
 
    “Cherry?” Dusty nudged her arm. “Two of the members are undressing by the Jacuzzi.” 
 
    Snapping to attention, Cherry’s vision zoomed in on Hunter and Jayden stripping from their party clothes.  
 
    “Well, then.” Cherry commented, watching the sexy situation. “Getting right down to business, are they? Good for them. Why are you so concerned?” 
 
    “I mean,” Dusty folded her arms over her chest, “is that allowed?” 
 
    “What? Skinny dipping on a private yacht?” Cherry shrugged, surprised at Dusty’s concern. “You heard what the captain said. As long as the ladies observe safety rules, and as long as we’re not in the harbor, and as long as their actions are safe and consensual, they can do whatever they want. They can have sex wherever they want, bedrooms, lounge, deck or Jacuzzi. If these ladies choose to have water sex in front of the other members and crew, they’re allowed.” 
 
    “Got it.” Dusty stood corrected.  
 
    Cherry added, “But keep an eye on things. We don’t want anyone falling overboard.” 
 
    “No.” Dusty shook her head. “We certainly don’t.” 
 
      
 
    Shameless, unrestricted, and fully naked, Hunter and Jayden went hand-in-hand into the Jacuzzi, careful not to slip as the boat gradually picked up speed against the waves. 
 
    Zoe offered a hand to help them, too, then asked, “Can I bring you drinks? Cocktails? Champagne?” 
 
    “I’ll have pink champagne,” Jayden replied with a giggle as Hunter’s hands found the curve of her bare hips. “How about you, Hunter?” 
 
    “Same. Thank you.” Hunter wrapped her legs around Jayden’s, joining their bodies. Vagina on vagina, their pussies touched with gentle pulses underwater. Kissing passionately, the women went with the flow of things, ready to indulge their naughty impulses. 
 
    Cherry and Dusty moved closer to the action, observing the new lovers as they engaged in spontaneous love making. Dusty felt her heart skip over the beauty displayed between the two horny women with their breasts floating and moving together. The sound of their sighs caused a stir in Cherry’s center that made her pussy damp.  
 
    Drawn into Hunter and Jayden’s organic desire, Cherry whispered to Dusty. “Wow. Look at them go.” 
 
    “I’m transfixed,” Dusty whispered back, “but, I feel like we shouldn’t be watching.” 
 
    “Nonsense.” Cherry handed a bottle of Champagne to Zoe as she passed by on her way to the bar. “They want us to watch. If they didn’t, they would’ve opted to do their lovemaking in one of the bedrooms.” 
 
    Dusty agreed with her boss’s logic despite feeling awkward, and took a few steps back, not wanting to hover too close.     
 
    Hunter and Jayden’s bodies moved with fluidity, stimulating their nipples and breasts against each other as the water swished between them. Their mouths and tongues danced with soft, thoughtful motions, French-kissing like seasoned lesbian lovers.  
 
    They’re like mermaids, Cherry thought to herself, falling into a splendid memory of Harlow and Kristen as she watched Hunter and Jayden’s bodies swirl in decadent circles. Glorious lovers basking in the nude under the moon and all the stars. She longed to be with her blonde beauties, floating in bliss. 
 
    “Ladies?” Zoe chirped, handing them each a fresh flute of champagne. “Here you are. Please, enjoy.” 
 
    Hunter and Jayden thanked Zoe and took their glasses before resuming kissing. 
 
    “Anything else for you two?” Zoe asked, covering her bases before moving on to serve the other guests. They answered her by moaning, “uh-uh”, which she took as a “no”. 
 
    Discarding the glasses in favor of full-on fucking, Hunter and Jayden appeared as two libidinous sharks with arms and legs wrapped around each other in a tight embrace, just fluid enough for their bodies to rub and stimulate their swollen, sensitive clits. Sighs of ecstasy grew louder and louder, bumping and rolling their vaginas together.  
 
    Suddenly, Hunter cried out as Jayden hips moved with a faster pace, focused on making her lover come. “Fuck!” Hunter groaned, holding Jayden’s undulating body to hers for a deep and fast grind. Her pussy puckered and clenched on Jayden’s, ready to burst. “This woman’s cunt is fucking amazing!” she announced to anyone who cared, which everyone was watching. 
 
    Cherry gave Katherine, Avery and Devon a suggestive smile as they quieted their flirtations to bear witness to the scintillating water sex reaching an inspiring peak. Taylor, Anya, Kara and Narisha joined in the viewing party, too, not wanting to miss the building explosion. 
 
    Dusty wanted to fan herself, overheating in the cool night air, but kept her hands clasped behind her back, taking one deep breath after another as orgasmic passions heightened before the group. Every woman there wanted to jump in that tub, fully clothed or stripped naked, but none could move, stunned by the raw decadence.  
 
