CHAPTER 118

On the way to Nell’s house I told Brandy about the exercise equipment Nell had installed. When we got there she helped me carry my new clothes in and after we put everything away I took her downstairs to look at it all. It appeared to be first class stuff. I recognized the Treadmill and the bicycle thing but the main piece of equipment was a huge contraption bristling with handles and pulleys. 
The doorway they just installed was completed and there was a bag hanging on the inside door handle so I went to see what it was. It was a set of keys for the door and a note from the contractor saying not to use the entry yet because the outside concrete wasn’t dry. But it would be by tomorrow and he would come by then to remove the forms.
As I was reading the note, I heard Brandy laugh and when I looked up she was standing in the corner looking at something, so I went over to see what it was. It was a brass pole and it appeared to be secured to both the floor and ceiling.

I asked, “What’s that?”

“It’s a dance pole.”

“What’s it for?”

“Haven’t you ever been too… Oh, I guess you haven’t you’re not old enough. It’s a pole that dancers use to…”

Then it hit me and I interrupted her with, “I remember watching a cop show on TV. A murdered girl had worked in a strip club and they went there to interview her boss. There were girls sliding up and down on a pole like this and it looked sexy as hell. Could you do that?”

“Sure I can. I worked at a strip club one summer when I was in college. It was fun and it was great exercise.”

“Y-You worked in a strip club?”

“Yeah, and I made great money. But the hours were killer and I had to quit or my grades would have gone to hell.”

I grinned, “You are a woman of many talents.”

She grinned back, “You bet your ass I am. I’ll show you a few of them tonight.”
I made sure the new door was locked and we went upstairs. I put the note and the keys on the kitchen table then I said to Brandy, “The Four Seasons is pretty dressy, do you think they would mind if I wore my new leather outfit?”

“I’m sure they wouldn’t, you look great in it. Go get it but don’t put it on, we’ll get ready at my place.”

I started to go to my room when Brandy said, “Pete.”

“Yes?”

“Don’t forget to bring clothes for tomorrow.”

I laughed to myself and thought, ‘Well, that settles it. It looks like I’m spending the night’, so I grabbed my leather outfit and what I needed for the next day, and we took off.
Brandy’s place turned out to be a beautiful one story house in Westwood Village about a block from Wilshire Boulevard. The neighborhood was amazing. The houses were all well kept with manicured lawns and lush, old-growth trees. 
There was a driveway on the side of the house and when we pulled in she said, “Put it in the garage,” and hit a button on her key ring. The garage was at the back of the lot and when the door slid open I noticed it was empty. So I asked, “Where’s your car?”

“It’s at the Beverly Hills store. I had one of my girls take me to the mall so we’d only have one car. The store isn’t far from here you can drop me off there tomorrow.”

On the way from the garage to the house I noticed that it while it was old fashioned looking, everything looked fresh and new. 

We entered the house through a side door. It opened into what appeared to be a music room. The floor was rich golden oak and everything else was either white or a subtle shade of gray. In one corner, next to some floor-to-ceiling windows, stood a white baby grand piano and next to that was a rack containing two guitars and a music stand. The furniture was a sofa and two chairs. All three were white leather and there was a white throw rug on the floor.

She led me through the house to a guest room where she said to put my clothes and on the way there it looked like the oak and white theme was the same everywhere, but the place was far from stark. Most things were Oak or white leather but there were bright flashes of color everywhere. 
It was magnificent, and I told her so. 

She said, “Thanks, the place was built in the twenties. I bought it after it had been through a fire. I tore it down to the foundation and had it completely rebuilt. But I kept the same overall look and the same floor plan so it still fits the neighborhood. From the outside it looks like the original house but everything including the garage is brand new. Would you like to see the rest?”

“Sure!”

Next we went a room she said was her office. The oak floors were the same but the walls were maroon. This room was kind of busy, with several computers some book shelves containing what looked like fabric sample books and an oak desk piled high with papers. 

She said, “I can keep my eye on everything from here.”

“You sell women’s clothes, right? How many stores do you have?”

“There are five Brandy stores right now and construction is nearly complete on the sixth. It’s in Santa Clarita and it should be ready in about a month. I also have a few other businesses.”

“And you run everything from here?”

