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            20th Anniversary Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks to the presence, encouragement, and kindness of trailblazing writers like Jewelle Gomez, Shay Youngblood, E. Lynn Harris, and more, I celebrated 2005 with my first published novel, Bliss. I’m still shook that this was twenty entire years ago. And now, after more than forty books and three pen names, I’m incredibly grateful to still be here and doing this work that I love.

      

      Twenty years ago, the mainstream publishing industry looked very different from it does now. Put out by a New York press, my little lesbian romance had to hide behind an ambiguous cover. And the book’s description, while intriguing, mentioned not a word about women falling in love with each other.

      

      These days, things have shifted in a big way. Presses of every size publish the most sapphic of romances. The #wlw and #ff books even sit proudly on the shelves of some popular superstores. It’s beautiful.

      

      As the queer publishing landscape has changed, my writing has also gone through its own transformation. My prose feels different, and it looks different too. This makes sense since I’m not the same hot and eager twenty-something writer I was back then. With me knocking on fifty’s door, my interests have both sharpened and broadened. Black queer women will always be the joyful focus of my storytelling, and I continue along those lines while incorporating different themes into my work.

      

      As you, my readers, have stayed with me all these years while I explored diverse topics and types of characters, I invite you to follow me as I move onto the next phase of my writer’s journey. As always, thank you for being here, thank you for buying my books, thank you so much for these two decades. I hope to share many more years and stories with you.

      

      
        
        XXX

        Fiona

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Bliss Sinclair walked in from the rain, brushing sparkling raindrops from the sleeve of her gray suit. She stopped and shook herself like a cat. More droplets scattered, flying from her large haloing Afro to the carpet that lined the main lobby of the Volk Publishing building. People walked around her, some watching her display with amusement. Others were too focused on the clock, already beginning to chime nine a.m., to pay her any attention. She shrugged again, to better settle the jacket on her back and shoulders, and headed for the bank of elevators at the rear of the lobby. The gray carpet muffled the sound of her footsteps as she stepped into the chrome elevator and pressed the button for the twenty-third floor.

      Just as the doors began to close, a woman slid quickly between them. She brought with her the light, mossy scent of Chanel #19 and nodded briefly at Sinclair before staring ahead at the mirrored wall of the elevator.

      Despite her coolness, the woman immediately drew Sinclair’s attention. She was a clever mixture of elements. Her hair was tamed Africa, thick and permed to tumble to her shoulders in shiny waves that framed her square-jawed, Anglo-Saxon face. Freckles sprinkled like brown sugar over her nose and cheeks. As Sinclair watched, a hint of a smile pulled at the woman’s full mouth. She was beautiful, Sinclair decided. And her creamy milk and coffee skin looked delicious in silk.

      “Hello.” The woman’s voice was a velvety southern drawl.

      Sinclair slid her gaze to the elevator doors, embarrassed to be caught staring. “Hi.”

      The woman took Sinclair’s reply as an invitation and looked fully at her travel companion, her mouth still curled in that almost-smile. “Do you work here?” she asked.

      Realizing that the woman wasn’t offended by her blatant ogling, Sinclair relaxed. “Yes, on the twenty-third floor.”

      “You must do some pretty expensive work for Volk to be that high up in the building.”

      “Not really, just a little accounting.” Sinclair turned to look at the woman. “What are you doing here?”

      A real smile captured her mouth. “I don’t look like I work here?”

      Sinclair figured that honesty was best in this case. “Not really.”

      “Then I must be a writer coming to meet with my editor.”

      “Ah. You’ve been published by us before?”

      “A couple of books. Essays.”

      “Hmm.” Sinclair sized the woman up again. She didn’t seem at all like the intellectual type. Rather like one of those hard-edged business women, in her tailored silk pantsuit. “I don’t read much non-fiction, although I’ve been meaning to start.”

      “That’s funny that you say that. I could never really get into fiction.” The woman’s mouth twitched. “I’m Regina, by the way.”

      “Sinclair.”

      Regina nodded just as the elevator doors slid open. “I guess I’ll see you around.”

      “Sure.” Sinclair watched the woman walk toward an unfamiliar cloister of offices. She blinked when the gunmetal gray doors closed, cutting off her view of the silk clad backside gliding down the hallway.

      “Baby got back.” Sinclair coughed when she realized she’d said that out loud. Still, she chuckled to herself as she stepped out onto the twenty-third floor and down the carpeted hall to her office. Shelly Romero, her secretary, was already at her desk when Sinclair walked in. Shelly looked like a child who’d come in for ‘bring your daughter to work day’ and just stayed. Dark hair in two pony tails, glitter eyeshadow from the kids’ section and barely-business attire. She was a liberal arts college graduate, still safely ensconced in her twenties and with ambitions of being a published poet. That ambition was what drew her to Volk Publishing three years ago and the belief that as long as she had some link with the publishing house she had a chance of having her first book published by them. As far as Sinclair knew, Shelly was still unpublished.

      “Good morning, Shelly.”

      “Don’t you look cheerful this morning?” Shelly grinned and handed over a large stack of mail. “Did you get lucky?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know?” A smile shadowed Sinclair’s mouth.

      “Only if it involved more than one girl. Otherwise save it for the boys in the break room.”

      Sinclair rolled her eyes then stepped away as Shelly’s phone rang and the secretary turned to answer it. Ever since Sinclair had “accidentally” walked into a lesbian bar uptown and ran into the younger woman over a year ago, they’d become more open with each other. Shelly was the closest thing she had to a friend in this city.

      In her office she put her briefcase and purse away, humming a light tune under her breath. When she found herself tapping her feet to the same song as she opened the mail, Sinclair laughed softly, wondering at her sudden good mood. An image of the woman in the elevator immediately came to her. So what? Regina was an attractive woman. It wasn’t like anything was likely to happen between them. Though a girl could dream…

      

      That night, Sinclair’s boyfriend, Yuen, coaxed Sinclair out for a book release party, an event that she had offhandedly mentioned to him weeks ago and where his favorite author was launching her latest book. When they walked into the hotel ballroom it was chaos of flashbulbs, megawatt smiles, towering displays of food, and free-flowing alcohol.

      “This is great,” he whispered, tilting his head to kiss her cheek. “If I’d known you were this well connected I’d have asked you out years ago.” His thick black hair fell over his eyes. He seemed nothing like the thirty-five-year-old lawyer he was. His full lips were more prone to smile than not and his slim youthful body could have easily belonged to a teenage underwear model. There were days when Sinclair wondered what she was doing with him.

      She lightly pinched his wrist. “It isn’t that big of a deal. Everybody in the office gets an invitation.”

      When they walked through a mirrored archway, Sinclair gave her hair a discreet fluff and threaded her arm through Yuen’s. Today, like most days, she wore her hair in a large Afro to rival Angela Davis’. The makeup she’d brushed on thankfully didn’t look out of place. It was just enough to emphasize her full mouth and wide, slightly tilted eyes. Yuen once said that she looked like a hungry fox, beautiful but inclined to bite a hand off and swallow it whole if someone was stupid enough to try and get too close. It didn’t help that there was a reddish cast to her skin. Sinclair acknowledged that she looked a bit too thin, but could think of no immediate remedy for the situation. She often just didn’t feel like eating.

