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Business & Pleasure Pt. 01

Chapter 1

"Kevin, Mrs. Giuliani is here to see you," Leah, the pretty blonde secretary, said, shielding her headset microphone with her hand. Kevin stood up, brushing out the wrinkles in his suit, and took a deep breath. "Good luck," the petite woman said as he passed, pushing her black-rimmed glasses up on her nose. He grew even more nervous.

Things had been changing quickly at DWW. The advertising firm had undergone a massive restructuring campaign. Most of the changes occurred on the management level, but the powers-that-be used the opportunity to smooth out any wrinkles they may have been facing, including most of Kevin's friends. Last year, they had pushed for more benefits and fairer wages and threatened strike if they didn't get what they wanted. Now, they were all out of jobs. All but Kevin, that was.

His department had been given a new boss. His old boss, Bob Monroe, had been transferred to Indianapolis – they called it a "promotion" – and all of his supervisors had faced the ax. Mrs. Adrianna Giuliani had been transferred from the New York offices to lead and everyone was fighting for a spot in the vacuum of middle management.

Today would be Kevin's first meeting with the new boss, and he was scared. She'd already let a couple of the people go, and transferred a few others to less than savory departments in the organization. She had power and she wasn't afraid to use it.

Kevin cracked open the double doors to her office. It was a spacious corner room. During the time of Bob Monroe, all the furniture had been dark oak and forest green. Now, everything had been replaced with a more feminine feel: lighter pines and creamy upholstery on the furniture. The periwinkle blue curtains had been tied open, giving a sumptuous view of downtown DC.

The carpet was plush, squishing comfortably under his feet. And sitting behind the desk was his new boss: Mrs. Giuliani.

She was younger than Kevin had expected: mid-thirties, perhaps. Very young to have achieved her position. Her dark hair was tied back in a severe bun and shined in the light of the morning sun as it slanted in through the window. She wore a pair of wire-rimmed glasses and was scribbling furiously at a pad of paper on her desk.

"Have a seat, Mr. Carter," his boss said. She spoke with an accent. Italian, he reasoned, given her name. He sat down in one of the two chairs facing her expansive desk. It was covered in papers, all organized in neat piles. An expensive looking silver laptop sat on one corner of the desk, closed, and Kevin could hear a desktop humming below.

A few awkward minutes passed as Kevin waited. The room was filled with nothing but that quiet hum and the sound of Mrs. Giuliani's pen scratch across the pad of paper. Kevin studied his new boss in more detail. The first thing that struck him about her was her beauty. He had seen beautiful women before – he was married to one, after all – but her high cheekbones and full lips, not to mention her dark, olive complexion and the deep line of cleavage that peaked above the scoop of her neck – marked her out as special. Her dark eyes, intent on whatever she was writing, were beautiful, surrounded by lush lashes and a perfect set of eye brows. Kevin was reminded of Monica Bellucci, or any number of beautiful Italian models. He was not reminded of any boss he had ever had in the past.

At last, she put down her pen, took her glasses off, and looked up. "I am sorry to be so rude, but I have been terribly busy." Her accent made him think of women in flowing white linen dresses and cute little villages surrounded by olive groves.

"No, I understand," Kevin said, trying to sound casual.

As she reached across her desk to retrieve a file, she bent forward and Kevin couldn't help it as his eyes slid down the top of her blouse. Her breasts were phenomenal, large and full, the same olive color as the rest of her skin.

When he was able to pull his eyes from her plentiful bosom, she was staring at him, an amused look flashing through her dark eyes. Kevin felt his cheeks grow hot and averted his gaze.

"I've been looking over your file, Kevin—do you mind if I call you Kevin?"

"Not at all," he said, still a little on edge from being caught staring lustfully at his new boss.

"Good. Now, I'm pretty impressed by what I see here, but..." She paused, closing the file and staring at him. Her lips were full, painted a dusty rose. Her tongue appeared in the corner of her mouth as though she were thinking. Kevin shivered. He felt a stirring in his pants and once again had to look away. He shouldn't be having such thoughts of his boss. "But I'm concerned with a couple of your actions in the past." The strike. "You could go far in this organization, Kevin. Your degree and your resume, not to mention the successful projects you've worked on, all point to a promotion. But you seem a little... how do I say this? Politically naïve?"

The way she described him – the tone in her accented voice – she may as well have been speaking with a child.

"I do not regret my actions in the past," he said, but his voice wavered.

She nodded, then stood up from behind her desk. In heels, she was just a little shorter than Kevin was. She walked around the desk to a cabinet along the side of the room, causing Kevin to have to shift uncomfortably to keep from facing away from her. His eyes flashed quickly down her buxom body. Her cream blouse was tucked into a tight – yet still professional – tan skirt that hugged her hips and legs down to about her mid-thigh. Her legs were long and shapely, the flawless olive skin gleaming smooth like satin. Her delicate, tan sandals added even more definition.

She poured herself a glass of water and turned, offering Kevin one. Again, she caught him staring at her full ass. He was quicker to recover, however, shaking his head and offering a polite, "No thank you," even though his throat was parched and dry.

"Suit yourself," she said and returned to the desk.

Rather than seating herself behind it, though, she leaned up against it, crossing her legs casually at the ankles and sipping at her glass.

She squinted at him, sizing him up. Kevin felt like an animal at market. "I haven't decided what to do with you, Kevin." She sighed. "But I have a pretty good idea..." Again, she tongued the corner of her mouth in thought.

"W-what?" he asked, cursing himself as his voice broke.

She just shook her head, a coy smile forming on her sexy lips. Her eyes flashed dangerously, then she masked them once again. Taking a deep breath, she was the composed business woman that had been scribbling as he entered. "I'm making my decision for assistant directors in the next few days. Leah will be sending the announcements via e-mail."

She returned to her seat. "You may go, Mr. Carter. Have a nice day."

She didn't even wait for him to leave before she turned to her laptop and began clicking away at the keys.

Chapter 2

"What does your schedule look like around lunch time?" Adrianna Giuliani asked before Kevin had a chance to say more than, "Hello." Her voice and her accent still had the power to quicken his pulse, even over the phone.

"Nothing," he said dumbly.

"Then I'd like you to join me for lunch. I have made us reservations at Sea Breeze. Meet me outside, quarter to one."

"Sounds great," he said nervously before hanging up.

He was five minutes early, not daring to upset the attractive supervisor. She was there, waiting for him.

They exchanged pleasantries on the short walk to the expensive seafood restaurant. Sea Breeze, at lunch time on the weekday, was filled with business men and women, busy talking on their power lunches. Kevin and his boss fit right in, only she was absolutely beautiful. Kevin caught their reflection in the paned glass and smiled. He felt like he complimented this woman fairly well. Young and athletic, his soft brown hair was still full and healthy, his clean shaven face bold with a strong jaw line. He'd been called handsome on more than a handful of occasions, and he felt confident that, were he single, he would have no problem getting a date on a Friday night.

"But I'm not that kind of person," Kevin explained to his boss as they sat on either side of a window-front table. She'd just asked him why he'd decided to settle down at such a young age – Kevin and Karen had been married when they were 21, a little over seven years ago. "I was never able to 'play the field,' as they say. I met Karen and I knew... she was the one."

"And now?" the dark haired brunette asked, sipping her wine elegantly.

Kevin paused. Things weren't the best at home. It was that clichéd "seven year itch." Things were getting familiar. Sex had gone from every day, to three times a week, to once a month. It wasn't as though he found Karen any less attractive than he did when they first met. If anything, she had grown more attractive. And he loved her more than life itself. But...

"We're good. Things are good."

She raised a manicured eyebrow at his answer, but let it go. "Kevin, I've asked you here because I wanted to talk about the company. And your future."

Her tone was neutral, her eyes and face smooth and unreadable. His heart froze. He held his breath.

"I have decided to promote you to deputy manager." Kevin's eyes flared, his heart fluttered. "You'll be working right under me. You'll be in charge when I'm out of the office." Kevin searched for words. "Unfortunately, this means that you won't be working as closely on the marketing projects. You'll have more of a supervisional role, but it means a promotion and a fairly large salary increase."

"I—thank you, Mrs. Giuliani..."

"My name's Adrianna." Her accent rolled over the "dr" of her name. "Call me Adrianna. If we're going to be working so closely together" was there a slight smile there? "then I'd feel more comfortable if you addressed me by my first name."

"Of course, Adrianna." It sounded strange, coming off his tongue. When she said it, it sounded playful yet elegant, familiar yet mysterious. When he said it, it just sounded clumsy.

"Shall we toast?" she asked, holding up her glass.

"To the future of DWW?" he said.

"To us," she said in return, clinking her glass against his.

Chapter 3

Kevin crashed through the front door of their townhouse, barely able to contain his excitement at the recent promotion. He heard his wife puttering around in the kitchen, preparing dinner for them. Just as she always did.

He stopped just inside the kitchen door, checking out his wife as she moved about the kitchen gracefully, singing and humming as she went. He shook his head, thinking once again how fortunate he was to have married such a beautiful woman. Even in jeans and a t-shirt, she looked stunning – granted, the t-shirt was small on her slender body, the jeans tight along her heart-shaped ass.

Kevin snuggled up against Karen's back, embracing her from behind. Her 5'6" frame was the perfect fit against him, and she cooed happily as he brushed her long red hair to the side and kissed her graceful white neck.

"What's gotten into you?" she giggled, turning around in his arms.

"Oh, nothing," he said, his smile nearly splitting his face in two. It infected his wife and soon, she too was smiling broadly, the mirth reflected in her large, green eyes. He brushed some more of the soft red hair from her eyes, tucking it gently over one of her elfin ears, and said, "I love you."

He brought his lips to hers, their tongues entwining together in passion – more passion than they'd shared with each other lately. When Kevin broke the kiss, Karen was out of breath and slightly flushed. "What has gotten into you?" she said again.

"Well, for one thing, I am married to the most beautiful, sexiest woman in the whole world!" She smirked at him, about to ask what else, but he spoke over her: "And I got a promotion today!"

"AHHH!!!" she screamed, hugging all the air out of him. "That's wonderful, honey!"

"Oh, baby, I love you so much! Now I can afford to buy you all the things that you've ever wanted. I can shower you with gifts like my queen deserves!"

"Oh, stop," she said, unable to stop smiling. "You're so silly."

"But first, we need to celebrate this promotion correctly."

"Wha—" she began as he scooped her up into his arms and began to walk her to the bedroom. "Honey, dinner..."

"Enough!" he commanded playfully. "We'll go out. But first..."

In the bedroom, he tossed her onto the queen mattress, then jumped on top of her. "I love your gentle touch," she said to him sarcastically.

He buried his head in her neck, menacing her with kisses. She giggled and laughed at first, hitting him lightly on the back to make him stop, but quickly, her laughter turned to sighs and gasps. She smelled fresh, her soft, slightly wavy hair smelled like berries. The sheets had just been washed, too, and the smell of the fabric softener mixed with the freshness of his wife.

"Mmmm... everything smells so clean!" Kevin said to his wife, pulling his lips from her neck at last.

"Wednesday. Laundry day," Karen said, pulling his face back down to her neck. "You started something. Now finish it, mister!"

Kevin laughed but did as he was told.

