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prologue



[image: ]AS MUCH as Trey tried to remain professional, from time to time his libido got the best of him. As the owner of the Black Door, an erotic club catering to the sexual desires of women, he seemed to be hard on a regular basis. He had been a good boy lately, but tonight he was feeling extremely horny. He hadn’t been laid in weeks. His girlfriend, Michele Richards, had relocated to Washington for professional reasons. In the beginning they saw each other every weekend; either he went to D.C. or she came to New York, but lately their passion had begun to wane. They were both busy with their respective careers, and unfortunately their love life suffered as a result. He tried to ignore the throbbing bulge in his jeans and concentrate on work, but was having a difficult time staying focused. Trey used every ounce of discipline he had to check the vendor invoices and write out the payments that he owed. He was signing his name to the bottom of the fifth check when the office phone rang.


“Trey Curtis speaking,” he answered with an air of authority.


“Hey, sexy,” whispered a seductive-sounding female voice on the other end.


Trey couldn’t help but blush from the compliment. “Who’s this?”


“Someone who’s been wanting to fuck you for a long, long time.”


His dick began to twitch as he listened to her confession. “Is that a fact?” he said nonchalantly.


“Yes, sexy, that’s a fact. So … are you still drop-dead gorgeous?”


Trey chuckled at the overused line. “Well, I don’t see any bodies lying on the ground, so I guess it’s a matter of opinion,” he said with a cocky assurance to his tone.


“Well, in my opinion, you’re one of the finest men I’ve ever met, and I’d love to find out what makes you tick.”


She still hadn’t revealed her identity and now he was really intrigued. Obviously it was someone who knew him, but wanted to get to know him better. “Are you going to tell me your name now or after you find out what makes me tick?” he asked, toying with her.


“It’s Lexi, Lexington Samuels. We met last year when I joined the club, and again at the grand opening of Hirschfield Multimedia Studios. I gave you my number that night; remember?”


Trey definitely remembered the beautiful Lexi. She was tall and lean with a nice rack. He flashed back to the night of the opening and remembered how Lexi’s black, form-fitting dress hugged her slim hips and dipped low in the front, exposing just enough cleavage to entice any man. Her hair was cut close, and was highlighted to match her caramel complexion. “Yes, I remember.” He smiled. Though she was supermodel gorgeous, he wasn’t interested in pursuing her. His untimely affair with another member of the club was still fresh, and at the time his wounds had yet to heal.


“Well, since Muhammad didn’t come to the mountain, the mountain has come to Muhammad,” she said. “I’m downstairs.”


“You’re here at the Black Door?” he asked, slightly surprised. It had been a little over a year since his last indiscretion and thankfully his wounds had totally scabbed over. Hearing the sound of Lexi’s sexy voice was piquing his interest. Besides, his girlfriend was safely away in another city, and what she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt.


“Yep. I’m calling from my cell phone. I got your office number from information. Why don’t you come down and have a drink with me? I’m in the Leopard Lounge. I’ll be the woman in the pink mask with silver rhinestones around the eyes.”


“I don’t think so,” he said, trying to ignore his rising erection. He’d made a promise not to fuck around with the clients anymore, but the wicked voice in his left ear kept saying, Why not? Michele will never know.


“Aw, come on, sexy, don’t be a spoilsport. It’s just a drink, and if you’re good, maybe I’ll let you take me to one of the private booths in the back of the lounge so I can whisper nasty sexual positions in your ear.” Lexi was a relentless temptress, saying all the right words, breaking down Trey’s resolve. She had desired him from the first moment she laid eyes on him, and though it had taken her a year to have a conversation with him, she was still determined to win him over.


He looked at the invoices and checks on his desk and thought, Fuck it, it’s just a drink. “Give me a few minutes and I’ll be down.”


After hanging up the phone, Trey crossed the office to his private bathroom. He changed from a white oxford shirt into his signature black wife beater, and kept on his bulge-hugging jeans. He opened one of the bureau drawers to his left, took out his black leather, onyx embellished mask and strapped it on. He abandoned the paperwork on his desk and headed out of the office.


The second floor of the Black Door was bathed in soothing indigo lighting. Trey strutted down the long hallway like a panther en route to slay his prey. As he made his way toward the Leopard Lounge, he caught sight of a statuesque woman wearing a red negligee and a familiar looking red mask. He squinted his eyes against the dim lighting, trying to get a better view. No, it can’t be her, he thought.


