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Chapter 1
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Val stretched as she considered what she would do with her time for the day. She peered up at the ceiling of her room, the large four-poster bed made her body feel petite. She rolled over on her stomach thinking of her boyfriend who had been eager to have sex, but she had refused. She had no plans to continue a relationship with him because his jealous fits of insecurity had caused her more than one anxious moment. It was over with him. No more. His fumbling insecurity was a real turn off.

No, it would be best for her to remain single. It wasn’t as if she needed a man. Her parents had left her fairly well off so that she could live her life independently. Their mysterious disappearance and death bothered her, but Ethel, their long-time friend and housekeeper, urged her to try to heal and make her own way in the world, find friends and make a new life. There was nothing she could do about her parents’ death anyway. They were gone. She was alone, but an adult, capable of making her own decisions. But, she would need to figure out how best to scratch the itch she knew would inevitably be a part of her life. Her friend Sadie had introduced her to feelings she would rather had remained dormant. Now, she was full of the hormones that caused her to want more. More kissing, more touching. The memory of her time with Sadie came flooding back. She’d arrived at Sadie’s saddened by the loneliness in her life. Sadie kissed her on the lips. Val stepped back, confused. Sadie reached for her hand and held it gently, then, slowly ran a hand up and down Val’s arm and down her back. 

Val began to relax. They were in Sadie’s den where there were comfortable couches. They easily sank into one of them, and Sadie began to show Val what it was like to be touched, really touched by someone. She wore a short white skirt that Sadie pulled up to expose her curls. Sadie kissed her tenderly at first and then kneeling, moved slowly to her center, where her bud flowered as Sadie licked and sucked, tenderly at first and then vigorously. She shook her head as she recalled the scream of pleasure and the nerves that came alive that day. Suddenly, she was back in the moment, in the now. She was back in her bedroom. Something had been missing that day, and Val wasn’t sure what it was. She’d seen the women and men having sex at Sadie’s house. So, she was no complete novice as to what happened between men and women. But she was selective about the experience. If she decided to have sex with a man, it would have to be the right man. 

She rose and ran a hot bath in the heated whirlpool tub; she thought, as she enjoyed the gentle massaging jets, about the times Sadie had touched her, caressing her breasts and licking her in the most delicious places. She closed her eyes and felt the stirrings of desire. She touched her clitoris and was pleased when she climaxed quickly.  The experience left her sated but still wondering what else there could be to the sexual experience. She dressed in a mini skirt and tight fitting pink blouse that scooped so low that her ample bosom could be seen.

Lowering the top first so that she could enjoy the sun and breeze, she jumped into her Mercedes and drove to Sadie's house. She wore dark sunglasses over big, almond-shaped brown eyes. Her silky dark hair glistened with highlights of red, and cascaded in relaxed curls over her shoulders and down her back. Olive skin, tanned from days in the sun, glistened in the sunlight as she drove.  Hair flying behind her in the wind, her full bosom bouncing as she drove over ruts in the road, she fingered the silver necklace that nestled between them, a token of devotion from Sadie. A trickle of sweat rolled between her breasts and down to her flat stomach. She wiped the sweat from between her breasts with a small towel. She enjoyed the outdoors and the sun, and a little sweat reminded her of some of the workouts she enjoyed.  

Like Val, Sadie Morgan lacked for little materially. Sadie had worked at the nearby Navy base and knew a number of men as a result. But a little after her 20th birthday, she came into a large inheritance that made it unnecessary for her to work at all. While she enjoyed getting out, Sadie had a great deal of fun at her home. It had several rooms, many baths and so many places to congregate that a party of 200 people was no problem. Sadie was built like an Amazon. She was tall, easily topping most men, with long muscled legs and hamstrings that were evidence of her vigorous workouts. 

Sadie was as blonde as Val was brunette. She prided herself on eating well and had clear, soft skin, the color of cream. Her long, blonde locks had not a bit of curl, so she compensated by wearing it in flattering cuts that showed off her long neck and athletic shoulders. While her breasts were not prominent, what she did have was firm and perky. Her buttocks were firm and slightly protruding, showing off her years of jogging. In the safety of her home, Sadie made it a habit to show off her body by wearing as little clothing as possible. This is the way Val saw her when she walked in the door. The two had been become friends from their time at an all girls’ school. Since they all ran in the same circles, Val’s boyfriend had heard about Sadie and suggested they visit one of Sadie’s wild parties. Val’s boyfriend had gotten a little too rough and Sadie stepped in like Boudicca, the legendary warrior queen.  

