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"So, are you nervous?" Teresa asked as we talked on the phone.

"A little," I replied.

I was on my way to meet Billie, the one who started their little sorority. Teresa and Leslie had told me Billie wasn't like them. She wouldn't be easily won over.

"Good," Teresa grinned at me. "Remember just be yourself, and you will be fine."

"That's easy for you to say," I responded as I pulled up to the expensive restaurant downtown.

"You'll do fine," Teresa assured me. If not, it was fun while it lasted."

I shook my head as we hung up.

"Ian Henderson for Billie Galinstan," I introduced myself as I entered.

"Yes, Ms. Galinstan is waiting for you in the private area," the man moved aside as he led me to the back.

The restaurant was Russian, and their thick accent made me feel like I was about to be taken out back and killed.

The man walked me through rows of patrons eating dinner before he stopped at a large black door.

"Have a good day," he nodded his head toward the door, then walked away.

I took a sigh and then entered.

There was only one person in this large private area. Her back was turned to me. All I could see was the back of her head.

As I walked toward her, she was talking Russian to someone on the phone.

"My date is here," Billie quickly announced as I approached. "I will talk to you tomorrow."

Billie was just like the picture Leslie had shown me. She had short black hair with hints of gray in it, a stern face, and bright blue eyes. She was curvy, not big, and, like Leslie, she had a huge rack.

"Ian," I stared at her as I sat down.

"Billie," I smiled.

"You're punctual I like that," Billie said with a slight grin as she shifted in her seat and crossed her shapely legs.

"My mom always said if you're on time you are late." I told her.

"Smart woman," Billie smiled.

Her accent was thick and robust, like the others in the restaurant.

"First," Billie stared directly at me. Leslie and Teresa went ahead of me. "Usually, I would have met you first before the introductions to everyone else."

"They told me that," I replied.

"Good," Billie sat back and eyed me up and down. "It's not that I don't trust their judgement. In the past many men have tried to get in our little club as the American's will say."

"That doesn't surprise me," I responded.

Five women that they could fuck however they wanted and liked being called all kinds of names. Teresa and Leslie had already drained me of my cum on many occasions before now.

Looking at Billie's curvy figure in a tight black dress made me wonder if she was the same.

"So, tell me about yourself," Billie crossed her arms under her impressive bust.

It felt like I was at a job interview. The more I talked, the more questions Billie had; the more we talked, the more food came out.

I was getting full.

Billie finally smiled as she looked at the waiter as they carried everything away.

"You have any questions for me?" Billie asked.

"Just one," I replied. "I know about Lindsay, but all I know about you is that you turned it into a sorority."

"Lindsay was the spark that lit the fire, yes," Billie nodded. "But I was the one that was tired of us falling for men like the guy that cheated on her. Why should she feel the way she felt if he wasn't that good in bed?"

"Feelings?" I answered.

"Feelings?" Billie nodded. "Feelings are what you have for a puppy or a baby. You can fall in love with a piece of furniture the same way you fall for another person. Are they the same?"

"I don't know anyone that falls in love with furniture as hard as they do for a person," I laughed.

"Oh?" Billie responded with her eyes widened. "There are people that leave furniture and houses to family members in a will, some people even love their cars or boats more than their family. Is that true?"
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