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Okay. 

I think I’d better catch you all up. 

My name is Chelsea Baylor.  

A couple months ago I was your typical college girl in her early twenties, doing the usual college student stuff—classes and parties and boys and friends. I and my best friend Helen Park had grown up together, done everything together, including going to college together. True BFFs. 

In the past several weeks, we started doing something else together. 

We joined a sex club called “The Extra Credit Society.” Long story short, our physics professor, the impressively sexy Doctor John Warner, thought he’d caught us cheating. So he gave us a way to make up for it. The way we made up for it was to join his and his wife Chantal’s sex club, along with various other students. 

Including my boyfriend. Did I forget to mention that yet? My boyfriend Cameron was on our college’s basketball team, and it turned out that he—and the entire team—was already in the Society, when Helen and I joined. And, wonder of wonders... I wasn’t jealous. Neither was he. Joining a sex club will teach you things about yourself. For one thing, I found out Helen and I liked girls. And Cameron liked boys. I preferred men and he still preferred women, but we were all definitely switch-hitters. That was awesome to find out, by the way. Believe me, if ever find out you’re... bisexual, pan-sexual, whatever you want to call it, variety is most definitely the spice of life. That’s the kind of spice people used to fight wars over. 

Then Chantal and John gave Helen and Cam and I homework—find a new member for the Society. Cam and I found a perfect girl for the Extra Credit Society—Chastity Wright, nineteen years old, gorgeous face, lithe athletic body, horny and down for anything. Helen’s recruit was a little more intriguing—the head of our university’s English department, Doctor Kate Barton. That was all well and good—she was late thirties and a total MILF—but her husband somehow found out about the Society. 

Needless to say, he wasn’t quite as accepting as Cam and I had been. 

So the Warners told me to take care of it, to figure out some way to make Phil Barton get over his jealousy. So I did the only thing I thought would do it—I fucked his brains out. Needless to say, that worked like a charm. 

Phil Barton was not only okay with his wife being in the Extra Credit Society, but now he wanted to join. Apparently I was pretty good at this sex thing. 

But Chantal... Chantal Warner. Where to even begin. For starters, she was easily the sexiest person I had ever met in person, man or woman, in my life. For another thing, she had been dropping hints to me for weeks about how she had all these mysterious “connections” that I might be interested in. Then Doctor Warner had told me she was from one of the wealthiest families in France, and she was connected to powerful people that even he—her damned husband—didn’t know about. But people she wanted to connect me with. 

Two months ago, I was Chelsea Baylor, average everyday college student. 

Now, I’m Chelsea Baylor, sitting in a rooftop lounge. 

It was at the Warners’ house in the hills. I was in a plush, comfortable chair, beside the gas-lit stone fireplace, and Chantal Warner sat across from me. The cabernet in the glass I was holding tasted absurdly expensive, even to my admittedly uneducated palette. The city was a glittering sea before us, mirrored seemingly perfectly by the starry night above. 

I had no idea where Doctor Warner was, if he was even home. Did it matter? He had made it clear that Chantal was the master of their particular relationship. Sitting there across from me in a casual black skirt and blouse, sipping her wine so dark red it almost seemed black, she seemed the master of many things. 

Chantal smiled at me. “I’m glad you could make it,” she said, sipping her wine. “I’m not keeping you from anything... terribly pressing, am I?”
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