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chapter one



Had her guard been up, Milan Walden would have sensed something was amiss. She would have noticed while gliding into her reserved space that there were more cars than usual in the company parking lot. But, seduced by the unseasonably springlike weather and still basking in the afterglow of a succession of mini orgasms and one major, body-quaking orgasm the night before, Milan felt lighthearted and carefree. It was February, but her mind was already on a new summer wardrobe, a new hairstyle with bronze highlights, and perhaps a new car. Something sleek and elegant—a Jag or a Ferrari. And breast implants.

Smart, competent, and accomplished, Milan damn well deserved a bigger set of boobs. But with her low tolerance for pain, she doubted she could suffer through surgery or the agonizing healing process afterward. So, on second thought, she decided to forgo breast augmentation altogether. She’d start wearing bras with more padding to give the illusion of a bigger bustline. Her extra dollars would be spent on something totally unrelated to pain—like the pricy anchor pendant, with its brilliant round diamonds that swung from a delicate platinum chain, that she’d been coveting at Tiffany.

After a successful nine-month stint as the executive director of Pure Paradise Renewal Center and Day Salon, twenty-six-year-old Milan Walden was earning a six-figure salary and would soon be eligible for a substantial salary increase. The board of directors was decidedly pleased with Milan’s inventive ideas and vigorous campaigns to promote the spa’s beauty and wellness services. They were particularly impressed with the quarterly profits.

Under Milan’s helm, profits at Pure Paradise had tripled in nine short months. Business was booming! Though the wealthy elite were the target market, Milan had innovatively devised beauty renewal and well-being programs to fit the budgets of women from all economic brackets.

Of course, Milan had the good sense not to integrate the well-to-do with the hopeless bottom feeders. No, no, no. The streamlined programs for those of modest income were scheduled on specific days and time slots, and upon arrival, the less fortunate were herded down to the lower level—unseen by discriminating eyes.

Milan looked forward to her performance review. Certain that her salary would more than double, she smiled wistfully as she envisioned indulging herself with all the fabulous material things money could buy.

Not bad for a gangly black kid from the Raymond Rosen housing projects, she thought with smug satisfaction as she breezed through the automatic sliding glass doors. She caught a glimpse of her reflection as she passed the mirror that hung above the security station and had to admit that she looked damn good.

Impeccably swathed in a textured well-cut pantsuit and a pair of beaded mules, carrying a colorful trendy leather briefcase, and sporting an expensively coiffed hairstyle, Milan had used her fashion and beauty sense to change her ugly duckling status to that of a beautiful swan.

She was brimming with pride and absolutely pleased with her life as well as the glorious sunny day, which she perceived as a divine design to complement her charmed existence. She failed to notice the serious expression of the usually smiling and solicitous security guard as she whisked past him.

When she approached the company’s reception area, the woman who sat behind the desk greeted Milan with a strained smile and a weak “Good morning.” The woman was Milan’s exact age. She had a nice figure and appealing facial features, however, being a lowly receptionist was probably as far as she aspired. The poor envious creature would never come close to reaching Milan’s level of success. Feeling superior, Milan smirked at the receptionist as she briskly walked past. Don’t hate!

A few moments later, as she floated toward her secretary’s desk, Milan couldn’t imagine why, though she could smell the overpowering and sickeningly sweet fragrance of potpourri that always wafted throughout Pure Paradise, she was unable to detect even a hint of the wonderful aroma of her morning cappuccino.

Her secretary, Sumi, who also served as the center’s tour guide for prospective clients, was completely incompetent, but being a young and flawless Eurasian beauty, Sumi was excellent advertising for Pure Paradise. Desperate women in their forties seeking to stave off the destruction of time flocked to Pure Paradise, where they were promised youth and rejuvenation with massage therapy, aromatherapy, yoga, Pilates, facials, seaweed wraps, colonics, and even journaling sessions, for pity’s sake! What a crock!

Thankfully, a sucker had been born every minute during the wild sixties. Bless those grungy, down-with-the-establishment hippies for prolific breeding and for producing such materialistic and narcissistic offspring.

“Sumi,” Milan hissed, banging her chic, lime-colored Italian leather briefcase on Sumi’s desk. “Where’s my cappuccino grande? You know I can’t begin my day without my caffeine fix.”

A look of extreme discomfort crossed Sumi’s pretty face. “Someone snatched it,” Sumi explained, her voice an apologetic whisper.

“Someone snatched it?” Milan echoed. “Who?” she screeched. In search of a cappuccino thief, she whirled around and assessed her secretary’s work area in anger and disbelief.

