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To my Dad, now I have my very own personal Angel watching over me! Rest peacefully. I love you even in the next life!
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[image: image] BUSINESS AT the Black Door, New York’s only adult playground exclusively designed for women, was thriving. Owner Trey Curtis had conceived the concept one night while at Scores—a high-end strip club—as he watched men and women take pleasure in scantily clad dancers, disrobing and gyrating onstage. While the men were forthright with their wants and desires, some of the women seemed a bit reserved. Trey sensed that the ladies didn’t want to be judged by prying eyes, and that’s when the idea for the Black Door was born. Shortly thereafter, he opened a women’s only club where members could partake in as many carnal activities as they could handle. And to ensure anonymity, so that they could really feel sexy and uninhibited, he personally designed identity-concealing masks. The only men allowed to enter the Black Door were servers, hired to entertain and please members with anything from a stimulating conversation to a stimulating orgasm.


The Black Door was housed in a three-story brownstone located uptown in the Washington Heights area of Manhattan. Trey spared no expense in decorating the club; he imported gold-leaf wallpaper from Italy for the foyer and installed an eight-tier crystal chandelier to give the entrance a regal appearance. He wanted the members to feel like pampered queens the moment they stepped across the threshold. And to accomplish that goal there were two parlors on the ground floor where members could mingle, have cocktails, and loosen up before venturing upstairs.


In one of the parlors, hidden behind a crimson velvet drape, was a narrow staircase that served as the entry to the second level. Upstairs, along a dimly lit corridor, which seemed to stretch for blocks, were a series of doors that led to various chambers where the serious activities took place. Trey exhausted his imagination when he created the various theme rooms. There was the Voyeurism Room, where through a one-way mirror members could watch one another get their brains fucked out. In the 8mm Room, vintage porn flicks played nonstop for those who needed a little visual stimulation to get the juices flowing. The Pink Room was geared toward members who wanted some girl-on-girl action; everything in the room was pink from the lighting to the drinks to the furniture to the exposed pink pussies. The club even had its own bar. The Leopard Lounge was inviting, with black and tan leopard print walls and private booths, so members could relax while sipping on the club’s signature martini—the Black Door—made of Moët & Chandon White Star and a splash of Hennessy.


The club was sexy yet sophisticated, and had something for everyone’s comfort level, which made it popular among the ladies who fucked around on the side. So popular in fact that Trey had to open a second club. Overseeing the operations of the Black Door took up the majority of his time, and whatever was left of the day was spent dealing with his personal problems. He had a few unresolved issues from his past that kept him preoccupied. Though Trey loved running the club, he knew that he couldn’t handle both clubs successfully, so he hired Mason Anthony to manage the Black Door Two.


Mason Anthony had risen through the ranks from server to escort—which was another component of the business—to manager. Mason wasn’t keen on being a sex slave, because some of the women had insatiable appetites and could cum for hours, so he transferred over to the escort department. The escorts were under no obligation to maintain a rock-hard cock; they accompanied clients to black-tie banquets, award ceremonies, parties, and private dinners. Mason was the ideal date-for-hire; he was a towering six feet four inches, with well-defined triceps, biceps, and deltoids. Even his gluteus maximus was firm and looked great in a pair of slacks. His cocoa brown skin matched his sensuous brown eyes to a tee, and his black goatee framed a pair of full, kissable lips. The icing on Mason’s cake was his sexy Denzel-like strut. When a client strolled into an event with him on her arm, she was sure to be the envy of the night. Not only was he handsome, he was articulate as well.


Mason had only worked as an escort part-time while he attended med school, but when his funds ran out and the grants dried up, he approached his boss about returning to the club as a server (since they made more moola), but Trey had something else in mind. He needed someone whom he could trust to run the Black Door Two, and Mason fit the bill perfectly, since he knew all aspects of the business. When Trey offered Mason the job as manager, he eagerly accepted. The opportunity meant a chance for him to stack his cash so that he could return to school and become a surgeon. In addition to a generous salary, the job also came with generous perks—like being in the company of beautiful women 24/7—which he enjoyed immensely. Mason hadn’t been in a committed relationship in eons, so on those lonely nights when he got horny, he donned his bronze mask and prowled the club for a willing victim. Since all the members and servers were screened for STDs, Mason could fuck without fear of catching some kind of dreaded disease.