The last time he’d seen that red patent-leather mask was when it concealed the face of Ariel Vaughn, his father’s then fiancée, as he fucked her into another realm of ecstasy. At the time he had no clue that he was coveting his father’s woman. Life could be cruel; just when he thought he had found “the one,” she turned out to be someone else’s “one.” Trey had put Ariel out of his mind, not because he wanted to, but because he had to. She was now married to his father, and strictly off limits. He knew that “man law” totally forbade him from looking at her lustfully anymore, but deep down inside, he still desired her, and he felt like a Judas every time those thoughts entered his head.


The woman in red retreated into another chamber of the club, and out of an animalistic instinct, he followed closely behind. When he was within touching distance, he reached out and gently put his hand on her shoulder. The moment she turned around to face him, his heart caught in his throat. He opened his mouth to speak, but was speechless….
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[image: ]JUSTICE PRESTON Hendricks sat behind the masculine mahogany desk in his home office, perusing the mail. This task was normally left to his personal assistant, Michele Richards, but she was out of the office at the moment, so Preston decided to do the honors himself, since he had no other pressing matters to attend to. He picked up an invitation from the two-tiered in-box, and looked at the writing. Written in gold calligraphy across the front of the envelope was Justice and Mrs. Preston Hendricks. He touched the lettering and smiled as he read his name, not once but twice. He never tired of seeing and saying his official title. Preston had worked tirelessly throughout his career—from lowly associate, to respected law partner, to federal appeals judge—to achieve his lifelong dream of sitting on the Supreme Court. The dream began for him as a young man growing up in the turbulent civil rights era, watching helplessly on television as countless men, women, and children in the South were brutalized on a regular basis as they tried to demand the same rights as their Caucasian counterparts. It infuriated Preston as he read about the struggles of his people, who were being persecuted in order to have the right to vote, to attend integrated schools, to dine where they pleased, and to sip water out of a fountain that wasn’t designated colored. He made a promise some forty years ago that one day he’d be in a position to affect the laws that governed not only his people, but the entire U. S. of A. However, that promise was nearly broken when Preston suffered a mild stroke during the prenomination process. The stroke threatened to ruin his chances of sitting on the Supreme Court, but with the help of his friend, Senator Oglesby, who used his considerable clout in the media as well as politics to keep Preston’s medical records from becoming a negative sticking point, his vision was now a reality. Besides, his doctors assured him (and the senator), that aside from the short-term memory loss he was currently experiencing, he was as healthy as a thoroughbred. Preston had lost track of the last seventy-two hours prior to the stroke, but the doctor told him not to worry, that eventually his memory would return. Preston attributed the stroke to all the hard work he had been doing trying to secure the nomination. Now that he was confirmed, his schedule was considerably lighter. He didn’t have to split his time between working as a judge in New York and flying off to Washington for an impromptu meeting with the senator. Though he kept his town house in Manhattan, he and his wife took up permanent residence in the nation’s capital.


He reached for the silver-plated letter opener to his right, slid the blade into the top of the envelope, and sliced it open. He took out the invitation, read it, and then discarded it in his wastebasket. When Preston and his wife Ariel first arrived in Washington as newlyweds, Senator Oglesby and his wife, Angelica—who were well connected—made sure that the Hendrickses were included on every major guest list in town. And they attended functions almost every evening during their inaugural months. Now that their social standing was well established, Preston didn’t feel the need to attend every party that they were invited to.


“I thought going through and disposing of the mail was my job,” Michele said, walking into his office the moment the invitation landed in the trash.


Michele Richards had been working as Preston’s personal assistant for over a year, and was extremely loyal and efficient. He had hired her to coordinate his Washington agenda before he won the nomination, and she had done a stellar job. Now that he was a justice, he was grateful to have such a dedicated person on his team. He only wished that Ariel shared his enthusiasm about Michele. From the first day the two women met on a trip from New York to Washington, Ariel had her doubts about the brazen young assistant. Michele’s personality was extremely outgoing and friendly, and she often referred to Preston by his first name instead of addressing him by his official title, only fueling Ariel’s suspicions. Initially, Ariel thought that Michele had the hots for Preston, which he thought was totally absurd, since he was old enough to be the young woman’s father. But the age difference didn’t stop Ariel’s paranoia, so to quell her suspicions, he encouraged his son Trey to date Michele. Only then did Ariel ease up on her accusations, but Preston could sense that his wife still had an eyebrow raised when it came to Michele, because whenever he mentioned his assistant’s name, she would cringe slightly.


