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Chelsea DiNapoli believed fashion was
a religion, cable TV was heresy and that sex was good when it was
bad were all lies, lies, and lies. She relied upon the power of her
mind and observing people for what they were… because who they
were, was probably an even bigger lie.


For Chelsea love was dished best as a
sexual entrée served with multiple people.


Chelsea liked sex. She liked sex
especially when it was piled high and flavored with a variety of
men. A single man was nice. Two men, three men, or more men
jostling to satisfy her horny mouth and hungry pussy were
infinitely better.


She crossed the lobby of the
restaurant from the private lounge to the loo. Her thigh-high
stockings and three-inch heels complemented her hourglass shape
nicely. She didn’t mind the male attention from several bar-backs
as she entered the restroom. She was friends with the manager; he’d
let her wear his crisp dress shirt after their
lovemaking.


Chelsea was certain he wouldn’t mind a
leisurely steal of his Internet bandwidth or his Wi-Fi in trade.
The restaurant was pretty empty at this time of day however its
location was a smart attraction at the corner of The Strip and the
canyon boulevard.


Chelsea placed her D-Squared purse on
the counter and pulled out her laptop. She flipped the desk screen
and punched in a string of Skype names and a password on the
keyboard. She tapped her lipstick and twisted her lips to a pucker.
The shade of crimson matched her mood: somber, keen for fun, and
prone to fuck insatiably. She knew she was antsy. It was midday and
she hadn’t uncovered a single scoop to post.


Chelsea pulled Chanel No. 5 from her
purse and paused mid-spritz. Her laptop had found a signal. She
angled the device to her side and waited for an app to
load.


Chelsea unbuttoned her borrowed dress
shirt and lollygagged with her tits, testing their weight and their
feel, and how they jiggled in her push-up. Normally they would have
swollen considerably following the vigorous squeezing they had just
received. The Victorian-inspired bra supported her bosom from the
underside. It left nothing to the imagination from the décolletage
region to her taut peaks. Chelsea twisted to look at her breasts
from the side when the camera on her laptop loaded one hundred
percent.


Chelsea’s friend Tiana received
Chelsea’s top-half in glorious High-Definition.


“Mm, those are some big titties,” her
friend announced.


“Hi Tiana,” Chelsea grinned. She
touched the laptop screen and enlarged the browser
window.


Tiana “Wowed” louder. “Those tits are
huge,” she amended.


Chelsea kissed her laptop. Tiana
mimicked the smooch.


“How’s it going girl,” said
Chelsea.


“I was invited to the
Serengeti for breakfast and
pussy, but the pickings were slim,” Tiana
noted.


“No honor among restaurant egos?”
Chelsea asked.


“That and there’s a rumor going around
Harry isn’t happy about your review,” her friend shared.


Chelsea looked at Tiana. “What do you
mean, ‘not happy'?" I gave Harry a good review.”


“Uh-hm. Word is, he wants
a great write,”
Tiana said. “He’s been here at the digs, rattling off how great the
restaurant is doing. Courtesy of —“


“— Courtesy of me and he’s
right” Chelsea said. “How did your write-up of the Kings Warehouse
party hit? I called up the site and saw that the pre-story on the
Biebs went viral. Congrats, girl,” Chelsea said.


“That’s also why I’m glad you
messaged,” Tiana said while Chelsea pumped Chanel onto her
cleavage. “I swear, you had to fuck about nine grades to get tits
that big,” she said. If I had yours I’d be on the cover of Time
Magazine.”


“You do. And I screwed my way up seven
grades, by the way” Chelsea said. “I’ll blog about the Kingston
story and I’ll add a vibe you found table scraps for the women’s
dating scene at —. How did you put it? At what is supposed to be
the ‘hottest’ breakfast nook off The Strip?” Chelsea
added.


“Thanks Chel, you angel,”
grinned Tiana. She saw Chelsea pulling on her breasts. “What
are you doing?” she
said.


“Do my tits look different to you?”
asked Chelsea.


“Dunno. We haven’t swung together in
how long?” quipped Tiana.


“That’s right. We have to do something
about that.” Suddenly Chelsea frowned. “Do my tits seem a little
small today? What do you think?” Chelsea said.


Tiana tipped back as Chelsea shoved
her boobs at her monitor. “Lordy, Chelsea. I think they’ve gotten
bigger,” said Tiana.


“You think so? I hope they are. I’m
going to have to give a little extra to get the skinny on who’s
opening the new bar on Doheny,” Chelsea said.


“You’re at XV again?” Tiana
said.


“Mm-hm,” Chelsea dragged out slow.
“Anything you want me say to our mutual FWB?” Chelsea asked. “I’m
doing him now too, if you remember,” she added.


“Tom too? Maybe we should stop sharing
our men,” Tiana said.


Chelsea laughed.