      “Linnet’s over there.” Yuen drew Sinclair’s attention to the author and her entourage who had set up a display on a large dais at the front of the room. The walls of the ballroom were lit with artfully done track lighting that brought the eye straight to the life-sized mockup of Linnet Costa’s book cover. Naughty nubile angels were her latest obsession. Apparently they photographed well.

      “And the best part is that the food and drinks are on the house,” Sinclair teased.

      “Nice.” He sounded like a college kid let out for his first spring break.

      The guest of honor was working the room well, looking wicked in head to toe fire-engine red. The latex and metal dress sparked as much conversation as her book. But she wore it well. Sinclair hoped that she looked half as good when she turned fifty.

      “Go on and introduce yourself, Yuen. I’ll be back here getting a bite to eat.” He looked at Sinclair like he thought she was joking. “Go ahead,” she said. “I won’t leave without you.”

      “Funny. Since I drove.”

      Her smile faded as he walked away. She glanced at her watch. Two hours should be a reasonable amount of time to stay, she thought.

      “Hello, Sinclair.”

      It was the woman from the elevator. Tonight she wore black slacks that sat low on her hips, emphasizing their soft curves and her flat belly. The blouse was a sheer white and showed off the lift of her slight breasts under a white camisole. Her hair was swept up in a French roll that made her seem taller than before. Still she had to be at least three inches shorter than Sinclair’s five feet ten. Her scent, Chanel Coco if Sinclair’s nose was correct, invited a closer inspection.

      “Good to see you again,” Sinclair said.

      “Believe me, the feeling is mutual.” Regina’s glance traveled quickly down Sinclair’s body, taking in the loosely draped copper dress and high heels. “I never figured you for a Costa fan.”

      “I’m sure there are lots of things you figured about me that were wrong,” Sinclair smiled to lessen the sting of her words. From the corner of her eye she saw Yuen pause and clear his throat, preparing to approach his idol.

      “Touché.” The corner of Regina’s mouth lifted. “Would you like a drink?”

      “Sure.”

      They walked to the bar together where Regina ordered a tequila sunrise for herself and a gin and tonic for Sinclair. With their drinks in hand, they left the bar for the cozy comfort of the attached lounge with its overstuffed loveseats and thick rugs, all in shades of red and copper. They found an empty sofa in the midst of the shifting crowd and sat down.

      “So what other things would I have figured wrong about you?” Regina asked.

      “I don’t know.” Sinclair eyed the smaller woman over the rim of her glass. “You haven’t told me what other conclusions you’ve jumped to.”

      Regina laughed. “I’ll keep those to myself for now.” She sipped her drink and nodded toward the guest of honor. “So do you know Linnet?”

      “No, not really. I’ve seen her in the building a few times but that’s about it.”

      “You must run into a lot of women in that elevator.” A smile settled on her coral mouth.

      “Not many interesting ones.”

      Regina smiled at the implied compliment. She leaned closer, draping her arm along the back of the sofa, tickling Sinclair’s nose with her lightly floral perfume. Sinclair caught her breath. She could’ve counted the freckles on Regina’s nose if she’d wanted to.

      “This is her, right here.” Yuen’s voice made Sinclair look away. He stood a few feet away with a smiling Linnet Costa next to him.

      Regina leaned back from Sinclair as they drew closer.

      “Linnet Costa, this is my girlfriend, Bliss Sinclair. She was the one who invited me here tonight.”

      “Ms. Costa.” Sinclair stood up and extended her hand to the handsome woman. Still seated on the couch, Regina watched the introductions with a curious smile.

      “Please call me Lin.” Then she turned to Regina. “Nice to see you, Regina. I thought you were on tour.”

      “Not until the end of next month.” Regina stood up too and gathered Linnet in a surprisingly intimate embrace. “Your book is terrific by the way. When is the next one coming out?”

      “Spoken like a true fan.” She turned to the man at her side. “Yuen here was just telling me about his pro bono work with the Delancy witches three years ago. That case gave me a great idea for a book.”

      Regina shuddered theatrically. “You’re right. Madness, group sex, witchcraft, and murder. Sounds right up your alley, Lin.”

      The others laughed, but Sinclair wrinkled her nose.

      “What?” Yuen demanded.

      “Should you even be talking about that case?” Sinclair asked. “Client confidentiality and all that?”

      “It’s been⁠—”

      “Oh, I’m sorry,” Linnet said with a smile that wasn’t the least bit apologetic. “You’re very right, Sinclair. I was just so fascinated with the whole story. I was the one who brought it up.”

      Yuen’s smile held a trace of embarrassment. “I was just helpless to Lin’s charms.” They shared a guilty laugh.

      “You wouldn’t be the first,” Regina said. She and Linnet smiled at each other.

      “Linnet! Linnet!” A man loaded down with camera equipment waved frantically to get her attention. He was having issues pushing both his bulk and his equipment through the crowd.

      “Pardon me, everyone.” Linnet excused herself and started to make her way to his side.

      They watched her graceful back disappear into the crowd.

      Sinclair was the first to speak. “She’s a very nice woman.”

      “And gorgeous too.” Yuen tilted his head close to Sinclair’s. “Though nowhere near as beautiful as you, of course.”

      “No need to be diplomatic, my lovely boy toy. She’s definitely gorgeous and any man would be a fool to kick her out of bed.”

      “Or woman.”

      Sinclair turned to Regina. “Why would you say that?”

      “She’s bi. It’s pretty common knowledge.” Her eyes licked over Sinclair.

      “Yup.” Yuen gave his best leer. “Maybe you and Lin could hook up while I⁠—”

      Sinclair poked him in the belly before he could finish. “Don’t be a pig.”

      He oinked. Regina laughed. “By the way, we were never really introduced earlier, but I’m Regina Velasquez. Lin and I are old friends.”

      “A pleasure.” They shook hands then started laughing again. Sinclair rolled her eyes.

      

      “I had a good time tonight. Thanks.” Yuen held Sinclair’s hand as they walked through the gilt-edged revolving doors and emerged onto the street.

      “I’m glad you liked it.”

      The scent of rot rose up from the gutters and the mingled smells of old fruit and spilled alcohol poured from the doorway of the market that they quickly walked past. On the wind, the acidic tang of piss floated from the alley near where Yuen’s car was parked. They quickly climbed into the black Lexus convertible and drove off.

      “Want to come back to my place for a drink and a little sex?” Yuen asked as they drove uptown. He wasn’t joking.

      Sinclair shook her head and manufactured a smile of regret. “No. Not really. I’m tired. That party wore me out.”

      “I forgot it’s only Wednesday and you have work tomorrow.”

      “Yes.” Sinclair didn’t need reminding. She already had her suit pressed and laid out for tomorrow.

      At her apartment, Yuen kissed her goodbye, touching her with a possession that seemed odd for him. “I’ll call you later.” His hardness pressed against her belly.

      “OK.”

      As soon as Sinclair crossed the threshold of the apartment, she shrugged off her coat along with any lingering traces of tiredness. It wasn’t deliberate. She wanted to be tired. But even with a long soak in the bathtub and a luxurious cuddle in her grandmother’s old cotton robe, she still had too much energy to sleep.