“Well, if you were here to do your job, I wouldn’t have to do it for you,” he teased, looking up at her. Preston and Michele shared a comfortable working relationship and joked easily with each other—to the chagrin of his wife.


Michele took off her coat and folded it across the arm of the sofa that was near the door. She wore a royal blue knit dress that clung to her body like a second skin. Her midsection was cinched with a wide, black leather belt, making her small waist seem even smaller. She was fond of sheer, unconstructed bras that didn’t restrict the movement of her breasts, or repress her nipples. Since she was a full C cup, she didn’t need padded push-up bras for enhancement like some women. As she made her way toward Preston’s desk, her boobs bounced freely with each step. Her raven hair was swept back in a long ponytail. Her makeup was minimal, with just a touch of blush, mascara, and a dusty rose lip gloss that complemented her copper-colored skin. If it wasn’t for the imprint of her thimble-sized nipples against the snug knit fabric and the tight belt, her appearance would have been considered politically correct instead of enticingly provocative.


Michele reached into the trash, retrieved the invitation, and quickly read it. “You’re not going to the cocktail party for Bill and Hillary?” she asked with a quizzical expression on her face.


“I would love to, but I have a previous engagement the same night, so I’ll have to decline,” he said, writing on a piece of paper in front of him.


“Where’s the response card? It’ll look bad if you don’t at least send back the RSVP. You know, D.C. is all about protocol, and you don’t want to be known as the justice who never responds,” she said, talking to him as if she were the boss.


“The RSVP card is right here. I didn’t throw it away,” he said, putting his pen down and holding up the card. “I had no intention of not responding. Thank you very much,” he said sarcastically.


Michele stepped closer and took the card out of his hand. “I’ll make sure this goes into the outgoing mail today.”


“Good. Can you also send an arrangement of flowers to Mrs. Oglesby? I spoke with Senator Oglesby earlier today, and he reminded me about the birthday dinner he’s hosting at their home tomorrow night.”


Robert Oglesby and Preston’s friendship dated back to their college days at Georgetown Law, and they had remained close ever since. Even though there had been a few bumps in the road as of late, they were friends nonetheless.


“Sure, and I’ll have the card signed Happy Birthday, Love Preston and Ariel.”


Before Preston could issue another task, the telephone rang. Michele reached over and picked up the receiver. “Justice Hendricks’s office. Michele speaking. How may I assist you?”


“Well, hello, Michele. It’s Laird Forester. How are you?” asked the man on the other end of the line.


“I’m fine, Congressman Forester, and yourself?” she asked out of politeness.


“Great, now that I’m speaking to you,” he said, in a come-hither voice.


Michele ignored his tone, and said, “Hold on. I’ll see if Justice Hendricks is available.” She depressed the hold button and asked Preston, “Do you want to speak to him?”


“Yes, but before you go, can you take the mail out of my in-box and sort through everything?”


“Sure, no problem,” she said, scooping up the contents of the box.


Once Michele had left the room and closed the door behind her, Preston picked up the phone. “Hey there, Laird, what do you know good?”


“I know you have a good-looking assistant. I saw her today at lunch, and couldn’t help but notice how delectable her knockers looked in that tight outfit. She must have been cold, because her nipples were firm and poking against the dress. I don’t know how you work with her and not get a hard-on. If my assistant was as hot as yours, I’d have her taking dictation on her knees, if you know what I mean.” He chuckled.


Laird Forester was a seasoned congressman, and a well-known figure on the Hill. Though he was in his mid-sixties, he was well preserved. He jogged five miles every morning and steered away from eating red meat. He didn’t smoke and only drank socially. He still had a full head of blond hair, and even though the color came straight out of a bottle, it was the same shade of his youthful locks. The hair complemented his ice blue eyes. In his heyday, he had been called the “golden boy” and was on the radar of every woman in Washington. Laird did his fair share of sleeping around, but eventually got married, since it was expected of a politician. But marriage didn’t stop him from keeping a mistress on the side. He exercised, ate well, and didn’t abuse his body with toxins. His only vice was sex. He fucked—with the help of Viagra—like a teenager in heat.


“Come on, Laird, don’t talk about my assistant like that. I realize that some of her outfits are inappropriate, which I intend to talk to her about, but she’s still a professional and should be treated as such,” he said sternly. Preston had been so preoccupied with his own agenda for the last few months that he hadn’t addressed Michele’s lack of discretion.