    “There it is!” Hunter growled with delirious eyes as pleasure soared from her core to her chest. “She’s going to make me!” She held on for dear life to a woman she barely knew, lost in the power of her thrusts, shaking uncontrollably. “So fucking good!” 
 
    “Yes!” Jayden called out, excited for her conquest. “I love how your pussy feels, coming on me like that!” Her thrusts accelerated, gearing up for her own release, zoning in on the creamy cum covering her own clit from Hunter’s sweet opening. “God, your fucking little cunt is making me crazy. I just want to fuck it, and fuck it, and FUCK IT!”  
 
    Screaming through a clenched jaw, Jayden came without warning. Pussies pressed together, they surrendered as one, coming hard and long, wave after wave, rising and falling in glorious sync with each other. Their cunts went at it, opening against opening, exchanging cum while keeping their clits fully stimulated. Both shook and shuddered, limbs tightly intertwined, flexing pelvis and hip muscles until the ecstatic sensations electrified the waters around them.  
 
    A collective exhale from the captivated audience turned Hunter and Jayden’s gasps and sighs into laughter. Exuding exquisite joy, the mood mellowed as the lovemaking calmed to subtle bumps and feminine grinds to keep their orgasms lingering.  
 
    Cherry initiated a gracious round of applause for the bold and brave ladies leading the sexual soiree. “That was marvelous,” she commented. “Who’s next?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
     “So, tell me more about why you’re here on the slut cruise,” joked Devon, lounging near the interior bar with girlfriends Taylor and Anya. The attraction ran deep between the three sexually curious ladies as they nuzzled up to the notion of a decadent threesome taking place before the evening was through.  
 
    “It’s Taylor’s birthday,” Anya shared, stroking her lover’s bare shoulder. “We’ve been teasing each other with dirty talk about doing something beyond our usual comfort zone.” 
 
    “So, Anya surprised me with this magnificent gift,” Taylor chimed in, sending Devon lustful looks. “Proving she’s more daring than me, even though she likes to act submissive.”  
 
    “I like it.” The supermodel flashed her long, seductive legs sculpted for walking catwalks, dangling a high-heeled stiletto from the heel of her left foot. “Have you two done something like this before?” 
 
    Meekly, Anya replied, “Only in our fantasies.” 
 
    “Nice. First time.” A wicked smile curled on Devon’s face. “I like playing with women who are new to experimenting.”  
 
    Devon’s reveal sent a flutter of wanton desire into Taylor and Anya’s pelvises.  
 
    “I respect boundaries,” Devon went on, undressing the girlfriends with her mind. “And, I love licking two pussies at once.” Waiting a beat to see their favorable reactions, she added, “If you’re into that kind of thing.”    
 
    Blushing, Anya answered, “Oh, yes. I think we’re very interested in trying that out.” 
 
    Taylor didn’t contradict her lover’s statement. “Yes, I think we are, too.” 
 
    “Well, then.” Devon took a long, cool sip of the icy vodka martini she cupped in her hands while her eyes softly focused on their pretty, glowing faces. “Happy birthday, Taylor. I’m interested in making your fantasies come true.” 
 
    A moment of silence passed as the girlfriends considered Devon’s proposal.  
 
    The birthday girl leaned forward to touch Devon’s knee. Her fingers swirled in little circles over the curve and bend of Devon’s leg before she replied. “I’d like that. You’re super fucking sexy. I’d love to have hot sex with you.” 
 
    Anya nodded with serious interest. “Me, too.” 
 
    “Good.” Devon cupped Taylor’s chin, poised to make the first move. “Let’s get crazy.” Devon kissed Taylor’s mouth. Anya’s pussy dampened gazing at their lingering kiss, wanting to share in it.  
 
    “Ohhh,”Anya sighed, watching the intoxicating sight of female lips blending in a symphony of smoldering desire. “That looks delicious.” 
 
    The kissing blazed on, disregarding previous ideals in favor of sexual abandon. Anya worked her way inside Devon and Taylor’s kissing, moving her mouth with theirs, and feeling the heat building between them. 
 
    Breaking from their tantalizing French-kissing first, Devon licked her lips, liking the flavor the girlfriends left on her mouth. “I’m good with making love right here. Unless you’d like to seek out a bedroom?” 
 
    Their hearts raced, looking to each other for a difference in opinion and not finding one.  
 
    “I’m down with going for it exhibitionist style,” Taylor replied, brave, ready to go all out. “Bedrooms are so basic.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Devon agreed, connecting with them more and more. “Then open your legs, Taylor, and let me get in there.” 
 