The Black Door Two was located in an old warehouse in the trendy Meat-Packing District, an area of the city that had been gentrified from bloody meat-packing storehouses into multimillion-dollar lofts, pricey boutiques, and hip bistros. From the outside, the six-storied brown brick building looked abandoned, and that’s exactly the look that Trey was going for when he bought the property. Unlike most of the buildings in the area that had been totally gut-renovated, Trey chose to keep the exterior untouched so as not to cause any unwanted attention. He kept the four bottom levels in their original condition, but rehabbed the top two floors. If you didn’t know the club existed, you’d assume that this was just another old dilapidated warehouse. There wasn’t even an address on the building; the only discerning mark was a black metal door. Unlike the uptown club that serviced a more mature clientele, the downtown location catered to the Generation Nexters; young trophy wives who were tired of spreading their legs for potbellied husbands who popped Viagra like Tic Tacs in order to get a woody; and well-bred East Side debutantes who put their sweater sets aside and slipped into see-through lingerie for an evening of uninhibited freakiness.


“Evening, Boss,” the elevator attendant greeted Mason.


“Hey, Moe, how’s business tonight?” Mason wanted to know. Moe was the keeper of the gate, and since no one could enter without riding up in the freight elevator, he kept a mental count of how many members entered the club.


“Business is good.” He smiled slyly.


Mason knew exactly what Moe’s smile meant. It meant that he had seen more than his fair share of tits and ass. Most of the members came to the club draped in capes, pashminas, and trench coats to conceal their outrageous outfits; but the moment they entered the elevator, those coverings were peeled off posthaste, revealing lace, leather, and little else.


Moe clanged the metal gate door shut, shifted a long, arm-length lever to the right, and the ancient elevator slowly began to rise. Once they reached the fifth floor, Mason stepped out. The club occupied the top two levels of the building. The oval entryway was painted pitch-black with silver flecks adding a reflective element underneath the glow of the overhead pin lights.


“What’s up, Gee?” Mason asked the greeter. Gee was a huge hunk of a man, with steroid-enhanced muscles that made Mason’s physique pale in comparison.


“Just hanging out enjoying my job.” Gee grinned, wiggling his fingers in the air. He had the best J.O.B. in town. Gee was responsible for digitally stimulating the clients and getting their pussies all wet and juicy before they strolled into the inner sanctum of the club. Wearing only a light sheen of baby oil on his upper body, which enhanced his muscle tone, a camouflage mask and matching G-string, he was the perfect tweaker, and the women loved his touch.


Mason shook his head. “I’ll just bet you do.” He strapped on his bronze leather mask and walked toward one of the many doors that lined the perimeter of the entry.


The fifteen-thousand-square-foot loft was divided into several suites. In addition to the titillating theme rooms that were in the original club, the downtown location had a few special chambers of its own. There was the Naked Pool Room, where members played the game in the buff wearing only their identity-concealing masks and pumps. In the Mani/Pedi Spa, women got toe-and finger-sucking manicures and pedicures. And in the Chocolate Chamber, buffed servers smeared liquid chocolate all over members’ breasts and clits, and then licked off every inch of the decadent sweet. The Disco was a throwback to Studio 57, the seventies nightclub where celebrities, models, and a smattering of lay people were among the select few who partied underneath a mirrored disco ball until the sun rose, set, and rose again.


Mason could hear the pulsating beat of Donna Summer belting out “Love to Love You Baby” as he made his way to the Disco. He had a stack of paperwork a mile high sitting on his desk, but he decided to peruse the club before heading upstairs to his private office. Mason was love-starved, and needed to take the edge off before he could concentrate on work, and a little eye candy was the perfect solution. Once inside, he stood back in the cut and scanned the room. The dance floor was packed with masked women and servers dressed in provocative outfits. He had seen more sheer negligees than Frederick’s of Hollywood, so the see-through numbers were doing nothing for his libido tonight.


Just as Mason was about to leave, in walked a short, curvaceous woman wearing a red plaid micro-miniskirt, black platform boots, a teeny-tiny midriff sweater, and a white mask. He watched as she grooved her way to the center of the dance floor. The crowd parted slightly as she began to gyrate to the beat. Her skirt was so short that Mason could see her butt cheeks wiggle with each move.