      After almost five years the insomnia still caught her off guard, as if there was something she could do on one particular night that would put her right to sleep. Instead of sleeping, she read. Thousands of books filled her neatly arranged shelves, every genre, every author she’d found even mildly interesting from all her years of working at Volk. She turned on the bedside light and curled up under the covers to read.

      

      Morning. Sinclair stepped out of the shower, toweled herself dry, and put on her robe. The apartment was quiet. No music. No noise of someone else stirring in the bed. And up this high on the fifteenth floor, not even the noise of traffic intruded. Sometimes she thought that could be part of the problem. She was so separate from everyone, no real friends, no family. Now, as the days passed, an unfamiliar sense of loneliness was beginning to invade her life.

      Her only real pleasure came from being in her apartment, sheltered by its sand-colored walls, comfortable earth-toned furnishings, and memories of her grandmother. Photographs she had taken a long time ago hung in their expensive, oversized frames all over the apartment. Bare-limbed trees weighed down by snow, boulders framed by magnificent blue skies and tinted gold by the sun. An old photo of her and her grandmother on a faraway beach, laughing. All images from the happier and well-traveled life she had before her grandmother died.

      Her Gram had had a fascination with America and its landscape. She took endless pictures of it, mostly crooked, underexposed, or unrecognizable shots that keenly disappointed her and eventually drove Sinclair to take photography classes in high school. She and Gram saved for months to buy the camera that ended up documenting their last few years together.  Sinclair put that camera away years ago, stuck it in the back of a storage closet, along with a few other things she didn’t want to see anymore.

      Even though Gram had been long past her youth, her death still caught Sinclair by surprise. The elderly woman had left the apartment to indulge in one of her favorite things—nocturnal shopping—but hadn’t gotten very far. A stroke laid her out in the middle of the sidewalk while Sinclair slept. Less than an hour later she was dead. There was so much more Sinclair had to share with her, so much they still had to do together. Mavis’ granddaughter hadn’t been able to sleep through the night since.

      Her robe whispered against her legs in the dim morning quiet as she moved by habit from room to room. A morning ritual. With all the lights still off and the glow of approaching dawn stretching equal parts light and shadow across her apartment, she could feel the night’s change into day, and welcomed it. If she closed her eyes long enough, she could imagine being home again, standing in the kitchen of her father’s old house in Jamaica, the one where she’d spent her first thirteen years, waiting for her mother to come down the hall and begin making breakfast. She opened her eyes and resumed her walk through the apartment.

      Sinclair took pride in the order of her space, in the certainty that she knew where everything was and why. It was the way her Gram raised her. Even her habits now were still influenced by the fifteen years she’d lived with her grandmother. Gram loved tea. She used to drink it all the time.  They’d shared countless mornings with their heads bent over the first cup of Darjeeling—lots of milk, lots of sugar—just talking.

      “What are you going to study?” Gram had asked a fifteen-year-old Sinclair, smiling but perfectly serious. “Accounting,” Sinclair answered. Not because that was what she wanted for herself, but because that was what she’d overheard her grandmother say was best. With a sigh no one else heard, Sinclair slipped into the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea before getting ready for work.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      At five o’clock that afternoon she closed her office door behind her and prepared to leave.  “Miss Sinclair.” Shelly stopped her. “A woman came by and dropped these off for you earlier. She was a cutie.”

      Shelly handed her two neatly bound hardcover books. Between the crisp white pages of the top one lay a card. Regina Velasquez. Writer. Her phone number and uptown address were neatly written below that. Sinclair’s eyebrow rose.

      “Thanks, Shelly.” She ignored her secretary’s curious look and slid the books into her briefcase. “See you tomorrow.”
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        * * *

      

      At home, Sinclair propped the card up on the edge of the tub while she took her bath. Earlier, she’d sniffed the card, brushed it under her nose and found the light scent of mint that clung to it. She stretched out under the bubbles and leaned back against the inflatable pillow propped up against the back of the tub. Irresistibly, her eyes wandered to the card again. Regina Velasquez. At the book release party, Regina had been polite, yet mischievous, especially after Yuen came back with Linnet. She flirted shamelessly with Sinclair as if putting on a show for Yuen, touching the small of Sinclair’s back, refilling her drinks, even kissing her lingeringly on the cheek when they said their goodbyes. At first her boyfriend seemed titillated, then annoyed. By the end of the evening they both seemed to be in competition over who could be the most solicitous to Sinclair’s needs. Sinclair had been content to sit back and enjoy their attentions, all the while hoping neither of them had known just how much Regina intrigued her.

      

      Fresh from her bath, her body still steaming from its heat, Sinclair slid naked into bed to read Regina’s first book. It was a collection of essays on sex and love. Making Sex, Having Love. Nice title.

      

      The first time someone else touched me with the intent to pleasure, I fell in love. Not with that person, but with the act itself. Such intimacy and accord. Even with the awkwardness of first time lovers, there was a grace and purity, carnal and beautiful that I knew from that moment on I could never live without.
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        * * *

      

      Sinclair slid down into the covers and continued reading. This was a woman who unabashedly loved sex. The more she read, the more descriptive and less academic Regina’s prose became. Sinclair squeezed her thighs together and crossed a hand over her stiffening nipples. Regina was very good. She imagined the slight woman reading the words aloud, her soft red mouth shaping the seduction, an invitation to fall into her silken trap. And Sinclair was seduced. In the cool seclusion of her bedroom, she felt Regina’s hands on her, touching her skin, teasing, satisfying. All these things she wrote about aroused Sinclair’s curiosity—the good natured teasing among friends that eventually became a thoroughly gratifying group orgy, going down on a lover in a crowded subway station, the scorching wave of a shared orgasm in a cozy bed for three. All these were alien experiences to Sinclair. Regina’s words made her long for them. Her fingers slid down between her thighs. She didn’t fall asleep until almost five in the morning.

      

      The office intercom buzzed and Shelly’s voice filled the air. “Regina Velasquez calling for you, Miss Sinclair.”

      Sinclair’s nervous fingers twitched uncontrollably against the computer keys and she typed an unintelligible word.

      “Put her through.”

      She took a deep breath and picked up the phone.

      “You didn’t call me last night.” Regina’s southern drawl wrapped around the words like hot molasses.

      “I didn’t know I was supposed to.”

      “You were, but I forgive you. Did you read any of my essays?”

      “Yes. A few.” Sinclair wiped her damp palms on her skirt.

      “What did you think?”

      “They’re good. Very…vivid.”

      Regina laughed again while Sinclair’s stomach rearranged itself. “That’s something I suppose.”

      “Is that how you pick up people?”

      “What makes you think I was trying to pick you up?” Regina asked.

      Sinclair admitted she’d walked right into that one. In all of Regina’s essays, she never once mentioned the gender of the person she was with. There had been body parts sprinkled throughout, a liberal mentioning of penises and vaginas, breasts and buttocks that left Sinclair absolutely bewildered and painfully aroused.

      “Are you?” Sinclair felt bold enough to ask.

      “Yes.” Regina’s laughter was full bodied and captivating. Sinclair imagined her throwing her head back, white teeth flashing, her long neck arched.