“No, I just do the preliminary designs for my clothes here. But I can watch things from here if I want to. Every time a cash register opens in any of my stores, including the bar and the motel, the information is recorded both here and at the office above the store at our Beverly Hills location. I do the clothing designs here because it’s quiet and I can concentrate. But enough of this; let me show you one of my favorite places.”

I followed her toward the back of the house and into a room with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves on three sides. The forth side had a huge flat-screen TV hanging on the wall over an oak credenza that was stuffed with electronics.
She said, “This is the library. It’s where I relax and read or listen to music.”

“I see why this room is your favorite. You must have a thousand books here.”

“Oh, that isn’t what I meant, c’mon.”

There was a French door next to the credenza. I hadn’t noticed it because it was covered with a closed mini-blind. She opened the door and we went outside into huge back yard. 

There were block walls around the entire yard, but you could barely see them because of what I recognized as Ficus trees planted all along in front of them that were at least ten feet high. Toward the back of the yard was a large pool with an attached hot tub and at the head of the pool there was raised area. The front edge of the raised area had four individual waterfalls cycling water back into the pool and on top of the area was a wood pergola covering a table and some chairs. Colored stamped concrete ringed the pool and the rest of the yard was lawn except for a covered patio next to the house that had a long metal table a bunch of chairs and a concrete structure with a built-in barbeque. 
I said to Brandy, “This is fantastic, I feel like I’m in the jungle. I bet you could have a party for fifty people here.”

“I had seventy last Christmas and there was still had plenty of room.”

“I believe it. And you can’t see any of the surrounding houses, which means they can’t see in here. You could swim around nude and no one would know.”

“I can and I do. The pool is heated, would you like to give it a try?”

She was smiling when she said it so I assumed she was kidding and I said, “Sure, let’s do it,” and I pretended to start taking off my shirt.

The minute I did, she laughed and started shedding her clothes. 

She was in the pool before I even had my pants off.

She was right, the water must have been eighty degrees and it felt wonderful. 

She started doing laps, so the next time she came by I joined her and we began swimming together. It had been a while since I’d been swimming but I used to be pretty good so I had no trouble staying with her. Then she picked up the pace and I had to stretch a little. After a lap or two she saw I was still with her so she picked things up again and we were suddenly in an all-out race.
It felt good! I hadn’t used those muscles much lately and it felt wonderful to get them working full speed. I pulled ahead of her for a lap or two but she slowly began closing. She finally caught me and at the next turn she yelled, “Last lap,” and began to pull away. So I gave it all I had. I almost caught her, but when we got to the end this time she jumped out and sat on the edge of the pool and so did I. 
We were both sitting there gasping for breath when she said, “You did pretty good. I swim almost every day. I was the captain of our swim team in college. None of the girls and not many of the guys were able to keep up with me.”

My mind was elsewhere and I couldn’t help staring at her. Her body was beautiful. Her stomach was flat as could be and her tits were beautifully shaped. Her nipples were standing proud and water was dripping off them like two little faucets. I remember Kristen telling me that her tits were implants, but they were beautiful and I started to get hard. I put my hands over my crotch to hide things and I said, “I was almost able to keep up with you because I had incentive.”

“Oh, what was it?” 
“I was swimming next to a gorgeous naked girl and I didn’t want to lose sight of her.”
She raised an eyebrow, looked at my hands and said, “I see. Well, apparently you didn’t lose sight because I see it affected you.”
“I-I’m sorry.”

“Sorry! Why are you sorry? Don’t be, I’m flattered!”

“Good, it’s because you’re beautiful.”

“I am, eh? How beautiful am I?”