Sumi pointed toward the executive office—Milan’s office. Just as Milan cut her eyes in that direction, the door flew open. A stern-faced board member emerged from Milan’s office and beckoned her.

Utterly surprised, Milan’s jaw dropped. “Good morning, Mr. Billings,” she said, quickly composing herself. “What a wonderful surprise,” she continued in an unnaturally high-pitched voice.

“Yes, good morning, Milan.” He gave her a tight smile and then with a pompous lift of his chin, he said, “We’d like to have a word with you.”

We? Milan mouthed the word as she turned her head to meet the wide, doe-shaped eyes of Sumi. She grasped the handle of her briefcase and glared at her secretary, willing the frazzled girl to enlighten her.

“The board,” Sumi finally responded. “They’re all in there.”

“All of them?”

Sumi nodded gravely.

What the hell? With panic mounting, Milan cleared her throat, donned a twitchy smile, and walked woodenly toward Mr. Billings. Wheels turned quickly inside her head and then it dawned on her—the board wanted to reward her for her amazing accomplishments. They probably wanted to present her with a monetary bonus a few months before her scheduled performance review. A genuine smile now replaced the painful spastic grin. With a feeling of great relief, Milan traipsed inside her spacious office and offered a cheery “Hellooo,” animatedly waving a hand at the board members as if they were all the best of friends.

 

Six entirely caucasian Pure Paradise board members were convened. They all sat stiffly on the sofa, settee, and two chairs. The board’s chairperson, Dr. Kayla Pauley, an attractive and fashionable, forty-something dermatologist, sat behind Milan’s desk, wearing a classy Norma Kamali jacket and sipping the stolen cappuccino. Milan was reminded of how much she disliked the sickeningly self-assured Dr. Pauley. Still, she gave a delighted smile that welcomed the insufferable woman to her desk—and to her badly needed morning java.

Milan cast a hopeful glance at a male board member who sat in one of the cushy chairs. Not only did he refrain from offering her a seat, the man had the gall to give Milan a look of contempt and then fixed a pleasant gaze on Dr. Pauley.

Irritation coursed through her body and threatened to make an appearance on her face, but she shook off the feeling and graced the board members with another forced smile. She supposed their solemn expressions and the stifling doom and gloom atmosphere was merely a façade, a necessary preface to glad tidings.

Dr. Pauley set the container of cappuccino upon the desk. “Good morning, Milan. I guess you’re wondering why we’re here.” Dr. Pauley leaned forward in Milan’s executive chair and began shuffling papers.

Milan nodded absently as she glanced disapprovingly at the bloodred lip prints left on the cup. Her cup! Despite the monetary compensation she was about to receive, Milan couldn’t help feeling violated. Why did Dr. Pauley have to ruin the moment by brazenly guzzling her cappuccino and sitting at her desk?

“It’s been brought to our attention,” Dr. Pauley began slowly, “that you haven’t been…how should I put it?” She paused briefly and then exclaimed with an extravagant wave of her hand, “Milan, we’ve discovered you haven’t been forthcoming.”

Say what? Milan kept her bright smile frozen in place, for surely she had mistaken the word forthcoming for rewarded. Of course the board was gathered to show how much they appreciated her. Her performance at Pure Paradise was stellar. They couldn’t possibly have convened to accuse her of—what? Theft? Embezzlement? Why did white people always think blacks were prone to steal? How dare they even suggest that an intelligent, attractive, polished, and educated woman such as she would take something from Pure Paradise?

Hmm. On second thought, she had pocketed dozens of those cute little pastel-colored bottles of Hawaiian hand lotion. Sudden fear made her heart pump a trillion beats per second. Oh hell! she thought with relief and calmed down. The product was included in the gift bags—giveaways for new clients. You can’t steal something that’s being given away. She had a notion to inform the stuffy board members of that fact, but held her tongue. In Milan’s opinion, the real thief was Dr. Kayla Pauley, the coffee-snatching, desk-stealing hussy.

Without a doubt, the board had made a mistake, and Milan was prepared to loudly protest any wrongdoing on her part. “Exactly what are you trying to say?” Milan inquired. Her broad smile morphed into a don’t-mess-with-me-before-I’ve had-my-coffee scowl.

Taken aback by Milan’s sudden intimidating presence, Dr. Pauley drew back and nervously reshuffled the papers.

“Milan,” Mr. Billings said, rising from his position on the settee. “It’s come to our attention that you falsified your credentials.”

Milan’s mouth went dry. Her rising panic escalated to full-blown terror. She swallowed and took a peek at the papers on her desk. She squinted at her resume, scrutinized it as if there was some kind of mistake. But her name was right there in bold letters as well as her educational background. There were other papers on the desk. One was embossed with the University of Pittsburgh logo and another boasted the Temple University logo.