    “Here, allow me.” Anya took action to satisfy Devon’s demand, separating Taylor’s legs at the knees and opening them wide. Her lace panties damp at the center, Taylor lifted her hips to show off her womanly cunt to the gorgeous lady about to devour her.  
 
    “Nice,” Devon purred, sliding down to the floor. She stationed on her knees, placing her hands on Taylor’s taut inner thighs. Her pussy reminded Devon of a delicate flower encased with pretty lace, waiting to be suckled of its honey. “Such sweetness.” Inhaling the scent of the juicy treat awaiting the first lick, Devon felt a rumble in her center. “I’m suddenly very hungry.” 
 
    Shivering with anticipation, Taylor made eye contact with Anya and gave her loving kisses before asking, “Are you ready to watch her do what only you’ve done since we met five years ago?”  
 
    Before she could answer, Devon was on Taylor’s pussy, shameless and aggressive, wiggling the lace crotch to the right with her probing fingers. Taylor was wet, and Devon couldn’t wait, inserting her middle finger till she was knuckle-deep inside her slick hole.  
 
    “No she didn’t,” Taylor gasped with the rush of sensations. 
 
    “Yes, she did,” Anya confirmed, her eyes wide on the naughty view of Devon moving her longest finger in an out of her girlfriend’s cunt. “I could come just seeing her do that to you.” 
 
    “You like it?” Devon asked, coy, but knowing the answer. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Taylor replied, failing to control the excited shake in her legs. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    Taylor’s wetness was audible, catching the attention of Zoe as she passed them with a tray of cocktails. “Oh my god,” Taylor moaned, feeling a rush of white heat through her pelvis.  
 
    A vicious smile spread across Devon’s face. “Such tightness.” She swiped her tongue back and forth over Taylor’s clit, pausing between licks. “Mmm mmm mmm.”  
 
    Lost in pleasure, Taylor could barely stand to look at Devon’s beautiful face as she treated her cunt like a gourmet lollipop, twirling her swell with the tip of tongue. She clung to Anya, pacing her breath as Devon slid a second finger inside her dripping passage and found her most sensitive spot. “There she is. Soft and tender, wanting to let go.” 
 
    “Ahhh!” Crying out, Taylor’s hips buckled against Devon’s mouth.  
 
    “More, more, more.” Anya slid her own fingers over Taylor’s mound and separated her pussy lips for Devon’s tongue. “She’s so close. And I’m so fucking turned on watching you make her...” 
 
    “Anya!” A hard tremble shot through Taylor’s core. She squeezed and clenched on Devon’s fingers massaging her magic button to the point of climax. Sighing loud enough for all the ladies on the boat to hear, Taylor cried out, “She’s got me good!” 
 
    “Do it to her,” Anya instructed again and again, fascinated by how fast and steady Devon’s relentless mouth worked over her girlfriend’s quivering cunt. Her fingertips moved with Devon’s tongue, bringing Taylor to the very edge… 
 
    Her back arching with the force of it, Taylor let her passions flow. “I’m coming!”  
 
    Devon’s eyes glowed as Taylor released, wave after wave. She held her tongue flat on Taylor’s swollen clit, drawing cum with her fingers into her hungry mouth and swallowing every drop. “Mmm hmm.” 
 
    Kissing her ecstatic girlfriend, Anya laughed between breaths, pleased, excited, wet between her thighs. “That’s so hot. You like coming on Devon’s pretty face. Don’t you?” 
 
    Out of her mind and lost in her body, Taylor nodded her answer.  
 
    Generous, Devon shared her cum-covered fingers with Anya. “She’s a tasty one.” 
 
    Anya agreed, savoring the offer and licking Devon clean. “Let’s switch positions.” 
 
    “Where do you want me?” Devon asked, giving gentle kisses to Taylor’s spent pussy.  
 
    “I want your ass,” Anya stated, bold, directed, slipping away as Taylor’s support to reposition behind Devon’s sumptuous bottom and get some for herself.  
 
    Taylor took Devon’s face in her hands and kissed her glistening lips. “Thank you,” she purred, “that was sensational.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Devon purred in return, reacting with lust to the tickling sensations of Anya’s tongue teasing the pucker between her bare bottom cheeks. “Your girlfriend’s tongue is in my ass.”  
 
    “I know.” Taylor stretched her limbs and moved her hands from Devon’s face to her natural breasts. She stimulated her nipples through her dress, rolling them in slow, gentle circles till she felt the little buds stiffen. “Doesn’t she have the slickest, softest tongue?” 
 
    “Yes,” Devon groaned, lifting her chest so Taylor could remove her dress from her shoulders. “I want your mouth on my tits while she tongue-fucks me from behind.” 
 