She was obviously teasing, so I answered, “I’ll show you how beautiful I think you are right now if you’d like me to.”
She grinned and said, “I bet you would, but let’s save that for later tonight. Right now we should go wash off the chlorine,” and she stood up and headed for the house. 
On the way to the shower we passed through her bedroom and I had to stop and stare.
It was a large room with a fireplace in one corner and where everything in the rest of the house was white or very light colored, this room was mostly black. The thick carpet was black, so was the ceiling and two of the walls. A king size bed sitting on a low platform was up against one of the black walls and the bedspread was also black with grey streaks that matched the shades on the lamps that were sitting on black enamel nightstands. There were four huge pillows at the head of the bed and they were black with gray streaks as well. 
Of the two walls that weren’t black, one had full height arched windows with black drapes on each side. The drapes were open and the windows looked out into a side yard that was a rainbow of colored flowers. The other wall was entirely smoke mirrored, sliding closet doors. Even though the mirrors were dark, they reflected the flowers and it made the room look bright and cheerful. 
On the black wall facing the foot of the bed stood a tall, black enamel chest-of-drawers and sitting on top of it was a huge flat screen TV. On one side of it was a doorway that I could see was the entrance to the bathroom and on the other side next to the fireplace was a life sized painting of a reclining nude. The background was in blacks and grays but the figure was in soft pastels. It was absolutely beautiful. It was sultry and sexy without being crude. It was obviously Brandy.
I walked closer to look at it and I noticed that in the lower corner was a stylized signature. It took me a second to recognize that it was Nell’s signature.
Brandy stood there watching me as I took this all in, then with a smile, she walked into the bathroom. 
Something about the bedroom got to me and when I watched her naked body glide pass me I couldn’t help myself, I got a full erection. 
I was a little embarrassed and I was standing there wondering what to do when Brandy came back, looked at me and laughed. Then she took me by the hand and pulled me into the bathroom.

The bathroom was also black. The walls, the floor and the counter top were black ceramic tile. The cabinet was black enamel and the tub, toilet, and twin wash basins were black porcelain with pewter fixtures. 
The shower was a room by itself. It was at least five feet square and it had a spray head above, two at waist height and one on a long flexible tube. 
Brandy turned things on and when she got the temperature right, she motioned to me and we began our shower. 

I thought she meant this to be a quick shower so I was finished before she was and as I was about to step out I saw her start to wash her hair. So I took the shampoo from her and started washing it for her. 
I love washing a woman’s hair, there’s something intimate and sexy about doing it. Brandy must have liked it too because she stood very still as I washed it and stayed that way when I added conditioner and ran my fingers through it to work it in. She had her eyes closed while I was doing it and when I took the flexible hose and finished rinsing it, it seemed like she was humming to herself. 
A final rinse for both of us and I turned off the water. She looked so sexy standing there with the water dripping off her, I said, “Wait and minute,” and I got a towel and began drying her. Again, she stood still. I toweled her hair as best I could, then I carefully did her face, neck and those wonderful tits. Then I knelt in front of her and when I began to dry the rest of her I found myself facing the Tiger she had tattooed on her hairless pussy. I remembered the first time I saw it at the party in Vegas, but I wasn’t this close to her that time and before I knew it I was hard as a rock again. I took my time to finish drying her, but I kept thinking about that tiger.  
When I finished I started to stand up but her beautiful pussy was right in front to me again and without thinking I reached out, pulled her close to me and began licking her.
She shuddered and put her hands on my head, but she didn’t try to pull me away and after a minute or so I heard her groan so I glanced up at her. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing through her mouth. It was obvious that she was turned on but she was frowning, so I asked, “Are you okay?”

She looked down at me for a second, then she pushed me away and said, “Finish drying  yourself then come back to the bedroom,” and she grabbed a dry towel and left.
I finished and when I got to the bedroom she had pulled the bedspread down and was sitting on the edge of the bed. She had a towel around her hair and an odd look on her face. 
So I asked again, “Is something the matter?”

Suddenly the frown was back and she said, “This is not going like I planned.”

“What is it that you don’t like, am I doing something wrong?”

“No, you’re doing fine. Nell told me you were special but I didn’t know what she meant until now. You know women pretty well don’t you?”
“Why, just because I washed your hair?”

“No, it’s the way you’ve been every since I met you. Sometimes you’re seventeen and other times you seem a lot older. You always seem comfortable with whatever is going on. Where did a kid like you learn to behave like you do?”

“I’m not sure what you mean, but I guess I got whatever you’re talking about from my family.”
“So you can stand in front of a girl you barely know with your dick sticking out like a telephone pole and it doesn’t bother you because of what your family taught you?”
I chuckled, “Of course not. My family is pretty liberal and they taught me not to be turned off by nudity. But this thing you call a telephone pole came from looking at you. You’re a Fox and you know it. And what do you mean by, ‘I barely know you’. We’ve already had sex.” 

“Yes, but you must know that you’re different. Nell tells me you’ve been with lots of women, but she says that when you’re with her you make her feel like she’s the only woman on earth. Is that how you really feel or are you a con man?” 