“What am I saying?” laughed Tiana. “If
we didn’t pass them back and forth we’d have to find new
clit-whores. I don’t know how we’ll find better cunt-lickers than,
Tom, Harry, and—“


“— Red light,” interrupted
Chelsea.


“Apology to the ‘max,’” Tiana replied.
“Man number 3, off topic. Agreed,” she said. “On topic… tell Tom,
our mutual fuck pet, to give me the scoop on his Latino club
renovations or it is his ass that gets worked over next time... Did
you know he likes that with wrist cuffs?” Tiana said.


“Really now?” said Chelsea. I’ll relay
the message and I won’t mention the wrist cuffs,” Chelsea said
popping her cologne and her lipstick into her bag.


“In all sincerity,” Tiana asked
delicately. “Any word about… you know..?”


“I don’t want to talk about it,”
Chelsea said abruptly. The silence from the other end of the Skype
line was shattering.


“I’m sorry,” Chelsea apologized. “I
guess I’m still raw about matters of the heart.”


“Who wouldn’t be?” said Tiana. “Don’t
know who is ‘bigger’ in the restaurant biz or as commitment
phobic—”


“Okay, show me your tits,” Chelsea
announced.


“Shit,” Tiana said. She opened her
blouse and out slipped her boobs. “Happy?”


“Loads. Price paid,” grinned
Chelsea.


“I know. The penitence for
mentioning—“ Tiana stopped.


Chelsea smiled. “Smart cookie. By the
way, you’d be a sure bet for a cover on ‘Rolling Stone.’ Your tits
are great,” Chelsea said.


“Pert and perky,” said Tiana
proudly.


“I gotta’ run. Keep me posted on
Harry,” Chelsea said. “Luv you,” she said kissing the
screen.


“Toodles,” Tiana kissed
back.


“Oh, Tiana..?” Chelsea
said.


Tiana paused signing off,”
What...?”


Chelsea buttoned up the Chanel-scented
dress shirt she had borrowed. “I need a favor…”


***


Chelsea fastened her hair into a bun
with a pair of ebony chopsticks someone left behind and pinched her
cheeks to flush some color into them.


She had agreed to a last minute touch
and feel with Tom at the posh establishment XV perched off Sunset
below “The Hills.” Living in El-Lay meant she had to be on top of
her game as a restaurant reviewer. There were so few of them who
happened to be a crackerjack in social journalism.


It meant in social circles Chelsea was
one of a handful of journalists who got the first dibs on the
restaurant illuminations that swirled from the coastline to
downtown proper. The fact she was a woman earning a reputation for
breaking the latest restaurant reviews as a hotshot critic only
fueled the competition. She was part of a very closed-knit
business.


When Chelsea arrived on the
scene, she prowled for more than casual conversation and one-of-a
kind dining: she was there to get the dirt. She received a tip in an email
that a scoop could be had if she was quick to act. What everyone
read in the social news was fodder for the gristmill. What they
really craved behind the menu, food, and wine was a sensational
story.


In a town bustling with male food
critics, Chelsea was on track to outdistance the pack. A restaurant
receiving a critique from Chelsea would rank as a must-see
establishment or a go-by. Part of her game plan included smiling
and cozying with the restaurant clique in order to crack the
hottest story.


Reporting on the hottest
culinary news spurred Chelsea far ahead of her food critic
peers because she
worked in a male dominated biz. Chelsea had a trump her male
competitors didn’t have. The men who ran the culinary venues and
restaurant chains in The Hills liked her. They jostled amongst
themselves regularly to have her. Men liked Chelsea and Chelsea
‘liked’ them… often.


Chelsea spotted Tom, the manager of
restaurant XV lounging on a crescent shaped sofa in the back of the
lounge. He was seated in front of a mirror. He drew a naked leg up
and gazed at her longingly. Tom grinned at her as she uncapped her
lipstick. Wearing lace stockings, she popped him a kiss and
continuing painting the glass surface with red…


Tom reached for Chelsea as she set
down the lipstick. The hipster-manager’s eyes glinted as Chelsea
sashayed to him, heels, garters, and lace. Her long black hair
touched her voluptuous breasts with every step. She bent and
planted a kiss on his forehead. He grabbed her and she toppled him
backwards pushing herself between his socks-clad legs.


Wearing nothing else except black
socks and a bright crimson tie, Tom read the web address Chelsea
had scrawled onto the lounge mirror. She told him his review would
post in the morning on a special landing page. Tom cuddled Chelsea
gruffly. She reveled in the attention. He was her hot, male lover
for afternoon. Tom cupped Chelsea breasts with his large male
hands. He rose up to lick her areolas, one at a time, making
Chelsea writhe. She opened her eyes.


Tom was speaking but she didn’t
understand what he saying. She grabbed his head and lifted his face
up from between her legs.


“I’m busy,” Tom smiled,
happy.


Tom’s hair was tousled and his face
wet with droplets of lady cum. “I see the fruits of your elation,”
Chelsea said. “You told me in the email you have some news for me
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