They moved with familiarity as they undressed one another. Karen had recently shaved, Kevin found as he pulled off her jeans and ran a hand up along the smooth contours of her long legs. She pulled her t-shirt over her head, leaving her in nothing but a white bra and panties. Kevin undressed, watching carefully as she popped the back clasp of her bra, freeing her beautiful breasts to his eyes. Karen wasn't chesty like his new boss, but her mounds were wonderfully proportioned to her slender and athletic body: pale like the rest of her, capped with two pink nipples and a light dusting of freckles.

Kevin dropped his head to those beautiful peaks, sucking in the quickly hardening nips. "Uhhh..." Karen gasped, closing her legs as she felt her pussy grow damp and excited. "God, that feels so good..." she sighed as he moved from one breast to the other.

Too soon, Kevin started his descent down to her honey pot. Kissing across her flat, toned stomach, he could already feel the heat radiating through her plain white panties. He licked once along the outside of her pussy, feeling the moist folds through the thin material. "Ohhhh!" his wife groaned. "Oh, Kev, yes!"

He pulled at the hem of her underwear, slowly drawing the last piece of clothing on his wife's body. He loved the flawlessness of her skin, the soft definition of her hipbone, the smooth roll of her hip as it was uncovered.

Pulling the panties the rest of the way off, he got a huge shock when his hungry eyes finally devoured her pussy: she'd done a little grooming down here! No, he corrected, not a little...

The normally thick, auburn bush was nearly completely gone, trimmed back and shaved away but for a little patch sitting right above her engorged clit. Karen giggled at his excitement, reaching down herself and brushed her fingers through the close-cropped stamp of fur. "You like it?" she asked innocently. "I thought you might. It's sooo sensitive." She giggled and ran her fingers down along the lips of her pussy, swollen and hairless. "And so soft. Feel for yourself."

Kevin reached his hand out, tracing the auburn pubic hair before slipping his fingers over her now smooth vagina. His wife sighed at the slight touch. Her bare lips were as soft as the inside of a baby's arm, or the spot behind a woman's ears. He ran his fingers along the folds of her vagina, then slid a finger into her wetness. "Ohhhh..." she gasped. She was incredibly aroused, he found, and had two fingers pushing in and out of her very quickly.

"Oh, Kevin! Yesss..."

He lowered his mouth to her slit, running his tongue up through what was left of her auburn bush before snaking back down, across her clit. "Ngh!" she gasped each time he made contact with her sensitive nub. "Ngh! UH!" Kevin sped up his ministrations, pumping her harder with his fingers as his tongue worked lightning over her clit.

Karen was in heaven. Her clit and pussy were on fire as her husband sucked and fingered away. Her shaven pussy was sending her to heights that she had never thought she could reach. She could feel everything that was happening. Her body was alive and everything felt good. Higher and higher she rose. She was close. She was so fucking close. "UH!! OH YESS!! KEV!!"

Kevin's fingers curled inside her slit, brushing across her g-spot. That's what did it. The opening of her cunt clamped down on her fingers. Kevin sucked her clit into his mouth as waves of ecstasy washed across her body. "NGHHH!!!"

Karen was an animal as she came on Kevin's face. She came harder than he could ever remember her cumming, her legs clamping around his head as her fingers ran wildly through his brown hair.

"Oh, Kevin..." she said at last, falling back on the bed limply. "Mmm... that was incredible."

Kevin ran his hand across her smooth pussy once again, stopping on the auburn patch. "I can't believe you did this," he said at last. "It's so sexy!"

She laughed. "I'm glad you like it, because I'm keeping it this way." She rolled over and kissed her husband on the lips.

"No complaints from me," Kevin said, delighted.

"Now, let's celebrate your promotion."

Chapter 4

The next day, Kevin began the process of moving into his new office. It was twice as big as his last one, down the hall and closer to Adrianna's. A note was taped to the door that morning, reading, "Please stop by my office around one. I have a few papers for you to sign to make your promotion official."

When Kevin walked over to his boss's office, however, Leah was out to lunch. He knocked politely on the double doors and got no answer, although it did swing open a little bit.

He peeked his head in. Empty, although he did hear the sound of a shower being shut off. Like all executives at DWW, Adrianna had a private bathroom and shower off her office, in case she was in a rush to a new meeting, or more unfortunately, had to work through the night.

"Hello?" he called out, entering the room. The door clicked shut behind him.

"Just one moment!" Adrianna's muffled Italian voice came from the bathroom.

A moment later, the door opened and his boss stepped out wearing nothing but a small, wet towel around her voluptuous body. Her dark hair was wet, the dampness causing it to grow wavy. The thin tan towel didn't do a very good job of covering her body, either. It was tucked between her large breasts, which stood up firm and round against her chest, and barely covered her full buttocks and the tops of her thighs. If she were to bend down, the towel wouldn't hide much.

The young supervisor couldn't take his eyes of the scantily clad Italian. He didn't know where to look. Her feet were barefoot, her toes painted maroon, just like her fingernails. His pulse quickened, his hands began to sweat. He gulped, clearing his voice and apologizing, "I'm sorry, I'll come back later."

"Don't be silly," she said, holding the towel across her breasts with one hand as she walked over to her desk. "This will only take a moment." She was completely unembarrassed by her state of undress. In fact, Kevin thought to himself, she seemed to be teasing him, sashaying her hips as she walked more than Kevin thought necessary.

"Here, take these papers, read them over, and sign them." She handed him a sheaf of documents. "You can take them with you and give them to Leah later."

Was it his imagination, or did her fingers linger on his hand as she gave him the papers?

"Oh, and Kevin, I am planning a trip to Atlanta this weekend. I am meeting a few business relations there. I want you to join me." She started back for the shower room. "Sorry for the short notice. I trust this is not a problem." It wasn't really a question. Fortunately, it wasn't really a problem.



"I'll have to speak with Karen, but it should be okay."

"Excellent!" she said, but there was little excitement in her voice. "Please shut the door on your way out."

Kevin gave the curvy European one last look, then left.

Chapter 5

"I'll miss you, I love you."

Karen and Kevin said their goodbyes at the airport, kissing one last time before he was swept through the security gate and into the terminal.

Adrianna was there and it was interesting to watch the meeting between the two women. They were so different, he thought. His boss was all class, sophistication, and style. He could never imagine her doing unglamorous things like watching Friends on TV, or vacuuming, or getting excited at a baseball game. Looking at his wife, it was easy for him to see her do all those things – not that she was any less attractive than the Italian. She was just more down-to-earth. She was the girl-next-door that any guy would feel comfortable around. She never intimidated others like Adrianna did, nor would she try, even if she could.

He was a little surprised that Adrianna wasn't wearing a stylish business suit that he was so used to seeing her wear. She had dressed down for the flight, choosing a pair of dark, skin tight designer jeans and an expensive looking sweater tank top that pronounced her phenomenal chest.

They talked about nothing substantial for the hour and a half long plane flight, but Adrianna still made Kevin feel uncomfortable. She would stare at him with those dark, intense eyes, as though she were reading his thoughts. And normally, his thoughts were centered around how attracted to her he was.

The meetings started practically as soon as they landed, and lasted late into the afternoon. When the last client had left, Adrianna turned to Kevin and said, "I'm famished. Would you like to grab dinner with me?"

They agreed to meet in the hotel lobby in forty-five minutes. "And Kevin... look nice."

Kevin was exhausted. Were it not for his groaning stomach, he probably would have passed on dinner and gone to bed. But it was only 7, after all. He called Karen and talked to her a few minutes before going to bed.

"Miss you," she said before they hung up.

"I miss you, too. I'll talk to you in the morning."

He showered, shaved – force of habit – and dressed in a pair of dark slacks and a white oxford, forgoing a tie. It was his own little rebellion, he thought to himself as he made his way to the elevators.

Adrianna was waiting for him, of course. And tonight, she was more stunning than he'd ever seen her. She wore a small, maroon cocktail dress that clung to her curves dangerously. It was low cut, held in place by thin, spaghetti straps that pulled her breasts up and out, offering a deep valley of cleavage. It was also short, displaying her shapely legs that were lengthened by the matching maroon heels she wore. She no longer looked like his professional, Italian boss. As they found a taxi, she looked like his date. Or he looked like hers.

"Will it always be this busy?" Kevin asked over dinner.

"What, like today?" She laughed, shaking her head. "Not busy like today. Not normally. But don't worry, I will keep you busy in other ways."

Kevin wasn't sure what she meant, so he just smiled and nodded. It wasn't good to upset the boss in the first week.

"So, what's your husband like?" Kevin asked, trying to change the subject.

"Roberto?" When she said his name, her eyes flickered away for a moment. It was the first time that Kevin had detected any kind of wistful, fawning quality in his new boss since they'd met. He saw love in her dark eyes, and finally thought, Now here is something I can relate to.

"Roberto and I have been married for nearly ten years." As she said it, her eyes were focused far away. "We met when I was visiting family in Southern Italy." She shook her head. "That was so long ago."

"You asked me once, so I think it's only fair, but are things still good?"

She looked at me slyly now, her predatory gaze returning. "Are you asking me about my love life, Mr. Carter?" Her eyes twinkled.

"N—no..." he stuttered and she laughed. "I—"

She waved her hand dismissively. "Things are good." She closed her eyes. "Things are wonderful." Her eye shadow was a light blue. She looked so exotic. So beautiful. When she opened them, she gave Kevin one of those thought-reading looks. "You want to know the secret to our marriage?"

Kevin gulped. He didn't think he did.

"We have an understanding with one another." Kevin felt his cheeks flush. An understanding? Was she talking about an open relationship?

"I see..." he nodded, trying to remain calm.

The Italian beauty placed a soft hand on his own and said, "I don't think you do. Not yet..."

Kevin withdrew his hand quickly, as though her hand was a hot iron, and shook his head. "I think this is inappropriate behavior, Mrs. Giuliani."

She raised her dark eyebrows in surprise. "Do you? Why? You want me. I can tell. A woman always knows. You have been looking at me all week. Even tonight, you have not been able to take your eyes off my breasts." It was true. But he thought he'd been more careful. How can any guy not look at such deep and beautiful cleavage.

"I'm sorry, I think I'm ready for the check." He raised his hand for the waiter.

She gave him a crooked smile but said nothing as they settled the bill. Kevin was nervous as they entered the elevator together. He hoped that someone else would share the ride with them, but the doors closed, leaving the two alone. The couple was quiet a moment, then Adrianna said softly, "You deny your feelings, Kevin. We're alone. Two consenting adults..."

He felt her hand brush along his arm, but kept looking forward, denying the stirring she was causing in his pants. "At least join me for a night cap."

Kevin sighed. He knew that he couldn't resist her. He nodded his consent, and the elevator doors lurched open.

She poured two glasses of Scotch and handed him one. As he watched the olive skinned goddess at the bar in her short dress, with those long legs and that long, shiny hair, he didn't know how he was going to be able to keep his integrity, but he resolved that he would share this glass with her, then excuse himself back to his own room.

Adrianna turned from the bar, and his eyes immediately flickered to the cleft between her breasts before he could stop himself. That dress was killing him. She strutted across the room, stepping close to him as she handed him the drink. A little too close.

His eyes shifted from her own dark eyes to her full, succulent lips. They were red and moist. They looked perfect for kissing. Or other things, he thought, blushing.

