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		The World of Cherry

		

		Kay Brandt

		

		

		

		DEDICATION

		

		To the wonderful and talented women who shared my creative path 2009-2014. You opened my mind and heart to the wonders of erotica and changed me forever. To each and every one of you, I am eternally grateful. Thank you for taking part in my visions, and challenging me to dig deeper into my own fantasies. Together, we gave them life.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 1 – The Lady and her Club

		

		Only a special and specific type of woman do I hire. I look for women who have substance—a story to tell—and not just with their beautiful bodies, but also with their intelligence. Women desire women who can pleasure their minds as well as their pussies, and the girls I recruit need to be the best at both. They must also present themselves in a professional manner and be willing to do whatever the job entails. I never try to hide my own desires either—I let every new hire know they must service me first. Their skills have to be assessed before I place them in my company and like any other business owner would, I take it upon myself to be the judge of how qualified they are. Some are utterly gifted, and they naturally become the most requested items on the menu in my stable. The Cherry Club, a private oasis for the most discerning ladies who want their affairs with other women to be totally discreet as well as deeply, romantically, wonderfully sexy, is my namesake—my baby. For the past three years I've run my operation from very secret locations. Not one soul, outside of my dedicated personal assistant, Dusty, and the paying members, know where the club will be located until the day of their visits, as the venue moves and changes as needed, and that is how it must stay, no exceptions. I've learned far too well how dangerous it is to expose yourself, even to those you think you can trust. Losing the Cherry Club would be devastating—it is my life's blood, the reason I'm alive and without it I would lose my mind. Within the club, my members are completely free to be who they truly are.

		And so am I.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – Nude Auditions

		

		The Cherry Club opens at seven in the evening three nights a week with no defined closing time. Affairs shouldn't be rushed and I never want the members to feel that there is a clock ticking over their heads. Friday and Saturday evenings are always full and lively but the most popular night is Wednesday. My members demand a midweek evening to recharge their batteries and blow off steam. Wednesdays fill to capacity with mostly diamond-level members—the women who pay annually for unlimited visits and benefits. I won't reveal the price of any membership level, but the costs are somewhere between a luxury penthouse and a private plane. The women who frequent my club have the wherewithal to own both. There are no hesitations for renewing and I have never had a membership canceled. The members who prefer the platinum or gold levels are mostly busy executives with travel commitments, and the club is their “in-town” destination, a special treat they indulge in when time permits. All the members are treated exactly the same regardless of level, and the experiences they have once inside this private oasis of female flesh is unlike any other.

		Exotic female dancers occupy the stage for several hours a night while brilliant aerial artists perform from the trapeze and ropes. Whether the performers wear lingerie, costumes or are fully nude depends on the member RSVP list. The beautiful club cast is for both visual pleasure, and for physical. They are available to the members by request, and must be booked several weeks—sometimes months—in advance. Requests for fresh, new talent are frequent, and I interview daily.

		“What type of special skills do you possess?” I asked Winterlynn, the hot young brunette I interviewed earlier. She smiled so shyly that I almost wanted to excuse her lack of experience with a playful spanking, but business is business.

		With a shaking hand she clicked on the music before starting her routine. She had talent and was pleasant to watch, yet her dancing was too modest for performing at the club. When she was done I ran my hands over every inch of her vinyl covered body, feeling lean muscles and feminine curves. “Are you comfortable dancing fully nude?”

		“I've never danced nude before, but I am happy to try it out,” was Winterlynn's attempt to conceal her modesty, averting her hazel eyes from looking into mine. “I don't allow 'trying out' at my club. You must be polished from the start.” Her disappointment prompted me to give another opportunity. “Why don't you see how comfortable you are with it now?”

		She agreed, removing her clothes, skin reacting to the cool air with nipples puckering. “Should I do my routine again?” I settled back in my seat. “Absolutely.”

		Winterlynn mounted the stage, nervous at first, not relaxed enough to bask in her bareness. “Your body has a wonderful silhouette, but I need to see everything if you truly want to work for me.” To my wonderment, her love for dancing eased the tension of being nude in front of a stranger. As her motions freed up, she opened her legs—even bending over to show off her ass—satisfying my request.

		I wanted to hire her. She’s not as top shelf as the others, but there's a prominent member who likes them rather inexperienced. Being a teacher of making love to another woman is what turns her on, and it's my pleasure to supply hers to the fullest. “Are you able to start tonight?”

		“I am,” she replied, with the excitement of a child. I still needed further convincing, even though my instincts told me she would do fine after receiving mentoring from my best girls.

		“Come here.” Her quivering made me suddenly wet and rather hungry. “You are quite lovely.” I cupped her tender breasts, enjoying how they fit lightly in my hands, so young and supple. “Are you willing to do whatever working for me requires? I only place the most dedicated and qualified girls at the club.”

		“Yes,” she smiled sincerely and I could feel her gentle breaths as I placed my lips on hers. She knew how to kiss me back, obviously having experienced other girls. “Your lips are so yummy,” she whispered in between offering me her tongue and taking in mine. “Undress me, slowly.” She obeyed my command, unbuttoning my silk blouse, hands sliding down the curve of my hip as she pulled down my skirt. I led her face across the lace of my bra, and let her suckle on my tits for a nice, long while, and I enjoyed the intense sensations. I watch her sweetly travel towards my thighs. There she let her tongue playfully lick me over my panties before moving them to the side for direct contact, making my knees buckle with unexpected pleasure. Winterlynn had me in the palm of her hand, plunging her fingers into my juicy hole, which I rarely let new girls do. She had the skill to penetrate just the right spot inside me. Her pace was perfect and I quickly lost control, releasing on her face, legs shaking with each peaking and passing wave. If this is how she introduces herself, I can only imagine how fantastic she'll be as the main attraction. I stroked her head, letting her tongue flicker on my sensitive and spent clit, until I couldn't take another second. She stands, showing off how wet her face is, cleaning my juices from her fingers.

		“Very nice.” With a kiss on the cheek and a swift pat on her round ass, I closed the deal, “You're hired.” This girl knows how to get the job done and I'm not afraid to use her for it.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – The Plan Comes Together

		

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

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

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

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

		“Why did she change dates?”

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

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

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

		“Take Harlow off the list,” I insist.

		“Is she sick?”

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

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

		“Have I ever lost track of anything?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

		“Harlow? In what way?”

		“She seems sincere.”

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

		“And she's gorgeous.”

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

		“Please, don’t I always?”

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

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

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

		“Veronica hasn't requested arrangements.”

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

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

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

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

		At auditions, only I am serviced. In my home as a live-in, there's a chance I might want to give service back. Getting my full attention means you've caught my interest on a higher level. It can also mean a domestic position might be extended and during that time, availability to the club members is restricted. The members respect this rule, understanding another woman's needs, without judgment or demands to have for themselves. In many ways my unavailable girls are the wild teases on display at the club—look but don't touch—as they belong to the owner for now. My choices are admired, and members wait patiently for the date when they come available. Live-ins are expected to give their dedication, without any ties, commitments, or promised outcome, while under my roof. So far, none have met my own personal criteria for the long term, which is why Dusty was surprised with my choice of Harlow. I did come close to releasing them both—Kristin is a darling young woman and I adore how she entertains me, and Harlow has a unique quality that can't be put into words. Having them lay on either side of me as I sleep is a slice of absolute heaven, yet with a negative effect of making me quite lazy. It was one or the other or neither, as the tempting threesome had to end or else my business would suffer. Tonight is bittersweet, the last time with both girls in my bed. In the morning, Kristin will be dismissed and Harlow will be the only live-in until I say further. For now, they are like two blonde star-kissed angels draped in silky sheets, leaving room for me to slide in between them, as I've done for the past twenty-one days, in hopes of the three of us making love. Together they undo my robe and fondle my breasts, having never been allowed to go past this point before, and the three of us kiss fully. I let Kristin wrap her mouth on my nipples and nurse while Harlow kisses my neck. I drift into bliss, where nothing else exists but this horny ménage-a-trois. Stimulating their precious clits with my fingers, I dip inside their wet little holes, moving in and out, making them both moan with heightened desire. This is what they've been waiting for, and Kristin quite aggressively lifts her leg to mount my face. I take my hands back and look at their panting faces.

		“I want to watch you two play first,” I tell them, leaving the bed for the chaise, where I can voyeur in on the lusty scene. I'm not giving in that easy—the naughtiness of their act is heightened by witnessing, not partaking, for me. There are women who pay top dollar for this level of closeness, and I take nothing for granted. These two are at my command. “Show me.”

		Harlow obeys as she straddles Kristin, “Only for a few minutes, though, and then you need to let us have you.” Kristin rubs Harlow's sweet juices on her sculpted belly before stating, “I want you first, Cherry.”

		“Show me what you want to do to her, to me, Kristin.” They quickly get to fulfilling my fantasy. Now that my wants are exposed, I can relax, robe dangling from my shoulders while I play with my sensitive parts. Last night I listened from my bed as they made love to each other for the first time, surrounded by lit candles and lavender flower petals floating in a bubbly tub. Their orgasmic sighs echoed in my thoughts all day and all I could think of was coming home to see it for myself, even while being sucked upon by Winterlynn. Although I invited Harlow and Kristin into my bed weeks ago, not once have I let them have sex with each other or with me, until yesterday. They've tried their best to get me in a compromised position, but the goal wasn’t achieved. Tonight I still have the mouth of another lingering on my thighs, and I'm not ready for a second dose, but I am all about being visually stimulated to the fullest.

		Kristin takes hold of Harlow's sumptuous thighs, bringing her golden patch to her mouth. Harlow spreads across her chin, giving Kristin little clit lashings, waiting for her teasing tongue to flicker. Delicate pink on pink swelling as Harlow is devoured by Kristin's oral presentation.

		I run my fingers in tickling circles over my body, breath matching that of Harlow's as she rotates her hips in a rhythmic pattern with Kristin's deep tonguing. She is glorious to watch, losing herself to the throws of an orgasm, looking right into my eyes from across the room. “I want you,” she cries out to me and I nearly take her, wanting to taste her dripping snatch, but I stay back. “Come for me, baby. Let her make you. I want to see how pretty you are when you come.”

		“Please, touch me, Cherry,” Harlow pleads with me, and I smile, continuing to breathe with her quickened pace, hips rotating faster and faster, juice pouring down Kristin's neck. “Baby, do it for me. I'm coming with you,” I say, feeling my own rush of wild sensations escalating, blowing up as she does. She and I wail as our pussies clench, squirting out female ejaculations, unable to speak a word. Kristin is covered in Harlow's explosion, and my pussy pours down my legs, tainting the expensive French threads on the chaise. I need to see more. “Lick your sweetness off of her.” And Harlow does, as my pussy still comes. The naughty girls roll around on the bed, mouth on mouth. Harlow cleans Kristin's face and neck of herself, and prepares to reciprocate, opening Kristin's legs, descending into her tightness. I can take no more of masturbating from the sidelines, and decide to join in.

		Like a hungry wolf on fresh meat, Harlow attacks Kristin's hole, making room for me to bring my tongue onto it, too. Since this is my last night with Kristin, I take advantage of the offering, and place my cheek against Harlow's, sharing the luscious, creamy mound. Kristin grabs our hair, wanting more of our deep worshiping, thrusting her hips into our faces. My tongue laps her in unison with Harlow's, wanting to feel her shudder under our command. I knew Harlow had the trappings of a fantastic lover, but I didn't imagine her to be this aggressive, having taken a passive intimate stance with me. Live-ins are usually more sexually intense as they try to seduce me with the power of their persuasion, but not Harlow. Here, making Kristin's pussy jolt and writhe, Harlow is a love making goddess, willingly giving more than she took. I assist, pushing two, then three fingers into a never-penetrated-by-maleness cunt, sensing her special spot. I pay close attention to it, loving Kristin's response to my hand job mixed with Harlow's relentless tonguing. Kristin's back arches as she screams, peaking hard, frozen for a few ecstatic heartbeats before dropping back onto the bed. Harlow kisses me against Kristin's pussy, sipping up what she released, and then feeding it to me with her mouth. We dine on the jiz of our mutual lover till Kristin beckons us to hold her. Mine being the only hole not licked, I reserve it for another night, possibly for one soon, alone with Harlow. We embrace Kristin, stroking her long locks and slender curves, relishing the experience and anticipating more.

		I let them fall back asleep, curled up next to me. The sweetness of their dewy flesh wafts in the air, and I inhale it happily, joining them in a cozy, well-deserved nap before the evening really begins.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – New Girl and the Gig

		

		Winterlynn packs a bag of dancer's gear—worn tights, slippers, jazz shoes, platform heels, thigh high stockings with garter belts and matching corsets to wear at the club. She's too broke to buy new outfits for a gig that has yet to pay a cent. Her coltish, supermodel roommate, Devon, is singing in the kitchen while flexing her culinary skills. Whatever she's cooking smells delicious, and Winterlynn hasn't had a solid meal since last night, nervous about today's audition, and now even more so having to dance nude in just a few hours.

		“Are you hungry, Winter?” Devon calls out. “No, thanks,” Winterlynn replies. “I have to leave soon.” Devon rushes down the hall to Winterlynn's room, seeing her packing. “Where are you going?”

		“I auditioned and was hired on the spot. I start in a few hours. Got to pack and go.” Devon checks out the selection of lingerie and sexy outfits. “Oh? That's cool. I didn't know you had an interview. What kind of job is it?”

		Winterlynn avoids Devon's gaze, unsure of her feelings regarding the nature of the gig. “Dancing, at a private club.” Devon doesn't quit, brushing Winterlynn's hair out of her face, asking, “Where at? Stage dancing? Lap dancing? Judging by what you're packing, looks like a strip club?”

		“Yes, it is. I was hired to dance in costume, and maybe strip, I don't know.”

		“You don't know? Winterlynn, didn't you ask the person you auditioned for?” Winterlynn turns away from Devon, zipping up the bag. “She said it was fully nude.” Devon bursts out with a shocked laugh, “Fully nude? You're kidding me? Why didn’t you just say that then? Are you cool with that type of dancing?”

		“I've done it before, just not like this,” Winterlynn admits. Devon pulls her close, teasing her with hip bumps and slaps on her round booty. “You have? My roomie has so many secrets. And I thought we knew everything about each other. You're going to show it all off, every bit of your fine ass body to strangers at some club? Wow, didn't know you were that girl.” Winterlynn faces the statuesque model. “I'm not. I'm a dancer desperate for work. At least I can pay my half of the rent this month.”

		Devon retreats, not liking her tone, saying, “I told you I would cover it. I make enough to pay the full amount.” Winterlynn gives her a warm hug. “I know, and thank you, but I don't feel right about you doing that. We're not...”

		“What?” Devon hugs her warmly.

		“We're not girlfriends or lovers.”

		“We could be,” purring in Winterlynn's ear, Devon toys with her, “but you insist on keeping things platonic. If you were my girlfriend I'd be easing your nerves with a shot of tequila and a quick fuck.”

		Winterlynn laughs, that was not what she was expecting to hear. “I'm a little preoccupied now.” Devon removes some of the packed clothes, not digging her selections, “Come on, girl, you need to make better choices. Is this all you have?” Winterlynn takes the clothes from her, responding with a quick, “Yes.”