“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” he whispered to himself.


Once her ass was in motion, she began moving her shoulders quickly, causing her extra large jugs to jiggle. Mason could feel his groin heating up as he watched her titties bounce up and down, and the way they shook freely, it was apparent that she wasn’t wearing a bra. He licked his full lips as he watched her shake her groove thang. She spun around in a circle, causing her tiny skirt and long dark hair to spin in the breeze. She was seducing him with her fluid dance moves, and as much as he was trying to restrain himself, his dick was growing harder and harder. He had come into the Disco to watch, but now with a serious hard-on between his legs, he wanted to do more than just observe from a distance. As Mason abandoned his position in the back of the club and strolled onto the dance floor, he was no longer thinking with his brain, because his dick had taken over.


Her back was turned and she didn’t see him as he slipped up behind her and placed his hands on her hips. She turned her head slightly to see who was dancing with her, and when she saw the bottom half of Mason’s handsome face, she smiled and turned back around.


That smile was all Mason needed. He knew that it was his stamp of approval to do whatever he wanted, and he wanted to fuck. As he seductively swayed back and forth with her, he slid one hand down to her thigh and underneath her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any underwear, not even a thong, and the feel of her smooth ass made his dick grow an inch. He reached down farther until he was touching her pussy lips.


“Oh, yeah, Papi,” she moaned in a heavy Latin accent, and leaned forward so that he could have easier access.


Mason looked around to see if they were the only ones on the dance floor getting jiggy with it, but everywhere his eyes turned, people were fucking and sucking. Everyone seemed caught up in their own world and oblivious to their surroundings. He removed his other hand from her waist, unzipped his jeans, and flipped out his cock. He rubbed his massive member in between her cheeks until it was as hard as slate.


“Fuck me now, Papi,” she demanded.


Her commanding voice turned him on and he slowly entered the head of his dick into her ready pussy, doggy style. Once inside, he grabbed her hips and firmly pulled her toward him.


She bucked him back. “Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder!” she panted.


Mason couldn’t believe that someone so small could take all ten inches of his rod, but she was giving as good as she got, so he rammed her pussy repeatedly as hard as he could until they were both dripping in salty sweat.


“That’s it, Papi! Give me all of that dick.”


He grabbed her around her tiny waist and nearly lifted her off the floor with each thrust. Mason could feel himself cumming, so he pulled out and shot his load on the back of her sweater, and the fuzzy material quickly absorbed the creamy substance, leaving a wet mark in the center of her back.


The second he released his grip from around her waist, she flipped down her skirt and danced away as if nothing had happened. Mason put his dick back in his pants and made his way through the crowd and out the door.


Once inside his office, he went into the bathroom and washed up. He took his mask off and looked into the mirror.


“You gotta stop fucking around with the clients,” he told himself, his brain now returning.


Though Mason could indulge anytime he wanted, he knew that it was unprofessional and distracting. Besides, he was tired of just “fucking,” and wanted a real relationship, something he hadn’t had in years. But ever since the Black Door Two opened, his libido was on high alert, and he’d been using the club as his personal playground. Sex at the club was addicting and he couldn’t seem to satisfy his insatiable appetite; it was almost as if he were possessed by a sex-crazed spirit. He knew what he needed to curb his extracurricular activities was a monogamous relationship. A relationship with a hot sexy intelligent woman would keep his mind off the random women he encountered nightly. He wasn’t commitment phobic like some men and enjoyed the companionship that a relationship offered. However, he was having trouble finding Ms. Right. He knew that she was out there somewhere, but the question was…where?
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[image: image] SAGE HIRSCHFIELD was the heir apparent to the media empire that his grandfather had built some sixty years ago. Hirschfield Publishing was one of the nation’s biggest media conglomerates with newspaper, magazine, and book publishing holdings. Since his graduation from grad school, Sage had been a junior executive under his father’s watchful eye. After six years of tutelage, the elder Hirschfield was finally ready to step aside and relinquish the reins to his son. Sage could have easily sat back, rested on the company’s laurels, and ran the day-to-day operations without making any major changes to the well-oiled machine. But he wanted to put his own imprint on the organization, so with his father’s blessings he bought a bankrupt movie studio in the hopes of turning it around by producing quality films.