"Kevin," she said softly. Her teeth were so white. "I want you to look into my eyes, and tell me you don't want me."

He shifted his eyes back to hers, took a deep breath to steady himself, and said, "Adrianna. I don't want you."

A smile formed on the tips of those lips, and she batted her eye lashes at him. "Very good, but I just don't believe you." She ran a hand softly over his chest, down his body to cup his cock through his slacks. He was erect. He couldn't help it. He could feel the warmth of her body against him. Smell the body lotion she used to keep her skin so soft. She turned him on. She controlled him with her sexuality.

She began to rub his cock and whispered, "See. You're lying. Now I want you to kiss me."

He meant to shake his head. He meant to step back. He meant to tell her that she was behaving inappropriately for a boss. But when she tilted her head just slightly so, when her lips parted just enough, he couldn't stop himself. His mouth covered hers.

He felt her soft tongue prod at the entrance to his mouth, and his lips yielded. Her kiss was forceful, in control. Her tongue swirled and teased in his mouth, sliding along the backsides of his teeth and stroking his own tongue. And her hand never left his cock as it grew harder and harder through their heated kiss.

She broke the kiss, holding her head just out of reach of his lips. Her eyes studied his face, sharp and dark and passionate. Finding what she was looking for, she mashed her lips back down on his. Her hands shifted, began to unbutton his shirt. Frustrated by the slowness of the endeavor, she grasped the white oxford in both hands and pulled forcibly, popping the buttons as she ripped the shirt open.

"Nice chest," the Italian said as she caressed his upper body. Kevin had a slight tan from working shirtless in his small back yard, and his gym routine had developed his broad shoulders and chest to something that any woman could be happy with. She sloppily kissed him one more time, briefly, before nibbling and biting down to his nipples, taking each and swirling it with her talented tongue.

Her hands, meanwhile, were working his belt open. "Okay, Kevin. I'm going to give you the best blowjob you have ever experienced in your young life. I want you to get on the bed and take off your pants. The only man I kneel for is my husband."

At the mention of Adrianna's husband, Karen flashed through Kevin's mind. Beautiful, redheaded Karen, who was always so kind and loving and caring. She had never been this forceful, this commanding, in bed. It had always been Kevin who took control. As he looked at the exotic beauty before him, whose dark hair was a little mussed and whose eyes flashed with danger and impatience, his heart fluttered. So different than his wife. So much more exciting, part of him whispered.

He got on the bed, pulling off his slacks as he went and freeing his straining erection. He was very proud of his eight-and-a-half inches, as well as the thickness of his girth. What few lovers he'd had before Karen were always impressed with his manhood.

"Mmm..." Adrianna hummed as she watched Kevin disrobe. He was bigger than she'd thought. She was looking forward to this. She'd been looking forward to this ever since she'd laid eyes on the handsome man.

The sensations that Adrianna was able to produce with her mouth were indescribable. He watched as she slurped up and down along his shaft, her full lips carefully shielding her teeth from his sensitive skin. Her cheeks caved as she sucked, making her high cheekbones even more pronounced, and her tongue stroked and swirled in ways that caused him to shudder. But despite the heat and wetness of her mouth, he wasn't able to cum. She kept him on the very edge of release, varying the speed and pressure of her talented mouth and keeping his orgasm tightly within her control.

Her hands did not remain idle, either. Her right hand firmly gripped the base of his cock, pumping in unison with her slick mouth, as her left hand played gently with his balls. She pulled her mouth away from his erection – maintaining that desperate edge with her two hands – and said, "Kevin, do you want to cum in my mouth?"

Kevin nodded his head desperately. Even now, all he could think about what the pleasure she was bringing him with her hands. It was like she'd tapped into his pleasure cortex and knew exactly what to do to drive him crazy.

She smiled coyly and shook her head. "I'm afraid I could not hear you. What was your answer?"

"Yes," he whispered. She squeezed his balls quickly, giving his cock one quick jerk that nearly sent him over the edge.

"Yes what?" she asked, enjoying torturing her younger employer. "I want to hear it, Kevin. I want to hear you beg for it."

"I... I want to cum in your mouth. Please... let me cum in your mouth."

"Hmm..." she said in faux thought, "I'm not sure I'm that kind of woman. I mean, I wouldn't want you to think I'm some kind of slut..."

Kevin shook his head in earnest, his breath coming raggedly at her slow jerk. "No, I wouldn't think of you as a slut. Just... please..."

She smiled at him, rubbing her own saliva into the soft skin of his hard on, and said, "Okay then. If this is what you really want..."

She was lowering her mouth back to his erection before he could nod his head. "Uhhh..." he groaned as she encompassed the head of his cock in her warm and wet depths. He closed his eyes, the world disappearing but for the wet swirl of Adrianna's tongue, and the pressure of her hands and mouth.

He felt his balls tighten and his breath caught. Adrianna continued pumping him, harder and faster as his seed raced through his body and up his cock. His hands brushed through the dark locks of her hair, pulling her down onto him as his orgasm raced up and out, filling the warmth of her mouth. "OH! OHHHH!!" he groaned, louder than he'd ever moaned during orgasm.

She hadn't lied, that was the best blowjob he'd ever experienced, and one of the most satisfying climaxes of his life. At last, she pulled off him and licked her lips clean. It was strange, seeing another woman other than Karen between his legs. He loved his wife – thought she was the center of his world – but at that moment, her beauty paled in stark contrast to olive-skinned goddess before him.

Adrianna slid up next to him, making sure to run her hands along his nude body. "You have very nice shoulders," she commented, kissing him lightly along the muscles of his arm. "And a nice chest. And a nice collar bone." She kissed him in each place as she said them, light, butterfly kisses. "Nice, strong jaw. Wonderful nose. Sexy eyes. And lips..." Once again, their mouths met and fought. She was a little bit more gentle with him, coaxing his tongue into her mouth, then fighting it back into his.

"But best of all," she said, breaking the kiss, "is this beautiful cock of yours." Her hand slid down, through his pubic hair and to the base of his hardening member. "And you are going to fuck me with it." She kissed him quickly. "You are going to fuck me with it until you fill my aching pussy with your pleasure." One last kiss and she was sitting up on her knees, reaching behind her to unzip her tight, maroon dress.

Again, there was a flash of doubt and the image of his wife. That doubt disappeared as Adrianna pulled the dress down her body, unleashing the perfection of her olive-skinned swells. They were firm and round, her body seemingly a sculpture turned flesh. She tucked her thumbs under the rest of the dress, pushing it off her round hips and down her legs, leaving her in nothing but a small, black thong. The panties were so small and high cut that she must have little to no pubic hair, Kevin thought with a blush. That blush deepened when he realized he'd soon be finding out.

"I want you to take off my panties, Kevin. I am going to spread my legs for you, but I am going to let you do the fucking." Her accent made her dirty words seem romantic.

She leaned back on her arms, spreading her legs open for him. She had been teasing him so much all evening that he decided to tease her back. He lowered his mouth to her brown areolas, swirling the hard silver-dollars in his mouth and drew quick, heated gasps from this sexy woman. He grinded his once-again hard cock onto her panty-clad pussy, feeling the heat radiate through the thin material. She moaned, feeling the contact against her burning loins.

He kissed into the valley between her breasts. Her skin was impossibly soft, her breasts like pillows on either side of his face. He cupped them, squeezing them in either hand, using his thumbs to tweak her hard nipples as he made his wet descent down her body.

He played with her pussy through her panties, feeling her dampness through the thong. "Uh—ohh..." she moaned, her breath coming up short. "P—please—uh!"

It was all he wanted to hear. He pulled the tiny thong away, down her legs quickly, revealing the engorged lips of a pussy, whose beauty complimented the perfection of the rest of her body. She was smooth and hairless but for a narrow, inverted triangle of dark hair, the tip of which rested just above her swollen clit as though to say, "Suck here."

The pink folds of her inner lips were peeking out like a blossoming flower, her whole slit glistening with her leaking juices. He ran his tongue along the baby soft folds, enjoying the tangy taste of this beauty. She sucked in a ragged breath and closed her eyes, letting this man please her.

Kevin was good at what he was doing to her, but not good enough to replace the feeling of his hard cock sliding into her. At last, she grabbed his head and guided him up along her body. "I love what you're doing to me, but now it's time for you to fuck me."

Her fingers were already around his erection, positioning the cock at the moist opening of her bald lips. Their heads rested against one another, their breathing coming short and hard. "Kiss me," she hissed. "Kiss me as you push into me for the first time."

She gripped him behind the neck, pulling him down with her as she lay back on the bed. She brought his lips to hers as she felt him push forward with his hips, his large cock head penetrating the slippery folds.

She broke the kiss, moaning into his mouth. God that felt so good. There was absolutely no better feeling than a new cock as it drilled down into the depths of her womanhood. "Harder, baby. I have been waiting too long for this! Harder!"

He slid the rest of the way into her pussy, the base of his cock brushing against the hairless opening that stretched to accommodate him. She was a snug fit, tighter than his wife. Better than his wife?

The redhead disappeared from his thoughts once again as he retracted his cock nearly all the way, then pushed in again, harder this time. Their sweaty flesh beat together with a slap, and Adrianna wrapped her tanned legs around his back, locking her ankles together as this man, her new employee, satisfied her most primal lust.

The two raced along, faster and faster. The hotel room was filled with their moans and groans, the wet slapping of their copulation. Kevin forced his eyes open, watching as he pistoned in and out of his first woman – besides his wife – in over nine years. The warm, yellow light of the bedside lamp reflected the satin-like sheen of the woman before him, her body glistening with unworldly perfection. Her curves were soft, her breasts bounced lightly with each forward thrust. Her head was thrown back, baring her long neck that shimmered, just as the rest of her body. As the two coupled, Kevin realized that Adrianna was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen.

Their climax came strong and simultaneous, the warmth and intensity of each others' orgasms sending their pleasure soaring higher and higher. His cum filled the velvet walls of her womanhood and her world shattered. She clawed at his back, pulling her down against him as they came. Her nipples were like little pebbles, scrapping against his chest as her finger nails bit deep into his back.

At last, he collapsed, the adrenaline of the moment no longer able to sustain him. He kept his softening member buried within her, but rested against her soft body.

She stroked his hair, inhaling deeply to catch his breath. He rolled off of her with a collective groan, and she reached into the nightstand to pull out a small cigarette. She offered him one, which he refused, and lit up. Neither spoke, still basking in the glow of their mutual pleasure.

It was in those next few minutes that the guilt began to pour in. Oh my God, what had he done? He had never been unfaithful to his wife. Never thought he would be. He prided himself on his loyalty. His fidelity. He no longer had that. How would he face her? How would he be able to live with himself? Would she forgive him?

"What's wrong?" the Italian minx asked, exhaling and then kissing him on the side of the neck. "You're not thinking about your little wife, are you?"

He nodded, shutting his eyes. Even now, even with all that guilt, he couldn't help but grow excited by the soft touch of this other woman. By her lilting accent.



"You need to get past the guilt," she said softly. Her tone was sympathetic, yet the command was still there. He wanted to follow it. He wanted to let it go. But he couldn't. "She'll never need to know. It felt good, didn't it? I made you feel good, yes?" He nodded. He couldn't deny that. "How can something so good be bad?" she continued, rubbing his chest.