      “Well, you know I’m seeing someone,” Sinclair said. Her hand tightened on the phone. Yuen had never made her feel like this. Hot in her belly and dry-mouthed. Sinclair knew she should’ve been more nervous, hesitant, but Regina’s seduction was so shameless and genuine, that her own responses were too.

      “So am I,” Regina said. “Do you want to come to dinner with me tonight?”

      She couldn’t say no. Her body remembered the promise in Regina’s book, in her low laughter. Sinclair’s hand hesitated over the phone. What about Yuen? He would be expecting to see her soon, maybe even tonight. What would be her excuse? Sorry darling, this stranger propositioned me and I was a little curious about my attraction to women, so I’m going to try her out and see what happens. That obviously wouldn’t work.

      In the end, Sinclair called to invite him to breakfast on Sunday, apologizing that she couldn’t see him before then. Still, she knew he would call to wrangle an invitation to Saturday dinner as well. She’d deal with that when the time came. In the meantime, she tried to convince herself there was nothing for her to feel guilty about. At least not yet.

      

      Dinner was at a Mediterranean restaurant near Regina’s house. The décor was stark. Sky blue walls and white columns, the scent of olives in the air despite whatever else was going on in the kitchen. She pulled Sinclair’s chair out for her then waited until she sat down.

      “I have a few suggestions, if you don’t mind,” she murmured near Sinclair’s ear.

      Sinclair didn’t mind. She’d never been to a place like this before and welcomed guidance. When the dark haired waitress appeared, Regina took charge.

      “We’ll have the moussaka, dolma, the stuffed shrimp with spinach and feta, tiropita, and a bottle of your house red.”

      That was her idea of making a few suggestions? She saw Sinclair’s expression and laughed again. “I know. I’m overbearing, but you’ll love it. I promise.” Her eyes gleamed. “You have to try everything.”

      When the food came, Sinclair picked over it cautiously, prodding the dolma—grape leaves stuffed with rice and herbs, apparently—and barely tasted the moussaka –with its unpalatable blend of eggplant, ground beef, and zucchini swimming in a god-awful white sauce. The tiropita was good though. Sinclair sipped her wine and watched her dining companion. Regina ate her meal in big, voluptuous bites that left her mouth white with béchamel sauce. Her pink tongue swept the paleness away in preparation for another bite.

      “Come, taste this.” Regina held the dolma perched between her thumb and index finger. When Sinclair lifted her hand to take it, she pulled it away and shook her head. “With your mouth.”

      Regina fed her the dolma, waiting patiently while her teeth bit through the thick concoction of grape leaves and seasoned rice, the soft pads of her fingers resting against Sinclair’s lips all the while. Sinclair couldn’t meet her eyes. She wondered briefly if she shouldn’t be more uncomfortable with this. It didn’t matter. She ate the other half of the dolma in one neat bite.

      “So the person I met the other night, was that a man or a woman?”

      Sinclair almost choked on her wine. “Very funny. Yuen is very much a man.”

      “A very beautiful one.”

      “Yes. We’ve been together for about two years.”

      “It’s a serious relationship, then?”

      “It’s exclusive, if that’s what you mean.”

      “Up until now.” Regina’s eyes danced in the candlelight. She was so sure of herself.

      “Until now.” Sinclair released the admission, finally voicing her desire for much more than a friendship with this woman.

      “Does he please you in bed?” Regina bit into a flaky spinach pastry then licked the crumbs from her mouth.

      “Yes. Yes, he does.”

      “You don’t sound so sure.”

      “I think you’re the one who doesn’t want me to be sure. He does please me in bed. Can we move beyond that, please?”

      “Of course.” Regina sipped her wine. A bit of red lingered on her mouth. She caught Sinclair’s gaze and smiled. “Curious?”

      Sinclair knew she would be lying if she said no. Instead of replying she bit into her dolma and chewed as if that would save her from answering. Regina stood up over the low candles and leaned in to kiss her. Sinclair stopped chewing. Regina’s lips pressed harder into hers, then softened. She licked Sinclair’s mouth, bit the plump softness of her lips until Sinclair sighed and opened her mouth for more. Her body began a slow melt, heating until every bit of moisture in her body was pooled between her thighs. Her fingers slid into Regina’s hair to pull the woman closer. When Regina drew back, Sinclair’s dolma was in her mouth. She finished chewing what Sinclair had started and swallowed.

      “Does that satisfy any of your curiosity?”

      

      When the check came, Regina took it before Sinclair could. As the waitress leaned over to pick up the bill and its generous tip, Regina smiled over the flickering candles, her eyes lazy with seduction.

      “Come home with me.”

      Those simple words ignited a fire between Sinclair’s legs. She couldn’t say no. In the elevator to the penthouse apartment, Regina watched her from the other side of the copper and bronze fitted cage, smiling.

      “I’m not going to touch you now. If I do, I won’t be able to stop. Don’t want to frighten my neighbors.”

      Sinclair tried for levity. “They spook easily, like horses?”

      “Something like that.”

      The elevator bell sounded. Regina ushered her through a well-lit hallway into an apartment that was all darkness and warmth. The scent of pine filled Sinclair’s nose. The apartment was ornate but impersonally furnished. Anyone could have lived there. Sinclair trembled with an unknown fear. They moved through the darkness to the bedroom.

      “Relax.”

      In a rustle of sound, Regina was on her. She kissed Sinclair, softly, as if trying not to frighten her. It was just like kissing a man, Sinclair decided, except for the press of two soft breasts against her.

      “Touch them if you want,” Regina murmured, nibbling on her lips then the slope of her neck.

      Sinclair took a deep, shuddering breath. With no table between them, no restaurant, no ambiguous flirtation, it was on. Regina took Sinclair’s hand and pressed it against her breast.

      “I’m going to fuck you.” She bit Sinclair’s lip. “If there’s anything you don’t want, just tell me. Otherwise I’m going to take this.” Regina cupped her through her trousers.

      There was only one word left for Sinclair to say. “Yes.”

      

      Regina pushed her into the mint smelling sheets and pressed her fingers into Sinclair, devoured her mouth, her breasts and pussy until she was incoherent with want.

      “This isn’t a man touching you, is it?”

      “No.” Sinclair gasped when Regina’s fingers slid deep inside her, quickly finding the spot that made her breathless, made her sweat and beg. She didn’t even know it existed. “God!”

      “Just call me Regina.” Still in her silk suit, she turned Sinclair over and slid up behind her, biting and caressing, inviting her to stain the silk with her sweat and cum.

      “Come. It’s all right. That doesn’t mean the night’s over.”

      Sinclair did, panting furiously as she collapsed beneath Regina. Her own loudness made her blink at the ceiling in surprise. She half expected to see a mirror up there.

      Regina shrugged off her skirt and blouse. She was completely naked underneath, ready with her small hard breasts and curvaceous hips. Sinclair reached for her, cupping her hips with wonder. They were soft and laced with fine lines that were almost invisible until the flesh was close enough to kiss. Sinclair’s fingernails traced the rounded ass, the thick thighs.

      “Time for that later, baby.” Regina touched Sinclair’s mouth with damp fingers. “Open your legs for me.” She slid down Sinclair’s body and tasted her, licked her, slid her tongue in and over her until the woman’s throat was raw from gasping.