“There is no record of your ever receiving a bachelor’s degree from Pitt or an MBA from Temple.” Now emboldened, Dr. Pauley leaned forward. “Milan, your position requires a degree from a four-year college at the least. Our records indicate that your education is limited to a high school diploma,” Dr. Pauley said, shaking her head and scanning the papers in annoyance. “Unless you can provide the proper documentation, we’re going to have to terminate you immediately.”

Dr. Pauley’s words were chilling. Milan’s knees, damn them, knocked together uncontrollably. She hadn’t heard what she thought, had she? She definitely needed a moment to process the information. She stammered, “I know I don’t actually have a degree, but obviously I’m a strong, dynamic leader. My experience speaks for—”

Before she could utter another word, Royce, the security guard, appeared. He glowered at Milan briefly and then said gruffly, “Come with me, Ms. Walden.”

Milan’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding!” She twirled on her heels and faced the group of six. “Is this necessary? My accomplishments here have been huge,” Milan said, fighting for survival, trying to reason with the board. “I put in thirteen-hour work days and I’ve made this company a small fortune.” She paused to catch her breath. “And now you’re treating me like a common thief.”

“Please leave the premises, Milan, or security will have to forcibly remove you,” Dr. Pauley said, unmoved by Milan’s outburst. Slowly and gracefully, she picked up the phone. “Sumi, please pack up all Milan’s belongings.”

Milan opened her mouth to further defend herself, but she felt faint. The words necessary to halt this travesty of justice escaped her.

Smiling wickedly as she swiveled toward Milan, Dr. Pauley said, “We’ll forward your belongings to your current address. Hopefully, that isn’t a fabrication as well.”

The next three minutes were a blur of embarrassed gasps, chuckles, and outright slurs from subordinates who apparently felt Milan had it coming. A minute or so later, she sat inside her car, stunned and trembling, but very reluctant to leave Pure Paradise. Driving away obliterated her chance of being available should the board come to their senses and reconsider their absurd decision to fire her. As far as Milan was concerned, keeping her around—college degree or not—made good business sense.

Royce had brusquely escorted Milan through the sliding doors and returned to his station. From his vantage point, he could see that she was making no attempt to vacate the company parking lot. The once-friendly security guard stepped outside. With an angry expression, he motioned for Milan to get moving.

Could the day get any worse? Her mind was spinning, her head throbbed, and she felt queasy. She really needed something to calm her down. She imagined Dr. Pauley and realized that what she needed was a goddamn cup of coffee!

Blinking back tears, she pulled herself together, turned on the ignition, and careened out of the lot. The car, seemingly on automatic pilot, was pointed in the direction of the nearest Starbucks.








chapter two



“Did you get ghetto on that heifer?” Milan’s sister, Sweetie, wanted to know after Milan related her harrowing ordeal. Dropping batter-covered wing dings into a pan of sizzling oil, Sweetie spoke with her back to Milan.

“No, I didn’t get ghetto,” Milan spit out the last word. As her sister damn well knew, Milan had long ago redefined herself and had shed the skin of a person who resolved issues by behaving in a manner as abhorrent as getting ghetto. She now possessed well-honed sophistication and was a savvy businesswoman. Her mother and her sister still embraced their ignorance and lack of sophistication, but in no way did the word ghetto apply to Milan.

Sweetie tossed in the last wing ding and turned around. “Well, what did you do? I’m waiting to hear how you whipped that ass.” With her face screwed up and clearly exasperated, Sweetie folded her arms as she waited for Milan to respond.

“What could I do?”

Sweetie gawked at Milan. “Please tell me that you at least grabbed that wench by the collar and smacked your coffee out of her hand.”

“Get serious, Sweetie. You know I wouldn’t disgrace myself like that.”

“Hmph! If that heifer had come at me like that, her ass woulda been wearing that damn espresso.”

“Cappuccino,” Milan corrected.

“Whatever! Did you whip that ass?” Sweetie repeated.

Milan sincerely loved her sister, but Sweetie had to be the most hopelessly ignorant and thoroughly ghettoized person she knew. The two sisters were like night and day. They had nothing in common.

Sweetie had no ambition. She was out of shape and her wardrobe was a fashion disaster. How her sister could walk around in a pair of low rider jeans with a roll of flab hanging over the waistline was beyond Milan. Sweetie was satisfied being a sloppy-looking, stay-at-home wife and mother. She and her husband, Quantez, had two bad-behind boys spaced only ten months apart, and judging by the way her sister loved to brag about her sex life, it wouldn’t be long before baby number three was conceived.