She took another puff off her cigarette, looking away as she exhaled. This wasn't working, so she decided to change tactics. "How can you be so certain that your wife has always been faithful to you?"

"W—what do you mean?"

"Well, how do you know she's not seeing someone else? Do you know where she is right now?"

"Yes. She's at home. Probably getting ready for bed. By herself." His words were confident, but she detected the seed of doubt buried underneath them. That was all she needed.

"You said yourself that you were having problems. Seven years is a long time to be married. I'm not saying that she is cheating, but..." She shrugged.

"Look, I'll prove it to you," he said. "I'll call her right now."

"Go ahead. I'm not suggesting she's out with someone right now. I'm just giving you the situation." Deep down, though, she held her breath. It wasn't entirely impossible that Karen, the good wife, was having an affair. Whether she picked up now or not, though, didn't matter too much. The doubt was there now.

Kevin got up, thinking for a moment that he should cover himself up. He looked at the brunette, who was laying there, one leg over the other, unashamed, and thought it a sign of weakness if he were to grab a towel.

He dialed his house and waited for his wife to answer. One ring. He'd prove to Adrianna that what she was saying was preposterous. Two rings. Karen was probably getting ready for bed. Or in bed. Maybe she'd turned in early? Three rings. Maybe she was asleep and didn't hear the phone... But the redhead was a light sleeper, and the phone was right next to the bed. Four rings. Kevin felt his face begin to flush and his heart beat faster. A wave of anxiety assaulted his stomach. Why wasn't she answering? The answering machine clicked on. He looked wildly around, his eyes locking onto Adrianna's dark eyes. They danced with amusement, and for one quick moment, he considered lying to her – pretending to talk to his wife. But his sharp-witted boss would know the fabrication right away.

He put the phone down gently. His body felt numb. "I'll... I'll try her cell phone. I'm sure she just went out with some friends." She nodded, her face neutral.

He picked up the phone again, dialing his wife's cell phone number. She picked up on the third ring. "Hello?" came her sweet voice. She sounded tired, her voice distant and breathy.

"Karen..." he began.

"Oh, hello, Kevin. What time is it?"

"Um... I think it's around 11? I'm not certain."

"Must have dozed off. I... thought you were going to call tomorrow morning."

That was a little suspicious. "I was just thinking about you, and wanted to tell you I love you and good night."

"That's so sweet," she said, sighing. Was she talking funny? Or was she just tired? "I love you, too. Thanks for calling..."

"No problem." There was something about this that was bothering him. "Hey, Karen? Are you at home?"

"Yes. Why do you ask?" Did she hesitate before answering?

"Well, I called there first, that's all."

"Oh, I'm sorry, honey. I must have missed it. I fell asleep in the living room." Ah, that explains it. Still... "Listen, I better get going. Thanks for waking me up. Can't get real quality sleep on the sofa."

"No problem. I love you. Talk to you tomorrow."

She laughed. "Good night, honey."

Not exactly the reassuring conversation that Kevin was looking for. He sat down on the bed, looking around. The reality of where he was returned to him. There he was, naked on the bed, next to the nude form of his beautiful lover.

"See?" he said. "Told you she was sleeping." There was absolutely no confidence in his statement. He felt bile rise in his throat. Tears began to blur his vision. He felt overwhelmed.

"There, there," came a soft, Italian voice. He felt gentle arms surround him, cradle him. Comfort him. "You are thinking too much, my dear. What's done is done. Nothing can be changed that's in the past, so why worry about it?"

He felt her full lips kiss his neck, his jaw. She felt so good. Her nakedness felt so good against his own. His cock stirred, began to swell. "I want you to put everything out of your head, and concentrate on one thing..." He felt warm fingers encircle his semi-flaccid cock. "My body is yours. I'm offering myself to you, Kevin. Take me. Take me all night long."

He drew a deep breath. His body was responding quickly to her touch. He turned to face her, their eyes locking together. So beautiful. So desirable. At last, he listened to his voice, pushing all his worries away. He gave in to the moment. He gave in to his desire. He slid his hand up her body, feeling the ripples of her ribcage give way to the softness of her full breasts.


Business & Pleasure Pt. 02
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Part II: The Hammond Account

The lines between business and pleasure continue to blur.

Chapter 1

Leah knew something was going on between Mrs. Giuliani and Mr. Carter. Three weeks had passed since the restructuring process, and in that time, the two had taken a few too many long "lunch meetings," and at least three times a week, the new Italian boss had called Kevin in for an "emergency planning meeting," asking Leah to hold her calls.

Leah might have been blonde, but she certainly wasn't stupid. The idea that the two of them were carrying on an affair in the office didn't sit well with the 24-year-old. She had known Kevin for several years now, ever since she started here, and had always liked him. He possessed all the upstanding qualities that she found attractive and appealing in a man: he was genuine, kind, hard-working, and loving. If he wasn't married, she would have pursued him herself.

It didn't help matters that she knew Kevin's pretty wife. They weren't good friends, but they worked out at the same gym, and Leah had eaten dinner at the Carters on more than one occasion. When Mrs. Giuliani first started working here, Leah had let it slip that she knew Karen. The stunning Italian hadn't said anything at the time, but it was one of the first things to come up after the fateful business trip to Atlanta.

"You said that you knew Mrs. Carter?" the Italian asked, off-handedly.

"Yes, a little. She works out at my gym. We bump into each other from time to time."

The olive-skinned woman nodded. "Interesting. What kind of woman is she?"

"Karen? She's a very friendly woman. Pretty, too. She always greets me with a smile, and I always feel very comfortable around her." She doesn't intimidate me like you do, the blonde almost added, biting her tongue.

"I see..." Adrianna said, lost in thought. How could she phrase this without sounding suspicious? "I've been talking to Kevin and... I'm a little concerned about his home life. How do I say this?" she hesitated, playing off the language barrier that didn't really exist. "Has Karen been hanging around with anyone more than normal at the gym? Another man, perhaps?" She had to see if her suspicions – the same ones she planted in Kevin's head over the weekend – were founded.

Leah thought a moment, then shook her head. "No, no more than usual." This was the first time that Leah began to suspect something more than a business relationship between the Kevin and her boss, and because at the time it seemed ludicrous, she took the question at face value. "Actually, she's begun to work with a new personal trainer more often. Guy named... Joe. Younger guy. Very fit."

Adrianna nodded.

"Why? Do you think Karen's having an affair? That's pretty crazy. I've seen Kevin and her together. If you saw them, you'd know how impossible that would be."

Still in thought, the brunette nodded, then shook her head, smiling. "Yes. You are probably right. Forget I asked."

Two weeks later, Leah thought back to that conversation and wondered if maybe her shrewd boss was up to something. She always liked to think the best of people, but she couldn't trust this woman.

Chapter 2

This has to stop, Kevin thought once again as he entered Adrianna's office, locking the door. This affair had gone on long enough, he reasoned, and it was tearing his life apart. Not only did he dread coming to work, but he dreaded going home. And because of all the doubt swimming around in his head, he couldn't even find comfort in Karen's arms, too busy was he wondering if she was taking her own comfort in another.

Adrianna was in the shower room when he came in, dumping himself in the couch against the wall. It had been two weeks since the weekend in Atlanta. At first, Kevin tried to fool himself into thinking that what happened there was a one-time thing. The two were far from home, away from their own lovers, and sought comfort in one another's arms. It was a thing of passion. That was all.

But Monday morning, Adrianna had called Kevin in for an "emergency meeting," which turned into an hour long romp on her wide desk. Kevin couldn't help himself. Adrianna was like a wet dream come to life. No man could resist her.

He returned home to Karen, exhausted both mentally and physically. When she wanted to fool around, he gave her the "I'm too tired tonight," line and wandered to bed. The next night was the same. After that, she hadn't asked again.

But now, things had to stop. Fucking Adrianna was some of the best sex he'd ever had in his life, and possibly ever would have, but morality was finally catching up with him.

He heard the door open and close and looked up. Adrianna stood before him in the door frame, posing.

Adrianna was leaning casually against the doorframe. She held one hand behind the long, dark waves of her hair, resting on her elbow. The other hand sat on her cocked hip, emphasizing her already luxurious curves. She was nude save for buff silk stockings held up by a rich-looking cream garter belt, matching high heels, and a golden pendant necklace that dangled just above her full breasts. Kevin's eyes wandered her body, his resolve shattering at the presence of her deep and flawless complexion and the dark satin sheen of her exposed skin. They traced up the long lengths of her shapely legs, her fit thighs, her pronounced hips. Her entire body was the color of creamy mocha: from her soft, flat stomach to the prominent globes of her breasts to the shaven skin around her stylized bush. In Kevin's mind, she was perfection incarnate.

How could he refuse this living goddess?

"I... I..." he stuttered as she began to saunter her way across the room, her breasts bouncing just enough to cause Kevin to gulp, feeling how dry his throat was.

She raised an eyebrow at him, amused that he was trying to resist the charms that he had succumbed to day after day.

"Adrianna, I think we need to break this... I don't think that I can do this..." She kept coming on, never slowing. Her dark eyes glittered. A smile sat perched on the edges of her full lips. "Please, Adrianna..."

She was upon him then, straddling him lap and brushing his soft brown bangs. Her plush breasts, crowned with tight nipples, begged for his mouth to encircle them. Looking at them, he could practically feel the bumps of her light brown areola as his tongue traced the hardening bud. He licked his lips unconsciously, but kept his mouth away from Adrianna's warm flesh.

She kissed his forehead and whispered, "Please what, my dear Kevin?"

That accent was intoxicating. Those lips burned and his blood boiled. He was hard. His body had no chance against this luscious vixen, but perhaps his mind and his conscience did.

"Adrianna, I can't continue our affair. Not any longer. It's tearing me apart. It's tearing my marriage apart. Please... please let me go..."

She caressed his face with her long, slender fingers. His heart fluttered. He dared to look up into those beautiful, dark eyes. He felt exposed, as though his thoughts were laid bare before her gaze. Then, she shook her head. For a moment, a crack appeared in her intelligent eyes and he saw something he never expected to see from her: longing, sadness maybe. Love? It was gone as quickly as it came and Kevin thought that maybe he was just imagining it.

"I cannot let you go, Kevin," she said in her soft lilt. "I am having too much fun."

"You can't... you can't make me stay," he said, not really believing his own words.

She raised a thin, manicured eyebrow. "Oh, no?" Kevin blushed. She saw right through his weak defiance. "If I wanted to, I could go to your beautiful wife and tell her all about how you seduced me to get your promotion," she through out, batting her long lashes innocently. "But I know I don't need to do that." Her thumb traced across his bottom lip. "Why do you fight your desires, Kevin? Do I not make you feel good? Do you not find me beautiful?" The questions were rhetorical. "I know that you are feeling guilty for what we are sharing, but you must know that I would never make you do something that you did not truly want to do." As she spoke, she drew her full, moist lips closer and closer his. "I want you, Kevin. But if you want to go, then go."

Yet she didn't pull her lips away from his. He could feel their heat on his own lips and he knew that he was sunk.