		Devon offers a solution. “I have some nice lingerie you can borrow. You can't be getting all sexy in front of a club full of men dressed in these, even if it all comes off.”

		“Not men,” Winterlynn reveals, “women only.”

		“Stop it! Seriously? A lesbo bar? I want to go!” Devon jumps around like a child begging for a puppy. “Sounds like a dream come true for a girl like me.”

		“Really? I suppose you could go with me.” Winterlynn's tension is eased by Devon's playfulness. “It's a super sophisticated place, very fancy inside. You'd never know it was there from the street and I'm not allowed to talk about it either. It's not open to the public. I pass it all the time and I never would have thought twice.”

		“Upscale lesbians have a private place to perv over naked women? I think it's fantastic. I wish I knew it existed before, too. I'd be there all the time. They're going to love you, with your fine ass and your sweet little tits.” Devon makes a bold move, handling Winterlynn's breasts, not stopped from touching her this time. “And I get to watch you strip.” Ever the go-getter, Devon kisses Winterlynn's chest murmuring, “How about a warm up?”

		Winterlynn brushes her off, fixing her makeup, “You are the horniest girl I've ever met.”

		“Oh, I'm a prude compared to the other models I've worked with. So, is that a yes?”

		“It's a later, a maybe later.”

		Devon ceases to push, excited about the prospects of seeing Winterlynn in all her glory tonight, “You sure you don't want anything to eat? Don't tell me you're starving yourself. I like a little meat on the bones. My sauce is delicious and it might get you in the mood.”

		This time Winterlynn agrees to let Devon feed her.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 5 – The Prude Gets Lucky

		

		Sultry Avery, a waspy, wealthy, spoiled wife and mother with a diamond level membership, clinks wine glasses with her best girlfriend, and fellow diamond level card holder, Katherine. Tonight there is a third lady joining them, Marina, as their guest at the Cherry Club for her birthday. Blessed with a pretty face, classic Italian features and a sexy body, Marina doesn't drink, preferring a more religious lifestyle, properly sipping from a water bottle. As pretty as she is, Marina isn't as confident as Avery and Katherine, and has no interest in having an affair or a cheap one-night stand. This doesn't faze Avery and Katherine at all, as the challenge of making Marina bend, and possibly succumb to the gift they have arranged for her at the club is all too exciting for them.

		Avery inquires with a devilish smile, “Are you wearing your nicest panties and bra under your dress at least?” Katherine fluffs her highly styled white blonde hairdo and sneaks a hand under Marina's dress, feeling the rim of lace panties. “Oh Avery, she's wearing her lacy ones. I think she's more open to what we have in store for her than we thought.”

		“Will you two stop it?” Marina slaps Katherine's hand away. “I'm looking forward to having a good time with you two, but please don't push this ridiculous idea of being gifted another woman. You know that's not for me. I'm happily married, remember?”

		Avery and Katherine flash their multi-carat wedding rings in Marina's face. Marina holds her ground. “Well, I've never been wild like you two are and I'm not into women for anything more than friendship.”

		“Oh, you'll make friends,” Katherine replies, “and quite a bit more, if you're lucky.”

		“Katherine, you're scaring the guest,” Avery insists. “It is her birthday after all, and we are going to have an amazing evening even if she declines our gift.”

		Marina is unmoved. “I can't believe you think I would just cheat on my husband without issue. Some of us take our vows to heart.”

		Avery pats Marina's shoulder and restrains her forward approach, “As you should, Marina, and you know we don't judge you for being so faithful.”

		“You're going to hell, Avery. So are you, Katherine. I swear, what has happened to my friends? I move away and unimaginable sinning breaks loose.”

		“That's why you love us enough to fly 3,000 miles to spend your birthday weekend with us instead of with your old man.” Katherine stands, fixing her cleavage, continuing, “You didn't come to try and save us, did you? That would be a hopeless cause. Avery, let's sing, shall we? You do still sing happy birthday, don't you, Marina? Even as serious as you've become?”

		Avery and Katherine harmonize, “Happy horny birthday to you...happy horny birthday to you...happy horny birthday to our dearest, most innocent Marina. Happy horny birthday to you.”

		“I love how you two have so much fun at my expense,” Marina pouts, but they don't buy it.

		“Well, it's our expense that's going to give you fun tonight, so come on already,” Avery states, swinging the car keys and tossing a blindfold to Katherine. “No more talk, it’s time to go. Sorry, Marina, but unless you are an actual member, you can't know the location of the club.”

		Marina hesitates before allowing Katherine to put the blindfold on her head. “I'm starting to rethink my trust in you two.”

		Katherine releases a wicked laugh, winking at Avery. “She's so cute. Lead the way.” Avery steps into action, adjusting her ample breasts while escorting Marina out, with Katherine covering her from behind in case she tries to escape.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 6 – Dream Girl

		

		A steady, repetitive noise echoes from the hallway outside of the bedroom, loud enough to warrant my investigation. Draped in Kristin and Harlow's sleeping bodies, I carefully remove myself from between them. Feeling drawn to the sound, I walk to the edge of the hall. There at the far end is a moonlit shadow of a woman who is all too familiar. Her back is to me, but I recognize the wispy black hair brushing across her swaying bottom, moving slowly to a silent tune only she hears. Like a magnet I'm pulled nearer and nearer—arms extended out for a touch I'm terrified to take. She turns to me, dark eyes piercing through mine. I cry her name, “Talia,” but she doesn't respond, holding her powerful stance, wanting and dangerous. Coldly, she manipulates my emotions, until I can no longer fight from touching her glistening skin. Tears pour down my face, overcome with the memory, the pain of knowing this girl—of desiring her. From the darkest hour of my past, she became my only light—the one I clung to when I had nothing else—and she uses it against me. Her full lips, pierced and smudged in glitter, aim towards mine. Shamefully, I want her like no other, and my will to run doesn't affect the gravitational pull holding me in her realm. Closer come her lips and I part mine, moonlight blazing through the window, blinding my vision. All I see, all I feel is my body falling—fast, with deadly speed into the murky depths of a nightmare.

		As if being shocked back to life, my eyes open. I quickly realize my location, secure between my blonde angels in bed. Stifled cries fade into the ether of yet another terrible dream. Talia's haunting sends a cold chill down my spine. She is the nasty secret in my existence, the story of a bad girl who left her twisted imprint on me. No matter how deep the longing, or how broken the heart, she can never return. If she did, I'd have no choice but to lock her out—forever.

		Noticing the time, I stir Harlow and Kristin awake. “Rise and shine. Time to get ready for work, my darlings.” I lay out the clothes I've carefully selected for them to wear to the club tonight. “As much as I'd love to watch you two prepare, I must go. Come, give kisses.”

		They crawl to me, naked asses ripe for my loving spankings and they each get several. I wrap Kristin up in my arms, letting her know how much I've enjoyed her by the warmth of my affection. She will be missed, but there's no room for second-guessing. Harlow’s blue eyes glows with excitement, knowing she'll be back in my bed by morning, and gets her kisses in before I assume my role as their boss. “See you in an hour.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 7 – The Festivities

		

		The members arrive, and I make the first rounds of meeting and greeting. This is when I come alive, engaging in conversation with discriminating and adventurous women, excited about their evenings. There are numerous ways to live out a fantasy, and it's their decision to manifest them—I am simply the catalyst with a vision at their disposal.

		Dusty is at the door, my watchdog for anyone suspicious trying to get in without a membership. I've had problems in the past with women claiming to be on a “guest pass” who want in. The rules are what they are: guests must be accompanied by a member, or have been to the club first with a member and are returning for a second visit to join. Most everyone that belongs came to me as a referral and passed an extensive background check. All money is paid upfront and I don't give refunds. The members know from the minute they enter that they are in the company of a certain class of women and their activities within my realm are secure and protected. If my rules aren't upheld, my entire business is vulnerable and I know there are those who would like to see my club closed, or somehow bring ruin upon me. I have enemies, who remain silent, but they are out there and I have no doubt that if I let my guard down for a second, they'll invade. Dusty is well aware of how important security is—she worked for my previous business, and witnessed firsthand the trouble that comes from blindly trusting. Diligently she guards the club and once the guest list has been accounted for, the doors are locked and the festivities begin.

		I check the private rooms, scouring every inch to make sure they are clean and well-appointed with richly-colored pillows, scented candles, wine bucket, and gourmet nibbles. Plenty of water is also supplied, as the private rooms can be occupied for hours at a time and the members don't like to be interrupted, even for catering. The club doesn't serve dinner, as I found it was an afterthought for the members—when they’re here they come to party and let loose and anything more than snacks or small bites are wasted. Once the bar within the rooms is set up per a member's order, the staff leaves them alone, unless they are requested.

		The dance floor is already getting busy, and I see two of my favorite long-time members, Avery and Katherine, dancing together as they always do, warming up before slinking off to their private room for their weekly affairs. Avery and Katherine have been best friends since attending an all-girls Catholic high school, and they prefer sharing one room so that they can watch the other make love. They are too good of friends to screw each other, which they've learned from several attempts in the past. “Cherry! You must meet our girlfriend, Marina! We've known her since high school, but she moved across the country, and now, for a few nights, Katherine and I have her back.” Avery proudly shows off Marina to me.

		I shake her nervous hand with compassion. “Welcome to the club, Marina, we are honored to share your birthday with you.”

		Marina blushes, “They told you? Listen, don't do anything special. I don't like having a spotlight on me, especially on a night where I'm feeling like a fish out of water.”

		“Please don't feel uncomfortable. I promise you, your experience will be respectful. It's not uncommon for women to feel nervous their first time here. I have a prime location table, ringside the dance floor reserved for you, as well as the French room for later.” I reassure her, and in true Katherine fashion, she bursts out with laughter. “French room? Is it all pink inside, like my vagina?”

		Avery swats Katherine's shoulder. “Must you use such a bold word so early in the evening? Marina relaxed by a millimeter before you opened your mouth. Don't stall progress.”

		“Why don't you ladies follow me to your table? Should I bring a bottle of champagne to start?” They trail me through the rising sea of gyrating women, loving the awesome site of Eternity, my lead and most popular dancer, showing off her sexiest moves. She dangles her thigh-high boots from the edge of the stage, blowing kisses as she cups her D-cup breasts, nipples covered by feathers. I catch Marina stealing a glance at her, and quickly darting her eyes away once Eternity opens her legs, revealing a leather and diamond studded thong. Eternity is exclusively available to the diamond level members, and likes to make that perfectly clear with her attire.

		Katherine accepts Eternity's invitation, and dives between her thighs for a kiss on her covered crotch. For a spell, Eternity was Katherine's girl of choice, ordering her week after week, until I had to remind her there were other members waiting for a chance to be with her, too. Katherine graciously released her possession of Eternity, yet the ravenous desire is still alive when they come close. Avery, on the other hand, prefers the girls on their first night at the club, fresh for the taking. Katherine is paired up with Kristin. She mentioned in her RSVP that she's craving a blonde. For Marina, I have a very special encounter in mind, to be held outside the club, back at Marina's hotel room, with my star chair dancer, Nixie. A woman as apprehensive as Marina needs to be in the comfort of a bed, sheets, blankets, anything she takes safety in as she loses control over her morals. Nixie is a strong young lady with a will of steel when it comes to seduction. She's never had any member deny her persuasions, and Marina will be no different.

		The second shift dancers arrive for work, checking in with Dusty before heading to the dressing room, lavishing her with hugs, kisses, and titty rubs. Dusty, a butch full-blooded lesbian, gets her fair amount of pussy working for me. Despite her lack of height, in her pant suits and masculine hairdo, Dusty has an understated sex appeal. Her major downfall with the dancers and staff is that she's a one-woman kind of gal, which goes directly against what my business stands for. I believe in experiencing passion to its fullest, and in my opinion, it is the only way to live. This is why I've never invited Dusty into my bed, as much as I've squeezed my thighs together imagining what her expert oral gifts are as a natural born lover of women. Her smoky brown eyes staring up at me with her mouth locked on my most tasty spots has been a curious thought. She is not easily seduced but working around this den of female hedonism, falling victim to heavy flirtations is unavoidable. Recently it's been Kristin who's held her fancy. I caught Dusty spending quite some time watching Kristin sunbathe in the nude the past three weeks, and I'm sure she's had a few risqué fantasies about taking her standing in the laundry room or over the kitchen counter at the house. She's maintained herself purely out of respect for me, but now Dusty has the opportunity to seize the moment since Kristin has been released domestically. A boss can learn the most interesting things when casually overhearing a conversation amongst employees.

		“We have you on the aerial silks, Kristin. Harlow is simply circulating eye candy tonight,” Dusty informs.

		“I am? I didn't know.” Harlow struts off to the dressing room with a sense of confidence at being my latest choice. Kristin lets Dusty hold her hands for a few seconds. “I'm going to miss having you at the house,” Dusty says, misty eyed. “My room is still open to you, if you're interested or need a place to stay.”

		“That's so sweet. Honestly, I've been wondering what it would be like to kiss you, Dusty,” Kristin purrs.

		“Really? I'm happy to show you.”

		Having learned a few things in the art of restraint from me, Kristin hovers her lips over Dusty's, not touching down. “I don't want to mess up my lipstick. The members see me on the way to the dressing room. I have to look as pristine as possible.”

		“Promise me we'll mess it up later?” Dusty gets a pat on the ass in before Kristin scoots away.

		Winterlynn enters with Devon, getting their first glimpse of the majestic club. Dusty checks out the unfamiliar duo, asking, “How can I help you ladies?”

		“I'm here for work. Cherry hired me to dance. I start tonight,” says the gloating Winterlynn.

		“Your name is?”

		“Winterlynn.”

		“And yours?” Dusty motions to Devon. “Devon, her girlfriend,” she flashes her stunning smile to the security dyke.

		“She means, friend that's a girl. We're roommates and very good friends, but not...”

		“Sorry, not on the list, either of you.” Dusty blocks their entrance.

		“Seriously? How could that be?” Winterlynn implores.

		“I don't know, but no one gets in without approval or permission.”

		Just as a disagreeable situation was about to arise, I defuse the standoff at the door and rush to remedy the situation. “Baby! Good to see you!” I give a mother's embrace to Winterlynn, “Dusty, this is my new hire, Winterlynn. She auditioned this afternoon. And this is?” I curiously eye the magazine model with her.

		Devon offers her hand to me and I take it. “Devon. Winterlynn invited me for support on her first night.”

		“Isn't that sweet? Not allowed, though. We only let in those who've been verified and cross checked.” I remind my new hire of the rules.

		Dusty chimes in, “Right, and I don't even have Winterlynn's information. She hasn't been backgrounded yet.”

		“It's my fault, Dusty. I forgot to give her info to you this afternoon. Let's do that now, shall we?” Although we can't process security checks that quickly, my gut tells me these two newbies are not a threat. I listen to my intuition, and give Dusty the look that says it's okay, let them in, and she does.