In Milan’s opinion, the only thing Sweetie had going for herself was her pretty face. She didn’t need a drop of makeup, not even lipstick. Her glamour routine was simple: moisturizer and lip gloss. Milan had to work hard to be glamorous and couldn’t help thinking that God had given the wrong sister the natural beauty.

Breaking off her thoughts of envy, Milan said, “Sweetie, I just lost the best job I’ve ever had and all you can think about is whether or not I retaliated with physical force. I need to focus on finding another job. A good job that pays as much or even more than I earned at Pure Paradise.” Milan fell silent briefly, and then looked at her sister intently. “Sweetie. There’s a possibility that the board might spread malicious rumors about my education.”

“Rumors?”

“You know what I mean. After all the energy I put into my career, I could end up blackballed. The board could inhibit my earning power; they could prevent me from ever working again.”

“Oh, please, how can a few people stop you from ever working again?”

“Those few people have a lot of power. They’re well respected in the spa industry. But besides that, I don’t know what I’m going to tell Mom. I need you to help me come up with a story.” Milan shook her head mournfully. “She’s going to be absolutely distraught when she finds out I lost my prestigious position.”

Sweetie nodded in sad agreement. “Yeah, she’s gonna miss all those freebies. Did you grip up some gift bags for us before you split?” she teased, making light of Milan’s situation.

“I don’t give Mom just the free gift bags. Ever since I’ve had the job, I’ve showered both you and Mom and your kids with expensive gifts.”

“And we appreciate it, but Mom gets a big kick out of getting all that free stuff,” Sweetie explained, giggling as she spoke.

Not seeing any humor in being unemployed and possibly having her future earning power opposed, Milan grabbed her briefcase and stood. Stepping over several Fisher Price toys she recognized as part of the plethora of Christmas gifts she’d purchased for her nephews, Milan announced, “I’m leaving! How can you be so insensitive? I can’t think of any reason why you’d think it appropriate to poke fun at a time like this.” Pointing a French-manicured finger around Sweetie’s disorderly living room, Milan confronted her sister. “What’s the problem, Sweetie? Are you jealous because I didn’t screw up my life the way you screwed up yours? Two kids back-to-back, living in low-income housing—”

“Excuse me!” Sweetie said, interrupting Milan. “My life is not screwed up. I have a hard-working husband who loves me enough to pay all the bills, including the day care bill for our two kids so I can have some free time for myself.”

“Your husband earns—what? Thirty…thirty-one thousand a year?” Milan tsked at the absurdity of such a meager salary. “You sound like a fool bragging about the pittance Quantez is bringing in. You should be out looking for a job so you can help make ends meet around here.” She looked around her sister’s house with her nose turned up. “And you shouldn’t be bragging about sending your children to that subsidized, ghetto day care center while you’re sitting on your butt, not even making an attempt to elevate yourself or your family.”

“My husband does not want me to work. And anyway, Miss High and Mighty, what the hell do you have?” Sweetie asked, her face scrunched up in hostility. “I’ll tell you what you have—a bunch of nothing, that’s what! Nice clothes and an overpriced apartment and that’s it. But you know what your problem really is?”

“No, but I’m sure you think you’re in a position to tell me.”

“You need some dick,” Sweetie said in a deadly calm voice. “How long have you been humping that fifteen-hundred-dollar penis?” Sweetie asked and then gave a burst of loud, malicious laughter. “Girl, I remember when you called me to brag about the price you paid for a damn vibrator.” Sweetie’s shoulders shook from laughter. “Anytime a woman brags about the amount of money she spent on some battery-operated dick, you know her life is fucked up. My life, however, is just fine. Let me remind you, I have a fine-ass husband and two gorgeous kids who looove me.”

Milan inhaled sharply.

Sweetie’s dark eyes sparkled with mischief. “With all your important this and expensive that, how come you don’t have a man? How come you’re sitting up in my crib, crying on my shoulder? Oops! I forgot. Unlike me, you don’t have a man to hold you tight. There’s nobody at your crib to take your troubles to. You wanna know why? Because there’s not a man on the planet who would find you loveable enough to even listen to your bullshit.”

Milan realized her sister’s words were designed to cut deeply, but she honestly did not feel any pain. No, there wasn’t a special man in her life—her choice. With her all-encompassing career goals, there was little time left to emotionally invest in a man. Yet, her sex life was completely gratifying. But how could she expect someone as closed minded and unsophisticated as Sweetie to understand her hedonistic lifestyle?

“It’s not like I can’t get a man; but honestly, emotional attachment is the last thing on my mind. And marriage?” she said with a scornful snort. “You know my career comes first. I don’t have time for a relationship with a man or anyone else for that matter. As you well know, I don’t even have time for girlfriends.”