Their lips came together, tongues seeking each other out. Their saliva mixed with the taste of her lipstick as mouths groped. His hands slid along his naked body, thumbs cupping the undersides of her soft breasts. The kiss broke and they stared at one another with passion clouded eyes. She smiled down at him, her eyes once again letting go an elated flash of something more.

Kissing him one last time, she slithered down his body, until she was on her knees, between his legs. He looked down at her as she unbuckled his pants, his heart thrumming in his ears. He seemed to recall her telling him that she only got on her knees for her husband. That memory was washed away as he felt her expert mouth engulf his erection. After that, it took all his strength to keep from cumming immediately.

***

Leah sat at her desk, tapping her pen out of boredom. Kevin had gone in there a half hour ago, marching in and shutting the door with a resolved purpose. At last, she thought, he was going to break it off with Mrs. Giuliani. At last, he was going to get out from under her spell.

Yet why would that take a half hour?

The blonde received a call from the Hammonds representative, one of the growing department stores in the area. She hadn't gotten any order to hold Mrs. Giuliani's calls – although she had a pretty good idea what was going on behind those locked double doors – so she asked the man to hold and hit the intercom button.

"Uhhh... ohhh... oh—yes!" The silence of the director's reception area was broken by the sounds of passion. Leah's ears burned, but rather than letting the intercom button go, she reached over and turned the volume down. Her hands were shaking.

She leaned down, putting her ear close to the speaker, and listened to the two moan and gasp. "Uh! Uh! Uh!" she heard her boss pant, imagining the well muscled Kevin pushing into the Italian from behind, his quieter grunts synchronizing with her own.

Leah crossed her legs tighter as she felt her pussy water. Suddenly, she remembered the Hammonds executive, switching back. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Giuliani is out to lunch at the moment. Could I take a message?" She was slightly out of breath, she realized, and as she took the message down, all she could think about was getting rid of this guy so she could go back to eavesdropping into her boss's office.

At last, she was able to hit the intercom button one more time as was greeted by the gasps of the still fucking couple. "Yes! Oh, Kevin, yes! There! Uh! Oh! Uhhhh!"

Leah closed her eyes, rubbing her thighs together. It sounded like Kevin was really giving it to her and the blonde shuddered, imagining for just one moment that it was her in there, not the Italian beauty. She imagined Kevin's strong hands gripping her hips, holding her down on the side of that expansive desk as his hard cock slid into wet sheath of her shaven pussy.

She couldn't help herself. She switched hands, holding the intercom button with her left as she slid her right down along the outside of her pants, pushing on her moist mound. She sighed, continuing to imagine herself in the room. It had been so long since she'd gotten laid – it had been nearly a month since her purely sex based relationship with Jerry ended and her fingers were beginning to feel insufficient. The knowledge of Adrianna and Kevin's secret tryst only fueled the fire in her loins.

The pressure outside her trousers not being enough, Leah slipped her fingers down the front of her pants and underneath her lacy thong. She brushed her fingers along the baby smooth skin that surrounded her puffy lips, fingernails raking through the miniscule patch of blonde pubes she kept just above her clit – the area no larger than a fingernail – before pushing down into her wet folds.

"Uhhhh, Kevin! You feel woooonderful!" Adrianna's passion-filled voice echoed Leah's own thoughts. The blonde pushed two fingers into herself, using her thumb to rub her hard clit. She bit her lower lip to keep herself quiet, afraid that they might hear her self-love through the tinny speakers of the intercom. "Uh! Yes! Yes! OH! GOD, KEV—OH!" Leah's bliss rose as Adrianna's voice did, each woman seeking ultimate release.

"THERE! YES! OH!! THERE! THERE THERE THERE!!!" Adrianna screamed, her ecstatic moan distorting through the microphone. Leah rocked back in her chair, plunging her fingers home as her own orgasm washed over her. Her left hand fell from the intercom button, sliding down into her panties with lightning speed as she came hard. The room, once again, was bathed in silence as the intercom cut off, leaving only Leah's trembling, muffled cry to fill the ambiance.

Chapter 3

"Kevin, I'd like you to free up your Thursday night. You and I have avery important business dinner to attend."

Whenever Kevin heard Adrianna's voice on the other end of the line, his heart skipped a beat. He was never sure if she was calling him for a quick fuck on her desk, or about something business related. With the dark complexioned boss, she could switch between the two at the drop of a hat.

"I suppose I could swing that. I'll have to call Karen..."

There was an almost imperceptible pause, then, "Of course. And tell her you'll be out late. I'm not sure what Mr. and Mrs. Hammond have in mind for tonight."

The slight innuendo there was drowned out by the revelation of who the meeting would be with. "Are you talking about the Mr. and Mrs. Hammond of Hammond Enterprises?!" He knew that Adrianna had been working on something with the retail and department store giant, but he hadn't realized she'd managed to swing a personal meeting with the founder and CEO!

He sighed, listening to her soft laughter over the phone. "The same. And Kevin, I want you to dress extra nice for Thursday evening's dinner. These folks are used to high class dining, so think expensive when you pick your wardrobe."

Kevin detected a little bit of disappointment in Karen's voice when he told her that he would be home late – yet again. He couldn't help but feel guilty as only some of these nights had been spent in legitimate meetings, rather than the arms of Adrianna. Yet she nodded her head and said she understood. "I'm sorry that this new position has been sapping up all my time."

She waved her hand as though brushing his apology to the side. "Kevin, honestly! I love you, and I knew that when you took this job, I'd have to start sharing you and your time." Kevin's ears burned. If she only knew. "It's okay, really. I have you on the weekends. It makes our time together... more special." Except that recently, they hadn't been sharing the kind of time that she was talking about. It was the thought that counted, he supposed.

Kevin took out his most expensive suit: a black Armani jacket that he saved for weddings, interviews, baby Christenings, and funerals. Now, he hoped it would land him a multi-million dollar contract.

Adrianna didn't call him into her office that day except to have a legitimate business meeting with him. They discussed the specifics of the meeting tonight, and what points they should emphasize. Watching the dark Italian go over their business plan only increased Kevin's admiration of her. Not only was she beautiful and alluring, but alarmingly intelligent with a very shrewd business sense. She hadn't risen through the ranks on her looks alone.

Whenever she talked business, she wore her wire rimmed glasses and sat behind her meticulously organized desk. Now, she took off those glasses, folding them together and placing them softly in front of her.

"Kevin," she began, a tiny amount of apprehension mingling in her normally confident voice. "I know that I told you once that I would never ask you to do something that you didn't want to..."

Kevin shifted uncomfortably in his chair, keeping his eyes on hers. "Yes," he said, nodding.

"Well tonight..." she stopped, her eyes shifting off his, looking off to the side in thought. "Tonight, things may take a certain course between Mr. Hammond and myself." When her eyes returned to his, they dared him to challenge her morals on what she was suggesting. Kevin kept his expression blank. "If it does, then I am prepared to follow this course, wherever it may lead."

Kevin nodded. Of course, this was her choice. Still, why did he feel slightly jealous?

"I don't want to ask you to do anything you don't want to do, but there is the issue of Mrs. Hammond."

"You'd like me to keep her preoccupied as you go off and show her husband precisely why he should sign up with DWW," Kevin stated flatly.

Her cheeks flushed dark. "I'm not worried about her, Kevin. I've done some research into this couple, and while theyare married, they indulge in some pretty non-monogamous activities." She took a deep breath. "But I also wouldn't want to bore Hammond's young wife, either." Young? "She's beautiful, Kevin," the Italian continued as though reading his mind. Kevin hesitated and added, "Just don't leave... entertainment out of the options. That's all I'm asking."

"And if I don't cooperate, you go to Karen?" he said bitterly.

Adrianna looked hurt, shaking her head quickly. "No, no, Kevin. I'm not trying to coerce you into doing anything here. I'm merely laying out the realities of this meeting and the way these things sometimes work. I don't want to turn you into my male prostitute." She laughed at the idea, although Kevin still detected a note of trepidation beneath her mirth.

"I understand, Adrianna." Kevin stood up, ending the meeting himself. "I'll see you tonight." He was just a touch colder than he meant to be, but he felt that someone needed to put his boss in line.

***

Adrianna and Kevin were driven to the Metropolitan in a black Cadillac DeVille, sent by Hammond Enterprises. They drove in silence, both of their stomachs twisting in knots. Adrianna looked at her new assistant director. Kevin looked absolutely gorgeous for the evening. The suit emphasized his broad shoulders and handsome face, as well as his distinguished air.

She had really chosen a wonderful young man to work under her, and the more she worked with him, the more she realized that her admiration sprung from more than just her libido.

She hated the fact that she had to use him the way she did tonight, but this contract was more than their relationship. It could mean not only her future at DWW, but the future of the company itself. Landing this deal would put them in a new league among marketing firms. They'd be batting in the Bigs, as the American term went, and it would be all thanks to her.

Well, her and Kevin. She could not do this alone.

Adrianna had changed out of her business suit, opting for something much more flirty for the evening meeting. Dawning a pair of loose, silk pants in her favorite color, cream, and a very expensive and equally elegant halter. Like her pants, it was made of a rich, cream-colored silk, draped over her large breasts and secured behind her neck and again behind her back with nearly invisible threads. If anyone were to catch a glimpse of her from behind, it would appear that she was topless until closer examination. The effect was priceless. While the cowl neck hid her deep cleavage, the chic halter left a tantalizing amount of the side of her breasts bare.



She had her long dark hair curled and gathered behind her, falling in shiny locks down the back of her neck and around her oval face. Tall heeled sandals, all straps, and elegant golden earrings and she was ready to tease Mr. Hammond all night long.

Kevin couldn't shake the uncomfortable feeling of butterflies in his stomach. He knew just how important his decisions were this night, and knew that perhaps sometimes, business had to spill over into pleasure. He'd been all too aware of this reality in the last two weeks, but for some reason, this seemed different.

They arrived at the gold and crystal-gilted restaurant at the same time as their dinner companions. Mr. Carleton Hammond was a pleasant looking man in his fifties. While his trimmed beard was gray, his hair was still black but for the wings around his temple. He had a noble nose and a pair of dark eyes that seemed more shrewd and all-perceiving than even Adrianna's.

But it was his wife, the lovely Veronica Hammond that really caught Kevin's eye. Dressed in the traditional – yet always sexy – "little black dress," Veronica appeared quite a bit younger than Carleton, maybe about 30. He would have guessed younger, but there was a maturity that hovered about her eyes that made him second guess himself. She had light, golden brown hair that flowed about her shoulders, streaked with highlights in a very careful and precise way that implied hours spent at a very expensive salon. Her eyes were a warm shade of brown, large and beautiful, filled with intelligence and a flash of adventure. Her skin was evenly tanned with a sprinkling of freckles across the bridge of her nose and the peaks of her high cheekbones.

In short, she was beautiful, but in a very different way than Adrianna or his wife. Adrianna had natural beauty. Karen had a beauty that was enhanced ten-fold by her warm personality. When he looked at Veronica, he thought of California and beach bunnies, salons and tanning beds. She was still very attractive – very desirable – just in a very different way.

Dinner was filled with many pleasantries before they broke down to business talk. Kevin and Adrianna were both a little surprised that Veronica took an active role in their discussion, both writing her off as merely a trophy wife for a rich husband. Now they were forced to re-evaluate her: Adrianna seeing her as a potential adversary, Kevin seeing her with more respect.