		I properly greet Devon with a generous hug. Her body is staggeringly hot, with racehorse legs and high cheekbones. Depending on what she has to offer, Devon might be hired by the end of the night, too, if I have it my way. For a split second I have a grand vision of them as my new live-ins, the next two to lie on either side of me as my blonde angels did. I brush the titillating idea aside, feeling that it's my emotions over letting go of Kristin dictating irrational thoughts. I haven't even given Harlow a moment as my only one and here I am being greedy. However, a woman can dream, and that's exactly where my wandering mind will stay, for now, in a tawdry fantasy.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 8 – Eternity's Domain

		

		The infamous club dressing room is my lair, a control center for behind the scenes operations. Girls come and go and the best ones stay, but either way, I am the lead dancer and the others are beneath me. I've made the dressing room infamous with my perversions, a hot bed of sexual hijinks to keep the girls on their best behavior. Eternity is the name Cherish gave to me when I first started working for her, which was before the club, back when she owned another business. My loyalty has been proven and my innate sense for creating fabulous burlesque, exotic and outright explicit entertainment is why I manage the performers. I coach, mentor, turn their libidos up, anything to enhance the sexual seduction that must be in effect every second the club is open. My girls and I are the atmosphere, as well as the main attractions. Any ripples of bad energy or failure to exceed my expectations are grounds for dismissal. Cherish and I function exactly alike in business, and my end is the backbone of our success. No bullshit, head trips, unsubstantiated egos or drama queens allowed. I also insist on subservience, and a trial period for proof of obedience. I had my time as Cherish's lover and I was the first of her long line of live-ins, and so far, no one has beaten my record for domestic stay. I don't crave being physical with the other performers, but I like them at my leisure. I am respectful to the girls under live-in privilege and am there to provide support during their transitions after being released, too. Having been one myself, I understand how difficult the change can be, both entering and exiting Cherish's home. I've had my eye on Harlow and Kristin, unsure of what the final outcome would be. Personally, I liked the idea of Cherish picking two, because she really needs more than one at a time. Until her, I had never known anyone with a ferocious sex drive stronger than my own. That's why we lived together as long as we did, and I suppose it's why we broke apart, too.

		Kristin seems unaffected by her release, all smiles and sweetness, which secretly disappoints me. When girls are too good at hiding emotions it makes me uneasy. I'd rather see it upfront rather than peel layers to discover the truth. Of course, it could be that Kristin never got attached to her temporary status, and therefore had nothing invested, but I doubt that is the case. The girls that have followed in my path have a scar or two from our beloved boss and lover. This is when Dusty goes into hyperdrive, arms open to receive the suffering. She said to me earlier, “Don't worry about Kristin. I got her taken care of.”

		It's true, when Dusty scores an ex-live-in, the transition is mild, going from master suite to the personal assistant's quarters. “Have you gotten confirmation?” I asked her.

		“Not yet, but I will. She's been sending me signals all along that she's open and willing,” Dusty replies with absoluteness.

		It's a tough challenge being the rebound lover of the live-ins, and Dusty has acclimated herself to the benefits of her job. Cherish spins it like Dusty couldn't handle being involved with a girl that is for sale to others, but I disagree. Sooner or later Dusty will fall hard for one of the club girls and the dynamic of her being the single sidekick will be over. One late night after work, Dusty and I hooked up. Nothing too heavy—we made out and dry humped against the wall of Cherish's office. I had been dancing nude for hours without being assigned to anyone the entire evening and I was in need of release from over stimulation. Dusty is an excellent kisser and getting her turned on was a no-brainer, yet the right chemistry for getting me off wasn't there. If I was more of a fem, which I'm not, preferring to be alpha rather than demure, perhaps maybe a one-night stand or two would have happened. We haven't hooked up since, almost as if it never happened, and our work relationship is cool and mellow. She knows better than to interfere in my space and I don't tread on hers, either.

		I give Kristin the nightly assignment. “Hi Kristin. You're popular tonight, booked with Katherine first and then Danielle. I don't think you've been booked with either before.”

		“No. How exciting!” Kristin kisses my cheek and immediately begins to dress for her aerial performance. “How soon before you want me out there?”

		“Ten minutes.” I wink at her, which is my way of saying, “be out there in five.” My attention is diverted by Dusty escorting in a new bitch without warning.

		“Everyone, this is Winterlynn, hired as of this afternoon,” Dusty announces. The few of us not out on the floor stop to check her out.

		Harlow blinks, feeling suddenly insecure, sensing possible competition.

		Fiery Nixie enters, brazenly pushing past Dusty and Winterlynn, looking over her shoulder when she realizes it's someone new. “Look how cute. The new whore in the family,” says Nixie, talking with love in her viciously edgy way. “She looks like she's had dick before, Dusty. We don't like that type of thing. Girls who take dick can't be trusted.”

		Harlow wholeheartedly agrees. “Besides we don't need any more dancers. We have plenty.”

		Dusty pulls out the seat from a vacant vanity, motioning for Winterlynn to sit. “Apparently she's filling your position, Harlow, now that you've been taken off the list.”

		Harlow had no idea. “I have? Why didn't Cherry tell me?”

		“Can't answer that, but I was informed this afternoon. You don't trust me, ask Cherry yourself.”

		“No, thanks Dusty, of course I trust you.” Harlow retreats to her vanity and the comfort of her gorgeous reflection in the mirror.

		Dusty checks the schedule, “Nixie, you're up next, center stage.” Nixie adjusts her stockings and spiked heels, brushing her body against Winterlynn. “I bet she's not even a good dancer. Just some young hot whore the boss wants to fuck.”

		Harlow is disturbed by Nixie's comments, and Nixie doesn't care, continuing on, “Or maybe they've done it already. Did you check her pussy before letting her in, Dusty?”

		“Nixie, enough,” Dusty tries to shut her up, but it's useless.

		“Excuse me, I don't know you and you don't know me. I don't appreciate you talking so boldly about my body when you have no idea,” Winterlynn says in her defense.

		“Oh, my name's Nixie, Winterlynn, the #2 girl under Eternity. Did Cherry give you that name?”

		Winterlynn raises an eyebrow. “No, it was given at birth”

		Dusty intervenes, “You're on, Nixie, now.”

		I take it upon myself to cozy up to Harlow. “It didn't occur to you that Cherish would take you out of rotation? You're her exclusive. Making her the center of your Universe is required. She told you this from the start, I'm sure.”

		Harlow glows with infatuation. “She did, but I—it hasn't set in yet, her decision.”

		I brush her silk-spun hair, standing behind her at her vanity. The soft-lit room casts a moody glow on the mirrors, enhancing Harlow's love struck haze. “Be careful,” I advise with a maternal sense. “Always remember who you are falling in love with.”

		“Who said I was falling in love?” Harlow freshens up her makeup, focusing on her image.

		“I'm glad you're not. You should just have fun and enjoy the ride while it lasts.” This catches Harlow's attention. “Because all of her live-ins leave eventually.”

		Harlow dresses into a skin-tight silver satin dress. I fasten the little buttons running along her spine. “Don't worry. I won't waste my tears if that happens.”

		“No baby,” I clarify, “it's when. For now you get to live in a big house, have gourmet meals cooked for you, a large closet filled with an expensive wardrobe. A chauffeured limousine to take you anywhere you want to go when you're not on the clock. Who wouldn't enjoy that? Keep in mind that wild cats like Cherry can't be tamed. And they don't like being chased.”

		“Thank you for the advice, Eternity, but I'm okay. Like you said, just have fun, which is what I'm doing.”

		I kiss her. “Good. Finish up. I need privacy with the new recruit Winterlynn, please.”

		Harlow exits, taking a serious look at Winterlynn before she does. The newest new hire is always a threat to the current live-in, even if only just invited. Barely having a mean bone in her body, Harlow's attempts at staking her ground are weak. She's no match for anyone determined to win Cherish's full admiration, as beautiful as she is. She may surprise us and break my record of seven months, becoming the longest full time live-in ever. I wouldn't bet on it, though.

		Winterlynn is different—I can tell immediately by the way she holds herself, calmly waiting for me to approach her. “Hi, I'm Eternity. As pointed out by Nixie, the #1 girl here at the club, and the one you will answer to while working.”

		“Cherry didn't say anything about you. I think I should ask her first before taking your word.”

		“She auditions, hires, takes test drives, has affairs, manages client services, terminates, etc., but I handle the performers once employed. Dusty is in charge of the bar staff, the front and back door and security. That's how this business runs. Still want to cross check, be my guest. The longer you take to accept your fate, the harder I'm going to make the initiation. The choice is yours. Do what you must.”

		“Thanks for the information. I'll get back to you,” Winterlynn states, disinterested in my authority. Not to be spoken rudely to, I grab hold of her arm and pull her to me. “Tell me, Winterlynn, what did the boss's pussy taste like?”

		“Excuse me? I don't know what you are talking about.”

		“No?” I question, knowing full well she does. “You really are different then, not like the other sluts that come through here, thinking their audition skills mean more than they do.”

		I let her arm go, throwing her off balance in cheap platform shoes. “You won't be taking the stage tonight.”

		“Oh? Why not? I thought Cherry said?”

		“Right, right, you think Cherry's word is the last one. Again, I am your mentor, your best friend from the back end of the club. You will be working on the floor, in this,” I present a white, frilly bikini with knee-high white boots. “The members love a girl who looks like a high school cheerleader, and that's how I want you to represent yourself to them.”

		“So, I'm not dancing?” Winterlynn looks over the outfit, unsure of my plan.

		“You're dancing, absolutely, just not on the stage. You will dance your heart out on the floor, for anyone who asks you to, until I say otherwise.” My orders are final, and she sees the look in my eyes, deciding not to question me further. “Ten minutes, you got it?”

		Winterlynn nods. I give her some space to change, dress and fix her face and hair. She does have a dreamy body, and I look forward to having it all over mine.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 9 – The Right Hand

		

		Cherry. What to do about Cherry? From my experience knowing and working for her, there's nothing you can do but watch and learn. She is an enigma, like no one else I've ever known and thank god, as I don't think I could handle knowing anyone else like her ever again. One of her is plenty for a lifetime. It's true that I sometimes feel as if I'm living a life I have no business enjoying—coming from poverty to the lap of luxury in a private world of sex and seduction where getting paid and laid is normal and expected. Cherry is more than a boss or a friend—she is the only woman I've truly loved. What I feel towards her is a purely selfless love without romantic intentions, or wanting in exchange for my complete devotion. I would do anything to protect her and keep her safe, but in my heart of hearts I know this isn't possible as Cherry lives by a set of unstable rules subject to fluctuations depending on moods and whims. My place in her life is to sway and bend to her shifts, adjusting the borders as needed to support an ever-changing situation. A world within a world within a world is the best way to describe living and working for her—you never know which one you are in until you get there, and adapting without asking too many questions, without ever trying to change her, is the key to survival.

		Dustin Marie is the name my mother gave me before handing me over to the State. After a few years of researching my family lineage, I assume Marie was for my maternal grandmother but I have no idea why she named me Dustin. Maybe it was the seed donor, or whoever she was fucking at the time and got pregnant by. As far as I could find, she wasn't married and there's no record of a father on my birth certificate, and I don't believe I was a miraculous conception, so, whatever her intentions were are a mystery. I'm not one of those adopted people who feel they’re incomplete without tracking down their biological parents. At this point, I have accepted who I am—a lesbian without roots, raised in and out of foster homes, and badly parented by an assortment of religious self-righteous pricks. Despite that there was little hope for me as a kid, I turned out okay, and I'm proud to be the gateway to an underground sex club specializing in women-only affairs as it is a worthy and important business. In my mind, doing what I do is like winning the lottery several times over. I'm approaching middle age and I have never had a major or long-term relationship with another woman, mostly because of my job. The only real prospect I have for the future in matters of love and romance are the girls that fall away from Cherry's grips. It does me no good to dwell on the fact that these girls see me as a soft landing spot, a shoulder to weep on, and a natural choice for rebound fucking. It's not bad being short-term relationship material as I have room to play the field, however small and controlled it is. Relationships terrify me, which is also the exact way Cherry feels, and I've come to believe that her approach to commitment, albeit unconventional, is the right way to be. Stay unattached unless it's absolutely essential to get involved on a deeper level. I've been tempted, as has Cherry, to fall head over heels into total emotional oblivion with certain girls, but it is best not to. They are employees just like me and have their personal reasons for being in Cherry's world and we are all subject to termination.

		I'm tapped on the back by Katherine, who has been patiently awaiting her selection of the night. For the first time in a long time, I have a pang of angst thinking of sending Kristin off to Katherine's private room. I've been teased and toyed with plenty over the past weeks having Kristin rub her bottom on my crotch when Cherry or Harlow weren't looking, and tonight was going to be my payoff. Knowing Katherine's appetite, I have a feeling my visions of Kristin's sweet mouth drinking from my pussy are fading into a snuggle and cuddle bedroom scene after work. “Sorry to keep you waiting, dear Katherine. I'll bring her to you now.”

		Katherine is tipsy, several bottles of champagne in already, and layers my cheeks with red lipstick kisses. “You want to join me, don't you? You want to watch.”

		“Maybe next time.” I cop a good view of her ample cleavage as she bends over to kiss me again, and then I took a beat to watch her ass sway in high heels back to her room before giving Kristin the signal that it was time.

		Winterlynn struts out in the costume Eternity gave her and she wears it well. I zero in on the rhinestones dangling from her bellybutton piercing, and imagine how I'd like her jewels in my face. It's work hours and for her, this first performance will make or break the deal for an observing Cherry. I need to be as supportive with my intentions as possible. Protectively, I put an arm around her shoulder and walk to one of my favorite platinum members, Brielle, whose gaze locks immediately on the newbie dancer I present.

		“Are we having a good time?” I ask Brielle as she swings around in her chair, parting her legs slightly, reaching a hand out to Winterlynn. “I am now. Who's this?”

		“This is yours for the next hour.” I look assertively to Winterlynn, “Introduce yourself.”

		“Hi, I'm Winterlynn, the dancer you requested,” she says with blushing cheeks.

		“Oh good, I was hoping when I saw you,” Brielle takes Winterlynn's hand and the connection between them is instant. Clearly my work here is done, and I leave them saying, “Alert me if you need anything, otherwise, the evening is yours to do what you will.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 10 – Full Swing

		

		The dance floor is crowded and I check to see if my special guest, Marina, is enjoying herself. I carry a bottle of premium bubbly to her secluded table only to find she isn't there. I ask a few of my cocktail hostesses if they've seen the reluctant lady but none have. At this point Marina should be relaxing into the vibe, letting the champagne chip away at her inhibitions, and this delay is not what I or she needs on a busy night like tonight. I have too many demands to meet for the other members to waste precious minutes chasing down a scared little woman. I follow the spicy perfume scent, expecting to find Marina hiding in her girlfriends' private room. Sure enough, I hear Avery making another attempt with Marina through the closed door.

		“Take your clothes off already, Marina,” Avery orders her uptight guest, sitting on a lounge in the corner, avoiding the situation. “Why don't you sit closer to Katherine and take a few notes. You need to be warmed up for when yours arrives.”

		“You first, Avery,” Marina shoots back. “I'm happy to sip my water and be left alone until I have to run away from my naughty friends. Besides, what if there is an emergency? We can't all be evacuating in the nude.”

		Katherine lifts her face away from Kristin's peek-a-boo bra adding two cents, “Doors are locked, honey. Surrender is the only option.”