“Oh, come on, Preston, don’t get so defensive. You know as well as I do that she’s one hell of a sex kitten.”


Laird had first spotted Michele at B. Smith’s, one of Washington’s premier restaurants, and was captivated by her curvaceous body. That night, she wore an emerald green silk blouse, which clung to her breasts like plastic wrap, and a pair of black slacks that hugged her round ass suggestively. Even though it was just pants and a blouse, she made the simple outfit look provocative and sexy. Laird had played it cool and didn’t approach her that night, even though watching her from across the room made him salivate with lust. He was determined to find out who she was, so he used his resources and learned that she worked for Justice Hendricks. He knew Preston in passing, but didn’t know him personally. Laird wasted no time befriending the new justice. Even though he had ulterior motives, he genuinely liked Preston and valued their new friendship.


“I don’t view her in those terms. Besides, she is dating my son.”


“Oh, I didn’t know that. How long have they been dating?” he asked, eager to learn more about his future mistress.


“For over a year. It must be serious because Trey usually loves them and leaves them.”


“I remember those days. Back in my youth, I had a girl for every day of the week. Oh yes, those were the good ole days,” he said, with a lilt in his voice. “Now if I’m lucky, I have a new girl every few months, but I still fuck her brains out as often as I can. And once I’ve used and abused her body, I’m on to fresher meat.” He chuckled slyly.


“Laird, you’re such a hound dog,” Preston said, shaking his head in disgust. He enjoyed sex, but it wasn’t the first thought on his mind in the morning or the last thought on his mind in the evening.


“I’ll take that as a compliment,” he said, roaring with laughter.


“Well, I’m sure you didn’t call to talk about your sexual exploits,” Preston said, ready to change the subject. “Did you?”


Actually, Laird had called to hear Michele’s sweet voice, but he wasn’t about to tell Preston that. If Preston knew he was sizing up Michele as his next victim, he’d probably distance himself and stop taking his phone calls. “No, I didn’t. I called to see if you’re going to the Oglesbys’ tomorrow night. My wife wants to know if you and Ariel will be there. She seems to have developed a fondness for your wife,” he said, now sounding like the committed husband.


“Yes, we’ll be there.”


“Okay, see you guys tomorrow night. I’ve got to run into a meeting now,” he said, ending the conversation.


Once Preston hung up, he scribbled a note on his calendar to talk to Michele about her attire. As much as he tried to ignore her appearance, he had to admit that most of her outfits were too sexy for the office, and needed to be toned down. He hated being the domineering boss and instituting a dress code, but now that his colleagues were taking notice of her alluring outfits, he realized that it was time to ask Michele to alter her appearance, since it was bringing negative attention to her. Now that he was a justice he had to maintain a respectful image, and Michele was a part of that image.
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[image: ]MICHELE METHODICALLY picked through the mail from Preston’s in-box, taking out all the envelopes that appeared to be invitations and spreading them across her desk. Once they were arranged according to postmark, she sliced each one open with the tip of her razor-sharp letter opener, and read the contents. She was looking for the invitation to the Congressional Black Caucus annual awards dinner. The dinner honoring some of black America’s Who’s Who was the highlight of the caucus’s four-day conference, and the hottest ticket in town. Michele could have easily bought a ticket since it was a fund-raiser, but she didn’t want to be grouped with the masses. The gala was huge, with over three thousand in attendance. She knew that if she wasn’t seated in the VIP area, she’d never get a chance to rub shoulders with some of the politically conscious entertainers who flew in from Hollywood every year to attend.


Preston, as the newly appointed justice, definitely qualified for special treatment, and Michele, being his assistant, wanted the same privileges. She knew that the invitation would be addressed to Preston and his wife, but somehow she’d figure out a way to ride in on their coattails. However, first she had to make sure that they were indeed going. Lately, Preston had been declining invitations right and left. Even if he said no to this dinner, Michele planned to mark the response card yes, and go in his place. This was one event that she didn’t plan on missing. She’d worked too hard over the years to tweak her sexy image, and now that her body was perfect, she finally felt like an A-lister and wanted to be treated as such.