Kevin watched his boss flirt with Carleton with a tinge of jealousy. She'd put her hand on his arm to emphasize a point, or hold his eyes for a moment too long. She'd laugh at his jokes, touch her neck slightly with her hand. He was angry at himself for feeling jealous at all. To keep his mind off of it, he concentrated on flirting with Veronica, realizing too late that this was a sign of his acceptance to the inevitable outcome of the night.

"This has been a very pleasant evening," Carleton said, placing his empty glass of wine down on the table and sitting back. "Shame we've spent most of it talking shop!" He smiled broadly, reaching for his napkin and patting his lips. "Could Veronica and I interest you in a nightcap back at our estates?"

He was already standing, our answers irrelevant. Adrianna offered her hand to his and she said, "How could we refuse?"

Outside, the two black Cadillacs waited. "Honey, why don't you ride with Kevin? Adrianna, care to join me?" He offered his arm to her.

Kevin gulped, sliding into the leather interior of the luxury car. Veronica ducked into the car after him, bending forward to give him a long and deep look down the front of her tight black dress. Her breasts were large and ripe and he could make out the diving cups of her lacy black bra.

He tried looking away before she caught him looking, but it was too late. "See something you like?" she asked, sliding into the middle seat so that she could sit right up against him.

Kevin steadied his heart. Already, thoughts of Adrianna and even his wife were fading away. "Yeah," he replied, a smile forming on his lips. "Two things, actually."

She raised her eyebrows, taking mock offense. "Oh, really? You do realize that I am a married woman." Her eyes glittered with mischief.

"I'm very sorry, my lady," Kevin replied. "I did not mean to offend."

She turned into him, running her finger along his collar. "That's a shame," she said, her full lips pouting. "I was hoping that tonight would be full of... offenses." Her fingers ran down his chest, following the line between his pecks and the ripples of his abs, down until they rested on his semi-excited manhood.

Kevin met her warm brown eyes with his own, strong and steady. He wasn't going to show this woman how she was getting to him. He was going to remain in control. "Find something you like?" he asked. Now it was his turn to play games.

She smiled back at him, keeping her eyes on his. She felt for his fly, the tell-tale zip of his pants mingling with the quiet hum of the engine. "No," she said, fishing his quickly hardening cock from his black slacks. "I found dessert."

Kevin wasn't prepared for things to progress this far, this fast. Now, all he could do was sit back into the plush leather seat of the car and close his eyes as he was serviced by one of the richest women he'd ever met. The blonde's technique was fantastic, very different than either his wife's or Adrianna's, but very effective. She was less of a tease than the Italian, vigorously pumping her head up and down the full length of his manhood.

Kevin felt the head of his cock pass effortlessly into the blonde's throat before sliding back out. Her long strokes sped faster and faster up and down his eight-and-a-half inches, deep throating it on each pass. He raced faster and faster to the edge of his control. His balls boiled, still hidden inside his pants. He was very aware of Veronica's warm hand gripping his thigh for balance. He ran his own hands through her silky golden hair as it bounced along his girth.

He came into Veronica's slick mouth, his eyes shut tight, crow's feet forming at the edges of his eyes. He gritted his teeth, letting the ecstasy of the moment pass over him. He felt Veronica's mouth withdraw from his softening member, but still he kept his eyes closed, catching his breath.

When he opened them, Veronica was watching him with amusement. She had produced a handkerchief from her purse and was dabbing her lips with it in a very lady-like fashion. Kevin had to laugh, and the blonde laughed right along with him.

He looked around, realizing that the car wasn't moving and the driver had left. They were sitting in the driveway of what looked to be a very large house, spotlights illuminating the red brick and white columns in the night.

"Are you ready?" she asked, reaching for the door. Kevin hurriedly zipped himself back up and followed her bubbly rear out of the car.

The house was impressive, to say the least. Vaulted ceiling. Gilted furniture. The Hammonds lived like French royalty in the 18th Century. They were alone in the grand hall, which didn't seem to surprise Veronica at all. "Carleton must be showing your boss around. Would you like a tour as well?"

Kevin could only nod. He was on her turf now. He was her guest and he did not want to insult her in any way. "Wonderful," she said musically. "Let's start with the gardens. I always love the gardens at night."

As the two wandered out through the rear foyer, Kevin couldn't help but wonder exactly where Adrianna was. The thoughts that came to mind caused him to both blush and grow a little jealous. He was confused until Veronica caught his hand in hers and led him out into the expansive gardens.

"I love to walk here at night," she explained when the mansion's yellow lights no longer illuminated their bodies. Dim lights spotted the path that they walked along, providing the only light in the darkness of the warm night. "It always makes me feel so..."

"Alive?" Kevin tried to finish.

"Yes!" she said enthusiastically, stopped and turning towards him. "And horny!" Her body melted into his then and they shared their first kiss. Just as in the car, Veronica did not mess around, diving right into a soul-searching, tonsil-diving kiss. She broke it, taking hold of his hand once again and pulling him through the garden paths that she new so well, guiding him to a small, grassy glen.

They sank down onto the soft ground and into each others arms, tearing at their expensive clothes, desperate to feel skin on skin. Kevin pulled the straps of Veronica's black dress off her shoulders and she quickly shimmied out of it, leaving her in nothing but a black strapless bra and matching skimpy thong.

Her breasts looked stunning in the bra. Perfect. Maybe even too perfect, Kevin was beginning to suspect. Not that he was complaining at all. She reached around, ready to pop the lacy thing off when she looked up at him. "Aren't you going to strip, too? We can't really fuck if only one of us is naked."

The lady had a point. He stripped quickly, all the while keeping an eye the blonde before him.

Veronica freed her breasts, letting the palms of her hands brush over her dark nipples, drawing a gasp as the sensations were echoed in her pussy. She loved her breasts. The best money could buy. The only give away that they were store bought being their perfection. She really didn't need to wear a bra at all, but loved dressing up in sexy things, bras being no exception to that rule.

She pinched her nipples as she watched Kevin strip his clothes off, remembering how his cock had filled her mouth and growing wet at the thought of it filling her cunt. She pulled her thong off, exposing her hairless pussy to Kevin's saucer-wide eyes. She'd had her bush lasered off, not wanting to bother with a razor or a waxing appointment ever again. Running a finger down the cleft of her bare lips, she shuddered with pleasure.

Again, the lovers brought their lips together passionately, Veronica pushing Kevin back into the grass and straddling him. She couldn't wait any longer. Taking his cock in her hands, she positioned it at her dripping opening and lowered herself down onto him with a deep groan.

God, he felt wonderful! He was just the perfect fit. She rode him and every nerve along her vagina tingled. She had never felt a more perfect cock in all her life, and she had experienced quite a few.

And God, did he know how to use it. She learned the full extent of his abilities when he picked her up by her round ass, flipped her over, and began to fuck her missionary style. Orgasm after orgasm rolled over her, one starting on the tail end of the other. And his stamina was amazing! He could fuck her for hours. Shit, shewanted him to fuck her for hours! The small glen was filled with their erotic coupling, each of Veronica's orgasms louder and more out of control than the last.

At last, Kevin could hold out no longer. "Shit, baby, I'm close!" he groaned. "You want me to pull out?" Sweat covered their bodies. Lust colored his vision red.

"Hell no! Cum in me, baby! I want to feel your cum deep in my belly!"

Kevin groaned inhumanly as he emptied himself within the velvet confines of Mrs. Veronica Hammond. She bit her lip, pumping her hips up into him as she felt her own orgasm peak.

When it was over, Kevin felt his arms give way and he collapsed onto her firm, saline breasts, their bodies a mass of heaving, sweating flesh.

"That was fun," Veronica said, kissing her naked and sweaty lover on the lips. "Incredible, actually."

"Thank you," he said, rolling off the blonde and into the cool grass. They lay there quietly, recuperating.

"Come on, let's go inside and warm up," the blonde said at last, standing up and offering her hand to him. They gathered their clothes but didn't bother to get redressed. Both knew exactly how they planned to get "warmed up."

Veronica led Kevin through the large house, passing through more rooms on their way to the back, spiral staircase than Kevin had in his whole house. She led him down a lavish hallway, each of the doors ornately decorated. Pausing by one, Veronica and Kevin listened to the rhythmic thumping that issued from the other side. The thumping was punctuated by the gasping moans that I recognized as Adrianna's. Veronica turned to Kevin and smiled. "They'll be at it all night," she whispered, then continued on to the next door.

The room, like the rest of the house, was elaborately decorated. But at the moment, Kevin was preoccupied with only one object in the room, and that was naked and sexy blonde.

For the next three hours, they filled the room with sounds that rivaled their neighbors. At one point, as Veronica was riding Kevin and he was playing with her large, enhanced breasts, she said, "You know... you know what Carleton first did when I got these?" Her hands interlaced with Kevin's fingers on her breasts.

"No... what..."

"Want me to show you?" she asked.

"Uh! UH! Sure, baby! Show me anything you want."

She smiled and pulled herself off his cock. He moaned in complaint, but she just winked and said, "Don't worry. You'll enjoy this."

Crawling over to the nightstand, she retrieved what looked like massage oil. Laying on her back and tucking a pillow under her head, she applied a generous amount of the slippery oil to her tits, making sure to rub it in until they glistened in the soft light above.

"I want you to come over here and straddle my chest," she said, continuing to knead her swells. Kevin grinned, excited that his guess had been correct. He swung his leg over her chest, his long cock resting in the valley between her swells. "That's it," she said with a smile. "You got it!"

She enveloped his erection between her two soft pillows and he began to slowly pump. The feeling was incredible. So different than sliding in and out of a vagina, or a mouth. Her breasts, even though they were cosmetic sculptures, were still far softer than anything he'd ever rubbed along his cock. It was like fucking two satin pillows, to use a metaphor that fell far short of the pleasure he was feeling.

"You know, I don't let all guys fuck my tits," she said. "Only the ones I really like." She licked the head of his cock as it passed close to her mouth. "And Kevin, I like you! You make me feel so good. God, even this makes me feel so... fucking naughty! I love it!"

He stroked her tits harder, knowing that he was close. "Now baby, when you cum, I want it all over my tits. I want to feel your hot spunk spray all over my big, fake tits!" Her dirty talk was getting to Kevin. No one he'd ever slept with had talked to him like that. He liked it. He liked it a lot.

"Are you close? Baby, are you close? Do my tits feel good? Are you enjoying tit-fucking me?"

"Yes!" he yelled, unable to take much more. "Yes, god, it ffffffeels sooooo... SHIT!"

"That's it, baby!" she screamed, crushing her breasts even tighter around his thick shaft. "Cum for me, baby! Cum all over me!"

The first spurt hit her under the chin. He couldn't help it. It surprised even him with its intensity. He pulled free of her oily mammaries, jacking his cock as he came all over the blonde's chest. She was moaning as though she was going through her own orgasm, rubbing the cum into her chest and writhing in pure elation. "Yes! Oh yes! Kevin, baby! Cum! More! YES!"

And then she was cumming, her fingers pinching and twisting her cum covered nipples. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she came close to passing out. All Kevin could do was watch, his limp erection already stirring with signs of life as this woman – this complete slut – lost control before him.