      With the last of Sinclair’s noises echoing in their ears, Regina lifted her head, then her whole body from Sinclair. “That was your first lesson. I’m about to give you a pop quiz.” Regina straddled Sinclair’s face, opening up her miraculous shaved cunt to her inspection. “Do your best. I’ll guide you through it.”

      Sinclair wanted to stare. Regina’s pussy was pale and pink, and glistening, her clit hard and distended. Above her, Regina caressed her own nipples, squeezing and pinching until they were the color of raspberries.

      “It’s just like eating a peach, only you don’t use your teeth.” She undulated her hips above Sinclair, signaling her readiness.

      It wasn’t like eating a peach at all, Sinclair decided. It was better. The soft, wet flesh slid under her tongue like a salted oyster. She smelled gingery here too, her musk addictive and, right now, very necessary.

      “A little lower sweetheart. Slip your tongue—hmm. Exactly…” Regina’s voice trailed off on a deep moan.

      Sinclair was a fast learner. She remembered how she liked to touch herself. With her tongue lavishing Regina’s clit with attention, she slid two fingers deep inside her slick softness and was rewarded with a sharp gasp and the trembling of the soft thighs bracketing her face. Regina pressed harder against her mouth. Her thighs trembled and started to give out. Sinclair sped up the hummingbird-like flutter to her tongue and thrust her fingers deep into her. Regina gasped again, bucked on Sinclair’s face as she growled long and deep and came hard around her fingers.

      Regina laughed softly. “I knew you’d be a keeper.”

      

      Rain started to fall. Regina opened the windows to let the sound in. It was not a romantic gesture, she assured Sinclair. She just liked the sound and, so far above the streets, she didn’t have to smell the filth of the city. When she sank back onto the bed, Sinclair propped herself on her elbow. “Doesn’t this seem at all strange to you?” she asked.

      “What? Sex with a near stranger?”

      “Yes, for one thing. I don’t know anything about you. For all I know you could be a mass murderer or something.”

      Regina showed off her gorgeous teeth. “What do you want to know? I like dogs, I’m not into adventure sports or bingo. I’m HIV negative and otherwise disease free, unless you count manic depression as a disease.”

      “Interesting.” And so very uninformative. Perhaps that was the point. Could she be satisfied with this? After Yuen’s compulsive soul-baring, Regina’s reticence was a kind of relief. It made her more compelling and much, much sexier than the boy Sinclair had left at home.

      “Does that mean you’re satisfied?”

      Sinclair traced Regina’s collarbone.  Desire hummed through her veins again, steady and loud.  “I wouldn’t say that.”

      Red-blushed nipples puckered and rose under Sinclair’s gaze. With a soft laugh, Regina slid fingers around the back of Sinclair’s neck and pulled her head down.

      “Good.”

      

      At work the next day, Sinclair was useless. She pressed her legs together and stared at the computer screen until all she could see was Regina’s face, wet with cum and sweat, her lip tight between her teeth. Sinclair left as early as she could and called Regina on her way to the train.

      “Come to my house tonight. I want to show you something.”

      Regina’s throaty chuckle stirred up the moisture already on Sinclair’s panties. “I can’t tonight. How about Sunday?”

      What else could she do but agree? Sinclair called Yuen when she got home.

      “I can’t see you anymore,” she said.

      “What? Where did this come from?”

      “Nowhere. I⁠—”

      “I’m coming over.” He hung up the phone.

      The doorbell rang twenty minutes later.

      “Is it someone else?” he asked as soon as she opened the door.

      Lying wasn’t Sinclair’s forte. “Something like that.”

      “What does that mean? Is there or isn’t there?”

      “I—I met a woman.”

      Silence.

      He walked farther into the apartment. “You did what?”

      “Three days ago.” Had it only been three days?

      “This is crazy.” He turned to face her, his face softening from its initial anger.  “Is it that woman I met at Lin’s party?”

      Sinclair flushed hot and looked away. Had she been that obvious?

      “It is, isn’t it? I knew that bitch wasn’t joking around.” He looked at her across the pale expanse of the living room. “Three days. You’re throwing away two years because of three days?”

      Sinclair didn’t know what to say. Yes, it was sudden. But she felt something with Regina. She felt more in these past three days than she ever had with Yuen. But she didn’t want to say any of that out loud. It was too cruel.

      “Sinclair. You have to know how insane this sounds. A week ago everything was fine. We were making plans for a weekend upstate.”

      “You were making plans for a weekend upstate. I wanted to stay home.”

      “But you always want to stay home. That’s why I always make plans for us.”

      “Maybe that’s the problem.”

      “You know what, Sinclair? This is bullshit. You’ll come to your senses in a little while.” He slid her a look. “Have you slept with her yet?”

      “That’s none of your business, Yuen.”

      He looked intrigued by the possibility of it, then shrugged. “Call me in a few days. Take time to sort this out. I’ll be here for you.” He moved to kiss her, but seemed to think better of it. “Call me.” He left.

      Sinclair collapsed against the closed door with a tremulous sigh. She felt limp and exhausted, as if she’d just been swept over by a hurricane. Still, her mouth curved in a bittersweet smile. In two days, she would see Regina.

      

      Regina called Sinclair on Sunday morning. “Where do you live?”

      She came over with strawberries, whipped cream, sliced peaches, mangoes, and lychees. Her body was delectable in a black jumpsuit that showed off her lean length and high, round ass. “I hope you haven’t eaten yet.”

      “I have, but my Gram said there’s always room for dessert.”

      “Don’t bring your grandmother into this. She probably wouldn’t approve of what I have in mind for you.”

      Regina glanced briefly around the apartment, at its high ceilings, tasteful furniture, and spectacular view before focusing fully on Sinclair. “Let’s get you in the shower.”

      

      She was soft all over, despite her leanness, and eager as a puppy to play with Sinclair, to slide the soft fruit inside her and suck it out in loud, juicy slurps. Regina approved of Sinclair’s bed, its size and softness were apparently perfect for what she had in mind, although it had never been this sticky before. When all the gasping was done, she lay beside Sinclair, staring at her while trailing still wet fingers over Sinclair’s skin in long lazy sweeps. Sinclair could almost see the tape recorder in her mind, making note of this scene. Fodder for her next book.

      “Is your next book essays or fiction?” Sinclair asked.

      “Essays, of course. I could never get the hang of fiction. Too many lies.” Regina leaned down and licked her nipple. Sinclair’s breath caught. “You’re very responsive. I like that.” Regina bent down to show her just how much she liked it.
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      At lunchtime Sinclair looked at the apple she’d brought with distaste. She wasn’t looking forward to take-out either.

      The phone buzzed. “Miss Sinclair?”

      “Yes, Shelly?”

      “You have a visitor. Ms. Velasquez.”

      A smile replaced her grimace. “Send her in. And go ahead and take your lunch now.”

      Regina walked in, delectable in a salmon colored Yves Saint Laurent suit that barely came halfway down her thighs, and closed the door. She held a picnic basket in a manicured hand.