		Just then, I enter, first seeing lovely Kristin, being slowly feasted on by Katherine, and then in the shadows, Marina. “Ok Marina, it's time for me to take you to your birthday destination. I have a special spot picked out for you with a fresh bottle of champagne properly chilled and ready to drink, or share, if the mood strikes.”

		“I'm not quite—I need a bit more time,” Marina stammers.

		“Take my hand, sweetie, and I'll escort you,” I suggest once again. “Avery and Katherine have their own plans and you were not invited. I must respect their wishes.”

		Katherine tickles Kristin's nipples and the precious sound of her moans remind me of the sweet nights I heard her making love to Harlow. This is enough to make Marina stand and take my arm. “Wave goodbye,” I say to the group, and as I leave with Marina, Avery's wicked laugh echoes.

		Marina whispers in my ear, “I think she's getting far more out of me being here than I am.”

		“That won't be the case for long.” I sit Marina in her own chair, secluded from the gratuitous behavior of the more advanced members, and pour her a glass of champagne, “Happy Birthday.”

		“Have a glass with me? I hate drinking alone.”

		I turn her attention in the direction of Nixie doing panty-less splits on the stage. “Nixie would love to share a drink with you as soon as she's done with this set. She knows you are here and can't wait to meet you.”

		“Oh no, I don't want to keep her from doing whatever else she does when she's not doing that.”

		“Marina, she's your gift. Be gracious and accept it. I'll check on you in a few. You're going to have an incredible time, like it or not.”

		I see the outlines of two women getting intimate at the other end of the club and I instantly go in that direction. Witnessing Winterlynn's first member performance is imperative. Taking a seat at the bar I am front row and center for the show as elegant Brielle cradles Winterlynn's gyrating hips and ass in her lap. Head dropped back with pleasure, Brielle, who always comes alone and has never had a complete experience with any of my girls, might actually go all the way this time. I've never seen her get so worked up by any of her selections as she is at this moment with Winterlynn gliding her wet panties in little circles on her thighs. My own thighs pulsate, the feeling of Winterlynn so fresh in my mind. There is no way in hell Brielle isn't going to get more involved with this girl. Winterlynn could be the first club girl Brielle reveals her pussy to. I've been waiting for this day, even to the point of masturbating in my office imagining Brielle finally getting fucked under my roof, in plain sight, too absorbed in her unleashed desire to care who is watching or what strangers might be in the seat next to her. I love a woman who can be free, or at least, free within the club, to do what she would never do anywhere else. To make love at a table next to the bar, is only eclipsed by making love on the bar, in my opinion, and I have yet to see any member go that far. I hold high hopes that one day I, and the entire club, will experience seeing that. One must always have a dream.

		“Hey,” Devon scoots up next to me and orders a shot of tequila. “This is quite the hang out spot you've got here, Cherry.”

		“Well, hey there, baby. Having a good time, I take it?” My eyes are instantly drawn to Devon's legs. “Your friend is a natural.”

		“She is. I have the major hots for her, you know.” Devon knocks back the top shelf shot and licks her lips. “But she's never going to let me have my way.”

		“Never say never,” I remind her. “She's probably just afraid of you.”

		“That's ridiculous. I hardly think that's the case. I've made myself too available. I'm too good to her as well.” Devon orders another shot before asking, “Would you like one?”

		“No, thank you.” Instead of the drink, I take her hand, pulling her body between my legs, wanting to mirror the escalating lap dance Brielle is in the throes of. “She's a fool to not take advantage of you.”

		“That's what I think, too. What's with all this sex going on? I mean, I love it. This is like the place of my dreams. Nothing but horny lesbians for as far as the eye can see.”

		“They are not all lesbians. Horny for sure, but a good percentage of the members claim to be straight and are married to men.” I begin a journey feeling up her legs. Devon wiggles in my hands and she is so attractive, I almost forget the salacious scene happening just a few feet from us. Brielle fights from putting Winterlynn's tits in her mouth. I can see her biting gently over Winterlynn's tassels, wanting to rip them off with her teeth for a taste of fresh nipple in her mouth.

		“I mean, how do you get away with this and why did it take me so long to find out about it? I've traveled the world modeling and I have gone to some very exotic establishments just for kicks, but never anything like this.”

		“Good to know. I'm glad my club hasn't been replicated. In my mind, this club should remain the one and only.” I take liberties with Devon, feeling her legs up under her miniskirt. “I'd like to touch your pussy, Devon, if you don't mind?”

		My request takes her breath away. “Really? Why?”

		“Everything about you is rather delicious and as my guest I should think you would willingly agree.” Before she can answer, my fingertips have already swept the tip of her clit. Devon's pouting mouth hinges open, trying to answer back, but all she can utter are moans. “Would you like more tequila?”

		“Uh, yes,” Devon manages to reply, and as I order her another, I sense my sweet Harlow behind me. I unplug from Devon to make room for her to join in. Harlow isn't as receptive as she's been, perhaps feeling a bit of jealousy towards my need to tease. I don't do well with mind games and head trips, but knowing Harlow is on a high of sorts over being chosen, I brush it off, hoping that type of behavior will pass. “Harlow, my darling, this is Devon. She's a friend of your new stripper sister, Winterlynn.”

		Harlow shares her most genuine smile. “Nice to meet you.”

		Devon is affected by the warmth in Harlow's eyes. It's difficult to be selfish in the presence of such goodness. “Hi Harlow. Nice to meet you, too. Are you a dancer?”

		“I am, or was, an aerial performer. Today I start in a new position as Cherry's only toy.”

		I laugh at her remark, mostly because my private life is not to be shared openly at work with the members. “Don't be silly, Harlow. What she means, is that I've recently shifted some schedules and given new priorities to the staff.”

		“Are you coming to work at the club?” Harlow asks.

		“I think you should, Devon. There's a strong chance I would hire you. You should at least audition.” I map out the scene in my mind of Devon’s runway legs on my stage in a private show for me. Harlow gives me a look, an all too familiar look, of assuming my intentions.

		“No. I'm here to support my friend,” Devon politely turns me down, “but now I realize I'm going to have to fuck her when we get back to our apartment. You can't expect a girl to party in a place like this and not need to bang the shit out of another woman. Know what I mean?”

		“Yes, completely. That's the point, darling Devon, and the entire reason this club exists.” I confirm my mission in Devon's honest remarks.

		Harlow, Devon and I move our focus back to Winterlynn and Brielle, moving their bodies in sync in the chair, nipples like weapons bulging through their bras, sword fighting with hard lashes. Brielle is on the verge of orgasm and Winterlynn knows she has her in the grips, keeping the friction against her pleasure zones perfect for an elongated build up. I await Brielle's release, wanting her so badly to have one here and with Winterlynn, but to no avail. Brielle is satisfied with dancing on the edge, gently allowing herself to come down from it. She takes the art of kissing to another level, making out with her new tease, having satisfied what she came for tonight, and perhaps a bit more.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 11 – Precious Pinkness

		

		If Avery could have her cake, or rather, Marina's birthday cake, and eat it, too, she would've. She plays with her pussy like a good girl without pouting or sighing over having gifted her selection for the night. Being a voyeur can be extremely exciting and she is cool sitting in the passenger seat, fingering herself into a blissful state. Katherine, ever the giver, extends an offer anyway, “Avery, would you like a taste before I let loose on this pretty thing?”

		“No, no, Katherine, thanks for the offer, but she's all yours. Do spread her legs a bit more so I can get a better look.” Avery's selflessness isn't bought by Katherine, saying, “Come on, take a lick or two. You can't go all night without pussy on your tongue.”

		“Will you stop placing demands on me? I'm enjoying myself. Let's see what you got, lady. Show me how hard and fast you can make Kristin come.”

		“She isn't a hard and fast girl. In my eyes, she's a slow savor one.” Katherine pulls Kristin's panties aside to lap at her sweetness. “Oh my god, Avery, she is so delicious.”

		Avery refreshes her flute, “Eating out is so divine.”

		Kristin makes several attempts at commenting but the pleasure factor is too elevated. “Your mouth is so...” is about all she can say. Katherine bites Kristin's inner thighs, making her squeal, before plunging her tongue deep inside Kristin's precious pinkness. Circling the top of her clit, she flickers across it with a quickening pace, slowing down and driving it up enough to make Kristin lose her mind. “Just do it! You're teasing me too much!” she begs, whole body jerking with wild sensations.

		Avery's clit is plumping up to the point of explosion, too, rubbing the right spot in time with the pants and moans of Kristin. Although Avery and Katherine have never made love with each other, Avery has the sudden urge to take her best friend from behind, burying her face between her ass cheeks for a naughty taste of her puckering second hole. Hand rubbing her whole pussy now, covered with silky juices, she spanks Katherine's ass repeatedly, just about ready to pounce on her backside, but the orgasm catches her. Legs shaking, Avery falls onto her back, still keeping Kristin's about to explode pussy in view. Bringing Kristin to orgasm has made Katherine's own cunt a dripping honey pot, seeping fluids down her thighs. Avery rubs her foot up Katherine's legs, collecting the juices like perfumed lotion.

		“Come on, baby, cum on me, put your cum on my face, right here in my mouth.” Katherine stays steady on Kristin's clit, holding her hips tight as her body naturally buckles, pounding waves of ecstasy flooding her entire being. “Oh my fucking--” is heard from Avery, and then screaming, a totally unexpected reaction, especially without the touch of another.

		Kristin's orgasm soars, doubling, peaking on the third. She pushes Katherine's face away from her overly sensitive pussy in order to not hyperventilate. “Give me a second,” she pleads.

		“Catch your breath, baby. It's my turn. You need to see what you did to me.” With that, Katherine mounts Kristin's face and rides her chin and tongue with ferocious need. “Look at me, baby,” Katherine swoons as Kristin flashes her big blues. This girl is all about showing her appreciation for the incredible experience she just had. Wanting to make her teacher proud, Kristin gives back Katherine's generosity, lapping at her creaminess, chin massaging into her ass. “Holy shit, girl, suck that pussy,” Katherine instructs.

		Avery moves behind Katherine, wrapping her arms around her gorgeous friend, taking her nipples between pinching fingers, knowing this is what she likes and needs. Pinch, pinch, pinch. Each time making Katherine's back arch harder onto Avery's chest. “Let it go, girl, let her take you.”

		The warning cry bellows from Katherine, and then silence, unable to make a sound, feeling the full body rush of a scorching, lusty release. “Good girl,” Avery whispers in Katherine's ear. “Hold on, keep riding it.” When she finally exhales, the question is posed, “Can you do it again?”

		“Oh my god, no,” Katherine admits defeat, collapsing half on Avery and half on Kristin. “One was more than enough. She's not only delicious but she can suck the pulp out of a box.”

		“Wow, I feel so loved.” Kristin gets a chance to sit up and stretch her body, licking the wetness from her chin. “May I have some champagne?”

		“I thought you ladies weren't allowed to drink while at work?” Avery raises an eyebrow at her. “But here, you can have a sip of mine.” Lifting the glass to Kristin's pussy covered mouth, she lets her sip before taking her drink back.

		Dusty gives a polite knock on the door before entering, “Kristin, it's time. Say goodnight.”

		“Thank you, ladies.” Kristin gives Katherine and Avery kisses on the cheek before leaving.

		“It was our pleasure completely, honey. We'll have you again, for sure.” Katherine bids farewell to her treat, fully satisfied.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 12 – Arm Candy

		

		Harlow and I stroll through the club. It's time for me to show off my girl and give her notoriety. “I feel so odd. I have no idea what to do. Do I just smile and wave as your trophy wife?” Harlow’s sparkling blue eyes dim in my shadow, so I put her back into the light. “Yes, do that. You're mine for now, beautiful. Your job is to look good on my arm until I say further.”

		Everything is moving along nicely at the club, but my work is far from done. Winterlynn has completed her first assignment with flying colors and I might have her matched up with one more member before the night is through. Devon has struck up a casual conversation with the bar staff, sampling a flight of aged tequilas. The dancers and aerial performers are in their element, putting forth perfection. Brielle is relaxing at a private table, content. Katherine and Avery have fixed themselves on the dance floor, the first half of their evening adventures complete, the second half still to be lived. Marina is half way through the bottle of champagne and Nixie is almost done with her stage set. Those two should be connecting very soon and I want to observe the initial interaction to make sure it goes smoothly. My professional mind-set is interrupted by a coo from Harlow. “Kiss me,” she says.

		“Not right now, Harlow, out here during business hours.” I repeat my standards, seriously this time. “Whatever affection we exchange can only be in my office while we are at work, or at home when we are alone.”

		“Let's go to your office then.” Harlow's playfulness is hard to resist.

		“I wish. I have plenty of members to attend to.”

		“Well, where would you like me then?”

		I suddenly realize it's been so long since I've had a full time live-in that I forgot what to do. “You know, perhaps the best place for you tonight is at home. Sorry, baby, it didn't occur to me that you might be restless without performing or being on the menu. Would you like to go back to the house, and wait naked in bed for me?”

		“Are you sure? You won't be mad?” Harlow is cautious, unable to read me.

		“Not at all. I expect you to be under silk sheets, lightly playing with my little jewel.”

		“I'm going to miss you. One kiss, please.”

		“Later, when I get home. Promise.” With a pat on her perfect ass, I send her off.

		Dusty sees Harlow leaving and catches me for a mid-evening debriefing. “I ran Devon and Winterlynn's I.D.'s and so far so good. I told Devon she gets one more guest pass, if Winterlynn becomes a full-fledged employee, and she was cool with that. Veronica arrived with her innocent stepdaughter, Allison, about fifteen minutes ago. They have a table alongside the stage so that Allison can get acquainted with Eternity. She is performing next and Nixie is finished, freshening up before her encounter with the reluctant but loosening up birthday girl, Marina.”

		“Good work, Dusty, as always, my friend. Keep me posted.”

		“Oh and Kristin's coming back to my room tonight. I'm sure you're okay with it, but I wanted to run it by you regardless.”

		I don't know why this took me by surprise. This is a clear sign I need to get straight with my emotions. Kristin did creep into my heart, I'm realizing, and now it's time to set her free. “Fine by me. Thank you for letting me know.”

		“Of course,” Dusty says with relief and heads back to work.

		Being out on the dance floor is intense, with expensive perfume sweated off from one body to another, as the members get moving to the beat of the most talented DJ I've ever known, Carson. The androgynous DJ Carson perfects the ambiance with a soundtrack she creates spontaneously per the mood of the night. Her music selections vary from down tempo to dub step to lounge, jazz, dance and pop. Eclectic electric, she calls it, and it works for creating the sexy, energetic, gorgeous vibe I want in my club. I've seen women who wouldn't be caught dead on a dance floor in any other club get lost in Carson's contagious mixes, and then proceed to morph into dancing queens for hours upon hours, sometimes foregoing the fruits of their membership for a non-stop dance party. Not to mention, she is absolutely hot, owning her gender queer boy toi persona, communicating her sexual fierceness through the rawness of her grooves. She is the only employee of the club not openly offered, even though she wouldn't mind it. It's my choice to keep her private as the elusive DJ and the heartbeat of the club. Without good music you might as well be selling membership to a chess club. No pity is needed for Carson, because she's not denied sex, far from it. She gets her fair share of very willing hotties. I've caught her on rare occasions getting it on with the members, right there in the hallway next to her DJ booth, in between sets. Normally I wouldn't allow this, as services are given for a fee, but Carson comes across as forbidden fruit, a quick thrill if the mood strikes. She's a strap-on aficionado, or so the rumor has it, although she's never shown it to me, nor have I asked to see it. I've seen my share of strap-ons and I don't prefer to use them on me or my lovers. There is nothing quite like the feeling of soft, female fingers inside and an artificial dick seems to be defeating the purpose of living a lesbian lifestyle. A few of my dancers are receiving instruction from Carson on how to use them properly and I think that's hilarious. Lessons? How explicit these lessons are, I can't say, and so far no one has complained. I really try to give my staff privacy and this is why I don't probe too deeply into Carson's activities. She's become a permanent fixture, and her energy is what we depend on to encourage the magic. Plus, she's funny as hell, wielding a vicious sense of humor that works as medicine for me.