At twenty-nine, Sage was one of Manhattan’s most powerful business moguls and had the world at his fingertips. Strikingly handsome, he was a true mutt, since his bloodline was mixed with four different ethnicities. His grandfather, a Jewish immigrant from Russia, married a half Italian, half Native American woman, and they had two children, one of whom was Sage’s dad, Henry. In college, Henry met and fell in love with Lisa Jones, a black girl from Brooklyn. Sage’s look was a combination of his colorful heritage. His coal black, curly hair was in stark contrast to his bright latte complexion, and his prominent nose was a blend of Jewish, Indian, and African. With his exotic looks, Sage would get asked all the time, “What are you?” And to that he would answer, “Black.” Though he wasn’t trying to deny his ancestry, he believed that the mother’s race defined the child’s, and his mother was a beautiful black woman—whom he loved dearly—so as far as he (and society) was concerned, he was black, even though he looked half white and had a Jewish surname.


Mega-rich, with a megawatt smile, Sage had done his stint as an international playboy. He’d dated supermodels in Milan, Paris, and New York; starlets in Hollywood and Bollywood; and a couple of Olympic athletes from Norway and Poland. His wild escapades were so notorious that he graced the gossip pages of tabloids around the globe. With his playa days behind him, Sage was ready to settle down and get married, and there was only one woman who fit his criteria—Terra Benson.


An heiress to the Benson and Viceroy Tobacco Company, Terra had been the girl of his dreams ever since they were kids. Their fathers were friends and belonged to the same country club, so Terra and Sage had known each other since childhood. A couple of years older, he had seen her grow from an awkward teen into a beautifully poised woman. Terra possessed the qualities that any man would want; she was smart, classy, beautiful, and rich—so rich in fact that he didn’t have to worry about her gold digging for his fortune. The only problem was that Terra thought of him as just a friend. She made it clear on several occasions that he was “like a brother.” It irked him to no end when she referred to him as family. Sage already had two sisters and didn’t need a third. He’d done everything in his power to win her over, from sending exquisite Mikimoto pearls to candlelight dinners at four-star restaurants, but nothing seemed to faze her. Little did she know that her aloofness only made him want her more. Sage was a man of results, and he made a solemn vow that he would win Terra over, no matter what.


“Mr. Hirschfield, Ms. Walker is on line one,” his assistant announced over the intercom.


Missy Walker was Sage’s fuck du jour. Even though he loved the soles of Terra’s designer shoes, he was a man with needs and Missy satisfied those needs to perfection. By night, she was a professional stripper, but by day, she was his “Girl 6,” and called most afternoons for their phone sex ritual.


“Thanks, Pearl,” he said, clicking over. “Hey, Baby, how’s my kitty cat doing?” he asked, getting right to the point.


“Wet and ready,” she purred like Eartha Kitt into the receiver.


Sage licked his lips at the thought. “Put your fingers in that ass and tell me how tight you are.”


“Oh, Daddy, it’s as tight as a drum,” she told him.


“I want you to reach underneath your legs and stick your middle finger in that tight hole,” he instructed.


“And I want you to take that big dick out and stroke it for me,” she whispered seductively.


Before unloosening his Hermès belt buckle, Sage got up and locked his office door for added privacy. He unzipped his pants, sat back down, and reached inside for his joystick. The head of his dick was already swollen from the sound of her voice, and his cock was throbbing. He opened his desk drawer, took out a tube of K-Y jelly, squirted a glob of the clear gel into his hand, and rubbed it over his aching dick. He jerked his shaft up and down, and up and down, and up and down until he was ready to explode. “Oh, Baby, Daddy’s cumming!”


“Wait, Daddy, let me put my mouth on that big cock of yours, so you can cum in my mouth. I wanna swallow that hot load.”


“Yeah…” he panted, “suck up all of Daddy’s cum, you dirty little whore!” The visual of him feeding Missy a mouthful of his cum made him even hornier.


“Give it to me, Daddy. You know I’m a greedy slut who needs all of that creamy cum. Now stroke that dick harder.”


“Ohhh,” was all he could manage to say.


“Harder, harder, stroke it harder,” she hissed into the receiver.