    “Ohhh, yum yum.” Securing her grip under the silky fabric, Taylor eased the dress from Devon’s smooth shoulders, exposing her supple bosom and pouting nipples. Between her thumbs and middle fingers Taylor rubbed Devon’s sensitive nubs, loving how the supermodel sighed from her unfamiliar touch. “I love your tits.”  
 
    Exchanging naughty looks, Devon glanced from Anya licking and probing her ass hole and Taylor stimulating her breasts. “And I love having two gorgeous women on me. Keep going. Take me all the way.” 
 
    The girlfriends diligently went to work to bring Devon to orgasm with delicious passion, syncing their motions for her distinct pleasure. Anya lubed her tongue with hot saliva before driving it inside Devon’s tight hole like a horny ass lover. She kept her eyes on Taylor, sharing her desire through their intuitive connection as her head bobbed up and down between Devon’s backside mounds. Devon’s sphincter clenched on Anya’s tongue, holding it captive then releasing it, heightening the delicious heat building in her core.  
 
    Devon gazed at Taylor’s playful suckling, hypnotized by her red lips encircling her nipples as she drew them into her warm mouth and swirled the sweet flesh around and around. 
“Yes,” she instructed Taylor with bated breath, “just like that. Suck, suck, suck, sexy girl, and make me come on your girlfriend’s face.” 
 
    “You like it when she tongue’s your ass?” Taylor asked, well-aware of the answer. 
 
    “She’s got a fat tongue and knows how to use it,” Devon told Taylor between gasps, her entire body moving back and forth with Anya’s oral ass fucking.  
 
    Taylor gave Devon a knowing smile, tugging on her breasts with her mouth and hands. With a naughty pop, Taylor broke the suction. “Can you come from just your ass being licked? Or..?” Deciding to show what she had in mind instead of speaking the words, Taylor took hold of Devon’s cunt with her free hand and inched her fingers inside her soaking wet vaginal opening. “My goodness, Devon, you’re gushing.” 
 
    “Of course I am.” Laughing with sultry lust, Devon shook from the thrill of it. She pushed back on the pressure of female fingers filling her pussy and a thick, wet tongue dancing inside her ass. “How could I not with you bitches making hard moves on me?” 
 
    “Then come on us.” Pushing her fingers in as far as she could, Taylor gave Devon the climax-inducing treatment that caused her own pussy to explode. “Just like you made me do on you.” Bending at the knuckles, Taylor expertly glided her fingers in and out of Devon’s slick honey and found her most sensitive inner trigger. “Ohhh.” Taylor probed her deeper with more purpose, quickening her pace till Devon trembled through her core. “Is that what you wanted, pretty slut? For me to tease your pussy senseless?” 
 
    “Yes,” Devon grunted, shaking out-of-control. “Keep your fucking fingers in my fucking cunt and make it purr and drip and spurt.” 
 
    “So many demands,” Taylor noted, loving their erotic interaction, ready to take Devon over the edge. “How about...now?” 
 
    Strengthening her position, Taylor pressed on Devon’s inner swell and locked her thumb in high speed circles on her clit. The exotic combination drove Devon into an inescapable orgasm. She howled into the air, fiercely coming, buckling in the hands and mouth of two hot chicks she didn’t even know an hour before they agreed to fuck each other into bliss.  
 
    “Yes!” Devon cried, wanting every woman on the ship to hear her. “NOW!” 
 
    Little spurts of pussy cum released from Devon’s tender cunt. Taylor flecked droplets with her fingers onto Anya’s hungry face, desperate for a taste of the hairless peach she’d neglected in order to satisfy her more kinky desires.  
 
    “Move your fingers,” Anya demanded from her girlfriend before her mouth devoured Devon’s vagina from clit to her precious cunt hole. She slurped long and deep, lavishing her pussy with a luxurious tongue bath.  
 
    “Oh my fuckin’…” Devon tried to say, about to pass out from the intensity. She gazed down at Taylor, still clinging to her breasts, floating in a delirious dream somewhere far beyond the ship that rocked beneath their tawdry lovemaking. Her pussy spent and drained of its juice by a lady who’d left her comfort zone without regret, Devon basked in the exquisite experience. “So, that was fun.” 
 
    “Yes,” Taylor agreed, fantasizing about fucking Devon for the rest of the night. “Let’s order a round of drinks and keep on playing with each other.” 
 
    Anya gave kisses to Devon’s inner and outer thighs. “Good plan.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    In the lush master bedroom, Katherine and Avery made themselves comfortable on the King-size bed with two other lovely, mature ladies, Kara and Narisha.  
 
    “Are you two together?” Narisha asked the casual, flirtatious couple relaxing on the plushy, lavender-scented pillows next to them.  
 