      “I knew you did something expensive for the company,” Regina drawled as she took in the plush carpeting, the dizzying view of the street, and smog-dimmed sunlight arching through the large windows. “Hope you haven’t eaten yet.” She didn’t wait for a response. Instead she set up a blanket on the floor, laid out wine glasses, a plate piled high with sliced fruit and tiny sandwiches with the crusts meticulously cut off. “Come.”

      Sinclair kicked off her shoes and obediently sat down on the blanket. Getting used to their intimacy now, she slid her hands in Regina’s heavy hair and inhaled her scent. Today it was Lalique laced with a hint of sweetness— peach scented soap—and underneath that her own spicy ginger scent.

      “It’s good to see you,” Sinclair said. All day her senses had been alive with expectation. Waiting for this moment, even though its coming had never been a certainty.

      Regina poured from a bottle of pinot noir. “I have a meeting later on this afternoon with my editor. I figured why not steal some fun out of this business trip downtown?”

      Sinclair smiled. “Do you come downtown often?” She felt like a fifteen-year-old on her first date, giddy and obscenely happy.

      “If you’ll let me, I’ll come at least two times today.” She sipped her wine and met Sinclair’s gaze. Sinclair squirmed, her nipples pebbling noticeably under her blouse. “Have a sandwich,” Regina continued as if she hadn’t just ruined another pair of Sinclair’s panties. “I bought them myself. The ones on white bread are chicken salad, the wheat are tuna.”

      Sinclair nibbled on a chicken salad sandwich though she could have easily put the tiny square in her mouth whole. Regina dropped a slice of strawberry in her wine glass and bit into another.

      “Your secretary is a sexy little thing. Have you fucked her yet?” Her eyes teased Sinclair. She knew very well that she was the only woman Sinclair had slept with. But maybe she didn’t. Maybe she assumed just because she fucked indiscriminately that everyone else did too.

      “No,” Sinclair said. “Not yet.”

      Regina’s eyebrows peaked. “So does that mean you’ve thought about it?”

      “Of course. Shelly has a beautiful body. Her breasts are the perfect size. Who wouldn’t think about being with her?” Sinclair knew that she was playing a dangerous game. If there was one thing she knew about Regina already, it was that she liked a challenge. Sinclair didn’t put it past her to invite Shelly in to join them. She hoped her secretary had already left for lunch.

      “Really?  What about my breasts?” She unbuttoned her blouse and left it open to frame her smooth caramel skin in foam green silk. She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t have to. Her breasts were like two alert sentries, brown tipped and eager. Done with her posing, Regina slid off her blouse and crawled to where Sinclair sat.

      “Are these the perfect size?” She straddled Sinclair, moving closer until her small breasts were a mere breath away from Sinclair’s mouth. Her skirt rode up until it barely covered her ass.

      “They’re perfect.” Sinclair leaned in to kiss a nipple, but Regina pulled away. “Let me see yours first.”

      Hadn’t she seen them enough yesterday? Still, Sinclair quickly pulled off her blouse and bra.

      “Eager, aren’t you? Lie down.” She grinned down at Sinclair. “Now these are perfect. They only need one thing to make them to my taste.” She slowly emptied her glass of wine over Sinclair’s chest, dribbling the pale cool liquid down her collarbone and the hard brown nipples. Sinclair gasped at the sensation of cold then moaned at the first touch of Regina’s mouth. The smaller woman’s tongue, like wet velvet, slid over her sensitized breasts. Regina licked her until all the wine was gone from her skin, then she crushed the strawberry in her fist and dripped the juice over Sinclair’s lips. She opened her mouth to lick at the red drops, thirsty for anything Regina had to give.

      Regina kissed her once, a hungry sweep of her mouth that took away most of the red liquid and whetted Sinclair’s appetite.  Then she pulled Sinclair’s skirt up to her waist and pulled her panties completely off.

      “One day I’m going to train you to not wear these things.” She mashed the pulpy remains of the strawberry against Sinclair’s cunt and started to eat.

      A surprised breath left her throat. Her skin goose-pimpled in a hot flush and she blinked uncontrollably at the ceiling as her body went up in flames under Regina’s ruthless mouth. Deep inside, she trembled. The muscles in her thighs groaned as she whimpered, burned, and pushed herself more firmly against her lover. No one had ever… Breath hissed past her teeth as all thought left her. She became animal and seeking, a needy thing caught in the twisting vines of Regina’s desire. Against her flesh, Regina laughed.

      

      She walked out of Sinclair’s office nearly forty minutes later, her blanket folded neatly on top of the picnic basket, her clothes and hair in perfect order. Sinclair, however, was a trembling mess. Even after a quick shower in her tiny attached washroom and a cup of herbal tea, her fingers still refused to hit the right keys on the computer. Eventually she gave up and spent the next hour staring out the window and unsuccessfully trying to keep the smile from her face.
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      Early Sunday morning the phone woke Sinclair. “Yes?” she croaked.

      “Meet me at Francesco’s for breakfast in an hour.” The dial tone punctuated the unexpected command.

      She sat up, rubbing her face. Then she realized what this meant. Regina could play with her this weekend. Within less than an hour Sinclair was showered, shaved, and waiting at a corner table in the neighborhood restaurant when Regina walked in.

      “Morning, sexy.” Regina’s eyes wandered with approval over Sinclair’s blue floral sundress with its cleavage-enhancing neckline.

      When she sat down, Sinclair pulled Regina’s head briefly to hers for a kiss. She tasted like strawberry lip-gloss.

      “I hope that wasn’t too presumptuous of me.” She tucked her purse under the table. “But I woke up thinking about you this morning, so…” Her eyes twinkled.

      The restaurant was small and well lit. Even though they sat in a corner, the sun poured liberally over their table. It was like being on the sidewalk without the constant intrusion of people or traffic. Shelly had recommended it to Sinclair once.

      “I think I can handle that.” Sinclair’s belly fluttered. Regina’s powerful and commanding personality was charming, something Sinclair could never stand in a man, but now she found it unaccountably arousing.

      “The Bloody Marys here are amazing,” Regina murmured, pulling her chair closer to Sinclair’s. “What are you having?” she asked.

      “Eggs and toast.” Sinclair couldn’t eat anything else with her around. She was too stimulated. Her hands trembled against the tablecloth.

      “Have at least one drink with that. It’ll spice up your morning.” She draped her arm over Sinclair’s chair.

      Drenched in sunlight, Sinclair’s skin tingled, begging to be touched. As if Regina had read her mind, Sinclair felt a hand on her knee.

      The restaurant was crowded. Jaded urban animals, still hungover from last night’s debauches, drooped over their drinks. Their faces were grey from having been forced to face the light of day so early. There were some people who’d traveled in just to make it to this restaurant. It was fairly popular and excited chatter rolled side by side with low growls of reluctant conversation. Regina’s fingers traced the skin on the inside of Sinclair’s thigh.

      “How was your night?” Regina asked.

      “Good. I had a long bath, watched Buffy reruns, and even read a little.”

      “Anything of mine?”

      “No.” She was such an egomaniac.

      “Too bad. I was hoping you’d fall asleep thinking about me.”

      “That was the night before last.”  Sinclair met her eyes across the table.