Before the night was over, Kevin had cum a record five times on the night. His cock was sore and even the thought of another erection brought a shudder to his mind. He left Veronica, passed out under the silk sheets of the king sized bed, and dressed quietly.

Slipping out the door, he wandered through the house, wondering how he was going to get home, and what time it was. He passed by the room that Adrianna and Carleton occupied. He stopped long enough to hear some quiet mumbling. Unable to help himself, he put his door to the ear and heard Carleton say, "Honey, I'm spent."

"I can fix that," the Italian's lilting voice said in all her calm assurance. The bed shifted and he thought he heard a slurp. Then Carleton groaned.

Kevin left them, finally wandering downstairs where one of the servants materialized and offered to get him a driver home. It was 4:30. "Just take me back to the office," he said. He didn't want to deal with his wife. Not tonight, anyway.

Chapter 4

Kevin didn't sleep much in his office. He was too burdened with guilt, guilt at what he'd done, but also guilt at how much pleasure he got from it. He and Veronica did things that his wife would never let him do, acting and talking like a baseless slut that he always thought didn't attract him.

People started to filter back in around 7:30, waking him from whatever restless sleep he had been getting. He called home then, explaining that the Hammonds had wanted to come back to the office and look over some paperwork. By the time they were ready to leave, it was one in the morning, so he just decided to stay there. Karen understood, of course. She was such a wonderful woman.

Kevin tried doing work, but his mind was muddled with lack of sleep and memories of the night before. He'd find himself chewing on the end of his pen and looking out the window, thinking of Veronica's hairless pussy and the way it stretched around his cock.

Adrianna came into the office at 9, but only briefly. While to most she probably looked like the same sharp business woman they all respected and feared, Kevin could tell that she was a little ragged around the edges. It was mainly her eyes that were dull and tired.

"I'm going to go home and get some rest. You should do the same." It was almost strange hearing the note of concern in her voice. Touching.

"Thanks, I may do that. I'm not getting much work done here."

She turned to go, then paused at the door. "Kevin... thanks for what you did last night. I..." She was wringing her fingers between her like a little girl. "It means a lot to me." Kevin was about to tell her that fucking the rich blonde for five hours wasn't exactly a dreaded task, but she was gone before he could open her mouth.

Kevin didn't go home just then. He didn't want to face his wife. Not yet, at least. What he really needed was a drink. And someone to talk to. Someone to unleash some of this burden on.

He called up Chris, thinking that of all his friends he could confide in, Chris was the best choice in this matter. It wasn't necessarily that he could trust Chris the most, but he felt most comfortable sharing things of a sexual nature with him.

"Hello?" Chris answered his cell phone, sounding distracted. "Shhh, shhh..." he said and Kevin could hear a woman giggle in the background.

"Chris? Is this a bad time?"

"Kevin! Not at all, man. What's up?"

"Well, I was just about to head to lunch and was wondering if you'd like to come join me."

He was quiet a moment. "Yeah, sounds great. I can meet you at your office in an hour?"

An hour?! Well, he was with a girl. "Let's meet at Mackey's. I could sure go for a beer right now."

***

Chris Harrison was a really handsome guy. Chris was athletic and strong and confident, blonde hair with a rich, contrasting tan, he never had any problems getting women. In so many ways, the surfer dude playboy was so different than Kevin, yet they'd remained friends from college on.

They'd always been very competitive in nature: with grades, sports, and women. While Kevin didn't put up much of a fight in this last category – having met his future wife their junior year and seeing her ever since – Chris never backed down from a challenge, constantly flirting with Karen in his attempt to "win her away."



"How's it going, buddy? You look like shit!" Chris said, slapping his slouching friend on the back. Kevin was already halfway through a pint of Bass without even a thought to order something to eat. Luckily, Chris was a little wiser and they took a seat at the back of the Irish pub, a couple orders of chicken fingers on the way.

"What seems to be the problem?" Chris asked at last.

Kevin took a gulp of his drink. "Chris, I'm cheating on Karen."

Chris choked on his beer, staring wide-eyed at his friend. In all the years he'd known the guy, Kevin was the last person to ever go down the road of infidelity. It was against his very nature. "Really?!" he stammered, trying to contain himself.

Kevin nodded gravely. "Things not been so good with you and her?" Chris asked.

Kevin shook his head. "It's with my boss, the lovely Mrs. Adrianna Giuliani." Chris watched his friend carefully. There was a glint of something in his eyes as he said his new lover's name. Very interesting. The good natured guy had changed since last they spoke.

"Is it serious?"

"Well, aside from the weekends, we've had sex everyday for the past three weeks." Chris's jaw dropped, but he quickly recovered.

"You go, man!" he said. "She's attractive, I'm assuming."

"Oh yeah," Kevin said, forgetting himself for a moment. "Gorgeous."

"So does this mean Karen's free for the taking?" Chris kidded. Kevin shot a look at his friend, surprised to see a look of what? Seriousness?

"You bastard!" Kevin growled.

Chris held up his hands. "Only kidding, of course." The men were quiet for a few moments and their food arrived. Kevin watched his friend eat, wondering exactly what the blonde man thought of his virtuous friend now. After his initial shock, Chris seemed to be okay with his friend's infidelity. Accepting of it, almost. Not the reaction he had expected, but not a bad one, either.

"So are you planning on continuing this thing?"

Kevin shook his head. "I don't know." He didn't want to tell his friend that he wasn't really the one in control of it. "I feel so out of control, you know?"

"Hey, welcome to my life," Chris grinned.

"You seeing anyone now? I heard someone on the phone when I called."

Chris nodded, his eyes on the food and his beer. "Yeah, I'm sort of seeing someone. You know how it is." He shrugged. "Not really a relationship. But the sex is phenomenal!"

"Anyone I know?"

Chris shook his head. "Don't think so. Maybe you met her once at a party. I don't know. But hey, I thought we were here to talk about you."

Kevin sighed and nodded. That was just it, he didn't want to talk about himself. He didn't even know what he wanted to say. He just needed someone to tell, and now that he had, he felt a little better about the whole thing. The weight of the secret wasn't quite so heavy.

The men talked about sports and their jobs, circling round and round Kevin's affair with his boss. In the end, Chris slapped him on the back and said, "Don't worry a thing, my friend, your secret is safe with me. I will not tell another soul."

"Thanks, man. And thanks for listening."

That night, Kevin picked up a bouquet of roses for Karen. He left work early to surprise her. She was in the shower when he came home, her harmonious voice filling the bedroom and filtering out into the hallway.

The door to the bathroom was open, steam rolling out into the cooler room. He placed the flowers in a vase next to the bed and peeked his head into the bathroom. There she was, his beautiful wife. Their clear glass shower door was steamed up, but he could still watch her lithe form soap and wash herself.

Karen had propped one long leg up on the aqua green tile of the shower, quickly running the razor up her lean legs. When she was satisfied with her job, she reached once again for the shave cream and applied a thick lather across her pubic mound.

Kevin was hypnotized by the glimpse he was getting into his wife's most personal world. He grew excited at his voyeurism, unable to tear his eyes from the redhead as she ran a razor along the damp cleft between her legs. Her back to the water, she held the sensitive skin of her labia taut as she shaved them. Her legs were slightly spread as she went after all the hair between her legs.

This new ritual never failed to arouse the redhead: the incidental brushing against her clit causing a deep stirring within. Her fingers slipped along her folds as they swelled with excitement, using the excuse that she needed to pull the skin tight to get the cleanest shave. By the time she had finished her near expert job, she was bald below but for a narrow strip of auburn hair and a pussy that was wet from more than just the shower spray.

Karen placed the razor on the little plastic shelf but did not shut off the shower. Instead, Kevin watched as his wife's right hand returned to her pussy, her left hand sliding up her hips and side to cup and squeeze her breast. Things were blurry through the fogged up glass, but there was no doubt at what she was doing.

Karen slipped a finger deep between her smooth cleft, thumbing her clit gently as she felt her orgasm build. This, like shaving her pussy, had become a usual part of her daily shower routine. Kevin was never home, and when he was, he was tired and "not in the mood." It had been nearly a month since the last time they had made love, yet it felt like years. It saddened her to think that feeling her hands get her off had become one of the highlights of her day.

The redhead braced her body against the wall with her left hand as she came, her moans echoing through the shower and out into the bedroom. Kevin's heart was racing, his blood hard at work as it inflated his excited member.

Opening the shower curtain, Karen was startled to see Kevin standing there with a towel for her. "Hi," she said, recovering quickly.How much had he seen? she wondered, flushing. Judging by his huge smile, a lot. "What're you smiling at, buddy?" she asked in mock indignation.

"My beautiful wife," he said sincerely. "I'm sorry I didn't make it home last night. I'm here to make it up to you."

"And how do you propose to do that?" she asked, the sharpness in her voice only half feigned. Kevin knew her too well to miss the small crease that formed between her auburn eyebrows, or the wrinkles around the corners of her mouth. She was upset with him. But he wasn't going to let that stop him from what he had planned.

"Like this," he said, scooping her naked and still damp body up in his arms, dancing her around and out into the bedroom. His eyes stole over her body as he did so. She was looking really good. Slender and fit. It was probably his imagination, but her stomach looked flatter, more defined, and her skin wasn't as pale, almost like she'd been tanning. Probably just the flush from the hot shower, he thought, laying her down on the bed.

"Ooo, roses!" she said, reaching for one and sniffing it. "Pretty!"

Kevin reached for another, smelling it himself. "They were selling them outside my building. I couldn't resist."

She smirked up at him. "That's a lie." Kevin's heart froze. "I can always tell when you're lying to me, you hopeless Romantic." He breathed a sigh of relief.

"Well, what can I say? You've known me for almost nine years." He ran the velvet petals of the rose along her neck, down the soft skin between her breasts.

"Mmmm..." she sighed at the feeling.

He continued to trail the flower down her creamy body. Maybe she was sunning outside, he thought. She definitely was darker. He traced across her stomach, nuzzling in her navel briefly before passing across her pussy. The last time he laid eyes on her mons was the first time she had stylized it. Now, weeks later, he cursed himself for not taking advantage of the beautiful woman before him. What was a trimmed patch of auburn before had taken shape in a perfect, tight little landing strip of short cropped hair.

He ran the rose across her womanly petals, briefly looking up to see Karen's eyes closed. Her pussy lips were small and tightly closed, refusing to admit to his pleasant touch. He lowered his lips to her pussy, brushing them across the silky folds and causing his wife to shudder. "Yesss..." she sighed almost inaudibly.

He brought her to a crashing orgasm, reveling in the fact that the legs wrapped firmly around his head were those of his wife's. Not his boss's. Not some rich stranger. Her moans had a familiar ring to his ears. He knew exactly where to touch her, where to lick her, where to suck her. And yet, Karen's shaven lips were like an entirely new experience to him. She was more sensitive than she'd ever been before and he explored her familiar sex like a traveler returning home after many years on the road.

"Come on, we're going out," Kevin said when the redhead's body recovered.

He went to the bathroom to brush his teeth. "What should I wear? Casual? Sexy?"