He masturbated faster and faster until a stream of cum shot out onto his pants and dripped down on his shoes. “Missy, you know just how to make my day,” he said after composing himself.


“Same time tomorrow?” she asked.


“You’d better believe it.” He smiled into the phone. He did and said things to Missy that he would never utter to Terra. He couldn’t imagine calling Terra a whore or a slut; she was much too refined for dirty talk.


After Sage hung up, he walked into his private bathroom, took a quick shower, and changed clothes. He was a metrosexual, and made it his business to stay well groomed. He kept an armoire filled with an entire wardrobe of tailored shirts, suits, designer ties, shoes, and underwear.


He looked in the mirror and tied his lavender silk Michael Newell tie into a thick Windsor knot. He was taking Terra to Chanterelle for dinner and the restaurant required gentlemen to wear a jacket and tie, not that he wouldn’t have dressed appropriately anyway. Sage slapped his cheeks with Creed, put on his custom-designed navy suit jacket, and headed out the door.


“I’m off, Pearl. I’ll be on the cell if any urgent calls come in,” he told his assistant.


“Okay, Mr. Hirschfield. Have a good evening.”


Sage had planned on having a spectacular evening. He had gotten his rocks off, now he was going to see Terra, the love of his life. He hadn’t seen her since her graduation from Yale a few months ago. Now that she was finished with college and living back in the city, he planned on seeing a lot more of her. He knew that Terra considered him family, but with time he was confident that he could win her heart. He had patience and that was indeed a virtue. Besides, he had Missy to soothe his blue balls until he won Terra over.
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[image: image] “SO WHAT time is your dinner over?” asked Lexington, Terra’s best friend.


“I should be done around nine-thirty at the latest.” Terra didn’t really want to go to dinner with Sage, but he had insisted on taking her to the four-star restaurant for a belated graduation celebration, so she couldn’t say no.


“Cool. Should I pick you up at the restaurant?”


“No!” Terra sounded alarmed. “I don’t want Sage asking me a bunch of questions, so you better pick me up at the apartment.”


“Okay, see you around ten-thirty; that way it’ll give you time to change from your dinner suit into your—”


Terra cut her off, “Don’t even say it!”


“Yeah, all right.” Lexington chuckled and hung up.


Lexington and Terra had been best friends since kindergarten; they were Jack & Jill alumni—the ultra bougie children’s club for affluent African Americans—and spent their summers together in the Hamptons on the shores of Sag Harbor. If there was one person in the world who knew Terra inside and out, it was Lexington. Like an old, worn-out journal, Terra confided her innermost secrets to her best friend, and Lexington did the same. Terra carried herself like a dignified debutante, wearing white button-down shirts with cashmere sweaters tied around her shoulders and crisp jeans in the daytime and couture St. John suits in the evening. From her outward appearance, most people assumed that she was a “good” girl, but Lexington knew better. Like a true Gemini, Terra definitely had two sides to her personality; one side was reserved, while the other side was Wild, with a capital “W.”


Tonight, Terra was having dinner with Sage Hirschfield, a childhood friend. She had known Sage since birth, and thought of him as a brother. Over the years, Terra noticed that he had developed a crush on her. And it was becoming more and more apparent, because every time he invited her to dinner, the restaurants were romantic and befitting of a couple in love, not a couple of childhood friends. Terra thought that he was handsome but wasn’t interested in him romantically. In her mind’s eye, he was still a skinny boy in ill-fitting clothes and wire-framed glasses.


Terra showered and decided to wear a midnight blue, vintage Chanel suit, the pearls Sage had given her as a graduation present, and a pair of matching pumps. She pinned her long hair up into a French twist and let a few pieces hang loose to frame her face. She spritzed each side of her neck with L’Heure Magique, a delicious scent by Laura Mercier. The scent was subtle yet sexy, just like her. Once her look was complete, she walked back into her closet and took out an outfit for the second half of the night. Unlike her conservative dinner suit, this ensemble was anything but conservative. She carried the pieces over to the bed and laid them out on the duvet. Terra looked down at the clothes and smiled slyly; she couldn’t wait to shed her suit and slip into her other life, but first she had to get through dinner.