As a child, Michele had been the overweight ugly duckling of the family who lived in the shadow of her younger sister, Janet, a former beauty queen. Janet was taller, thinner, prettier, more stylish, and Michele always felt inferior to her sister. With diet and rigorous exercise, Michele finally lost weight, but it wasn’t until she had moved away from the family and gone to college that she finally began to feel like her own person. Without the judgmental eyes of her parents comparing her to Janet, she was free to wear exactly what she wanted, and she wanted to stand out from the crowd and be the center of attention for once in her life. Luckily, Michele had inherited her mother’s full C cup, which now she didn’t have to hide underneath oversized sweatshirts. Throughout her four years of college, she hardly ever wore a bra, just T-shirts two sizes too small, which stretched across her chest like thin pieces of gauze. She loved the attention her breasts got. Every time she entered class, the entire male student body (and even some of the girls), would stare at her boobs. Even the professors had a hard time taking their eyes off of her threadbare T-shirts and nearly nude breasts, especially Professor Garret, her political science teacher.


One day after class, Michele had been summoned to the professor’s office regarding her term paper. Walking into the office, Michele was nervous. She had gotten an A on the paper and was confused as to why the professor wanted to see her.


“Have a seat, Michele,” the professor said, pointing to a worn-out brown leather couch.


Michele did as instructed. “Is there a problem with my paper?” she asked, sitting on the edge of the sofa.


“Yes and no,” Professor Garret said, still standing. “It’s almost too perfect. Where did you get your information on appellate courts?”


“My father is an appeals judge in New York, and helped me with most of the research,” she said nervously.


The professor nodded. “Oh, I see.”


Michele breathed a sigh of relief. “Is there anything else you needed, Professor?” she asked, ready to leave so that she wouldn’t be late for her next class.


“Just one more thing. Where did you get that T-shirt? I had one just like it in college,” the professor said, easing down on the couch next to her.


Since she had a wardrobe of various T-shirts, Michele looked down to remind herself which shirt she was wearing. “I got this one in Greenwich Village a few years ago.”


The professor reached out and touched the picture on the front of her top. “Is that Malcolm or Martin?”


Michele was stunned. She couldn’t believe that the professor was touching her chest. “Uh, uh …” she stammered, not knowing what to say.


Professor Garret ran her hand back and forth over Michele’s nipples. “Hmm, I’ve been wanting to do this since the first day you walked into class with your boobs jiggling underneath your shirt,” she said, licking her lips.


“Uh, I think I should go,” Michele said, sounding like a timid child unsure of what to do.


“Wait a minute.” She held on to Michele’s arm with one hand. “I know it’s inappropriate for a professor to come on to a student, but we’re both consenting adults.” She continued to rub Michele’s boobs. “Have you ever been with a woman before?”


“No,” Michele said quickly.


“Why not?”


“’Cause I like men,” she said, point-blank.


“I like men too. As a matter of fact, I’m engaged, but sometimes men can be a little rough and insensitive. Women know just how to touch other women. Doesn’t this feel good?” she asked, now gently massaging both of Michele’s breasts.


Michele didn’t want to admit that it did indeed feel good. She had never even thought about sleeping with another woman. She had a boyfriend and enjoyed making love to him. Suddenly she felt conflicted. She wanted to get up and run, but was paralyzed by Professor Garret’s touch.


“I take it that your silence means yes.” When Michele still didn’t say anything, Professor Garret slowly lifted Michele’s top. She let out a slight whistle. “Girl, you got the prettiest boobs that I’ve ever seen,” she said, looking at Michele’s espresso-colored nipples and perfectly round youthful breasts that sat straight out at attention. She leaned over and slowly licked the smooth skin in between Michele’s breasts. She then cupped her left boob and began sucking on her nipple like a thirsty kitten.


Michele’s mind was screaming stop, but her body was responding yes. She slumped back on the sofa and let Professor Garret feast on her rack. She closed her eyes and gave in to the exhilarating sensation. The professor’s mouth was soft and gentle, unlike her boyfriend’s frenzied sucks.


Professor Garret then took her right hand and unbuttoned Michele’s jeans. This girl was beyond delicious and she wanted to suck her young student’s delicate flower. “Come on, honey, let me make you cum,” she whispered.


Hearing the professor’s voice bought Michele back to reality, and the reality was that her female professor was sucking her titties and getting ready to suck her clit. As nice as it felt, Michele pulled herself away. She wasn’t gay or bisexual. She was all woman, and didn’t want another chick sexing her up. Suddenly she felt ashamed and embarrassed that she let the professor go as far as she did. “Look, I’m not gay!” she blurted out.


“Neither am I,” Professor Garret said, still holding on to Michele’s tit. “I just thought that we could have a little fun, that’s all,” she said, smiling slyly.


Michele jumped up from the sofa and pulled her top down. “Professor Garret, I’m sorry, but I’m not gay,” she repeated.