“No, its how I really feel. Nell is amazing. She’s beautiful, she’s so smart it’s scary and for some reason she likes me. When I’m with her she IS the only woman on earth.”
“Are you that way with all the girls?”

“I think so. I like girls and if they like me in return, I think they deserve my full attention. Why are you asking me about this?”

“Because I’m about to fuck you and I just wanted to know.”

“I thought we weren’t going to do that until later?”
“We weren’t, but that oral work in the bathroom got me wound up a little and I’m anxious to see if everything works.”

“I see. Do I get to kiss you first?”

“Would you like to?”

“Of course I would. Look, we have to talk about this a little. You’ve been asking me a lot of questions. When is it my turn?”

“What would you like to know?”

“I’d like to know a little about you. If I ask you some things will you tell me the truth?”

“It depends on the question. I might refuse to answer, but if I do answer it’ll be the truth. What do you have in mind?”

“What would you like to happen tonight?”

“Well, my original idea was that we go someplace for dinner then I take you home and fuck you. What would you like to happen?”

“I’d like to take you on a date.”

“What does that mean?”

“I want tonight to be special for both you and me. I want to take you to a nice place for dinner. On the way there I want to hold your hand and tell you how pretty you are. After dinner maybe we could dance for a while. Then, if things go well, I’d like to take you home and make love to you.”
She didn’t say anything for a while. She would look at me then look away a though she was thinking then she would look at me again. 
She did it several times and finally she said quietly, “That sounds nice.”
I continued with, “You just said something about an original idea. Have things changed?”
She looked at the floor and said, “I’m thinking about the last part of our ‘date’. I’ve been looking forward to it but I’d like to know if everything down here umm, works. If I don’t know, it’s all I’ll be thinking about all night.”
“So you want to try it out first, is that it?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, under one condition.”

Her head jerked around at me, she frowned and asked, “What condition?”

“I get to kiss you first.”

Her eyebrows went up and she said, “B-But you don’t have to!”

“I know but I want to.”
The frown turned into a smile then she rolled her eyes and said, “Boy! The things a girl has to go through to get laid,” and she lay back on the bed and held her arms out to me.

I like kissing. I’m not talking about smooches or pecks on the cheek, I mean real kissing. The kind where both of you know what you’re doing and both of you want to be doing it. I found that kissing a girl is interesting in that each one responds in different ways. Some of it depends on her mood and some depends on the situation. Some like it to be gentle and some like it hard and demanding. So searching for the right combination can be fun. Being gentle usually works best at first and as things progress you’ll find what works best for both of you. When you get to that place, kissing can be a wonderful thing.

Kissing Brandy was different. She certainly knew how, and her lips were delicious, but when I tried some tongue she wouldn’t let me in.  So after a minute I began to move down. I kissed her neck and when she moaned a little I moved down to a breast and began to suckle her nipple. That seemed to work better and the moaning continued so I reached down and touched between her legs. Her body jerked a little so I ran a finger between the lips of her labia. She was moist but not wet and I was thinking about kissing her down there as well, when she pushed me away and said, “Pete, this is great but I really need to find out if.., well you know.”

“B-But you’re not ready yet.”

‘Don’t worry, roll on your back and let me take things from here.”

My hard-on was back because of all the kissing and when she looked at it she smiled. But it was a wry smile and I could see she was nervous. Then she reached into the nightstand and pulled out something. It was a tube of KY jelly. The tube was half empty. I was wondering who she used it on the last time, then I remembered how she feels about girls and suddenly I got harder than ever. 
She began squeezing it on my cock and when she got it fully coated she moved up and straddled me. She put me against her opening and ever so gently she began to lower herself onto me.

She was tight! Much tighter than I thought she’d be. I guessed it was because she was tense. The head was barely inside her when she stopped. So I asked, “Are you okay?”

Her voice was shaking when she answered, “Uh huh, I’m just getting used to it. It’s been a long time since anything that big was in there.”
Little by little she lowered her self onto me and when I was fully inside her she leaned forward until she was laying on me and whispered, “Please don’t move for a minute.”

I put my arms around her and asked, “Are you okay?”

“Uh huh, it doesn’t hurt at all. But I feel really full. Are you okay?”

“Yes I am. I love being inside you.”

We stayed that way for a minute or two then she said, “Would you umm, move around a little?”
“Okay, tell me if I hurt you.”