Terra’s two-toned silver Maybach was waiting outside of her Riverside Drive apartment; she loved being chauffeured around the city, especially during rush hour when it was difficult to find a taxi. The car and driver was a graduation gift from her father, as well as the comfy two-bedroom condo with expanding views of the Hudson River and the George Washington Bridge in the distance. The driver immediately hopped out and opened the passenger door the instant he saw her approach the car.


“Good evening, Ms. Benson,” he said, tipping the bib of his black driver’s cap.


“Hello, Leroy.”


“And where are we off to tonight?” he asked once she was settled into the plush leather backseat.


“Chanterelle, 2 Harrison at the corner of Hudson,” she told him.


As the car cruised down the West Side Highway, she peered out of the tinted windows and marveled at the view. She could clearly see New Jersey across the river to her right and the sparkling city lights to her left. New York was so full of life and it felt good to be a resident of Manhattan. She had grown up in Old Westbury, one of Long Island’s posh communities, and though she made regular trips into the city, it didn’t compare to actually living there.


The traffic was light, and within fifteen minutes they were pulling up in front of the restaurant. Located in a beautifully restored alabaster stone building, Chanterelle was an exclusive four-star restaurant. Intimate in scale, with exquisite overhead chandeliers and tables set with crisp white linen tablecloths, bone china, crystal, and silver, Chanterelle was usually the destination of choice for momentous occasions for many New Yorkers.


Terra waited in the backseat until the driver came around and opened the door. He reached inside and held her hand to help her out (not that she needed any assistance, but it was protocol and expected).


“Thanks, Leroy. You can pick me up at nine-thirty.” Terra knew that she would be rushing dinner, but she didn’t plan on lingering over coffee and dessert. The night was young and she had other plans for the rest of evening that didn’t include Sage.


“Okay, Ms. Benson, I’ll be here.” He smiled.


The moment she entered the cozy foyer, Sage swept her up into a tight hug. “Hey, Gorgeous.”


Terra was caught off guard and nearly lost her balance. “Hey there,” she said, trying to free herself from his clutches.


He released her and scanned her from head to toe. “You look good, Girl!” He grinned.


“And you’re not looking too bad yourself.” She had to admit that Sage was GQ handsome and could have easily graced the pages of the glossy magazine.


“Flattery will get you everywhere.” He winked.


“Sir, your table is ready,” the hostess interrupted, and escorted them into the well-appointed dining room to their choice table near the back.


Within seconds, a server appeared and asked for their pre-dinner cocktail preference.


“We’ll have a bottle of Veuve Clicquot Grand Dame,” Sage told him.


“Champagne?” Terra asked once the waiter disappeared. “What’s the occasion?”


“Anytime I get to have dinner with you is a special occasion,” he gushed like a schoolboy. “Plus, I haven’t seen you since your graduation, so this is a celebration,” he said, searching for a reason to wine and dine her.


Terra knew that it was just an excuse, but she played along anyway. “That’s so sweet of you, Sage. I couldn’t ask for a better play brother,” she said, jabbing him in the arm. “And thanks again for the Mikimotos”—she touched her neck—“they’re beautiful.”


Sage cringed slightly. The last thing he wanted to be was her “play brother,” or any other brother. He wanted to be her man, and somehow he had to convince her that they were made for each other. “No problem, I’m glad you like them. I hope you’re hungry. They have a wonderful tasting menu that I think you’ll enjoy,” he said, ignoring her brotherly comment.


The last thing Terra wanted was the tasting menu; it was at least six courses and would take longer than an hour and a half. If it were her choice, she would have ordered an entrée sans appetizer, so she could be on her merry way. “Sounds good,” she lied.


The waiter came back with a chilled bottle of champagne and two crystal flutes. After pouring, he began his spiel. “Tonight’s tasting menu is divine. We start off with Chesapeake Bay Crab Cake drizzled with Almond Oil, followed by a Wild Mushroom Risotto sautéed with Foie Gras. And for entrées, we have Grilled White Tuna with Watercress Coulis and Loin of Lamb with Fresh Mint, and an assortment of Artisanal Cheeses will be served before dessert. We also have a tasting of New and Old World wines to complement the meal.”


Terra had to admit that the food did sound delectable, so she would just bite the bullet and enjoy each course.


“So what are your big plans now that you’ve graduated?” Sage asked, once he had ordered for them both.


“Well, I plan to make good use of my theater degree. I’ve already found an agent and have been out on go-sees.”