    Katherine gave Avery’s buxom chest a playful squeeze. “On occasion.” With a wink to her new bed mates, she added, “But we prefer to fuck other people.” 
 
    Avery blew an adoring kiss to Katherine, the only other woman she’d ever known who rivaled her unquenchable need for an abundance of pussy. “Truth is, we’re married to men who don’t mind us being diamond-level members of the Cherry Club.” 
 
    Kara raised an eyebrow. “The Cherry Club?” 
 
    Katherine and Avery glanced at each other. “Yes.” Avery appeased their curious facial expressions. “We’ve been members for years and years. We love Cherish. She’s spoiled us with spontaneous experiences beyond our wettest dreams.” 
 
    Kara kept her eyebrow raised. “You mean, the woman who’s managing tonight’s experience? She’s a club owner, too?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” Katherine intertwined her legs with Avery. “Wait, you two aren’t members?” 
 
    “We are,” Narisha explained, “but, we were invited by Minx. We’re patrons of her other locations. One of her assistants asked if we wanted to attend the yacht party while on our extended trip to the west coast. How could we say no?” 
 
    “Ah.” Katherine caressed Avery’s hip, warming her hands in hopes of touching Narisha and Kara’s bare breasts. She set aside her own misgivings about Minx in favor of having a tawdry evening indulging in her favorite erotic activity. “So, where do you two normally live then? And, are you two a couple?” 
 
    “We live on St. Martin,” Kara shared, “and, yes, we are a couple, who also prefer to fuck other women.” 
 
    “Love it,” Avery told them.  
 
    “Your wedding rings?” Kara pointed to the large sparkling rocks prominent on Katherine and Avery’s left ring fingers. “To each other, or?” 
 
    Avery adjusted her flawless stone, admiring it, shameless. “We have husbands. Luckily, our men understand and support our self-care regimen. Our version of spending a day at the spa.” 
 
    Narisha and Kara cracked a grin over Avery’s admittance of open infidelity. “Good to know you both make your health top priority.” 
 
    “If only my husband had a vagina,” Katherine joked, “he’d be the perfect man.” 
 
    Kara’s long red nails traced sexy circles on Narisha’s thick thighs. “I’m a divorcee,” she shared. “Narisha stole me away from my life married to dick.” 
 
    Katherine and Avery let out compassionate laughs, relating. Avery blew the ladies happy kisses. “Congratulations.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Kara blew kisses back before getting to the heart of the situation. “So, what are you two into?” 
 
    Taking a moment to reflect on their numerous past experiences with beautiful and exotic women from around the world, Katherine and Avery considered their answers.  
 
    Avery gave a confident response. “Passionate lovemaking with a multitude of vaginas.” 
 
    “I feel the same way.” Narisha flaunted Kara’s bare pussy, rolling up her tropical cotton dress almost to her bellybutton. “Would you like to make passionate love to this precious woman and her succulent vagina?” 
 
    “I most certainly would.”  
 
    The boat rocked with their romantic musings, assisting Avery as she moved on hands and knees towards the lower half of Kara’s feminine body. Her curves were hypnotic with round hips, tiny waist and plump thighs, charming Avery into plunging between her legs. 
 
    “Oh, what a tender cunt.” Avery observed, examining the hairless treat offered. Katherine was quick to follow, crawling to Avery’s side and having a good look for herself. “What do you think, Katherine?” 
 
    “Gorgeous.” Katherine gave a horny smile to Narisha. “I like your girl’s pretty pussy, too.” 
 
    Avery purred like a ravenous cat, starving for Kara’s milk, inhaling her female scent. 
 
    Kara nodded, wanting them both at once. “Nari? Is it okay if I have two?” 
 
    “Of course, honey.” Narisha’s voice sounded like a sultry mother. “We’re on holiday. You may indulge.” 
 
    “They’re too pretty to deny.” Licking her fingers before sliding them between her puffy pussy lips, she spread them for her new lovers. “And looking oh so ravenous.” 
 
    “We are,” Katherine assured, her eyes lit with lustful fire. 
 
    “Oh, my...” Kara’s full breasts overlapped the front edge of her silky bra as she drew a breath. “I want your tongues on me so bad. You’re such beautiful ladies.” Shivering with anticipation, Kara watched their tongues brush her swollen clit, and tease the sensitive tip of it with seductive circles. “Oh, yes, that’s magnificent.” 
 
    “She’s already quivering.” Turned on by watching the decadence unfold, Narisha relaxed into the naughty event with her bird’s eye view. Holding Kara in her arms with her legs wrapped around her hips, she experienced her girlfriend’s pleasure through visual stimulation. “Make her shake. Hard.” 
 