Sweetie folded her arms. “Well, that’s a damn shame, ’cause now you don’t have nothin’. No job, no man, and not one even one girlfriend. Umph!” Sweetie screwed up her face and shook her head.

Ow! Now, Milan winced. Damn shame that she didn’t have a single friend, male or female. But at what point during her rise to the top was she supposed to take the time to cultivate friendships? In her current predicament, she could use some meaningful advice from a cultured and educated best friend. Instead, she had to listen to Sweetie pontificate about life lessons—how Milan should take this setback as a lesson in knowing one’s place in life. Sweetie droned on and on as if it were the perfect time for Milan to embrace an existence similar to hers, with a poorly paid husband and a couple of snot-nosed brats hanging on to her skirt tail. No thanks!

Milan shook her head. She should have thought twice before she spoke disparagingly of Sweetie’s husband. Sweetie became a monster over the slightest criticism of Quantez. Now on a roll, Sweetie viciously continued to cut Milan to shreds.

“You were married to that damn job and now you ain’t even got that. I hate to tell you this, Milan, but every time you said the words executive director—which was about a thousand times in every conversation—me and Mommy wanted to throw up. I’m sorry those people kicked you out the way they did but at least now I don’t have to hear about Pure Paradise every day of my life. Without your job and snooty job title, you ain’t shit. So, whose life is really screwed?”

Being informed of her worthless status was jolting and the only thing she could think to say was, “You and Mommy talk about me behind my back?”

“Every day!” Sweetie said with a vindictive grin.

“How could Mommy talk disapprovingly of my carefully planned lifestyle when you and Quantez live like this?” Milan looked around the cramped and untidy quarters with an expression of revulsion.

Offended, Sweetie sucked her teeth. “We got a roof over our heads and food—” Sweetie closed her mouth abruptly. “I don’t have to explain my life to you. You said you were leaving, so get the hell out.” She walked to the door, twisted the knob and yanked the door open.

“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Milan moved toward the door with her nose turned up. When one last insult formed in her mind, she turned around suddenly. “By the way, since you have so much free time, how come your place smells like pissy diapers?”

“Get out!” Sweetie shouted at her sister and held the door wide open.

Milan huffily obliged. Sweetie slammed the door behind her.

Being thrown out of the upscale Pure Paradise was extremely humiliating, but being ejected from Sweetie’s little shack of a home was degrading as hell. Her own sister’s rejection seemed to foreshadow the coming of terrible times, as if this was an ominous warning that dire circumstances loomed close by.








chapter three



“How could you talk about me behind my back with Sweetie?” Milan complained to her mother.

“Honey, we say the same things to your face,” Milan’s mother, Bernice Walden, said in an irritatingly pleasant tone.

“But you never say a word against Sweetie. No matter what I accomplish, I’m still the black sheep and Sweetie’s still your favorite child.”

“That’s not true. My favorite is the child who needs me most. And right now, you need me more than Sweetie does, so I guess that makes you my favorite.”

“Sure, Mom,” Milan said sarcastically. “So, what did Sweetie tell you?”

“She told me what happened at work.”

Milan let out a sound of surprise. Despite their little tiff, she was surprised that Sweetie would betray her trust and disclose her shameful predicament. She hated that her mother was now aware of her degrading dismissal from Pure Paradise.

“I hate to admit it, but you act more like your father every day,” her mother said disapprovingly, as if any traits her sperm donor father had passed down were Milan’s fault. It didn’t matter that she was speaking of a person Milan had never met, a man who, according to her mother, hustled everything from stolen property to drugs and women. A man whose name was considered worse than mud in the Walden household.

The untimely death of Earl Walden, Bernice’s husband and Sweetie’s father, led to Bernice’s involvement with Milan’s unsavory sperm donor. Earl Walden was a handsome man and a loving husband, according to Bernice. He was killed in a car accident just a month after their marriage. Seven months later, Sweetie’s birth was a bittersweet celebration, but a celebration nevertheless.

Milan, however, made her unwelcome appearance a year later. Her grief-stricken mother, masking the pain of losing a husband, had engaged in a brief period of loose living. She claimed she’d fallen into the hands of Milan’s no-good, silver-tongued father while under duress.

Besides the physical similarities (she’d seen a faded photo of him and thought he was nothing to brag about) Milan felt she had nothing in common with the man. Thank God she’d discovered that expertly applied cosmetics, a good rapport with a top-notch hair stylist, and designer clothing could disguise bad genes.

“What could I possibly have in common with that man?” Milan inquired pleadingly. Her father, a man known simply as Slick—no real first or last name—was considered scum by the family. Having a father who was scum was a great deal to overcome and Milan felt she’d done a fine job. Again, she inquired, “How am I like him?”