Sage looked surprised. “I didn’t know you majored in theater. I just assumed you were a business major and would join your father at his company.”


“You mean like you did?” she said condescendingly.


“Don’t make it sound like a bad thing. I actually enjoy working in the family business.”


“What’s there to enjoy? Your grandfather and father laid all the groundwork, so what’s there for you to do except follow in their footsteps and collect a check?”


“That would be true if I were the type to sit back and take credit for their accomplishments, but I’m not. As a matter of fact, I just bought a movie studio and am starting Hirschfield Multimedia, a subsidiary of Hirschfield Publishing. So you see, my dear, there’s quite a bit for me to enjoy,” he said, setting the record straight.


At the mention of “movie studio,” Terra instantly perked up. She hated going on those cattle calls, grouped with all the other wannabe actresses. “Wow, that’s awesome,” she said with a grin. “Maybe now I won’t have to pound the pavement,” she said with an air of relief.


Sage squeezed his eyebrows together in confusion. “What do you mean by that?”


“What I mean is…now that you’re a big-time movie mogul I don’t have to go on those stupid cattle calls. You can just cast me in your films,” she said naïvely, solving her own career dilemma.


Sage didn’t know what to say. There was no way he was going to mix business with his personal life. That was the first rule his father taught him; he’d said that was the fastest way to lose a friend—business and friendship didn’t mix. And the last thing Sage wanted was to lose Terra’s friendship. But watching her sitting there looking excited and doe-eyed, he couldn’t tell her flat out no, so he just said, “We’ll see.”


Suddenly Sage began to look better in her eyes. If she had to cuddle up with him to become a star in his films, then she would. Terra knew that he wanted her in the worst way, and all it would take would be for her to show him a few skills that she learned in college. Except the skills she had in mind didn’t come from any class, but she had to play her cards just right. Sage was savvy and wouldn’t take kindly to being used, so from this moment on, Terra would begin the process of converting their relationship from friends into lovers.
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[image: image] LEXINGTON SAMUELS, by all accounts, was the ultimate party girl. She came from family money, so she didn’t have to log in eight hours a day at some boring J.O.B., like the mass majority, which gave her plenty of time to paint the town in varying shades of red. The family made their fortune when her mother took an old family recipe and began making maple syrup from her kitchen. After years of dedication and perfecting the technique, a major food corporation bought the recipe and licensed the name “Samuels Homemade Syrup,” making Lexington and her parents millionaires. And to ensure that the money would last several generations, her father invested in dotcom stocks before the technology market went belly up. He made gobs of money from his investments, then flipped the profits and invested in real estate. He bought dilapidated buildings in Harlem and Brooklyn, waited for the neighborhoods to turn around, and then gut-renovated the properties and sold most of them for four times what he’d paid. He kept a few buildings as rental properties.


At her parents’ insistence, Lexington went to NYU and majored in journalism, but she had no intention of becoming a journalist or working for a living for that matter. The only reason she had agreed to go to college was the location of the campus. New York University was in Greenwich Village, one of the city’s most popular areas filled with cool clubs, college bars, and cute cafés. Lexington wasted no time getting acquainted with all that the Village had to offer. She spent more time hanging out than she did in class, and during her freshman year she nearly flunked out. Her parents threatened to pull her out of NYU and enroll her in an all girls college upstate if she didn’t get her act together. With the fear of being banished to the country and surrounded by nothing but women and woods, Lexington reprioritized and began attending class regularly. To her parents’ delight, she graduated in the top ten percent of her class, but their joy was short-lived when she turned down an offer to work as a staff writer for The Post. Lexington read “Page Six” of The Post on a daily basis, but she was more interested in being written about in the gossip pages than writing the pages herself. Unlike her best friend, Terra, who shied away from the flash of the paparazzi, Lexington lived for press coverage. It made her feel like a celebrity. The only problem was that she wasn’t famous or rich enough to garner coverage on her own, so she relied on Terra for exposure. Terra Benson was the heiress to the Benson Tobacco Company; her family’s money was old and long, much like the Hiltons’. And like the young Hilton heiresses who dominated the tabloids, the press loved to track Terra’s comings and goings, and when they did photograph her—which was rare—Lexington was right by her side glamming it up.
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