    Katherine and Avery responded with their mews and moans, tonguing Kara’s sweet little bud and bathing it in their hot saliva. Together, the pussy-eating empresses shared the tangy fruit and juiced it with their deliberate motions, twirling her clit until they felt her pelvis rumble and her legs shake.  
 
    “Nari!”Abdominal muscles flinching, Kara’s back suddenly arched, overcome by their oral seduction. “They feel so good!” 
 
    “Yes, baby,” Narisha encouraged, rolling and pinching Kara’s nipples between her fingers. “Let them take you there.” 
 
    “I’m there!” Kara pounded her fists into the firm mattress, her entire body stiff from the intensity emanating from their swirling hot tongues.  
 
    Katherine and Avery turned into sharks, working in sync, tonguing Kara as their heads shook back and forth with wild momentum. They gyrated against the bed, excited by the quake triggered inside Kara’s pussy, determined to make her come.  
 
    Kara covered her mouth, not wanting to scream, writhing in Narisha’s loving arms with the force of her orgasm. The intoxicating sound of two wet tongues splashing in her release and lapping up female cum served as a potent aphrodisiac for all four ladies, escalating their mutual desires. Katherine and Avery held their tongues flat and steady on the coming pussy they feasted upon, slowing their motions to ease Kara’s sweet yet powerful orgasmic spasms.  
 
    “Good Lord!” Kara called out, looking delirious. “What an amazing thing they just did to me, honey.”  
 
    “Yes, pretty baby,” Narisha soothed Kara, kissing her head and face. “They did you good.” Changing the mood, Narisha stated, “But, I’m going to do you better.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” Kara swooned, giving soft touches to the women between her thighs. “I love when you do me better. You do me better than anyone ever has. Although, these two were freaking amazing! True pussy lovers.”  
 
    Katherine and Avery gave kisses to Kara’s pussy before parting with it, touched by their genuine love, interested in whatever Narisha had in mind. “Thank you for sharing her with us,” Katherine said to Narisha. “She’s quite the yummy treat.” 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed her,” Narisha replied, reaching in her medium-sized designer bag on the side table. “She clearly enjoyed you two.” 
 
    “Oh, for sure,” admitted Kara, sighing. “That was sheer bliss.” 
 
    Retrieving a leather case from inside her bag, Narisha presented it to Katherine and Avery. “I save this for special occasions,” she told them, opening the case, revealing a fancy strap-on, complete with suede straps and an eight-inch long black dildo. “It’s Kara’s favorite one from our fake dick collection. The natural curve fits inside her tight little passageway exactly how she likes.” 
 
    Impressed, Katherine and Avery sat back, giving the couple room to show off, totally intrigued. 
 
    “Yes, baby.” Kara got to all fours, facing the two women who still had a bit of her cum on their chins. “Do me best,” she begged. “Make my pussy scream.” She bopped her bottom at Narisha, wiggling and bouncing it until her girlfriend gave her ass cheeks a healthy spank. “Ohh, do it again.” 
 
    Delivering a round of flat palmed swats to the fleshy side of Kara’s rounds, Narisha laughed from her core, pleased with the red marks her hand left.  
 
    “I can’t wait to see,” Avery shared. “I love fucking a woman who knows how to use one of those.” 
 
    Katherine added, “Me, too. It’s been too long.” 
 
    The ladies were mesmerized watching Narisha strap herself to the dildo with expert ease and place the base of it on her pussy mound. She pointed the knobby head at Kara’s dewy opening, giving her a potent shiver.  
 
    “Well, if I’d known I’d have brought a different set to fuck you with,” Narisha told the other women looking at her with envy. “This one is only for Kara.” Inserting the tip of the dick inside her girlfriend’s pussy, she paused for Kara’s reaction to the pressure. Stroking her back, she purred, “Breathe, baby. You can take it.” 
 
    “God, that feels so good!” Kara tensed her pelvis, squeezing her pussy on the probing head. “I love when she fills me up with that bad boy.” Gasping, her eyes rolled back with pleasure. “More, more, more, Nari! Fuck me with all the inches.” 
 
    Suddenly, Kara’s body rocked hard, forward and back, kissing Kathrine and Avery with every thrust from Narisha’s hips. The sound of her wetness against the dildo sliding in and out of her pussy mixed with Kara’s moans and sighs made the horny onlookers touch their own needy pussies with lustful fury. Simultaneously, Katherine and Avery circled their clits, matching the pace of their masturbation to Narisha’s firm and fast thrusting.  
 
    Her cunt overstimulated, Kara’s body reacted to the glorious sensations building deep within her vagina, a willing victim of true passion, fucked with relentless force by her lover. She felt her tight passage clench, desperately hanging on a delirious edge, hardly able to make a sound… 
 
    “Oh, FUCK!” Kara cried, sealing her eyes shut, clawing at the bed cover. “Now, now, NOW!”  
 