		Avery and Katherine pull me between them for a momentary three-way grind.

		“Kristin was magnificent. Just what I needed. Thank you for selecting her for me tonight.” Katherine is tipsy and sweaty and I recognize the scent of Kristin still lingering on her neck.

		“You're welcome. It's Dusty and Eternity that put the pairings together, though. I only give suggestions. You need to thank them instead,” I inform.

		“Yes, that's right. Well, Eternity knows what I like. I will want Kristin again soon, so, I'll be sure to let Eternity know.”

		“And you, Avery? Are you having a wonderful time?” I inquire, and she replies, “Always.”

		“Things look good with your friend and Nixie. I don't think we need to worry.” We spy over to Marina's table. Nixie is with her, sipping water while Marina polishes off her champagne.

		Avery and Katherine nod in approval, keeping one eye on the developing situation while going back to their dancing, drawn into Carson's groove.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 13 – Being in Hell with Nixie

		

		“I'm married, happily, for many years.” Marina gives a nervous confession to scantily clad Nixie. “My girlfriends are very bad women. I love them, don't get me wrong, but this lesbo thing is way out of hand.”

		“You never got it on with them?” Nixie shudders to think.

		“Me? No! I think they both need an intervention, some type of therapy.” Marina is buzzed, confiding, “Between you and me, Nixie, I think they are sex addicts.”

		“Really?” Nixie curls her lips, listening to the rant of a sexually deprived woman. “And that's bad, being addicted to sex?”

		“Yes! Sex has its place, but not here in a club.”

		“Where and how is sex okay?” Nixie leans back, enjoying Marina's nervousness. The attraction between them is palpable.

		The closet case rambles on, “At home, in private, between a man and a woman.”

		“Does that mean you won't fuck me?” For a moment, Nixie pretends to be serious. She knows damn well Marina will have her thighs spread wide before the evening is done. “You won't let me have you because I'm female?”

		“I won't let you have me because I'm married. Are we on the same page? Speaking the same language?”

		“Perfectly. What should we do then? I'm your birthday gift but it seems you are sending me back. Is that the case?”

		“Please don't take offense. I truly don't want to be rude.”

		“Marina, there's nothing wrong with talking with me. We can enjoy each other’s company with our clothes on.”

		“We can? I mean, yes, we can. I like talking with you, Nixie.”

		Nixie pours the last drops of the champagne bottle in Marina's glass saying, “I'm glad. How did you like watching me on stage?”

		Marina's nervous twitch takes hold. “That was, you know, you're a very good dancer. You've obviously taken ballet.”

		“No, not a day of ballet training. I've taken instruction on the pole and the chair, but that's it. Must be the Latin genes. My hips move and I can't stop them once they start.”

		One gulp and the champagne is history. Marina searches for more topics, but can only come out with, “Do you eat meat? With your perfect figure I thought maybe you're a vegetarian.”

		“Oh, I eat plenty of meat. Never spent a day in my life as a veg head and don't plan on it either.” Nixie moves closer to Marina, letting her plump, red lips softly wisp on her earlobe. “Will you do me a favor, Marina?” Nixie turns Marina's seat to face hers, and gazes into her avoidance. “I want you to close your eyes.”

		“Here? Now? No, no, not comfortable with that. A little dizzy from all the drink.”

		“Marina, shhh, relax. Close your eyes. I want to tell you a story.”

		“A story? About what?” Marina realizes her tight dress is revealing her panties. She grabs the hem to regain her decency but Nixie stops her. “A story about a woman who gets locked inside a nightclub, only it's really hell because there's one person stuck inside there with her, and it's a chick, a super-hot chick, who’s horny.”

		“Interesting. Is this an autobiographical tale?”

		“It could be.” Nixie casually drops her hands on Marina's knees, before they are politely removed. “So, this super-hot chick, all she wants to do is dance naked from the stage, just for her, and only her.”

		Surprisingly, Marina has interest. “So why is that hell?”

		“Because she knows she'll eventually give in, and let the dancer have her. She's afraid of what she might feel.”

		“Nonsense. She's afraid because it's not normal to want to do that.”

		“Do what? Dance?”

		“To do naked things in front of strangers,” Marina clarifies.

		“If you want to hear the story you need to close your eyes, like I asked.” Nixie has her, and Marina closes her eyes. “Imagine being alone in here with me, the crowd around us gone. The room is dark with a soft spotlight on the stage, where I am dancing, only wearing panties and heels. Want me to continue?” “Sure,” is Marina's simple reply.

		“I'm down on my knees, reaching out for you with a simple request. Come up on the stage for one dance, just one, but you can't fight me. You must let yourself dance hip to hip and let me hold your ass in my hands, and press my breasts on yours. You can't push me away for kissing your neck, your chest, your face. For one dance you have to agree to let me touch you anywhere I want and all you have to do is go with it. Do you see yourself ascending the stairs? Can you feel my hands on your shoulders, moving down your arms, holding your hands?” Nixie lays her hands on the married woman's knees once again and this time they are not removed.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 14 – The Virgin

		

		I know Veronica well. She started at Diamond level and has never downgraded, just like me. She's been married many times and I admire how she deals with being in the closet—she's never been into men, and for personal reasons can't come out fully and dismiss them from her life completely. She's good at being the wife, the mature woman of stature, a mother to her spoiled children and stepchildren. Veronica is a master at being the family anchor to a power player, handling her side of the marital contract like a pro as the one who sends seasonal cards in a timely fashion, attends both business and school events, donates large funds to different organizations and manages a household staff. She's the perfect wife to a CEO because she doesn't care how many mistresses he has, as long as she is allowed to have hers. Since I only service the Diamond members, Veronica and I have made love with each other more than a dozen times, but tonight she is changing the situation quite a bit. Her new stepdaughter, a pretty little redhead named Allison, is her guest celebrating her 18th birthday. Veronica sent me a note when she arrived stating only this—Allison is a virgin. I almost creamed down my thighs reading this, as I love being the first to take a young woman almost as much as I love inaugurating older ladies into lesbian sex. I can't wait to be the first to penetrate her virgin hole with my little finger. I'll be good to her as I am with all the members, but this one will get rocked in my arms and petted and soothed with kisses and soft touches before I show her what it means to be a sexual young woman.

		I wait for Veronica and Allison to enter. Wearing my thigh high boots, stockings and diamond studded leather thong and bra, I perch on the edge of the red velvet couch, legs closed for now.

		Veronica comes in first, holding her step-daughter's hand, “This is Eternity, Allison.”

		“Hi, yes, we kind of already met while you were dancing,” Allison says shyly. An hour ago I danced for them, flirting with the teen birthday girl, which is when Veronica surprised Allison with the news of her gift. Of course, Allison was the typical eighteen year old, blushing, laughing, telling her stepmother she's crazy and weird, disbelieving she was telling the truth. When Allison first got wind of Veronica's plans to take her here, she really had no idea what she was going to see or experience. How could she? Veronica has brought only a few of her long list of stepdaughters, the ones she especially liked, and the ones she thought would appreciate it. She's never brought her own daughter here, as she doesn't see it as appropriate. Veronica's sexual needs are hers alone and she has no interest in meddling in the physical desires of her kids. She has a feeling about Allison, that this is what she wants. “Allison has been curiously chatting with her girlfriends about sex with boys, older men and wondering what it would be like to make out with a girl, yet she’s too afraid to experiment,” Veronica whispered to me earlier in the ladies room. I told her to tell Allison it is fine if she and I simply talk and do nothing more. Allison probably thinks we're going to have Shirley Temples and giggle over silly topics. Veronica takes a seat near the couch and prepares to watch what will inevitably be a wonderful experience for us all. Allison is awkward, blushing at the sight of me.

		“Hi Allison. How are you? You look gorgeous and edible. Did your step-mother give you that dress for your birthday? It looks sensational on you.”

		“Thanks. This was the gown from my senior winter formal. It's six months old already.”

		“How nice you're getting a second use out of it.” I extend a hand to Allison, wanting her next to me. “Most gowns only get worn once before being tossed out.”

		“It's amazing she's so thrifty, considering the money her father has. I love how conscientious she is.”

		“Adorable, really,” I agree with Veronica while seating Allison at my side.

		“You two are too much,” Allison rolls her eyes. “Who cares about this dress anyway?”

		“Good question, Allison, because honestly, I'd prefer you not be in the dress at all.” I knew this would cause a moment of tension and surprise but it had to be said.

		“Really? What should I be wearing?”

		“Let me see your pretty face,” I tell her, caressing her shoulders and arms as she looks at me. Her smile is natural and her skin is flawless, but what melts me the most is her sincere shyness. She's not looking to run out or clawing away from me like a terrified cat. This girl is open to touch, but it's still too soon to kiss. She quivers under my gaze, glancing at my hands on her arms, tracing her fingers, palms, wrists. Her décolleté is pristine with youth, and I spend time there before daring to move onto her cleavage. “How does this feel?” I ask, her eyes darting from me to Veronica.

		“It feels okay. Why are you doing this to me, though? Mom? Why do you want me to do this?” Allison makes me pause.

		“I'm not doing anything, honey. Eternity is the one with the gift. As my new and beautiful stepdaughter, I want you to experience the greatest thing in the world, and that is the affections of a woman.” Veronica crosses and uncrosses her legs, wanting to keep things moving forward. “And it doesn't get any better than this, I promise you. Do you not feel right about it?”

		“Uh, no, I mean, a few of my girlfriends have fooled around with each other, mostly in drunken threesomes with a guy. We talk about it.”

		“Oh, I know. I've heard. You don't just talk, you fantasize,” she reminds her. “I'd hate for that to be the way you experience female sex for the first time. I'd rather you set your standards high from the start, which will also reduce the risk of sloppy, drunk, meaningless romps.”

		“Mother, I wouldn't do that. I'm too young to drink anyway.”

		“Yes, you are my good girl.” Veronica offers the wink of a proud mother. “Do you want her to continue?” Mother always knows best how to lead in the right direction. “If not, it's perfectly okay, baby girl. We can hang out at our table and watch the rest of the performances. We'll have a great time either way.”

		Allison is silent, unsure, so I speak up, “Allison, what's your favorite body part to be touched?”

		She points to her neck. “That's my favorite, too.” I caress her with my long fingernails, trailing back and forth between her bare shoulders. She likes this, closing her eyes to feel my caresses.

		She's receptive when I sense she wants tiny kisses on her neck, too, and my heart flutters. Licking my lips, I sample her skin with my mouth and it is delicious, so soft and young. What gets me off more is she'll always remember this, and what female flesh feels like. I want every touch to be meaningful—trusting me is essential for her to be present in both body and mind. “Allison, how old were you when you had your first orgasm?”

		“Twelve. Maybe thirteen, I don't remember.”

		“By your own hand or something else?”

		“My own hand. Sorry, mom, you probably shouldn't listen to this,” Allison confesses.

		“Please, baby, I still masturbate on occasion to the memory of my first solo time. Under a bathtub faucet with fast running, warm water. My whole body shook for what felt like an hour afterward,” Veronica reveals, getting restless in her chair. “Feel free to share more.”

		“Were you in the shower, too?” I inquire.

		“No, in my bed. It was the first time I let myself go all the way. I was so scared and had no idea what to expect.”

		“Of course not. How could you?” I continue to kiss her neck, carefully adding in more areas of her body—shoulders, arms, the curve of her spine.

		“I often think I'm crazy for liking certain things, and I shouldn't be fantasizing either.”

		“Why do you say that? There's nothing wrong with fantasy and erotic imaginings,” I confirm, this time my hands have made their way to her cupcake-sized breasts, perfect to hold.

		“I was fantasizing about being in a gang bang.”

		This reveal garners a gasp and then applause from Veronica. “Good for you, baby girl. I admire your boldness.”

		“It didn't feel bold, though, it was just totally forbidden. It was only women, too, and no one knew each other before being naked on a Persian rug.”

		“Nice,” I purr, getting her nipples placed between my fingers, “and were they older or younger?”

		“A mix of both and some were kissing, or giving massages. A few women were fucking on the floor.”

		“Wow, honey, sounds like my fantasies, too.” Veronica is overheating, not being able to touch herself at the moment. She was not expecting to be turned on and I know her to be too decent of a person to go for it now. This isn't about her, well, not completely. She can masturbate to the memory later.

		“It was hot watching these women. Their desire for each other was intense. One woman was eating another woman's pussy like it was five star dining.”

		“Well, it is gourmet, if you have the right chemistry.” Allison squirms at the tickle and sensation of my nipple pinching play.

		“I can feel that all the way down to my clit.” Allison lays her head back on my chest. Finally, a sign I'm free to do what I want.

		The room gets very silent and that's precisely the type of tension I do my best work in. She lets me roll the top of her dress down off her shoulders, and I take it even further, past her breasts. Without a bra her peach blossom tits perk up, nipples erecting. I journey to them, offering kisses and flutter licks from her neck, down her chest to her bosom. She responds favorably to the warmth of my mouth on her nipples as well as my hands teasing her belly, threatening to move lower to her nearly hairless patch. She is breathless with anticipation so I ease up, ever so lovingly, bringing her beautiful back onto my stomach, legs wrapping around her hips from behind. Hands continuing to tease the flatness of her belly, I reach the ultimate destination. She's small and I assume very, very tight. I proceed with the utmost care, and her hand only tries to stop my progress once before her sweet young, red-haired pussy lips are landed upon.

		Veronica is pleased, giving me the nod of approval. A few more delicious moments are spent tracing Allison's body before I lay her down. Her skin is mine and I slather it with light kissing, getting more involved as I get closer to her jewel. I want to penetrate the shit out of it, but there is no way she can handle that. Being slow and gentle is my only choice, and I play softly until I hear her excited moans as I fully suck on her breasts. Her body moves with every twirl of my tongue, back arching as I give little bites to the nipples’ tips. I'm not asking any more questions, because I'm in charge of her destiny now. Keeping her breasts in my hands, I start the descent, hungrier and hungrier. She responds strongly to my kissing between her hip bones, and likes it even more when I continue down the path to her clit.

		“It feels like electricity,” Allison giggles, back still arching with intense sensations. “I almost want to laugh.”

		“Then laugh, baby. It's good for you. I'm going to lick you down here. You ready to feel that? Take a deep breath.”