I put my hands on her shoulders to help her sit up and I began moving my body around in a circular motion. She stared at me for a while then she closed her eyes and she began rolling her hips with me. It was starting to feel good and she seemed to be enjoying things when she opened her eyes and said, “You can cum if you want to.”

“I’m not ready, are you?”

“No, it’s been forever since I had a vaginal orgasm. You feel really good inside me, but I’m not sure I still can.”

“I know you like it in your butt. I’ll do it that way if you want to get off.”

“No, I want to try it this way. But this could take a while. Would you mind if we waited until after dinner? Now that I know that it doesn’t hurt, it’ll give me time to think about things and I’m sure I’ll be a lot more ready by then.”
“No problem.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to cum? I’ll blow you if you want me to, I don’t want you to be horny all evening?”

I laughed then I reached up, lifted her off me and said, “I’ll be horny anyway. How could I not be when I’m on a date with a girl as sexy as you.”

She smiled and started to get off the bed, but suddenly she turned, grabbed my cock and engulfed it with her mouth. After a quick suck and a couple of tongue lashes she jumped up and said, “I love the taste of pussy, even if it’s mine,” then she ran giggling, into the bathroom.
I tried to follow her, but she stopped me at the door and said, “If you need to use a bathroom, go to the one next to the guest room. I have to blow dry my hair and try to make myself beautiful. You can start to get ready but take your time. I’m going to be a while.”
The other bathroom was more conventional with white tile and a tub/shower combination. I wet a washcloth and started to wipe myself but it was just as easy to shower, so I stepped in for a quick rinse. 
After I wiped off I was going to get dressed and I was reaching for my shorts when I remembered what Brandy told me about not wearing underclothes with the leather pants. I didn’t know how long Brandy would be and the thought of sitting naked on any of the leather chairs didn’t sound fun so I slipped on the shorts. I could always take them off when she was about ready.

I decided to go to the library to watch TV, but knowing that I had plenty of time I took my cell phone with me and when I got there I called Mom.
When she answered I said, “Hi, it’s me. How are things going?”

She seemed glad to hear from me and began telling me about some things that went on today including ‘something special’ that happened.

When I asked what it was she said, “Here’s Erin, I’ll let her tell you about it.”

When Erin got on the phone she was really excited and she began talking so fast that I had to tell her to start all over. Finally, she took a breath and said, “Petey, you’re not going to believe what happened today. I was on TV! I was on the ‘New York Now’ show, and they did a whole interview. I felt like a movie star Petey. It was soooo cool and when it was over some people actually asked me for my autograph! Can you imagine that?”
“A TV show! How did that happen, did Amy set it up for you?”
“No, my publicist did and he says I have a radio interview tomorrow.”

“That’s great! Did you say you have a publicist?”

“Yeah, you do too. He’s part of Stone now. Mr. Martin brought him in. His name is Alex and he says he has big plans for everybody. He sounds like a great guy.”
“He’s there with you?”
“No, he did it all over the phone. He has contacts everywhere and starting Monday he’ll be working at the LA office.”

“That’s great sis, I’m glad you’re having a good time. Is Amy there?”
“No, she’s busy.”

“What! Is she out with that guy again?”

“No, she’s in the bathroom. Hang on, I’ll tell her you want to talk to her.”

I tried to tell her not to bother but she had dropped the phone.
A minute later Amy came on with, “Hi, what’s up?”

“Nothing special, I haven’t talked to you in a while. Are you having a good time?”

“We’ve been busy. There’s a lot going on here, and…”
There was some background noise that sounded like the TV. A second later I heard the sound of a door closing. Things got quieter and Amy said, “This is better, Erin likes to blast the TV. Uhh, we’ve been really busy. Did Erin tell you about being on TV?”

“Yeah, and she also says that we now have a publicist.”

“Yes you do. Pete, this thing is getting huge. Thank Goodness for Mom and Mr. Martin. This is way beyond anything I can handle.”
“So Mom has really stepped up, eh?”

“Boy has she! She’s amazing, Pete. She and Mr. Martin run the whole thing now. All I do is help a little with contract negotiations. I don’t even do scheduling anymore. We have people for that now and Mom watches over the whole thing.”

“So, Mom running things doesn’t bother you?”

“God no! She’s the complete package Pete. She runs the business, runs our house, takes care of Erin and me and makes it all look easy. She’s wonderful.”
“So you can breathe a little easier now, eh”

“Yeah, it was getting to be a bit much and I know there is no way I could do it when I start studying.”