“For one thing, you’re always looking for shortcuts. I told you not to accept that job at that hotel spa—what was it called?”

“The Velvet Touch,” Milan said wearily.

“Yeah, that place. You let those people build up your ego. They had you thinking you didn’t need to finish school.”

“I didn’t!” she yelled.

“But all you needed was a few more semesters to get your college degree.”

Milan sighed loudly. The conversation with her mother was aggravating and exhausting, but she managed to tone down her irritation and speak in a calm voice. “I was more than qualified for that position, Mom. I proved myself. Obviously, I can run a day spa without a stupid degree.”

“But not having that piece of paper is going to keep coming back to haunt you,” her mother said with a rush of irritation. “Sweetie told me that you had those board members at Pure Paradise thinking you had a college degree and a master’s degree. Why’d you go and tell a big ol’ lie like that?”

Milan silently cursed her jealous-hearted, big-mouthed sister.

“After all this time,” Bernice Walden continued, “you could have gone back and finished a couple of semesters. Why do you always feel the need to hustle people?”

“Hustle? Mom, you’re confusing me with that man you had indiscriminate sex with. Don’t try to put me, the executive director of an upscale day salon, in the same boat with a small-time con man.”

“Ex-executive director,” Bernice reminded her daughter, “of a glorified beauty parlor,” she added. “That place sure had some fancy names for the same mess you can get at Hilda’s Hair Palace over on Twenty-Third Street.” Bernice let out a loud guffaw. When she finished laughing, she said, “Seriously, Milan. You need to go back to school.”

“If I need to go back to school, your other daughter needs to start using birth control before she brings another innocent child into a life of sub-standard housing. You also need to tell her to start working out and lose some weight because she looks a sloppy mess.”

“Milan, your sister has a beautiful face and her husband loves her just the way she is.”

“Hmph! After she drops a couple more babies and blows up to the size of a house, we’ll see how much he still loves her,” Milan said with a snort.

“I hope that’s not wishful thinking on your part, Milan. I wish you weren’t so jealous of Sweetie.”

“Jealous!” Milan repeated, her voice shrill. “Of what? She lives in a hovel and her husband flips burgers at a fast-food restaurant!”

“He’s the manager, Milan,” Bernice Walden reminded her.

“So what! A grown man should have higher aspirations than…” Remembering that her mother staunchly supported anything and anyone involved with Sweetie, Milan sighed wearily. She’d been trying her entire life, but she’d never been able to please her mother. For the life of her, she couldn’t fathom why her mother refused to take her seriously.

It seemed her mother viewed her as being haughty and pretentious. And to not get her mother’s respect or approval, hurt. It hurt badly. “Look, never mind, Mom.” Milan’s voice caught, her eyes welled with emotion. “I’ll talk to you later.” She pressed the off button, terminating the conversation before she broke down and cried.

Years of resentment prevented her from having a healthy relationship with her mother. Her mother and her sister were two peas in a pod; they’d been teaming up against Milan for as long as she could remember. No matter what she did, no matter how many gifts she bestowed upon her mother, she still wasn’t good enough. She just couldn’t win and she was through trying to earn her mother’s approval. To hell with her mother, she thought, as the back of her hand reflexively smeared tears across her cheek. And to hell with my freakin’ loser deadbeat dad, whoever the hell he was.

Self-pity quickly turned to self-preservation. She was in a terrible predicament, but Milan was a survivor. Refusing to accept defeat, Milan resolved to call some of her old connections. She’d schmooze it up with some of the people who were in a position to help her and in no time, she’d have a new job paying three times the salary she earned at Pure Paradise. And she’d be damned if she’d ever give her ungrateful mother and sister another freebie for as long as she lived!

The anxiety she felt after arguing with both her mother and her sister on the same day felt similar to the high stress level she experienced at the end of a particularly hectic workday. She needed a quick remedy. She needed a shot of freaky sex. As she did during terribly tense times in the past, Milan picked up the phone and scheduled an appointment at Tryst, an upscale, private sex club where pleasure seekers like herself indulged their primal urges. Tryst was a place where Milan could go and have her darkest desires satisfied, anonymously. Membership at Tryst was ridiculously expensive—more than her rent and her car payment, but her next payment wasn’t due for another week, so she decided to take advantage of her current up-to-date status.








chapter four



It had taken over a year for Milan to get accepted into the exclusive sex club, which she’d stumbled across on the internet. The club preferred couples membership. Single females were eligible to apply only once a year during open enrollment. Single males, however, were not permitted to join the club nor were single males permitted to enter the premises as a guest. Married men, Milan presumed, did not appreciate the competition.