		Allison breathes in, exhaling as my mouth hovers over her pussy and drips a bit of spit on the center spot. “Oh my gosh, what are you doing?”

		“Breathe, baby, relax and let your mind float.” I attempt to calm her down before I really stir things up. Her mouth falls open anticipating my tongue, but I don't touch it immediately. I kiss her freshly shaved bikini line, before licking her hairless lips, up and down and then across her glistening opening. The first touch of tongue on clit makes her jolt with delight and I proceed with a second and a third.

		Ice clanks in the background as Veronica sips on her drink, encouraging my techniques. The licking continues with steady timing, creating a rhythm that even a hard-to-control woman like me would find impossible to fight coming.

		“Eternity, can I taste you, too?” Allison reaches out for my face, getting her first look at a woman's face between her thighs, enjoying her honey drips. Eyes rolling back, she lays back down, overwhelmed by the sight.

		“No, baby, tasting me is for another time.” Not one second faster is my motion, just more pressure of the tongue, making her legs shake. “And when you do get to have me for yourself, I'm going to explode all over your beautiful face, just like you're going to do on mine.” I go back to the licking, now faster, with more defined strokes.

		Allison begins to lose it, the flow of pleasure sensations coursing through her limbs. “I'm scared.”

		“Don't be afraid to orgasm, Allison. Don't hold it back. It's going to be exquisite.” Veronica sits up, preparing for the pop.

		“I don't know what to do,” she moans, feeling the build, but holding back, so stepmother coaches her. “Turn the worry off, honey, and let your body be free. What you do with your own hand, her tongue can do a thousand times better, yes?”

		“Yes,” Allison agrees, and I dive in to drive her over the edge. Spirals sweep wetness from her tightness to the point of her stiffening clit. I hold her shaking legs down by her ankles, keeping her anchored and I can feel she's right there on that edge.

		“There it is, baby, it's going to be so good.” Veronica says the magic words that send Allison over the brink. Body jolting hard, she grabs onto the couch, digging her fingernails into the velvet, mouth open in a silent scream.

		I lap and lap, getting off on her powerful waves, the virgin pussy hole opening slightly, enough for my pinky to tease. “That's a good girl,” Veronica purrs.

		Allison finally utters a sigh of release. I'm tempted to bring her to a second orgasm, but I don't want to push her too far or overwork the little gem I just devoured. Instead, I kiss, kiss, kiss, and then pet her pussy, until I know she's safely come down from her high. “Thank you, Allison,” I sit up, taking her with me. She needs to be held and rocked a bit more before our experience comes to a close. “You are one delicious young woman. How does your pussy feel?”

		“Oh my god,” Allison makes her youth apparent once more. “I don't even know what's going on right now. What you did was crazy. How do you know how to do that?”

		I interrupt her rambling, “Your pussy should always feel that good. Now you know what to expect. Don't settle for anything less.”

		Veronica exhales, smiling easy. “You make a mother proud, sweetheart. Happiest of birthdays to you, honey.”

		“Thank you,” Allison coos. I kiss her cheek, and save one last soft kiss for her mouth before whispering, “Many happy returns.” I make my exit smoothly, savoring the touch and feel of her skin, releasing her from my arms.

		“Good job, Eternity. I expected no less.” Veronica pats my hip with admiration and I touch her shoulder, “It's been too long, Veronica. Hopefully you and I will be back together soon as well.”

		“You can count on that, darling.” She blows a kiss, and I intuit she'll be booking me before the end of the week.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 15 – Crack in the Seams

		

		I knew she would be here. I hate to call it a sick feeling, but that's what it is—a feeling in the pit of my being that she's near, and could show up any minute without warning. She knows I don't want her in my life, and yet somehow a closed door can't stop her from coming in. The lack of an invite would only inspire her to find a crack in the seams and before I can stop her, she's back and there's no way of ever getting her out. This girl moves fast, and could care less about the damage she leaves in her wake. What she's after isn't sex but money, the more dangerous of the two desires in my opinion. She is a horrid, devious bitch and for a spell she was my lover. When I left her, I made it clear we were not to stay in contact. She and I created a toxic brew and I have no use for such a devious whore hanging around. Talia's type of trouble isn't worth the momentary thrill of fucking her again. Still, she haunts me and when I saw her image, dark eyes and pale skin reflecting the red and blue spotlights cascading down on the dance floor, I was captured by it. Her stare only on me—her moving target to pierce and sting—and all I want is for her poison to be out of my body. Something about her pulls me closer, through the sweaty, dancing bodies of the members before I am face to face with a girl I want nothing to do with. Her gaze has caught mine and suddenly no one exists, just she and I lost in another time and space. I can feel time standing still with unbearable silence and her hands on my shoulders and then her mouth on mine. A kiss that shouldn't happen manifests, instantly recalling the taste of her tongue—a taste I can't live without.

		“Cherry!” Avery rushes to me, hormones on fire. “I know I said I didn't want to make an order tonight, but I don't think I'm going to last if I don't. I'm contemplating screwing Katherine, and that's a red flag. I need to kiss on one of your girls. It's last minute, but is there any way?”

		Reality has rescued me from the vision, thankfully. As if a breath of life was forced into my body, I'm free of the bad vibe and Talia is nowhere in sight. “Avery, my dear, I've got you covered.”

		“Thank you, my darling!” Avery is a thousand times relieved. “I'm going to mingle with the sexy bar girls while you set it up. Oh, and it can be a one-way thing. Having only her pussy is fine. She doesn't have to reciprocate this time. I'm so horny I could come in my panties just rubbing against her skirt.” Any sex-starved woman knows exactly what she's talking about.

		“I know the feeling,” and I really do, despite the abundance of cunt exchanging I've had today. She kisses my cheek before going in pursuit of libations and carefree flirting. It might be one of the cocktail girls I set her up with. As much as I want to please my members, it's a rule that last minute pairings are subject to availability. Not that the girls who serve the drinks as opposed to performing are any less gorgeous or talented—they are the ones I save for more infrequent activities, like a spontaneous splurge on fine jewelry you may never wear but want, because it's beautiful and needs to be in your collection.

		To make arrangements, I head to my office, stopped in my tracks by a very buzzed Devon. “How's the tequila treating you?” Standing in spiked heels is no challenge for the leggy super model. She is an obvious expert at posing and slinking down runways in extreme designer footwear. Her lanky stance is taller than mine, and it's been awhile since I've had a lover I could spread out beneath me and lie within their frame. I imagine her legs wrapped around my waist and the scintillating challenge of having to make a choice between riding on her mound or kissing her face.

		“Cherry? I have a question for you,” Devon smiles, hovering a few lovely inches over me. “Do you have a second?”

		“I certainly do, young lady. How about in my office?” I know that look Devon gives me, and I fear I might just sit her on my desk instead of the couch, but this is not the right time. I have a naked angel waiting in my bed for me. I lead Devon to my private room with full intentions of making this meeting quick.

		The doors lock behind us and Devon is impressed with my choice of business décor. “I had my personal designer make a comfortable space for me to meet with members like she did with my main office. I run the business off site. Here, I wanted a room where women could feel comfortable and secure when discussing the details of joining, or other issues they may have. I've made many a lady's dreams come true on this couch.”

		Devon drops her cheeks on it, crossing her legs, swinging her ankle in my direction. “I bet you have. Maybe you'll make mine come true, too.”

		“It's a possibility,” I say, taking a seat at my desk. “What are yours about?”

		“Mine are all over the place, really. My career rules my life.”

		“Mine, too. I prefer it that way. Well, what specific dream would you like to focus on? Which do you think I'd be of most help in making happen?” Switching the computer on, I deflect to matters at hand, like securing Avery's appointment ASAP.

		“Wait, turn that thing off. I only have one question,” Devon insists.

		“Ask then.” I don't turn it off, but I turn away from it to face her completely. She pulls lip gloss out of her purse, gliding on a fresh, red-hued coat before asking, “How do I become a member of your club?”

		I didn't expect that question. I had seen her as a guest of Winterlynn's only, not a young woman with the personal and emotional wherewithal to join on her own. “I'm happy to know you have interest. Before I discuss membership benefits or prices, I ask all applicants for a background check first.”

		Devon adjusts the pillows behind her back, getting more comfortable. “Sure, cool. You already did one, didn't you?”

		“This one will be more extensive,” I explain.

		“When do you want me to take it? I can give you my information. There's a small blemish you might find from a few years ago when I was at an industry party in Spain with another famous model, but, I have a feeling you're not the kind of woman who would fault me for being explicit in public.” Devon implies she knows me far better than she does, and so I interrupt, “We take our screening process very seriously. As much as I've enjoyed meeting you tonight, we are virtual strangers, and until I evaluate your background, this conversation can't go any further.”

		Devon almost laughs, mistaking my straightforward honesty as a game, a tease. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say anything disrespectful.”

		“No apologies needed. It’s standard procedure, not a personal judgment. Give Dusty your info when you leave. I had hoped you might want to audition.” I lighten the mood, still interested in a possible make out session, now that business has been taken off the table.

		“Me? Come on, I'd be a terrible performer. I do enough of it when I'm working. I don't need a second job. I need a night off.” Devon floats with the vibe, realizing my interest in exploring her thighs like I did earlier.

		“Oh my, I know who you are now.” For the first time since she entered the club I actually take a minute to get a good look at her face. Clearly she has tapped into a leg fetish I wasn't aware I had. “You're the cover girl I've been seeing lately on the high end fashion magazines.”

		Devon blushes, sincerely self-conscious. “Yes. The photographers I shoot for always want me all done up. I don't even recognize myself sometimes. I hate wearing makeup.”

		“I can see why. You're naturally beautiful. I remember the last cover I saw you on, thinking you had amazing bone structure and your legs speak for themselves. If I was a photographer I would probably want to do the same thing. I'd dress you up in expensive clothes, paint you with ostentatious jewelry and send you to the salon for hours.” The idea of having two live-ins is creeping back to mind.

		“I do love the salon. Having my hair brushed is one of my favorite things.” She lets her long, brown locks cascade past her shoulders, landing near her bellybutton.

		Dusty knocks, coming in before I say enter. “Didn't know you were in a meeting.”

		“How could you?” I reply, motioning to the door. “Is this about Avery?”

		“Yes, it is. Have you made a decision?” Dusty remains in discreet business mode. I check the computer for staff schedules. “Viviana. Tell Avery she's limited to one hour, though.”

		“Done deal. Anything I can get you two?” Dusty looks curiously at Devon.

		“Yes, actually. Devon is interested in becoming a member.”

		“Really? How exciting.” Dusty switches into “new best friend” mode. “I ran a basic check on you already. Mind if we go a little deeper?”

		“Not at all.”

		“So, Devon, now is a good time to go with Dusty. There's an application you'll need to fill out.”

		“You sure? We were having such a nice conversation.” Devon whines a bit, taking Dusty's offer of a hand to help her up. “Yes, I'm sure.” Suddenly the view of her luscious legs becomes more important, getting a full glance as she leaves with my assistant, since I don't know when I'll be alone with her again, if ever. This is fine, though, as I have other things to attend to with Avery set and my main parties already handled. At least, I think they are.

		I check the computer again, seeing Nixie is still in the building. What a shame—I was hoping Marina would have given in by now. I'm not worried that she will, though, and tomorrow might bring me quite a story about the details of Marina's birthday dessert. I shut the office down, having done my job for the evening. Knowing Harlow's at home, and after that unpleasant memory recurring, it's best if I finish early tonight.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 16 – Cougars and Wolves

		

		Escorting a statuesque woman has a strange circus act quality for me. I am short, and there's no hiding it. I mean, short, like 5 foot even, as in 5 feet no inches to add. I used to pray at night for god to hear my wishes for wanting to be taller. Then came the time to accept my lack of altitude and own it. I'm comfortable messing around with girls of all sizes, but Devon is like a skyscraper to me at nearly 6 feet in heels. Am I walking her or is she walking me is the question, as I take her to a small room with a laptop, desk and chair. I've had a few rendezvous in here, usually a sneaky quickie, nothing substantial. “I'm going to stand outside the door while you fill out the application. Cool?” I tell Devon, handing her a file of paperwork.

		“Why? I don't mind you being in here with me.” Devon opens the file, looking over what's inside.

		“I appreciate it, but I want you to have privacy.”

		“Even though you're going to strip me of it with these forms?”

		“Sorry, it's just the way business is run. Most of the papers are questions to answer. Cherry likes to make sure your head is in the right place before joining.”

		“I hope she's not expecting an essay on why I prefer pussy to cock.”

		“Not an essay, rather an honest statement.” I'm almost out the door before being called back in.

		“Do you have a pen? How about a drink from the bar?” Devon inquires.

		“Here's a pen, and the drink will have to wait. It's best if you are sober, well, at least sober-ish, while filling out the papers.”

		“Try 'far from'.” Devon is totally beyond her limits.

		“I'll check on you in a few.”

		Stepping out, I steal a few minutes of “me time”, checking out my possibly-soon-to-be girlfriend hanging by her ankles from silks. Besides height, I wanted flexibility, and I didn't get that either. I can hardly sit crisscross apple sauce, but man, Kristin can spread her legs, spinning and twisting, doing splits in the air. This show she gives feels like it's only for me. The strength she has to do aerial tricks is awesome. Cherry and I share the same fascination with dancers. Maybe it's because they offer something we will never have or be able to do? The art of acrobatics and chair and pole dancing is simply spellbinding. Kristin lowers her body down to hover over a table of members, letting them touch her like giddy schoolgirls, not wealthy society women. As she slowly rolls herself back up towards the aerial perch, a few pangs of neediness hit me. I wonder how I will keep my hands off of her tonight if she's not into it when we get home. Her performance transcends raw lust, and I can go with the situation of rubbing her sore muscles till she gently falls asleep on my bed. I've become a spooning champion, and many sleepless nights were sacrificed while earning the title. One thing I was blessed with is a clit big enough to resemble a small penis. If she falls asleep without panties, I might be able to penetrate her with the tip. I have a feeling she'll want more once I do.

		Just then, I hear a thud from inside the room. I check it out to make sure Devon is okay. On the floor she lays, passed out cold, a large and empty flask loosely held in her hand. She may have hit her head on the way down, considering the tight quarters. I check her pulse and she's alive, just drunk. The girl got a little carried away on her first night at the club, which is common and forgivable. I can't put her in a car at this point, and I know she drove here with Winterlynn. I leave Devon where she lays for now, while I put together another plan. Cherry is deadly serious about no one leaving her club intoxicated if they are driving. Most members travel by chauffeured vehicles, and some prefer to have their affairs in them and not in a room at the club. The vehicles must be parked in our special zone behind the building, where we can keep the cars supervised and hidden from view as much as possible. When members have our girls in their possession, we insist on keeping them on our premises. The situation with Nixie tonight is different. Cherry owns the hotel where Marina is staying. When members invite out of town guests, we often suggest they stay at the hotel to ensure the affair happens smoothly, if it is to happen there. The other thing is we don't like chauffeurs to be in the cars while affairs are in full bloom and we have a nice waiting room for them to relax without having to witness the wild throes of female love making. As open as some might seem, very few can be mature about the sounds and sights of two women passionately taking each other. It can be overwhelming, to say the least, and those not partaking, unless invited to voyeur in, need to stay out.

