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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


The splitting of our group was inevitable. Billie, although strict and silent, was the glue that held us all together. When Billie had to do what was right for her, the rest of us couldn't go on. There was no more fun in our adventures together.

All we could think about was Billie and what she was doing to keep ahead of those who wanted her dead. Billie had reached out to us a few times to let us know she was alive, but there was finality in her texts or calls; she knew she could only hide and move around for so long before they caught up.

The first to leave our group was Lindsey. Even though she wasn't a permanent member, and she had already left to be with her husband before he passed, she called and made it permanent. Trevor, her late husband, had told her to live her life and find happiness. With Billie gone, Lindsey wanted no part of her old sorority and wanted to be left alone, including me.

Second was Teresa. She decided it was time to be the grandma she hadn't been for years. This meant working on her marriage or getting a divorce, whichever the case was, and being there for her grandchildren now that they were growing up and more were on the way.

With those two gone, it left Leslie, Mandy, and Chelsea. While we tried to be friendly and be there for each other, the dynamic had changed. There were no more flirting or raunchy sex escapades. It was just the four of us talking and meeting for drinks.

I always thought things between Leslie and me would stand the test of time, but eventually, the four of us had the 'talk,' and that's when our group was officially done. The adventures were over.

Leslie moved closer to her daughter, Mandy, and her kids patched things up. Chelsea and I still hung out for a bit after everyone had left, but I knew she was doing it to keep me happy.

When I told her that I would be fine, we had one last go of it in the back of her large SUV. Then I waved goodbye to her as she took off.

That was it. My harem of older, sexy women was gone and in the wind.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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While my personal life was awful, my work life had taken off, skyrocketed even. Billie was right; I was good at this job.

I was making a lot more money than I could spend, and for giving Billie a hard time, I made sure the Russian accountant and representative hell every single day. I was American no matter what swear words he shouted at me or how much he said; if I were in his country, things would be different. The truth was, he or any of his business associates couldn't touch me.

I made friends with high officials in Washington, brought them aboard, and gave them stocks in the company, just in case any idiot there decided to do something about the way I was treating their representative.

Soon I was in Mother Russia talking to some of the business board members. 

Two days later, I had a new representative. When I asked about the past one, I got nothing, but I got the gist that when one of the board members said they weren't happy with his conduct and were disappointed with his results, I got the feeling that he was no longer breathing.

I got one last message from Billie. It was a thank-you text. My dealings with the Russians had given her a new lease on life. She was not allowed to return home, but the dogs were not coming after her. The other thing was that she was not to have contact with anyone from her past life again.

The dagger was plunged deep as I heard her crying. She was upset that everything had fallen apart because of her, but I told her everything comes to an end. Billie and I talked for a long time, then I said farewell.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ 
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Elise and I became close for a while and even dated, but after a short-lived relationship, we decided to part ways.

It was more on me than Elise. She was a good woman, but there was no real connection. Plus, she liked the sex better than I did. I was used to women that could fuck, not just me fuck them, but push me to the breaking point.

Elise was not like that. She tried, but she failed to push the button, which made me want to throw up the white flag and surrender.

Elise had a banging body, a great set of tits, and an ass that looked perfect in any clothing. Plus, she could take a pounding. I fucked her as hard as I could, especially from the back, while pulling on her long hair and slapping her ass, but that's all it was a good fuck.
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