“You may not be gay, but you’re a little tease. You strut into class with those too-tight T-shirts, knowing damn well that everyone can see your boobs through the thin cotton. Obviously, you wanted to be noticed, and now that I’m paying you some attention, you’re scared,” she said angrily.


“I’m sorry if I led you on, but I’m not into women. I promise I won’t tell anyone what happened. Just let me go,” she said, nearly pleading.


“I don’t care if you do tell, because it’ll be my word against yours. And I promise you’ll lose. I’ve been with the university for years and my record is unblemished.” She stood up from the couch. “If I were you, I’d start wearing a bra and stop parading around campus like a hooker. The next professor you entice might just take your pussy.” She walked over to the door and snatched it open. “Now get the hell out of my office.”


From that day on, Michele started wearing bras. She decided to compromise, and chose the thin mesh type instead of the padded ones. She never told anyone about the incident with Professor Garret, preferring to dismiss the lesbian encounter from her mind. The next day, she withdrew from the class, and never gave her experience with another woman a second thought.


MICHELE CONTINUED OPENING the mail until she found the invitation that she was looking for. Preston and Ariel were not only invited to the Congressional Black Caucus dinner, but also to the VIP cocktail reception preceding the dinner. She’d seen Preston toss one invitation away today, and wasn’t about to chance him throwing away her opportunity to attend the caucus dinner. She marked yes on the response card without confirming the date with her boss. She then noted on her calendar to remind Preston about the affair. Even if he declined to go, she was assured a spot on the elite guest list. Well, it wouldn’t exactly be her name on the list, but Michele didn’t have a problem posing as Ariel for the night, as long as it got her into the party.


As Michele walked outside to the mailbox, she promised herself that one day soon she would be invited to these special events on her own merit. She was on the fringes of the in crowd, and knew that it was just a matter of time before she was embraced by the circle. All it took was allying herself with the right person, and she would be in with the mere snap of a finger. She still loved Trey, but he couldn’t care less about attending some hoity-toity affair. He was happy in his world, and wasn’t impressed by celebrities or politicians. Once, when Trey was visiting D.C., she invited him to a black-tie affair that her friend Fiona was having. He went, but didn’t enjoy himself. All evening he kept whispering in her ear that everyone in the room was phony and only interested in talking about politics, real estate, the stock market, and how much money they made on each transaction. He began to get antsy, and started loosening his bow tie, which felt like a noose around his neck. He didn’t like wearing a tux, and felt more comfortable in jeans and a T-shirt. Trey was down to earth, and didn’t like pretentious people. Two hours into the party, he was ready to go, so he called a taxi and left her there in her glory. After that incident, Michele realized that if she was going to climb the social ladder, it would be alone, with no help from her boyfriend.


The phone rang, and she answered on the first ring. “Good afternoon, Justice Hendricks’s office, Michele speaking. How may I assist you?”


“For starters, you can get your fine self up to New York, so I can tap that ass.”


Michele blushed at his boldness. “Trey, you’re so crazy.”


“I’m not crazy, just horny.” After the other night when he saw Lexi at the club, he realized that he needed to get laid soon, or else he was going to fuck someone other than his girlfriend. “Are you taking the train up this weekend?”


Michele wanted to see Trey as well, but there was a cocktail party she wanted to attend. “No, I won’t be able to, I’ve got a lot of work to do,” she lied. She didn’t want to tell Trey about the party, since he would be full of criticism. “I’m horny too. Maybe I can come up one day during the week, and we can have a quickie.”


“Now you’re talking.” Trey wasn’t totally in love with Michele, but he was in love with the pussy.


“Okay, sweetie, I’ll let you know which day will work for me,” she said, before hanging up.


Michele and Trey had the best sex life, but the sheets were beginning to cool off, and now she realized that she wanted more out of life than just a good, hard dick. She wanted status. Something Trey couldn’t care less about. If only I could convince him that being a part of the in crowd isn’t a bad thing, we’d be the perfect couple. Michele knew it was a long shot, but it was a comforting thought nonetheless.
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[image: ]ARIEL RENEÉ Vaughn Hendricks should have been hard at work, but she was hardly working. She was a partner with Yates Gilcrest, one of the country’s premier law firms. During the early years, Ariel worked herself ragged trying to make partner, and once that position was secure, she kept up the pace to maintain her reputation as a workhorse. After generating millions of dollars in billing for the firm, Ariel began to slow down, and felt entitled to a slacker day once in a while, and today was one of those days.