		Winterlynn is feeling no pain as well. Lindsey, a member who enjoys her spirits without limitations, has been feeding the new dancer a steady flow of drinks for the past hour. The situation was under control until Winterlynn took the dare of getting undressed at Lindsey's booth, which although understandable, was not prearranged or paid for, and freestyle nudity is strictly prohibited. It's not that the members would mind or complain, but when the performers get naked, or any employee for that matter, it must be done with Cherry's approval—not because a frisky lady got too playful and forgot proper etiquette. I wag my finger at Lindsey, reminding her that she's pushing her good times into trouble territory. She snorts out a laugh as Winterlynn babbles incoherently, being scooped off the floor by me. “Good job, Lindsey. What was the liquor?” I ask.

		“I don't remember. Something sweet. Champagne, maybe?” Lindsey tries to stand, but it's not happening.

		“Don't move. I'll be back to help you as soon as I get this one in a car.” I practically carry Winterlynn out to the parking lot. Putting her in Cherry's car is really my only option. I can't just leave the girl at a bus stop and we don't like calling taxis. When I say car, it's really a massive downgrade because Cherry's car is a luxury performance machine. I've begged to drive it, but Cherry is the only one allowed behind the wheel. Somehow I manage to get Winterlynn situated in the backseat. “Stay! Got it? I'll be right back with your girlfriend.”

		Cherry sees me assisting Devon out, asking, “Where are you going with her? What happened?”

		“Oh, you know, the usual routine for first timers. Winterlynn is already in your car.”

		“You're kidding? No, no no.”

		“Sorry, boss, we have no other choice.” I don't wait for an answer. Cherry's hotel is booked full tonight. We do our best to keep the location of Cherry's home a secret, however we've run out of options. Schlepping six feet of legs and hair out back is a massive struggle with no way of being graceful. Cherry follows behind me, catching a flash of Nixie and Marina leaving together as well.

		“Oh look, Dusty, Nixie is on top of things as usual.” Cherry waves to a few members as we exit, and then double checks, “Did you get Viviana with Avery?”

		“Of course, of course. The situation has probably caught fire by now, just like my back.” I stagger towards Cherry's car. The Boss Lady is kind enough to help me out, getting Devon in the car next to Winterlynn.

		“You got this?” I never assume Cherry isn't constantly in need of my assistance. Better to be on high alert at all times than to be seen as slacking off. Slackers do not live long in Cherry's realm.

		“Sure. Please call the house and have a room set up and ready for them.” Cherry's being a good sport but I can tell the drunk chicks are like bad children to her right now. She had a much simpler plan in mind—a beeline from car to house to bedroom to naked time with hot lover keeping her bed warm. I was in full support of her plan, and mine, until it had to be altered. Such is life and the perils of working with newbie club party girls.

		“Be safe,” I tell her, closing her car door and watching them drive off. Immediately I make a call to Sandra, the housekeeper, who's been working for Cherry longer than I have. “Sandra, sorry to call so late. Cherish is on her way home with two girls in tow. No, put them in their own room. They're strays.”

		It's still fairly early, just fifteen minutes after midnight. Time to check on the performance schedule. I have to stay until the club closes and tonight it appears we will be open until 3 a.m., after the last affairs have come to a close and the members have reluctantly gone. We only have one day off before our next night at this location. I'm going to spend it putting all of my energy into being the perfect rebound girl for Kristin as soon as this night is done.

		Viviana teeters on her platform heels as I lead her to Avery and Katherine's private room. We cross the dance floor and her body reacts to the sick beats, booty shaking side to side. “I want to dance,” she proclaims.

		“Later. You've been assigned to Avery for the next hour.” I give the instructions for the second time.

		“But, I want to dance.”

		“Listen, Viv, all of Cherry's girls are thrown to the wolves eventually. You've been cocktailing for a few months and now your ticket has been bid upon. Come along, it's getting late and Avery is waiting.”

		“Thrown to the wolves?” Viviana questions in her dazzlingly hot Hispanic accent. Not much between the ears but everything else is in ample supply. I'm thinking sending her on stage for a naked salsa cha-cha could be flipping insane, but then she says, “That doesn't sound pleasant,” and I wrap an understanding arm around her.

		“I mean, never mind. You'll understand shortly.” It takes some effort, but I manage to get her dancing limbs past the stage to the other side of the club in one staggered swoop.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 17 – The Quickie

		

		“Look what I got!” Avery brags to a very relaxed and lounging Katherine as she brings Viviana into their domain.

		“How did you manage that? I thought you-?” Katherine is speechless, witnessing Avery's expert skills in quickly untying Viviana's silvery bikini top, rendering her breasts fully exposed.

		Viviana giggles, arms shooting up to her full bosom, shocked at her sudden nudity. “Wow! It's chilly in here.”

		“I'll warm you up.” Avery covers Viviana with her own body, dressed in a bra, panties, seamed stockings and heels but nothing more. A starving woman wastes no time devouring fresh kill and that is all Viviana is to her at the moment. Without even knowing what hit her, Viviana is bent over the couch with a tongue buried deeply in her private spot. Avery has her caught in a web of sexual intensity, kneading Viviana's tits, squeezing tender nipples while plunging in and out of her pussy. “Oh my gosh,” Viviana squeals, “I hope you are Avery.”

		“I am, yes, now be a good girl and come on my face. Not just a little, but gush on me.” Taking Viviana's buttocks to her face, she moves on to her puckering anus like a decadent lollipop. Viviana claws the couch, breath stolen away by the pleasure of Avery's anal worshiping. “You do it so good!” Viviana coos, which only makes Avery go at her tightness faster, licking with mad desire.

		“Avery, girl, you are going insane! How about some champagne and slow it down?” Katherine laughs, excited by the sex show playing out within her grasp. She knows going slower is the last thing Avery has in mind.

		“Hush. You just watch.” Licking more and more, moving to her pussy for deep tongue penetration and lavish sucking, Viviana can hardly stand it. Her legs shake with wild jolts of electricity coursing through her body from clit to knees to toes. “Want more, baby? Tell me, say it,” Avery questions and demands at once.

		“Yes, I want more! I want! I want!” Her voice trails off, body stiffening in the throes of an escalating orgasm. Avery powers a full attack on her juicy pussy, pushing her entire face against it, slurping on her release, mouth and tongue going nonstop on Viviana's pulsating hole. Avery grabs her own clit, rubbing the right spot to send her twitching pussy into a creamy mess of lady lust. Viviana collapses in a heap on the couch, right on top of Katherine's feet.

		Avery's face is covered with Viviana's cum. She licks it up, using her fingers to transfer fluids from cheeks and chin to the mouth for swallowing. Her own panties are soaked by a desperately needed orgasm, having climbed the pleasure ladder with Viviana's bucking hips. The deed is done and the hunger satiated.

		“Is that it?” Viviana asks innocently, agreeable if more was required. Avery and Katherine blink, stunned at her youthful energy, ready to go again.

		“Yes, but, it doesn't have to be.” Avery leaves room for negotiation, but Katherine is clear minded, “We've celebrated Marina's birthday good and long, Avery. I think it's time we close up shop and make sure our guest is getting hers.”

		“You're right, my dear Katherine.” Avery slips off her soaking panties in favor of airing out her happy pussy. “We should get dressed and say our goodbyes.”

		“So, goodbye to me then?” Viviana adjusts herself, patting Katherine's feet, making sure they're unharmed after falling on them. She kisses her toes, before hugging Avery.

		“That was fun being with wolves. Thanks!” The naïve one is giddy. Katherine questions, “You mean, cougars?”

		“Cougars? Gosh, no, ladies. I was repeating what Dusty said. Maybe now she'll let me dance?”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 18 – Steamy Showers

		

		“I hardly had time to change the sheets from the last two that occupied the room,” Sandra tells me. She's managed to get both Winterlynn and Devon into bed in the guest quarters with minimal fuss. “How long do you expect them to stay?”

		“Not long,” I confirm. “I brought them here for standard protocol, not because I'm adding on.”

		“You sure?” Sandra teases. She knows me too well, which is why she doesn't expect them to leave anytime soon. “Yes, I'm sure,” I conclude, before heading for my room. “Keep an eye on them. I don't want to be disturbed until late tomorrow afternoon.”

		“Yes, ma'am. See you then.” Sandra watches me until I'm out of her sight, standing guard until she hears the shut of my bedroom door.

		

		I expected no less than to see my beautiful Harlow in a lacy pale pink nightie, bare bottom kissed by the moonlight as it was the night before. I should be stripping off my clothes and spooning her curves with mine but for other reasons, I don't. I get in bed with my clothes on and trace her silky hip and thigh with my warm hand. She wiggles under my touch, rolling onto her back with a sleepy grin. “I missed you,” she whispers lovingly. I slide on top of her, feeling her legs ride up my hips, “Why are you still dressed?”

		“I need a minute to calm down. It was a busy night.”

		“So, did you hire her?” Harlow's easy grin fades slightly.

		“Who? Your new stripper sister?”

		“Yeah, whatever her name was. Something Winter.”

		“Winterlynn. Not officially, but I plan to. She gave a solo performance tonight that exceeded my expectations.” The good news makes Harlow quiet. “I think she's going to blend in with all of you very well, just give her some time. You be nice, young lady.”

		“I'll be nice. You should let us girls test her out, too. We might know her better than you.”

		“Hey, Harlow, I just got home. I don't want to talk about work.”

		She comes back to me emotionally, smiling again, “What should we talk about then?”

		“I have been imagining you all night.”

		“Really? How?”

		“I want to watch you shower. Will you do that for me?”

		Harlow stares into my eyes, not expecting the request but happy to fuel my desires. “Of course.”

		

		I give her a minute to warm up the water before joining her in my favorite sheer black robe. It's staggering how Harlow's body is even more beautiful with water flowing over it and I perch myself on the mosaic bench I had built inside the shower with intentions of moments like this. The shower itself was created from my specific design to be long, tiled with earthy, bronze stone work and four shower heads. When it was complete I celebrated by inviting three of my employees to come and bathe with me in it, and it was marvelous. It's big enough for ten skin-to-skin bodies, but why cramp free flowing movement? It's better to have room for massaging and shampooing each other than to crowd. The wall I lean back on has a double-sided fireplace. On the other side of it is the spa tub where Harlow and Kristin made love the night before. I prefer the shower and Harlow looks perfect, removing the faucet head to wash over her entire self, dipping down for a few seconds between her thighs, loving the tickle.

		“Want to wash me?” Harlow purrs.

		“In a minute.” I could sit here all day watching droplets dangle from her nipples and drip down her torso to her shaved sweetness. She's getting restless, though, and the gesture of her swaying ass in my direction repeatedly has my heart racing. I give in, pouring perfumed gel into my palm that I bought specifically for her, as each one of my live-ins must have a unique scent. Her skin is like silk as I apply the gel over her back and shoulders.

		“Your hands feel so good.” Harlow lifts her chin, beckoning for a kiss.

		“You're hungry,” I tease, massaging her from hip to tits and back down again. “Put the water back on your clit, Harlow. Get yourself wet, inside and out.”

		The shower head makes a path down her torso to her pelvis. Her body shivers from my fingertips brushing against her pussy lips, inserting slightly and gently into her precious hole. Shoving my whole finger in is what I really want to do. I want to feel her tightness engulf it right to the knuckle so I can trigger a deluge from her gorgeous snatch, but I wait, giving her an unbearably light amount of penetration.

		“Cherry, please, please kiss me.”

		Hovering my lips over hers, I smile. “You like my hand on your pussy? Feel my finger? You want a second one?”

		“Yes, a little more.” Harlow is breathless, her whole being shuddering against mine. I help her hold the shower head steady as her arms grow weak from passionate waves.

		“Is this what you want?” My finger slides in half way. “More?”

		“Yes. Kiss me, please.” Harlow's mouth opens towards mine, but I still resist, busy keeping my finger moving in perfect rhythm to her moans. She grips me, both with her pussy and her free hand, water pressure consistent and intense on her swelling clit.

		“That's it, baby girl. Give it to me, put your cum in the palm of my hand.” And she does, clenching down on me, releasing a sweet stream over my finger, hand, and wrist. Back arching, her stiff nipples press onto mine and I pinch them together, hers and mine, making her scream with delight. My hand goes to her mouth, hushing her cries, “I got you, baby, just breathe.”

		“Cherry, I...” Now is not the time for what I think she might say. “Shhh, Harlow, enjoy the pleasure.” I hold her, taking the shower-head off her pussy, carefully removing my finger from her squeezing hole, signifying closure. “Too much water isn't good for the skin.” I turn her around to face the water stream, and soak her hair under it. Adding my favorite shampoo to her silky locks, I massage her scalp as she calms down from a heightened state.

		“Oh my, Cherry, I love what you do and how you know my body.” Harlow basks in the afterglow, and the all over sense of well-being. There is nothing quite like a head massage, and after a mind-boggling orgasm, the feeling should almost be illegal, really. “Anything for my sweet Harlow,” I whisper, rinsing out her hair. “You ready to get out?”

		Harlow looks at me with surprise and a bit of sadness. “I was hoping to reciprocate. You never let me taste you.”

		“I will, I will. Tonight was all about you.”

		“But I am all about you, Cherry.”

		I rub her bottom and turn off the water. “Let's dry off.” Wrapping a plush towel around her, a strange vibe settles in my stomach. Most of my live-ins have loved me putting all of my focus on their pleasure, but not Harlow. I comb out her hair and lead her back to bed, noticing the light in her eyes has dimmed. We get into bed, two naked women intertwined, warming each other’s skin. Her pussy still trickles wetness, dampening my thigh, and this is what I need to send me off to sleep, drifting in a lucid fantasy about my sweet angel tribbing me, scissoring, grinding her precious cunt on mine. One day we will—one day soon.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 19 – The Guest Takes a Pass

		

		Katherine and Avery waltz to me, giddy from an overdose of twats and tits, their weekly menu of choice. “Dusty, we can't thank you enough for your generous hospitality tonight. We really out-did ourselves.” Avery lays her legendary bust-in-face hug on me and I am in no position to complain.

		“No worries, Avery, I’m glad your evening was spectacular. If you were asked to take a survey would you say you were somewhat satisfied, satisfied or fully satisfied to the max?”

		“Oh please, you know I have no time for surveys. This girl is smiling ear to ear, yes? Says it all.”

		Katherine hugs me as well. “And my selection tonight, goodness, what a yummy little whore she is. I'll be having her again soon.”

		“Yes, you mentioned that earlier.” I don't want to project my feelings into the member experience, but Kristin is new on my radar, and it makes me twitch to hear her called a whore, but it's a term of endearment for Katherine. “When can we expect you two to make reservations again?”

		In unison Katherine and Avery reply, “Tomorrow.”

		“We’re fully booked for Saturday but I might be able to squeeze you in. I’ll talk to the boss.”

		Katherine suddenly remembers, “My 'you-know-who' has me already committed to something tomorrow night. Totally forgot. I’ve got too much pussy on the brain!”

		She's referring to her husband, who she feels brings bad luck if his name is mentioned within the club. “There is no such thing as ‘too much’! Let me know if your plans change.” I send them both safely to their limo. Like queens they make a grand exit, waving gracefully to the employees and other members.