Sadie told him he was no longer welcome at her home, and she and Val had become friends, actually more than friends, ever since. Val wondered if Sadie had other friends like her. Their friendship had grown from spending time with each other to hugging, kissing and then kissing there. Val blushed to think of it. After the death of her parents, she’d felt numb and adrift. Sadie had shared the same feelings, saying she felt the same way when she’d lost her aunt, the only parental figure she’d known. Val met Sadie’s eyes as she sauntered in the room.

Enlisted men, officers, an assortment of men and women from other countries knew and liked Sadie. She was a people magnet. The rules at Sadie’s were that you had to come clean and prepared. Those who weren’t regulars might even require a doctor’s referral; safety was paramount at Sadie’s. Sadie had house parties in the style of the English aristocrats. You came with your partner of choice if you had one and you stayed overnight if you liked. Money wasn’t involved because most of the people there were wealthy or reasonably well heeled. She was careful about her guest list; Sadie even had discrete security guards. 

Val enjoyed Sadie's company. On the occasions they’d visited one another, they had enjoyed giving one another pleasure. Besides her winning personality, Sadie was a beauty, her blue eyes sparking when she saw Val come in. Sadie was stirring a highball when Val sauntered through the door, showing off her nicely shaped thighs and calves in a short mini. Val beamed, a smattering of freckles seeming to dance on olive skin.

She made a quick survey of the room, looking over Sadie’s guests. Most of them were people she knew and had seen on other occasions. But she stopped scanning the room. Her brown eyes met the brown eyes of the most attractive man she had seen in quite some time. He was tall and muscled, with a thick neck, sculpted biceps and a narrow waist. His broad chest had a hint of dark hair between hard pectorals. They stared at one another as though time had stopped. Something rich and wonderful seemed possible as they peered at one another.

They walked toward one another, seemingly pulled to each other like a magnet to metal. She licked her lips as she noticed the hardening bulge in his pants. Alarm bells went off for Sadie as she looked at Val and followed her gaze to Brice. In that moment, she knew instinctively that she’d lost Val. Sadie walked over and made the introductions. They settled down on a roomy couch to polite chitchat and relaxed with drinks. Every now and then, Brice Standridge gave Val an assessing look. He was a businessman, single, in town to wrap up a business merger. Through friends of friends, he had learned of Sadie and had come over to wile away some time before returning to his hotel room. A friend told him that you had to have clean credentials to visit, but after that, the possibilities were good for a little mindless fun. When Sadie left the salon to get her cell phone, Brice moved closer to Val and ran a finger down her shoulder. A bolt of electricity shot through her. He had a blue-steel hard on and it was not going to be sated by thinking about seduction. He had to act.

"Meet me at the Ritz, sweetheart," he whispered, bending over to get a good view of her breasts. "I've got something you don't want to miss." He groped his cock through the fabric of his jeans. He looked up, smiled and walked toward the door. Brice had to adjust his pants as his erect rod twitched in anticipation of the beauty he had just met.

He couldn't remember ever seeing such a sweet dish. She had long dark hair, brown eyes a man could get lost in, her patrician nose flared slightly at the edges, and her high cheek bones showed a slight blush. She appeared to be perky, with breasts he could cup with his hands. While she was petite, coming up only to his chest, he could tell the little firecracker worked out. Her legs were firm and muscled. It appeared she jogged regularly. 

Val could feel a throbbing between her legs as the sultry, bass voice slid down her spine and back up to her core. She generally made it a practice not to wear panties, but tonight she had. She worried that the moisture gathering between her thighs would roll down her leg. She felt near an orgasm, and the man hadn't even touched her. Not one to be coy, Val smiled at him with her best sultry look. This could get dangerous. Did she really want to? Tad had ruined it for her; she hadn’t been ready or wet when he tried to force his penis in her. He had frightened her so that she thought it might not be pleasant, but maybe this one was the right choice. This man seemed to know what to do.

There was something about him that seemed right. Time seemed to have stopped when he touched her, looked at her. There seemed to be a reason for them to be together. She didn’t understand it, but maybe going to see him would answer her questions. She swept back her long dark hair as her nipples pebbled with anticipation. He walked over to her again on his way out the door.

"242," he said, giving her a key card. He turned from her and left Sadie's house. She wondered why he didn't want to remain there. Sadie usually didn't mind that people slept at her house. However, some men didn't like the risk of sharing. Maybe that was his way
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