“Speaking about breathing, I hear you’ve been doing some heavy breathing with a new friend.”

“Huh?”

“Every time I call, you’re with some guy. Is he your boyfriend now?”

“So what if he is, are you jealous?”

“No, I just… Well I don’t know a thing about him and you don’t either. What if he’s some kind of a nut?”
“You ARE jealous! And this, coming from a guy who just moved in with his girlfriend.”

“She’s not my girlfriend, it’s an uhh, business thing.”

“Bullshit! Are you going to tell me you’re not sleeping with her?”

“No! I mean yes, but it doesn’t mean that…?
She shouted, “RELAX! I know what’s going on, Mom and I talked at length with her.” 


“And you’re okay with it?”
“We both are. We like Nell. You may think that you’re getting a lot from her and you are. But she’s getting a lot from you as well. She was in terrible shape, Pete. She badly needed someone and you came along at exactly the right time.”

“She tried to tell me that. Still, it’s hard for me to understand what she sees in me. She seems so capable about everything else.”
“Looks can be deceiving. Trust me, she was on the brink of a breakdown before you came along. And whatever you’re doing with her is working. Mom and I have noticed a big change in her lately and it’s been for the good.”

“I don’t get it. Compared to her I’m just a kid.”

“Do you think of yourself as a kid when you’re around her?”

“I try not to.”

“Well, she doesn’t think of you as a kid at all. I don’t know what you’ve been doing to make her feel the way she does, but whatever it is, keep doing it.”

“So it doesn’t bother you that I’m staying with her?”
“I’m not crazy about it, but I know you and if it wasn’t her it would be someone else.”

“Well, I’m not crazy about you having a New York boyfriend.”

“He’s not my boyfriend; he’s just a very nice guy. It’s been a while since I’ve been on a date and he was a perfect gentleman.”

“So, you and he haven’t uhh…”

“No Pete, I didn’t sleep with him.”

“I’m sorry; I know that it’s none of my business.”

“You’re right, it isn’t.”

“How did you meet him?”

She laughed out loud, then, “Kristen knows we were going to stop at our new agency here and she had him meet us there. Actually she sent two guys, but I had already agreed to go out with the one that got there first. It’s a shame because the other one was a real cutie. But it’s just as well because I could tell right away that he was trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“The kind you don’t want to hear about.”

“You know why Kristen is doing that for you don’t you?”

“Of course I do. She’s trying to get me interested in someone so I’ll leave you alone.”

“Are you going out with him tonight?”

“No, enough is enough. I only went out with him last night because the night before I mentioned that I’d like to see a play that was in town. He bought tickets the next morning and pleaded with me to go with him. I won’t be seeing him anymore. Besides, it’s almost nine o’clock here. We had lots of meetings today and we’re all tired.”  

“I miss you a lot.”

“I miss you too.”

“I don’t know what to do when you’re not around. You’re the only one I can talk to.”

“We’ll be back Sunday night. If you get back in time, call me and let me know how the Burger things went.”
When we said goodbye I turned on the TV. But I couldn’t get interested in anything. I kept thinking about Amy and wondering why I felt so relieved that she wasn’t going out with that guy again. Then I noticed a little plaque sitting next to the TV. So to clear my mind of Amy I went over and looked at it. It read, ‘Brandy J, The girl of the five Bs.’ I hadn’t heard that in a while and I laughed as it brought back memories.
The clock next to the TV said it was almost six when Brandy called out, “I’m almost ready, go get dressed?”

So I went into the guest room and got dressed. I was in the bathroom running a brush through my hair when Brandy said, “Come out here and tell me how I look.

She was wearing a low cut emerald green dress. Her shoulder length blonde hair was a mass of waves and she looked like a movie star. 
I was standing there admiring her when she did a slow turn and asked, “You like?”

“I like. You look fantastic. Is that one of your designs?”
She smiled, “Yes and like I tell my customers, the clothes make the woman.”

I smiled back, “In your case, the woman makes the clothes. You look sensational, Brandy, wearing clothes or not.”

“Thank you kind sir, you do too. We’ll make a great looking couple tonight. We have a couple minutes; do you want to smoke a joint before we go?”

I wanted to keep my wits about me so I said, “No, it’s been giving me a headache lately, but you go ahead.”