    “Do it!” Narisha commanded, faster with her fucking, gripping Kara’s hips, holding her climaxing pussy in place while she pumped harder and harder. “Come on that dick, girl!” 
 
    Avery and Katherine could hardly breathe, observing raw passion while rubbing their clits into oblivion. Biting their lips, they waited to come... 
 
    Kara howled, her arms and chest falling helplessly to the bed with the power of her release. She came and came with each strong and potent thrust until she cried, “Oh my fucking god – I can’t take anymore!” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Laughing with satisfaction and hungry to have her mouth full after serving her girlfriend’s needs, Narisha withdrew the dripping tool from Kara’s quivering cunt. “The smell of an abundance of wet pussy in this room is more than I can take,” she informed, quickly removing the strap-on from her hips and diving in between Avery’s legs. “Get in there,” she told Kara, eyeing Katherine’s ready-to-explode cunt. “These poor women are suffering.” 
 
    Like cunnilingus mavens, Narisha and Kara went to town on their writhing lover’s juice boxes. Lapping and slurping on their delicious vaginas, the polyamorous couple devoured Katherine and Avery’s clits and tongued fucked their sweet openings until the besties couldn’t stop from coming. 
 
    “Jesus!” Katherine yelled, lifting her legs into the air as her pussy buckled under pressure. “Yes, bitch! There it is!” On the verge of breathlessness, she forced an exhale as her body quaked, coming like a volcano into Narisha’s greedy mouth. “Oh my fuckin’...” inhaling deeply, Katherine thought she might pass out from the power of it, lost in a tidal wave of pleasurable sensations soaring through her body. “That’s incredible! Oh, yesss...” 
 
    And then Avery growled like a wild woman, holding onto Kara’s head as she took control of her cunt and sent her to climactic heights. “I’m coming, too!” 
 
    “Mmm mmm mmm” Narisha and Kara moaned as one, slowing their rolls, not wanting to torture their mature lovers, but bring their orgasms to a peaceful float as the rolling thunder subsided in their pelvises. Finishing Katherine and Avery off, the aggressors gave kisses to their tender, sensitive holes, bringing them back to center in the most organic, erotic way.  
 
    “Can we call for room service?” Katherine asked, spent, basking in the glory of spontaneous and high-intensity lesbian sex.  “I need a cocktail after that.” 
 
    “Make it two,” Avery giggled, punch-drunk from delicious pussy.  
 
    “Make it four,” Narisha added her order, and gave Kara’s bottom a playful, loving smack.  
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    Excerpt - NAKED 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    Paired as teammates on an extreme survival reality show, two survivalists, Cadence and Jackson, meet as naked strangers, totally dependent on each other for getting through the grueling four-week challenge surviving the wilds of Madagascar. Away from family, friends, lovers, their cellphones, the internet, and all modern conveniences including their clothes for nearly a month, Jackson and Cadence develop an uncommon bond that surpasses friendship. When the show ends, and Jackson and Cadence return to their normal lives without each other, the intensity of their bond proves unshakable for them both. Will their newly developed relationship remain as their shared secret, not to be explored beyond Madagascar? Or, is their chemistry strong enough to draw the two brave survivalists back together? 
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language and sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    Jackson patted his fist on his chest to help the indigestion from BBQ snake and lack of water. 
 
    “You mentioned being a bank manager?” 
 
    “Yes, going on a decade of working for the same financial corporation,” she shared. 
 
    “Ah, a corporate, suit-wearing young woman,” Jackson said as if he'd figured her out, but curious enough to ask for more information. “Turned survivalist? There's a big divide between your ambition and your passion.” 
 
    “Nicely put,” she complimented, “and accurate. If I could make a living off of nature survival, I would.” 
 
    “It's a fairly saturated field these days, that's for certain.” Jackson threw a hefty handful of burning material into the fire and stoked it. “Luckily, I was working as an instructor before the survival boom and had an established reputation for living the lifestyle.” 
 
    “Good for you doing what you love.” Needing to stretch her limbs, Cadence unfolded herself from knees-to-chest position and stood full frontal in front of Jackson. She wasn't as self-aware as earlier, yet her modesty caused her to cross her arms over her chest and cover her breast. The chill in the air stiffened her nipples and she wasn't comfortable with boldly showing them off, even though they were both naked. “I'm happy with my job and love my upper management and corporate support. I have great employees and although there's the threat of actual physical banks closing due to more and more online banking... I've been assured there will be a place for me on the corporate side if I stay the course with them.” 
 