Because of the rigid rule, Milan’s prearranged sexual encounters were always with a couple. More often than not, the wife played the role of lesbo slut, commanded by her husband to tongue Milan’s pussy until it was warm and slushy enough for him to slip his dick in with ease. Every so often, an occasional wife would select limited involvement and opt to watch, voyeur-like, through the glory hole—a circular opening in a wall that separated adjoining rooms.

Wives who liked to watch didn’t bother Milan. Her only concern was getting hers. Getting, not giving, were the terms she’d agreed upon when she joined Tryst. She paid exorbitant monthly dues to be matched only with people willing to accept her conditions: she would not give a blowjob, or cunnilingus, or even lift a finger to give pleasure to another. Whenever she engaged in an erotic interlude at Tryst, the connection was made for the sole purpose of releasing stress—not to exhaust herself with the arduous task of sexual reciprocity.

Inside a dimly lit room, Milan waited. Apart from dark sunglasses and a golden blonde wig to disguise her identity, Milan lay naked on a large bed. Positioned on her side with her back to the door, her head resting on an outstretched arm, she felt her pulse race with anticipation when the door opened.

The anonymous married couple she’d selected from a database of dozens of potential sex partners had arrived. Although Milan had her head turned away from the door, she expected the pair to be naked, as she’d instructed on the sex club’s request form.

“She’s lovely,” a female voice whispered.

“Quite,” a husky male voice agreed.

She sensed the couple approaching the bed, and then felt the mattress sink on opposite sides as the man and woman knelt at the foot of the bed. The sudden sensation of two pairs of lips placed softly on the sole of each foot caused Milan to release a muffled gasp.

A warm tongue kissed and sucked each toe, and then licked the space between her toes. Her upper torso tensed, and she began to twist involuntarily at the waist. Her body seemed to make an unconscious attempt to thwart the shivers of pleasure that were shooting straight to her passion center.

While focused on the glorious dual stimulation occurring between her toes, Milan’s attention was drawn to the tickly sensation of a mustache that grazed the bottom of her right foot, nuzzled her ankle, her leg, and quickly traveled upward, tickling the back of her thigh. A tongue, thick and warm, licked the flesh of her thigh while the mustache hairs teased her, sending a series of quivers up and down the length of her spine.

The triple sensation of two tongues and a teasing mustache was decadent pleasure. When the woman’s mouth abandoned her foot, Milan, desiring more, moaned in desperation. Her anguished cry quickly turned to a breathy murmur of contentment when female hands began to lightly, tantalizingly fondle her buttocks. Next, the anonymous woman placed a flurry of soft kisses and light flicks of her tongue on Milan’s smooth brown ass.

With her eyes tightly closed, she fought against the heat that was slowly building inside her pussy. Involuntarily, her hips moved in a circular motion. Needing to do something to take the edge off, she couldn’t help rubbing her clitoris. Slowly at first, and then her finger started to circle the distended clit faster, creating a friction that was so stimulating, her pussy ached with desire.

The mustache pulled away. “Honey,” the man said, sounding concerned. “I think our chocolate princess is ready for some cock now.”

The wife withdrew her lips. Seconds later, she had made her way to the head of the bed. “We want to please you,” the woman whispered seductively, her mouth pressed against Milan’s ear. “I’m holding my husband’s cock in my hand. Do you want me to stuff it inside your hot pussy?”

Stirred by the sexy low tone of the nameless woman’s voice, aroused by the feel of large breasts brushing against her own, and tempted by the thick penis that rubbed against her flesh, Milan’s pussy went into panic. It began pulsing rapidly, secreting syrupy fluids.

But fighting her carnal urges, Milan shook her head vigorously. “No, not yet,” she murmured. She needed more foreplay—more titillating whispers, caressing hands, probing fingers, prodding tongues.

In an instant, strong male hands eased her body over and two sets of lips put suction holds on the nipples of her small, firm breasts. “Mmm,” Milan murmured. The encounter enticed all her senses.

Female lips disengaged and were replaced by a moist tongue. Quick, wet, circular motions around her areola caused Milan to jump as if she’d been hit with electrical currents. The woman bit Milan’s nipple lightly and then increased the intensity until Milan’s head lolled from side to side in a curious combination of sexual pleasure and mild pain. Male lips sucked softly, yet intently, as if extracting nectar from a delicate flower.

Suddenly, the couple stopped sucking. Alarm coursed through Milan’s system. Was she being abandoned by the twosome? She was immediately reassured when a strong, hairy arm lifted her upward and placed her back against the headboard. The man sat on the side of the bed. He cupped both her breasts with his large hands. Hungrily, his mouth went from one nipple to the other, while the woman’s soft hands caressed her legs, gently encouraging Milan to spread them apart.