“Okay, I need to relax a little. I’ll meet you on the patio I don’t want the smell to get on my clothes.”
I went to the patio and she joined me a minute later. She was holding what looked like a normal cigarette in a jeweled cigarette holder. So I asked, “Is that a really a joint?”

“It sure is. A guy in LA makes them up to look like regular cigarettes. This stuff is low odor and its killer, would you like a hit?”

“Uhh, no thanks. What’s with the holder?”

“It’s a new design of mine. I put them in my stores and they are flying off the shelves.”

“It looks expensive.”

“They can be. They start at fifty dollars but they can go way up depending on how you trim them. This one is top of the line, the jewels are real.”

“I’m afraid to ask what that one cost.”
“It cost a lot, and it’s one of our best sellers. There’s a lot of money in LA.”

She was through about a third of the joint when she sat back wide-eyed and said, “Wow, this is some bad-assed shit. I’m gonna save this for later.” She stood up, pinched the fire off the joint and said, “C’mon we better get going,” and wobbling a little, she headed toward the house.”
I backed the car out of the garage and as we drove away I took her hand in mine and told her how pretty she was. And when we were almost there I told her again. I don’t know if it was the grass or if she was genuinely pleased but she was smiling the whole way.

We walked into the Four Seasons a few minutes before seven. In the elevator on the way to the dining room Brandy asked, “So you’ve been here before eh?”
“Just once.”

“Was it a special occasion?”

“Sort of, why do you ask?”

“This is one of my favorite places. I used to come here with girlfriends a lot. I also dated one of the hostesses. It’s been a while but they may remember me, so don’t feel funny if some people stare at us.”

“Why would they stare at us?”

“I’ve never been here with a guy before.”
When we got to the dining room, I saw that the host was the same guy as last time. He greeted us with a big smile and said, “Mister Baker, welcome back. When I saw your name I was able to save your regular table for you.”

We followed him to Mariani’s table, but this time the little card said ‘Baker’ on it.

When we were seated, Brandy raised an eyebrow and said, “Your regular table? I thought you’d only been here once.”

“This umm, is actually the regular table of someone pretty important and I guess they remembered that he let me use it the other time I was here.”
She eyed me suspiciously, and it got worse when Jean, the waiter from the last time I was here, came to the table and smiled broadly as he put down some menus and said, “Mr. Baker! It’s nice to see you again,” then he looked at Brandy, but his smile was almost missing when he added, “It’s nice to see you as well Ms. James, may I bring you folks something from the bar?”

Brandy said, “Chopin. Up with a twist and make sure its nice and cold.”

He nodded then he looked at me and asked, “Would you like your usual?
I nodded too, and when he left I said to Brandy, “You’re right, they do know you here. But Jean acted a little strange. What’s that all about?”

“He doesn’t like me. The hostess I dated used to be his girlfriend. He blames me for introducing her to a different lifestyle.”

“Did you?”

“Sure I did. But she approached me. It was something she was definitely ready for.”

“I see. Uhh, what’s Chopin?”

“It’s Vodka. It’s delicious and this is one of the few places that carry it. What did he mean by your ‘usual’?”

“He knows I’m not twenty one, my usual is ice tea.”

She smiled and shook her head. Then she looked around and said, “I love this place. I’m a movie junkie and lots of actors hang out here.”
She was telling me about some famous ones that she had seen when Jean brought us our drinks and started telling us about today’s specials. In spite of his history with Brandy, Jean was courteous and very attentive. He told us of some appetizers and when he mentioned one with a long French name, Brandy squealed and for the next few minutes they talked to each other in French. It reminded me of what happened with Karen and I decided that if I was going to continue coming here I was going to have to learn some French. Then he switched to English and we talked about what we were having for dinner. Brandy ordered some kind of fish and remembering how good it was the last time, I went with the Beef Wellington again.

When he left, I asked what they talked about and she explained that the appetizer was something very special and it would take a while to prepare but the wait would be worth it. When I asked what it was, she said it was a surprise, so I asked, “It isn’t calf brains is it?”

“No, it’s uhh, you’ll see. But what do you know about Cervelles?”
I told her about the last time I was here and she rolled her eyes and said, “You mean to tell me he sneaked you a taste of that?”
“Uh huh, it was really good, too.”

“They only prepare that after someone orders it like a month in advance. I think it costs a hundred dollars an order. This table must belong to someone very special. Who is it?”