She had relocated to the firm’s Washington office after she and Preston were married, but was finding it difficult to adjust to the slower pace of D.C. Having grown up in upper Manhattan, near the Bronx, she was a New Yorker through and through and thrived on the frenzied tempo of the city. She was not only homesick for the concrete jungle, she also missed her pseudo-family and best friend. Though Ariel wasn’t raised in a traditional two-parent household, she longed for her foster mom Mrs. Grant’s fried chicken, collard greens, macaroni and cheese, and warm hugs.


Mrs. Grant wasn’t thrilled that her oldest foster child had moved out of the city, but she was delighted that Ariel had finally married her longtime boyfriend; maybe now she would find the happiness that had eluded her during childhood. Mrs. Grant had watched Ariel pine away for her birth mother, praying nightly that her mother would come and take her to her real home. But the woman never materialized, leaving the young girl feeling unwanted and insecure. As much as Mrs. Grant showered Ariel with love and affection, she could tell by the way the child would sulk around the house that she still felt a sense of abandonment. Now that she was married, Mrs. Grant hoped that Ariel and Preston would have children, so that Ariel would finally have a family of her own. Something she never had as a child.


Ariel picked up the phone and dialed her foster mother’s number, but the line was busy. She shook her head out of frustration. For the life of her, she couldn’t understand why Mrs. Grant never subscribed to call-waiting. Ariel sent her a sizable check every month, so she knew money wasn’t the issue. Knowing how old-fashioned Mrs. Grant was, she assumed that the woman wanted to stay in the dark ages, and not be bothered with clicking over every time another call came through.


Ariel felt like chatting instead of working, so she dialed her best friend Meri. Meri Renick was a wealthy widow in her late forties who spent oodles of money trying to reclaim her youth. She had her face, boobs, and butt lifted. Then there was a tummy tuck, waist sculpturing, and liposuction to suck that stubborn fat from around her kneecaps. Once she was satisfied with her newly enhanced body, she spent another bundle entertaining men nearly half her age. Meri was a highly sexual being, and didn’t mind paying for a firm dick, attached to a fine young stud.


“Daarling, how’s life on the Hill?” Meri asked, greeting Ariel.


“It’s not New York.” She sighed. “I miss strolling down Madison Avenue and browsing in those scrumptious designer boutiques, and I miss our girlie lunches at your penthouse,” she whined.


“I’m sure D.C. has some of the same stores. And you can always catch the Acela to New York anytime you want to enjoy Jacqués’s double-whipped garlic mashed potatoes and homemade cheesecake,” Meri said calmly, referring to her personal chef, who always made Ariel’s favorite dishes. She could hear the disappointment in her friend’s voice and didn’t want to add to her stress by saying how much she missed having Ariel in town. Meri didn’t have many girlfriends and cherished the time that they spent together.


“You’re right. Georgetown does have some great shops, but like I said, it’s not New York. Actually …” She hesitated a second. “I’m thinking about working in the Manhattan office next week. One of the partners has asked me to assist him on a case, and I need a dose of the city.”


“You think that’s wise?” Meri asked knowingly.


Ariel knew exactly what Meri was referring to, and had a ready answer. “It’s been over a year. I think the coast is more than clear,” she said, without skipping a beat.


“Suppose you run into him while you’re alone?”


“It’s highly unlikely that I’ll bump into Trey.”


Ariel and her stepson Preston III, aka Trey, had a sketchy past. Unbeknownst to her at the time, Trey was the owner of the Black Door, a private erotic club for women, where members and servers wore identity-concealing masks.


During one of her bouts with insecurity before she and Preston were engaged, Ariel had gone to the club disguised as Meri, a card-carrying member. Ariel’s intention was to relieve some built-up sexual tension by enjoying a little eye candy. Preston had been preoccupied with his impending nomination and had put their love life on the back burner. Meri convinced her that going to the club just to look around was harmless. Ariel planned to watch the handsome studs who worked as servers, and nothing more, but when she spotted the hot muscular man in a black wife beater and tight jeans, she couldn’t help but fantasize about him once she left the club. She wondered how his hands would feel around her waist, and how his tongue would feel inside of her mouth. This wondering prompted her to return to the Black Door and seek him out. When she finally found her intended target on her second trip to the Black Door, they fucked like professionals. During their third tryst, Trey’s mask fell off mid-stride. Ariel took one look at his handsome face and to her horror, realized that she had been fucking Preston’s only son. After that surreal night, which turned from pleasure to sheer disbelief, she never stepped foot inside of the Black Door again, but their affair didn’t end there.