The anticipation of having someone whose face she’d never seen cater to her pussy while another person sucked her breasts was enough to make her cry out as if in pain.

Instead of performing cunnilingus, as Milan eagerly expected, the woman inserted the tips of two slender fingers inside Milan’s well-lubricated vagina, twisting them in a spiraling motion as she delved deeper and deeper inside.

Hit with waves of almost unbearable pleasure, Milan arched her back. She clamped her thighs shut with such force, the woman reflexively removed her fingers. She examined her fingers, and after determining they were unharmed, she began to suck each finger, making a loud slurping sound.

She inhaled Milan’s vagina. “Mmm. Smells as good as it tastes. Honey, come down here for a minute,” the wife said to her husband. “You really have to eat some of this; she has the sweetest cunt I’ve ever tasted.”

“No!” Milan raised her head from the pillow, but avoided making eye contact. “Just you,” she told the woman, forcibly.

Promptly doing as she was told, the wife used a finger to delicately part Milan’s wet spot and began giving the moist opening a superior tongue bath.

The husband stopped sucking to observe his wife’s performance. Stroking his penis, he exclaimed, “My cock is getting so hard, I can’t wait any longer; I gotta fuck.” He sounded tortured and completely miserable.

Again, Milan shook her head. The husband returned his lips to her hardened nipples. His wife was giving such magnificent head, Milan couldn’t help clamping her thighs around the woman’s face. With her head trapped between Milan’s thighs, the wife, a willing captive, drank from the overflowing fountain of lust, slurping, sucking, and swallowing as if she was in desperate need of hydration and dying of thirst.

Milan shuddered. Her nerve endings felt exposed and raw. She tightened her grip on the wife’s head. At this heightened point of arousal, Milan was beyond caring if the woman smothered to death.

Finally, the warmth—the heat—started spreading up her thighs and swirled into the pit of her stomach. She parted her legs to free the wife from her pussy choke hold, but, declining her opportunity to escape to freedom, the woman remained in the confines of Milan’s thighs and continued to suck and slurp.

A fire raged inside, weakening Milan’s resolve, but she was determined to maintain control of the encounter. “Switch positions,” she demanded in a forced authoritative voice.

The husband scrambled to the position his wife had held below. Milan felt him aiming for admittance. She relaxed her pussy muscles, rotated her pelvis, exhaled contentedly as she welcomed him inside.

Meanwhile, the wife crept upward. She cupped Milan’s face and began tongue kissing her. The taste of her own juices on another female’s tongue was an added stimulant, prompting her to thrust her twitching pussy forward and rub her clit against the base of the man’s dick. “Tell your husband to fuck me harder,” Milan implored.

“Give it to her harder, honey,” the wife said urgently. She rushed to his side, cheering him on. “Give it to her hard, you fuckin’ stud. Fuck that cunt; make her cum.” Fueled by decadent passion, the wife gripped her husband’s ass and pressed him into Milan, assisting him with each thrust.

Close to cumming, Milan stiffened. The woman slipped her hand between Milan’s legs and stroked her husband’s dick as well as Milan’s engorged clit. Milan instantly exploded; her body shook from tiny quakes. A few moments later, the husband shot a load, groaned loudly, and then rolled onto his back.

“You’re a great fuck, honey,” the husband told Milan as he panted and gasped for breath.

Too exhausted to speak, all Milan could manage was a lazy smile.

The wife, still hungry with passion, took advantage of Milan’s incapacitated state. She parted Milan’s thighs and sipped her husband’s semen until she had Milan’s pussy revitalized, clenching and throbbing with desire. Finally, the woman straddled Milan and ground her clit against Milan’s. Together, their bodies convulsed and jerked until they were both completely satisfied.








chapter five



Three weeks had passed since her dismissal—her unfair and improper dismissal, as far as Milan was concerned. She faxed ten to twenty resumes daily, but it seemed that every potential employer insisted upon having a copy of her college transcript before even agreeing to grant her an interview.

The companies to which Milan sent her resume were all familiar with her. If they didn’t know her personally, her reputation of being a dynamic leader should have preceded her. It was puzzling why she was being given such a hard time.

Undoubtedly, the board had put out the word. It was absurd that someone with Milan’s experience and successful track record was being railroaded into returning to college. It made her nauseous to even imagine sitting in a classroom with a pack of pimply faced teens, being forced to listen intently while an asshole professor talked endlessly and expected her to take copious notes on the theory behind a profession about which she already knew everything there was to know. Hell, she could write a book about the business.
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