I wasn’t sure Mr. Mariani would want it to be known, so I said, “It’s the father of a friend of mine.”

She frowned but she didn’t ask again. 

She finished her drink and ordered another and when that one was gone she ordered a third. It got there just as the appetizer arrived. 

The appetizer turned out to be some kind of a creamy concoction with lumps of something in it. Brandy called it, ‘Moules Ala Mariniere’. She said it was mussels prepared a special way with garlic, onions and spices. Brandy seemed to love it and she went on for a while about how the chef hand picked each mussel for size and tenderness. I thought it was okay, but not nearly as good as the brains.
While we were waiting for the main course I said to Brandy, “The waiter called you Ms. James. I saw that thing next to the TV at your house. Part of what was on it read, Brandy J. I don’t think I ever knew your last name.”
She finished the last of her drink before she answered with, “You still don’t. My last name is really Jampolsky, but people said it was too ethnic sounding so I shortened it to James.”

She hiccupped then she added, “I’m not going to tell you what the rest of the writing was about.”

I didn’t tell her that I already knew. 

I began to be concerned about her. The glasses her drinks came in were twice as big what martinis came in and she’d had three of them. She seemed okay but her eyes were getting glassy and when Jean came by the next time and she ordered another, I caught Jean’s eye and shook my head. 
The main course was as good as I remembered. The covering over the beef was light and flaky and the meat was melt-in-your-mouth tender. It came with mashed potatoes that were so tasty I could have made a meal of them alone. 
But this time it came with a side dish of Brussels sprouts. I hate Brussels sprouts! When Mom used to fix them I would pick them off and hide them under my chair. She had to know I did it but she never said anything. 
But when Brandy saw that I was ignoring them she insisted I try a bite of one. They were excellent. They were very tender and had a hint of garlic and butter. I’m not sure if I would order them again, but it reminded me of eating Escargot. If you put enough garlic and butter on it, anything will taste good.

Brandy didn’t seem to realize that the last drink she ordered never got here. But when Jean asked what we wanted for dessert, she said no and asked for Irish coffee, but, when I ordered the ‘Babas au Rhum' like last time, her eyes lit up and she ordered some too.
We took our time over dessert and coffee, and around eight thirty the room started to get busy. I hailed Jean over to see about the check and asked if we should give up the booth and move to a table.

He said, “Absolutely not Mister Baker. The booth is yours as long as you want it,” and he left to get our bill.
When he walked away Brandy looked at me and said, “You gotta be kidding me. Who the fuck are you and why are they treating you like royalty?” 
I shrugged, “My friend is pretty well known around here.”
The booths on this side of the room are ‘U’ shaped and sort-of semi private. The front is open so you can see the rest of the room and the dance floor but the back and both sides are closed and the people in the booths alongside can’t see you. 

Brandy slid over next to me and said, “Okay, I’m impressed. So far you’ve done what you said you would do. You held my hand in the car and told me I was pretty. You took me to my favorite place, fed me a wonderful meal and so far you’ve been a perfect gentleman. When does the monster jump out?”

“There are no monsters around here.”

She kissed me on the cheek then I felt her wriggle around. I looked over to see what she was doing just as she pulled her hand from under the table and said, “I disagree,” and she took my hand, put it under the table and set it on her very naked pussy.
As I was getting over the shock she added, “There is definitely a monster here. I had it inside me a little while ago and I’m looking forward to another visit.”
Our hands were under the table cloth so I didn’t think anyone could see us but I protested, “Brandy, what are you doing?”
“Shhh, put your fingers inside me.”

“But the waiter will be here in a minute with the check!”
She grinned, “He won’t be able to see anything and I won’t say anything if you don’t”

“But Brandy, I…”

She leaned close and whispered, “Shut up and do it. I want to feel your fingers in my cunt.”

That did it. I slipped one finger in then another. She slid down slightly and opened her legs a little so I could have better access then she sat back and closed her eyes.
With my hand at that angle I couldn’t get my fingers in very far but apparently they were in far enough to affect her because she began to make little noises and I felt her start to get wet. So I pushed my fingers in a little deeper, pressed the heel of my hand against her clit and began moving my hand around. This must have worked because I felt her body tense up and a minute or two later she started to frown and bite her lower lip.
She was really getting turned on and so was I. This promised to be an interesting evening. 