      Satisfied, Regina sat back. Her fingers traveled higher, brushing the edge of Sinclair’s panties.

      “I don’t do too much on Saturday nights either. After a little red wine, all I ever want to do is write.”

      “What? No research? I thought your search for more knowledge on your subject matter was limitless.”

      “You’re right. My curiosity has no bounds.” Her eyes flickered to Sinclair’s mouth. “But one has to take some time to write down the results of all one’s tireless research.”

      “Of course, silly me.”

      A waitress in low rider jeans and a rainbow belly ring came over to take their order. Sinclair was vaguely surprised Regina let the young girl go without trying to chat her up.

      “Silly, never.” Her long fingers lightly touched Sinclair through her panties then, after a teasing stroke, disappeared. “Other things, absolutely.”

      Sinclair took a deep drink of water.

      “What kind of women do you like?” Regina asked.

      “I’m not sure. I haven’t given it much thought.”

      “Yeah, you have. Don’t bullshit me.” It was strange to see her elegant mouth shape that curse word. In the sweat of the bedroom, it was OK. Here in the restaurant it was raw, surprising.

      She thought of the woman she’d most imagined touching. At Volk while meetings dragged on, she’d imagined Margo Phelps fucking her until she screamed out the year-end financial goals to the whole building. Margo, Sinclair was convinced, was a closet lesbian too, with her broad shoulders and short fingernails.

      “Powerful women. “She grinned, feeling bold. “Women with apple-sized breasts and high, round asses.”

      “Crab apple or Gala?”

      Sinclair glanced at Regina’s breasts. “Granny Smith.” They shared a naughty smile.

      The waitress came back with a pitcher of Bloody Marys and plate of artfully arranged toast and eggs. Regina poured a tall glass for each of them.

      “A toast.” She lifted her glass. “To apples.”

      Sinclair giggled. “To apples.”

      

      They went through two Bloody Mary pitchers together, lifting their glasses to toast various parts of the female anatomy until all they had to work with were toes and hair follicles. Sinclair barely touched her food.

      “You’re very beautiful,” Sinclair said over the fifth glass of her morning cocktail. “The first time I saw you I was totally thrown for a loop.”

      Regina laughed. “Was it the ass or witty repartee?”

      “Neither. It was your mouth. It’s so…damn sexy,” Sinclair’s thoughts swam in her brain, mostly remaining out of reach. The words that came out of her mouth didn’t seem to have any forethought attached to them. “The ass came later. When you were walking out of the elevator.”

      “My ass has been known to drop many a woman to her knees.”

      “Mm, can we practice that one again later?”

      “We can practice it right now. They have nice big bathroom stalls here.”

      “OK, let’s go.” Sinclair stood up.

      “I’m just kidding, honey.” Regina pulled her back down with a soft tug and a laugh. “There’s time enough for that later.” She looked at her watch. “There’s something else I want to show you today.”

      Sinclair leaned forward with childlike enthusiasm. “Is it a surprise?”

      “Yes. Are you ready?”

      She drained her glass in long luxurious gulps. “Now I am.”

      Regina drove them in her Mercedes to a warehouse near the wharf. The sun slid over the wooden boxes and pallets in haphazard piles, making them almost beautiful. It was quiet. As they walked toward the single electronic door, it began to rise with clangs and squeaks. As soon as they walked through it, the door started to lower. It hit the concrete floor with a loud bang, then a sound came out of the darkness, a fumbling of keys as if someone were locking it, locking them in.

      “What is this?” Sinclair asked.

      “You’ll see.”

      Regina took Sinclair’s hand in reassurance, then let go. An arrow of light from a high window led them to another room, or maybe it was a corner of the larger room. Sinclair couldn’t tell. She couldn’t see. But she could smell things. Oil from a car or large equipment. The scent of women and sex and baby powder. Regina led her up a flight of steep stairs.

      Sinclair’s head swam, but was getting clearer by the minute. Soft light flooded the room.

      “We’re here,” Regina called out in a light teasing voice. Laughter greeted her announcement as women suddenly began emerging from the corners, all wearing some bit of lingerie or other, tall, short, white, Asian, black, Latina.

      “And we’re ready,” a tall woman chuckled, walking up to kiss Regina softly on her mouth. Her ebony skin gleamed in the faint light.

      Sinclair counted five women. They looked at her and Regina with various degrees of amusement and anticipation.

      “Is that all, Reggie?” the ebony queen asked.

      “Is that all? Ha! You don’t know what I’ve got.” To Sinclair, Regina said, “Don’t worry. You’ll enjoy this.”

      A tall Asian woman with short hair clipped close to her head walked toward the trio.  “You haven’t told her what’s going on?”

      “And ruin the surprise? Of course not.”

      A few of the women laughed, low and predatory sounds that made Sinclair shudder in the warm warehouse.

      Regina squeezed her hand again. “It’ll be fine,” she whispered.

      Then at a signal from her, the women converged on Sinclair, pulling her deeper into the warehouse where there was more light and what looked like a large sitting room with a mish mash of chairs and tables. A high platform bed with white sheets sat in the middle of the room.

      “Come, make yourself comfortable,” someone said.

      As if Sinclair was being given a choice. They tugged her over to a leather Queen Anne chair the color of fresh blood and started pulling at her clothes, sweetly, if one could describe forced stripping as such, while looking at her with their heavy-lidded eyes. Regina stood a few feet away, watching, smiling.

      “This is going to be fine,” she mouthed. At least she would enjoy it.

      “You’ve got pretty skin,” a voluptuous woman said with a slight Spanish accent. Her long black hair tumbled over Sinclair as she leaned close. It smelled like cloves.

      “Look at those fingers.” The Asian woman smiled at Sinclair. “They’re so long.”

      “She’s skinny but still cute.”

      The woman, with skin the color of night, stroked Sinclair’s face. “You could have been a model, baby.”

      “Or a stripper. Look at those hips. I bet you could bump and grind real good.” The tall butchy woman with pale caramel skin, wearing tight white briefs and a hacked off tank top, pulled Sinclair’s dress over her head. She winked when she saw Sinclair looking. Her muscled belly pressed briefly against Sinclair’s cheek giving a hint of her cologne and the spicy scent inside her briefs.

      “Gorgeous tits.” Cool fingers brushed Sinclair’s nipples. They let her keep the panties.

      “Can we tie her up?” This from a woman with brown hair and a soft, touchable body.

      “No. Not yet.” Regina still watched, still smiled.

      Sinclair shivered in anticipation and fear. What had she gotten herself into? She didn’t even know this woman? Did she even work for Volk? That was probably a fake name anyway. Why⁠—?

      The Asian woman pulled her clothes off, revealing a pleasing blend of soft breasts, lean belly, and narrow hips barely hidden by a low cut bikini. She blew Sinclair a kiss and took off her panties. Sinclair felt herself blush and she looked away from the woman’s body.

      “She’s sweet,” someone said.

      “We’ll fix that before the day is through.”

      Regina chuckled. “Open up your eyes, honey, the real show hasn’t even started yet.”

      Sinclair had watched Regina perform in bed before, touching herself to some inner music only she heard. But this was nothing like that. These women were strangers. Sinclair was terrified, yet intrigued in a way that Regina must have known she would be.