They fucked one last time at Trey’s apartment, and the morning after, when Ariel was in the shower, the doorbell rang. To Trey’s surprise, it was his father. He naturally assumed that his dad had found out about the affair, but Preston was there for a different reason. Senator Oglesby’s investigator had questions regarding Trey’s livelihood and Preston needed answers to satisfy the senator.


When Ariel stepped out of the bathroom and overheard Preston say that the nomination was the most important thing in his life, she was furious and felt totally rejected. She knew fucking Trey was wrong, but she wanted to hurt Preston like he had hurt her by being so neglectful. Trey tried to tell her that morning that they should end the affair, but she didn’t want to hear those words at the time, and feel forsaken twice in the same day.


Trey called her a few days later to talk, and she invited him over to her apartment for dinner. When he got there, Ariel opened the door wearing a sexy, tissue-thin, black negligee. She wanted to start with dessert, but he had other plans. Trey told her that a relationship between them was impossible. She knew he was right but wasn’t ready to let go yet. Preston had chosen his nomination over her, and now Trey was choosing to end their short-lived love affair. His decision made Ariel feel, once again, like the unwanted foster kid, whose mother abandoned her. The rejection was hard to swallow. To soothe her bruised ego, she tried one last attempt at seduction.


As Trey opened the door to leave, Ariel sauntered up to him with her boobs practically hanging out of the negligee, and planted a juicy, wet kiss on his full lips. She pressed her body into his and didn’t stop grinding until she felt his manhood spring to life. Though Trey had no intention of fucking her again, he couldn’t stop himself from tasting her luscious breasts—he was a man, after all. Before their final tryst proceeded any further, Michele, Trey’s girlfriend, burst through the open door and caught him mid-suck. She had cleverly disguised herself as a delivery guy and snuck past the doorman. Once upstairs she shouted a few choice words before running away in shock. Trey wasted no time rushing after her, leaving Ariel standing in the doorway with nothing but her exposed boobs and wounded ego.


That was the last time Ariel had seen Trey behind closed doors. Of course she saw him and Michele at her wedding and reception. Apparently, they had made up and Trey brought her as his date, and all evening they were locked arm in arm, appearing to be the cozy couple.


“Why do you think it’s highly unlikely that you’ll see Trey while you’re in New York?” Meri asked.


“Because I’m not planning on going back to the Black Door, and it’s not like we socialize in the same circles. So, I think it’s safe. And even if I did run into him, we’re definitely not picking up where we left off. Trey made his choice perfectly clear when he chased after Michele that day, and left me standing in the doorway looking and feeling like a complete fool. Anyway, I’ve gotten over what happened between us, and so has Trey. He’s come down to Washington a few times to see Michele, and trust me, there’s no more chemistry between us,” Ariel said, but failed to admit that she did feel a small tug at her heart when she saw his face. She preferred not to verbalize her feelings and give them life. Instead, she hid them deep inside, hoping that they would die once and for all.


“Well,” Meri sighed, “it sounds like you’ve made up your mind.”


“Yes, I have. I need to get out of this town for a while. Besides, I’m married to Trey’s father, and wouldn’t dare cross that line.”


“You mean cross that line again,” Meri said.


“Don’t remind me. I prefer to forget about my past with Trey. Had I known he was Preston’s son when we first met at the Black Door, I would have never slept with him. But I can’t change what happened between us. All I can do is move on,” she said, sounding spent.


“And how’s that going?”


“How’s what going?”


“How’s it going with Preston? Has he shown any signs of regaining his memory?” Meri wanted to know.


The day Preston found out that his son owned the Black Door, he was extremely upset, since Trey’s occupation threatened to ruin his chances of securing the nomination to the Supreme Court. Preston was in need of solace, so he rushed over to Ariel’s apartment. He expected her to be comforting, but she was a drunken mess. Ariel tried to drown the pain of Trey’s rejection in a few bottles of champagne, and when Preston entered her apartment, she was in rare form. The moment he mentioned Trey’s name, she blurted out that she had fucked him at the Black Door. Ariel assumed that Michele had gone running to Preston with the truth about her and Trey and wasn’t in the mood to defend herself, so she blatantly confessed.


Hearing the devastating news of Ariel’s unforgivable betrayal coupled with Trey’s deception was too much for Preston to bear in one day, and he collapsed on her living room floor from a mild stroke.
