		The crowd thins out, which is typical for this time of night, or early morning. Feeling confident that the club will close by 3 a.m., I give myself a moment to chat with my lady bed buddy. “How you doing, Kristin?”

		She flashes her baby blues at me, batting false eyelashes. “I'm good. Am I still scheduled for more?”

		“No, you're done for the night, free to lounge and mingle.” Kristin's shoulders relax as she nuzzles up against me.

		“Or you can meet me in Cherry's office to discuss plans.”

		“Plans?”

		“Yes, you know, for your accommodations tonight?” I remind her of the new arrangement.

		“Plans, yes, okay. Be right there.” She kisses my cheek. I know her lips were on Cherry's earlier, as well as a few others—in a few hours they will be all mine.

		I notice a strange woman standing at the club's entrance. Good thing Cherish isn't here because she would have a massive freak out knowing I stupidly left the security gate unlocked, and apparently, the entrance, too. I go right to her, blocking her from coming in.

		“I'm sorry, this is a private party, invitation only,” I state clearly, trying not to be rude.

		“Yes, I know. I've been here before.” The woman seems genuine but the rule is the rule— members only.

		“Really? You’re not a member.”

		“No, but my friend Susan is. She brought me with her once.” She searches her purse, pulling out a crumpled guest pass. “She gave me this for when I had the chance to come back.”

		“We are about an hour away from closing. Guest passes are only honored when attending with a member. All who wish to attend a private event must be screened first.”

		“I'm sure I'm in your system,” she replies, reading over the pass. “I don't see where it says I can't come here on my own.”

		“It doesn't state that, yes, but that is the rule we uphold here. You said Susan? Susan who?”

		“Susan Corcoran.” The woman acts as if this will somehow allow her entrance but I counter with, “Her membership expired about a year ago unfortunately. We enjoyed having her with us, and even though you may be in the system, a guest pass from an expired membership, not to mention arriving without an RSVP or an invitation, goes against our policies. I'm sorry, and I'm sure you understand that I can't make exceptions.”

		She looks at me, as if she thinks I'm joking, and then shows her disappointment, readying her phone to make a call, which I instantly put a stop to. “You'll have to put that away. We don't allow cellphone usage in the club either. We have strict privacy regulations.”

		“My goodness, you act like I'm a terrorist trying to break in to the White House.” She stuffs the pass back in her purse.

		“If you would like to speak with the owner during daytime hours, here's her card.” I hand her Cherish's very discreet business information. “You can make an appointment with her then.”

		“I got all dressed up for nothing? This is ridiculous. Isn't there some way I can make this happen tonight?”

		“No, there is no way you can. I'm sorry.”

		Reluctantly she turns and leaves. This time I make sure to close and lock the gate behind her. I should have gotten her name, or asked for some ID, but I'm just glad she left without too much of a fight. I've had a few altercations with women who get wind of the club from some friend or another and try to enter without proper credentials and created a nasty scene when turned away. Women who are used to getting their way, and have been given every luxury, lose sight of the fact that not every situation can be won by throwing money at it or having a tantrum. Those who want to be a member for all the right reasons are cool with having to go through the process.

		The door to Cherish's office is open, but Kristin is not inside. The key code to enter her office is only known by me and the Boss Lady. Yet again, a glaring reminder that my mind isn't where it should be and the mistakes I made must stop. When I carried Devon out I must not have closed the door behind me, and so, I'll write this one off. Taking a seat, I look up Susan Corcoran's information. Her membership wasn’t simply forgotten or not renewed, it was suspended. Suspended. The only memberships that get revoked or terminated are the ones where Cherish suspects or knows the member went against the terms of the contract. For whatever reason, Susan Corcoran isn't allowed back to the club.

		Kristin's voice interrupts the research, “Hey, cutie.”

		She called me “cutie” and I giggle like a schoolgirl. “I can't remember the last time anyone has called me that.”

		“Well, you are cute. Totally adorable.” Kristin's sincerity makes me giddy on top of the blushing. What a mess I am already with her.

		“You want to sit down?”

		“Am I allowed?”

		“Yes. You're off the clock and on my watch.”

		“Are you sure it's okay that I spend the night with you?” Kristin sits, looking a bit out of sorts.

		“Yes, it's fine. Cherry is used to, um,”

		“Used to what?”

		I almost ruin things for myself with her by admitting too much too soon. She doesn't need to know that I'm her step down and possibly the last step before going out the door completely. “Listen, it's cool. I wouldn't put you in a weird situation. Don't worry.”

		“Okay, good. Do you have booze in your room? Or do I need to stop and buy some?”

		Cherish doesn't like the girls under her roof to drink hard liquor. She thinks it makes them sloppy and often times belligerent or overly emotional. Wine and champagne are permitted when the boss approves, otherwise it's a dry house. “I have a secret stash.” My confession lights up Kristin's face, “Promise not to tell?”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 20 – The Gift

		

		Marina fumbles with the key card, hands trembling, unable to unlock the hotel room door. “Here,” Nixie takes the key from Marina with a very affectionate tone saying, “Just let it slide in the slot. Don't force it.” The door opens and a waft of perfumed air is breathed in.

		Nixie holds the door open for Marina, dimming the lighting before the nervous woman enters, having been to this room many times in the past. Creating a mood is most important if Marina is to let Nixie have her, and Cherry had these rooms designed with loving interactions in mind.

		“My girlfriends have excellent taste, picking this hotel. I can only imagine how much it cost them. They are notoriously big spenders. I suppose if I was married to a gazillionaire I would be, too.”

		“And you're not?” Nixie doesn't wait for an invitation to strip down to her bra, panties and silky stockings. She keeps her heels on as well, and kicks her legs up as she lies on the plush bedspread.

		“Well, I'm married,” Marina states as she holds her stance. Nixie pats the vacant spot next to her, “Yes, you've mentioned that a few times.”

		Marina pretends not to see the invitation. “He does very well for himself and takes good care of me, but his money is not disposable and I respect how seriously he takes our finances.” Marina can hardly get out from her coat. Nixie goes to her for assistance and once the garment is removed, it's casually dropped on the floor. Marina bends to pick it up and Nixie takes the forward gesture of stroking her fine ass. Marina stands quickly. “Hey, now, I appreciate how much you, uh, you want to touch me, but whatever it is I think you have in mind isn't going to happen.”

		“You've said that before, too.” Nixie isn't interested in continuing this circular conversation or talking at all. She knows sometimes the most powerful communication is silence, and refuses to say another word.

		“Have I? The club was quite something. I don't think I can handle ever going back there again.” Marina's hopes of keeping Nixie talking fade, falling under the spell of her deep gaze and half naked body. “I had no idea how many women like being with other women, and being so naughty, too. I've only looked at a girlie magazine once in my life, and it was by accident. It was my brother's and I didn't know.” Marina's voice quivers, when she feels Nixie's sensual touch on her arms, shoulders, back. “I should probably take off my earrings, no, wait, I feel naked without jewelry.”

		Nixie walks Marina to the bed, and surprisingly she lies down without a fight, letting Nixie remove her dress from her shoulders. “I've heard horror stories about hotel bedspreads not being as clean as we think they are. Not that this hotel doesn't clean the bedding, but perhaps I'd feel more comfortable on the sheets?” Marina buys a few seconds as Nixie agrees, rolling the bedspread down, revealing warm, rich sheets and fluffy pillows. She holds the sheets up so that Marina can get underneath them, and she does. On hands and knees, Nixie is next to Marina, face over hers, hair dangling and tickling her chest. She lifts Marina's dress, and with a bit of struggle, frees her body of it. Even though she still has her white and black frilly bra and panties on, Marina crosses her arms over her body, needing the protection of overdone modesty. “It's chilly.”

		Nixie brings herself over Marina's body, knees against either side of her hips, hands at her shoulders. “Maybe you should lay next to me for a while more? Until I warm up.” Marina suggests another stall tactic as Nixie desires to elevate this encounter. Marina's pulse thunders through her veins, seeing Nixie's juicy lips come for hers. The kiss is full and unstoppable, wet tongues dancing together. Marina goes through the motions of moving her mouth with Nixie's, having no idea if kissing a woman is supposed to be different than kissing a man. Nixie breaks the contact, wanting a second try at it, the first kiss is always awkward. To insure a warmer reception, Nixie backs off, rolling over to Marina's side as she had suggested, taking her hand in hers, and caressing the palm with her glossy fingernails. Marina's nervous tension and idling simmers down, yet she still clutches the bed linens with her free hand. Nixie holds a steadfast gaze of want and need, fingers moving from Marina's palm, down her forearm and towards her shoulders. Marina surges towards and away from Nixie's touch, wanting to have more but fighting a wifely guilt. In the back of her mind she hears the prophetic echoes of a girl she hung out with in high school who was quite experimental, saying being with a girl while being committed to a boy isn't really cheating. Being with another girl is like an extension of masturbation, no different than being with yourself. Marina laughed at that notion then and still can't take it seriously. At this moment, however, she hangs on to the thought for dear life. Avery and Katherine claim having girl lovers is what keeps them happy which makes them better wives. Marina hasn't been kissed by anyone beyond her husband in over a decade and the foreign connection with female flesh is too sinful to accept. Treading over the abyss of extramarital passion she's been fighting, it takes only a few more seconds of Nixie's tender bedside manner for Marina to allow herself the intensity of womanly hands under her bra, petting her soft nipples, while the other hand has gone under her back to unfasten her bra straps.

		“Wait, wait, wait.” Marina is helpless to the reveal of her bosom to Nixie. Her wet mouth drips as it opens to engulf her tit, and what Marina thought would be scary or unpleasant is shockingly intense, and so very, very wrong. “Nixie, I can't breathe,” Marina says with a whisper. It isn't right that her pussy is wetter than it's been in several months, and Marina closes her thighs tightly, futilely suppressing the obvious show of being madly turned on. She remembers seeing her first explicit film with the same experimental girlfriend who insisted they watch it together when her parents weren't home. The boys screwed the girls while the girls ate each other’s pussies, which seemed bizarre and unnatural. The little hole is meant for a cock, not the mouth and tongue of another woman. Her girlfriend explained how eating a pussy is more fun than sucking on a long tool of a thing. It was fine to take it for a ride but two girlie holes rubbing together while their clits enjoyed the slippery friction of skin on skin, was wildly more profound. She asked if she could be with Marina the next time she and her boyfriend were going to make out and hump, to hold her while she takes his manhood and suck her tits as he throbs inside her. The lewd suggestion was more than Marina could stomach at the time, and scary. Her boyfriend would think she was a lesbian and that's not how her mother raised her to be. Good girls take dick and pussies are forbidden, at least until reality was swayed by her sorority sisters, Avery and Katherine. Feeling Nixie’s thighs intertwining with her own, the fantasy she denied masturbating to—the one where her naughty girlfriend lays Marina's head in her lap while her boyfriend spreads her legs, letting his hard-on penetrate in—has come back with a vengeance. Her girlfriend strokes her hair, just as Nixie does to her now, only on this bed there is no cock, just a fiery stripper unafraid of making love to a prude with wet thighs and a mouth about to be kissed again—this time for real.

		Nixie plunges her tongue in Marina's mouth and the exchange is mutual. Sparks flicker down Marina's torso, making her muscles tighten, even down in her pussy, which only makes her wetness more obvious. The mouth-to-mouth suction is broken by Nixie's need to kiss Marina's neck, under her earlobe, licking where neck meets chest and across to her shoulders, repeating the erogenous path. The fear of god in the lavishing of another woman is heard in Marina's moans. “Oh my god, oh my god,” is repeated over and over till Nixie puts a finger to her mouth to shush the mindless mantra. Marina's dark hair covers her chest, wispy on Nixie's face as she sits up to see what is happening. Nixie settles her back down. The next leg of this salacious journey must not be missed with panic and control—Marina needs to give herself over to bliss. Being competitive with Eternity for bringing on the quickest and most powerful orgasms amongst the clientele spurs Nixie to action. Marina is fortunate to have such an expert dedicating her mouth and zealous oral skills to her body, now loving on her pelvis while her fingers circle the head of a reluctant clit. This can't be. Marina rethinks the situation as the unfamiliar sensation of a warm woman's tongue glides around the private places only pierced and cum upon by a cock. The slimness of Nixie's finger entering and exiting her hole shaken by her explosive spot, her happiest place, targeted and worked until streams of clear ejaculation come running out of Marina's pussy. Not prepared to shoot out like a boy setting his balls loose for the first time, she jerks and cries, but Nixie holds her steady, refusing to let up until Marina has nothing left to flow out down her wrists, arms, all over the bed between her legs. Nixie wants to give praise, but decides to keep the silence and flip Marina over onto her hands and knees, ass in the air. “Oh, no, I can't take any more,” Marina tries to claim, short-selling her obvious ability to sex it up like a good whore would—the prude vanishing as a pouring pussy gets stuffed with an expert's tongue.

		Nixie rarely sees a woman cum more than twice, even when the chemistry between her and a client sizzles off the frenzied charts. Marina is on her third, buckling in Nixie's hands, nose is buried in her ass, her tongue being squeezed by a tightly controlled snatch. Nixie has had enough giving, desperate for an ample load of reciprocation. She crawls onto her back, pulling a panting Marina on top of her. Legs wrapped like a harness around Marina's hips, Nixie locks her lover in place, mashing face against face, pelvis to pelvis. Marina's clit drips onto Nixie's, dampening the dark haired and horny lips that beg to be touched by a straight girl's hand. She can feel Marina's large stoned wedding ring scratch at her nipples as the married woman laps at the mounds and stiff nipples—an amateur lover being educated by a lusty leader. Nixie presses Marina's face into her bosom, moving her mouth up and down, long and hard as she rides a tidal wave of stimulation. Marina willingly plants kisses on Nixie's ribs, soft belly and hip, ready to take the plunge into the unknown that exists just beneath her chin. Marina licks her mouth, covered in gorgeous sex, head falling back when a brave tongue touches down, making contact for the first time with a pussy about to burst. Obediently, Marina pleases her teacher, imitating the same intricate designs Nixie made on her pussy, the sides of her clit, the juicy opening and tender lips. Nixie squeezes her nipples, sending electrical sensations right to where Marina is suckling, keeping her intimidation of the growing clit responding to her tongue in check, not wanting to interfere with the imminent orgasm she's setting forth. Nixie lifts her hips, swaying side to side, actively partaking in her leg shaking orgasm. The entire bed rattles as Marina experiences the beauty of Nixie's body in full liberation. Her back arches perfectly, with the grace of a dancer and the power of a goddess, owning her needs rightfully after servicing the wants of others. This is her time and when the pulsing vibrations of her pussy have been quenched, she brings Marina next to her, this time as two dedicated lovers.

		A breeze floats across their bodies from the open window, and Nixie covers Marina with the blanket. She isn't staying, preferring to let the memory of their sexual encounter be what keeps Marina cozy while she sleeps. In the morning, perhaps Marina will decide this was all a dream? Either way, this night has touched her soul forever. Kissing Marina's forehead, and stroking her thick brown mane, Nixie tucks the married woman in for the night, knowing in her dreams she sees the dancer—the risqué and now totally unwrapped birthday gift that wasn’t from hell, but a private room in Heaven.
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