    Jackson blinked at her reveal, controlling his gaze from traveling over her toned physique. “I've never been the guy who could clock in and out and do the nine-to-five thing. But that's cool for you, and you seem happy with it.” 
 
    “I am,” she told him, certain in her outlook. “And when I feel stressed I go for hikes and spend weekends camping alone in the woods.” 
 
    “Your boyfriend doesn't go with you?” 
 
    Cadence admitted, “No, camping, hiking or anything having to do with survival doesn't appeal to him. Chris likes sporting events and weekends in Vegas.” 
 
    Relating, Jackson replied, “I like those things, too.” 
 
    “And Vegas is cool,” she went on, “and I enjoy watching sports, but nothing speaks to my soul like nature does.” 
 
    “Yeah, that's where you and I are well-matched.” Jackson let a moment pass before adding, “So now that we know each other a little better, are we cool to spoon for warmth or...?” 
 
    “Yes, totally cool with it,” she stated, “but I'm not ready to sleep, or try to anyway. Are you?” 
 
    “Not at all,” he confirmed, “and I might not find sleep tonight.” 
 
    “You need to get a few hours at least,” she insisted. 
 
    Jackson removed the small camera Dani had given them from the burlap. “This seems like a good time to film ourselves.” 
 
    “Sure,” Cadence agreed, then inquired, “do I have food in my teeth?” Showing off a wide, toothy grin, she waited for Jackson to assure her. “Looks good to me.” 
 
    Hitting the power button, Jackson pointed the camera at them and spoke to the lens first. “Here we are, basking in the glow of this awesome fire that Cadence made.” 
 
    Cadence blushed, sinking back to the ground and drawing her knees into her chest. “And our bellies are full from eating a gourmet dinner of fresh snake.” 
 
    “So far we're surviving just fine,” Jackson assured. “Tomorrow we find water and more food and stay out of the blazing hot sun as often as possible.” 
 
    Nodding enthusiastically, Cadence replied to him with, “Yes, agreed.” 
 
    Just then, the sound of a roar in the distance rattled them. Together, they stared into the darkness without moving, listening for the source to make more noise. Jackson asked quietly, “Do you see anything?” 
 
    “Not really,” she admitted, “it's too dark.” 
 
    “What do you think it was?” 
 
    “Something with big teeth,” she joked, not wanting to reveal her sudden fear. “Are you worried?” 
 
    “Worried?” he echoed. “No, but that's another reason why I won't be sleeping tonight.” 
 
    “I don't think I can now, either,” she admitted. 
 
    “One of us has to sleep, Cadence,” he stated, his voice filled with absoluteness. “You can sleep and I'll keep watch.” 
 
    Cadence studied Jackson. “Thank you for the offer, but I...” 
 
    “I know it's awkward, and we haven't established trust yet, but if we're both exhausted and sleep deprived, we'll be less effective as a team tomorrow.” 
 
    Cadence nodded, unable to argue his logic. “Okay.” 
 
    “There's more room on my side of the cave,” he said with a wink, causing an unexpected flutter in Cadence's stomach. “Unless you're more comfortable where you are.” 
 
    Motioning for Jackson to stop filming her, she waited till the camera was off, then said, “Sorry, 
 
    I'm not quite comfortable with having our conversations filmed, especially when it comes to us sleeping together.” 
 
    Jackson raised an eyebrow and smiled coyly, but didn't give a verbal reply. 
 
    “I meant,” she corrected herself, “when it comes to us spooning.” 
 
    “I knew what you meant,” he said with a friendly, disarming laugh. “So? Which side?” 
 
    “I'm okay for now,” she told him, “but I think you're right. There's more room for both of us to lay down on your side of the cave.” 
 
    Satisfied, Jackson replied, “Cool. Oh, and congratulations.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For making it through day one with me.” 
 
    “You're welcome. Congratulations to you, too.” Swallowing dryly, she added, “Only twenty-six more days to go.” 
 
    Stretching his hips left to right, Jackson winced. “We need to make some kind of cushions to sit on tomorrow. My ass is already bruised from sitting on this rough surface.” 
 
    “That's easy.” She proudly shared, “I'm an expert with weaving.” 
 
    “See?” Jackson complimented, “I scored again with getting you as a partner.” 
 
    Cadence simply smiled, feeling the blush return to her cheeks. “My plan is to make us body coverage, hats and sandals, too.” 
 
    “Perfect. Make my shoes a size eleven, please.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    More exciting Kay stories ahead! 
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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.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Find all of Kay’s scintillating stories on Amazon! 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
l{
ad B‘ ri) ]} ;
y
< o ——
d






images/00001.jpeg
NOW.A MAJOR
MOTION. PICTURE
'FROM ADAM & EVE!






images/00002.jpeg