      “I’d never introduce you to anything that I thought you wouldn’t be ready for,” she’d said to Sinclair once. She should have paid attention to whatever else Regina had said that day.

      The Asian woman was the only one naked. Everyone stayed in their provocative clothes—ripped denim shorts that sagged over boxers or bare skin, this season’s Victoria’s Secret panties and matching bra, lace negligee and bare feet. All on bodies running the gamut from full and fleshy to hard and toned then back again.

      “Watch.”

      They started to perform for Sinclair. Or rather for Regina. Sinclair was just an incidental observer. The brown haired woman touched the hard bodied angel in the boxer shorts and ripped tank. She brushed her lace-covered breasts against Hard Body’s back and was rewarded with a hand on her ass and a kiss. Breasts touched breasts through cloth, then fingers brushed the lace negligee aside for lips to kiss the revealed nipple. Hard Body quickly rid the other woman of her clothes. A tattoo of entwined, lushly green ivy wound all the way around the voluptuous woman’s waist. Sinclair’s panties suddenly felt too tight, too wet.

      “You like?” Regina stood at Sinclair’s chair, her mouth curved in that smile, clothes on, like the director of the show. Sinclair didn’t know what to say. But her body was interested.

      Regina looked down at her hardened nipples and smirked. “I’ll let you get back to it.” Then she stepped back.

      The women converged on the bed and on each other. Naked now, Hard Body sat down on the bed, and spread her legs for Ivy. She was shaved, with small and delicate lips Ivy breathed over then began to lick. Even from where Sinclair sat, she could see Hard Body was already wet. Venus with the long black hair and heavy breasts sat higher up on the bed, watching as she stroked herself, caressed her thick brown nipples while her mouth opened in a delighted O. She knelt just above Hard Body’s head, close enough for her to smell and see, but not touch. Hard Body groaned and arched her pussy up toward the tattooed woman’s mouth.

      At the sound of that deep, delicious sound, Ivy gave up her cat licks and dove into her pussy as if she was starving, licking and eating her with hungry wet sounds that made Sinclair squirm against her chair. The Asian woman came up behind Ivy and interrupted her view. Sinclair blinked at the unexpected addition to her lean dancer’s body—a dildo attached with leather straps to her hips. It was already covered with a condom.

      “Get on your knees for me.” She guided Ivy to her knees, without interrupting the other woman’s hungry, pussy eating rhythm.

      Her long hands spread the full curves of Ivy’s ass, then with a graceful, practiced move, slid deeply inside the tattooed woman. Ivy grunted but continued to dine on her well-muscled lover, stroking the dark nipples above her head as she ate. Hard Body laughed softly. “This ain’t no pettin’ zoo, baby. Squeeze my tits like you mean it.”

      Venus took pity on her and interrupted her self-pleasure to push Ivy’s hands away. She leaned over the muscled woman, brushing her thick hair aside to fasten her greedy mouth on Hard Body’s breasts. Her tongue moved with sure, hard strokes while her fingers pinched and rolled a dark nipple until she gasped and groaned her encouragement. Venus’ eyes swept up to meet Sinclair’s. Her panties were soaking wet and her breasts tingled beneath a thin layer of sweat. She wanted to be touched. Badly.

      “Sit here.” Someone guided Sinclair to a chair with a better view. “This is much better. Don’t you think?”

      Now she could see the long arch of the muscular woman’s body draped across the bed, her neck stretched back against the sheets and vibrating to her heavy breaths as Venus with the long hair suckled her breasts from above, biting and squeezing the hard nipples. The long-haired woman had a hand buried between her own spread legs. Ivy’s wet mouth rode Hard Body’s undulating pussy while her hands anchored themselves on the dark thighs. As if Sinclair’s eyes touching her was the signal, the dancer reared up behind Ivy, burying her brown dick deeper in the tattooed woman’s drenched pussy. Ivy gasped, then groaned deep in her throat.  A chorus of moans and gasps overtook the room.

      “You like that?” The chocolate goddess sitting on the arm of Sinclair’s chair finally pulled her attention from the scene in front of her. Sinclair licked her dry lips.

      “They’re very uninhibited.”

      “You could say that.”

      “Jesus—!”

      Sinclair looked up in time to see Hard Body’s hands wrap themselves in Ivy’s hair, pulling her deeper against her pussy. Her gasps became louder in the lofted space. Suddenly Sinclair couldn’t see. Soft cloth brushed her cheekbones and tightened behind her head. She stiffened.

      “Relax.” Regina’s voice dripped, melting sugar sweet, near her ear.

      “Did you bring us an innocent to corrupt, Reggie?” someone murmured from nearby.

      “Me? Never?” Regina chuckled, then brushed her lips against Sinclair’s. “Listen,” she commanded softly.

      Noises slipped out at her from the darkness—the slap of flesh against flesh, ragged moaning, hisses, gasps, the slide of sweat drenched bodies.

      “Faster,” someone urged breathlessly. Beside her, Sinclair heard hands against cloth, the sound of someone undressing, lips meeting in a wet kiss, a giggle. A hand brushed Sinclair’s throat.

      “If you ever want to stop, to go home, just say the word.” Regina’s breath hovered near her ear, waiting.

      “I will.”

      She rewarded Sinclair with a deep kiss. “Good girl.”

      When the sounds shifted back, she felt a hovering at her mouth, then the soft brush of something. “Open your mouth.”

      It was a finger, fragrant with the scent of a woman’s body. She took the whole finger into her mouth, licking until it was completely clean.

      “She’s a natural at this,” someone, not Regina, said.

      Soft laughter teased her. She bit into the finger in her mouth.

      “And she’s got teeth too.” The finger withdrew.

      Gentle hands brushed her neck and jaw. “So pretty.” Lips grazed her throat. Waves of sensation rolled from the contact point and pooled between her legs. Something brushed against her lips. It too was soft, with an organic hardness. Sinclair licked it and was rewarded with a soft hum of delight. A nipple. She started to lift her hands, to keep the breast close but other hands held her own down. Sinclair nuzzled the breast, teasing it with her mouth and adding her own sounds of pleasure to the ones raining down on her.

      A weight pushed her legs apart. The chair slowly reclined. Warm breath brushed her toes, her knees, her thighs. The sounds in the warehouse burned through her, the gasping breaths, soft frantic sucking, the grunting of someone wielding a dildo, a loud cry for Jesus. Hands tugged her panties off. The chair reclined all the way back, and a body straddled her. The breasts returned to her face. This time she didn’t even try to touch them, her mouth arched up and devoured soft flesh, tasting and testing the firmness of the underside of the heavy breast. The nipples were like blackberries. She bit them softly.

      When a mouth touched her pussy, she gasped, then arched into it. The skin under her mouth became even more interesting, begging for her teeth. She wanted to take more of it inside. Two hot mouths enfolded each of her nipples at the same time and sent her body into sensual overload. A deep moan vibrated against the soft flesh under her lips. She widened her legs for the mouth eating her and arched against the twin mouths that were driving her out of her mind.

      “What are you feeling, Sinclair?”

      It took a moment for her to hear Regina’s voice. Then another moment for her to respond. The full mound of flesh eased back to allow her voice room.
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