"Sexy. Definitely sexy!" he yelled to her. He washed his face and returned to the bedroom. Karen was standing with her back to him, facing her wardrobe. She had selected a tiny little black thong, no more than a two small triangles of lace held together by thin straps. Kevin had never seen it before, but loved it. She turned around, slipping her breasts into a matching bra, and laughed at Kevin's wide-eyed excitement.

"This sexy enough?" she asked.

"We're going to have a wonderful night," he said, taking soft body into his arms and kissing her firmly.

And they did.


Business & Pleasure Pt. 03

Author's note: This is a slight revision of Business and Pleasure: Part II, posted on February 13, 2004. I have decided to return to it, fix up the place a little – cleaning up any grammar and inconsistency mistakes it may have had – and hopefully finishing it. Or at least adding to it. So enjoy, if you haven't already, and write me, even if you have already. It's your feedback that helped me return, and it's your feedback that will help me continue.

Part III: The Midsummer Night Party

Kevin & Karen attend party at the Guiliani's.

Chapter 1

Several weeks went by without incident. Kevin was beginning to balance his affair and his wife when his world was tossed a bomb. A gilt edged envelope arrived in the mail, bearing the Giuliani's return address. Kevin felt his stomach plummet, his secret was found out. Upon closer inspection, he saw that Karen had already opened it.

His heart in his throat, Kevin asked shakily, "What's this envelope for honey?"

"Oh that? It's nothing. An invitation to their Midsummer Night Party? Are we going to go?"

Kevin felt his vision clear and his heart settle back in its original vicinity. He thought a moment. "Sure, sounds good. We haven't had a real formal night out in a while. Why don't you go shopping and buy something new, a real knockout number?"

"Seriously?" Karen yelled, walking from the kitchen. She hugged her husband closely and said, "Sounds like fun. And just to warn you, a 'real knockout number' will cost you."

Kevin shrugged, still too preoccupied with what Adrianna Giuliani's intentions were with this party. "Anything for my wife."

"Okay then, I'm going to spend two thousand dollars on the dress alone."

"Mm hm, sounds great..."

She smacked him playfully on the chest. "You're not even listening to what I'm saying. Anyway, I think I'll head over to a few boutiques that I know about now. Just to browse, okay? I'll be back in a few hours."

"Have fun, honey," Kevin said as Karen placed an absentminded kiss near his mouth. When she was gone, Kevin wearily lowered himself into his favorite easy chair, elated yet more depressed than he had been since this whole mess started.

***

Kevin and Karen Carter found the Giuliani's house by following the hushed murmuring of conversation. The expensive row house was nestled in a quiet neighborhood just north of Dupont Circle in the city. They had to park several blocks away, but that was okay. The night was warm and peaceful and they got to critique the houses as they walked by. Most were old but very well kept up: professional looking landscaping, freshly painted eaves and shutters. Nothing was run down. Everything radiated the aura of wealth.

"Honey, are you sure I'm dressed appropriately?" Karen asked for the tenth time that evening, self-consciously pulling her short dress further down her legs.

"Positive, honey. You look stunning." The silver rayon dress clung to the gentle curves of her body in a very sexy, yet elegant way.

"You sure it's not too slutty?"

"Honey, that dress cost $200! Your silver necklace cost even more than that. How could you be wearing so much money and be slutty? You look wonderful. I think you look very sophisticated. A woman of class who is confident enough to show off her body."

She gave me a look, a smile forming on her lips. "You're so silly," she said, taking his arm and nuzzling into him as they walked. "Well, I feel so exposed. This material is pretty airy, and I'm not really wearing a whole lot underneath."

That much was true. Due to the nature of the clingy, knit rayon, the lingerie she could wear had to be particularly negligible. Kevin's blood boiled as he recalled the miniscule silver g-string and the matching, equally small, silver bra.

He looked down at his wife, encircling his arm around her. She really was beautiful. She'd applied more make up than she normally wore tonight with a skill that he hadn't seen her use in all their years of marriage. Recently, she'd been wearing more make up. And wearing more perfume, as well. Tonight, she smelled wonderful, the smell of lavender mixing in with the fresh scent of her wavy red hair, which had been done up in a chic twist. Two curls of soft auburn framed her lightly freckled face.

"What?" she asked, smiling.

"You're so beautiful, Karen."

She blushed. "Please..." But she knew it, too, the warmth of the compliment spreading through her body as she clicked along the sidewalk in her tall, silver shoes – prom night shoes, she thought.

The party was in full swing by the time the Carters arrived. They had gotten lost, driving in circles through the unfamiliar streets of DC, and having left late in the first place, the party was already past its first hour and a half.

A few people were seated outside on the brick patio, smoking cigarettes, talking politics, and sipping martinis. Kevin nodded at the strangers, then approached the door and rang the doorbell.

Kevin didn't know the young lady who answered the door, but she smiled and said, "Welcome to the Giuliani's Midsummer Night Party!" She swept her hand grandly as she opened the door all the way.

The house looked newly renovated, from the freshly plastered walls to the shiny hardwood floors. The murmur grew louder. Clinking glass, female laughter. All the sounds of a cocktail party.

Adrianna Giuliani spotted Kevin and his wife through the crowd, excusing herself from the man she was small talking with and gliding across the room. The young Italian executive had met her before, and once again she was startled by Karen's beauty. She stood close to her husband, her large green eyes remaining mostly on him amidst all the strangers.

"I'm so glad you could make it," Kevin heard the familiar Italian lilt greet. He looked up and there she was. His boss. His lover. "Nice to meet you again, Karen." Kevin barely heard her, watching dumbly as the women greeted one another. It had been a full month since their "business meeting" with the Hammonds, yet still his mistress had this affect on him.

Elegantly dressed as always, Adrianna wore a long, strapless evening gown made of a thin, white material. Slits just a little too daring to be called modest crept up the sides of the rich skirt, giving any observer glimpses of her voluptuous, olive legs. The dress hugged her hips and narrow waist before flaring out to hug her full breasts. The hem at the top of the dress was wide, the nearly gossamer quality of the material doubling over here creating a band of rich white that contrasted stunningly with her rich olive skin.

"You have a lovely home," Karen said, and Kevin returned to reality.

"Very nice," he added.

"Thank you," Adrianna said with a smile. "We just had it remodeled." She leaned close to Karen and said in a loud whisper, "Cost a fortune, but seeing all these happy people, I think that it was well worth it."

"Is my wife boasting about our pricy renovation?" came a man's voice, his Italian accent thicker than Adrianna's, his voice deep and sure of itself.

Adrianna rolled her eyes and said, "My husband, Roberto."

For some reason, whenever Kevin pictured Mr. Giuliani, an elderly Italian man with gray wings at his temples came to mind. Handsome, yet aged. Roberto was certainly handsome, but not aged. No older than 40, the young man was a perfect compliment to Adrianna's Mediterranean beauty. Dark hair, dark eyes, dark skin, he shared his wife's Old World mystique, his confidence coming naturally. He was dressed in white khakis and a black linen shirt: a combination that would look terrible on Kevin but looked very flattering on the Italian man.

Roberto made no effort to hide his appreciative looks towards Karen, giving her a long up and down that brought a blush to the redhead's cheeks. Introductions were made and he took her hand in his, kissing her soft backside in a way that never failed to impress women.

"Karen. It is my pleasure to make your acquaintance." His hand for Kevin was firm, his greeting a simple, "Kevin," and a head nod.

"Drinks are in the kitchen," he explained. "We have wine, red and white, and I think that one of our friends has been mixing martinis.Hors devours in the living room. Please, help yourself to anything you would like." As he spoke, his dark eyes stayed focused primarily on Karen, a predatory sizing up his prey.

The couple mingled through the party for the next hour, drinking wine and eating slices of cheese on crackers or sliced baguettes. At some point, they got separated. At first, Kevin got worried and went to look for her, but when he saw her talking to Roberto and an elderly couple across the room, he realized how silly he was being. She was a grown woman, capable of social interactions without him.

Still, having no one to talk to, he almost joined her once again when he bumped into Leah. "Hello, Kevin," she said, her voice soft and almost shy.

"Leah, it's nice to see you here!" Kevin said, relieved to find someone he knew at the party. "You look great," he said, his eyes flickering quickly over the short woman's navy blue dress. She really did look great.

The blonde's face, already flushed from the wine, darkened a deeper shade of red at his compliment, and she daintily tucked her shoulder length blonde hair back behind her ears. "Thanks," she said, adding, "I've been waiting for you." If possible, her face grew even redder as she realized she had spoken aloud. "I mean... I didn't mean..."

But Kevin was smiling broadly, ready to laugh. "Hey, I'm glad to find you here, too. I hardly know any of these people!"

Leah nodded her head solemnly, bringing her wine glass to her lips and realizing too late that it was empty. "Refill?" he asked, taking the glass from him.

"No, I shouldn't..." she said, but her resolve died on her lips. "Sure, why not. Only live once and all that." She giggled nervously.

On the way to the kitchen, Leah clung to his arm for support and Kevin began to get the impression that Leah had already had quite a bit to drink. "Have you seen their backyard?" she asked when they had full glasses of Merlot. "This whole house is amazing, but the backyard is..." She just trailed off, shaking her head.

She was right. Like the front yard, the backyard was a landscaping masterpiece. Shrubbery, a brick path, black iron benches somehow made the small space of the backyard seem spacious. A miniature park.

The crowd was smaller back here, the murmur of the party more hushed. They took a seat in one of the benches, sipping quietly and listening to the sounds of the night. "You shouldn't let her take such advantage of you," Leah blurted out, unable to help herself in her drunken haze. "You're too good for her." There was no doubt who the "her" was.

Now it was time for Kevin to blush, sipping his wine to clear his thoughts. "You know..." It was more of a statement than a question, but Leah nodded anyway.

"I've... I've listened in on the two of you." Immediately, she covered her mouth, her eyes flying wide open. "Oh my God, I didn't mean to say that out loud!"

Kevin's heart fluttered. "You have?" He forced himself to take a deep breath, his warm eyes never leaving Leah's.

She broke his gaze, staring into her wine glass. "Only a few times. I... I can't help it. You know? I try not to, but..."But it gets me so fucking horny! she thought, able to keep that comment to herself.

"Then maybe you understand whyI can't stop," Kevin said quietly.

Leah pursed her lips, regarding Kevin with frustration. "Kevin, you're better than her," she repeated, placing a hand on his knee for emphasis. Her touch was warm and soft. Kevin felt his cock twitch.

Their eyes locked once again, her eyes not clouded and drunk, but clear and pleading. Her brows were furrowed. Leah had so much passion behind what she said, and Kevin admired her for that. But he felt as though she just didn't understand. She couldn't understand.

"Kevin, I love you," she blurted at last. Her cheeks colored, but her eyes never wavered. Kevin froze. He didn't know how to react. His buzzing brain was working too slowly. "I'm not telling you this to seduce you, or make you feel pity for me. I'm telling you because I want you to understand how serious I am. I don't want you to throw your life and your marriage away. Not for me, and certainly not for Mrs. Giuliani."

She brought her head closer to his, kissing him softly on the lips before drawing away. "I'm going to leave now, before I embarrass myself anymore – if that were possible."

The short blonde stood, her legs wobbling only a bit, and walked away. Kevin stood and began to follow her, but he was stopped just inside the backdoor of the house by Adrianna.

"Kevin, you've met Eugene, right?"

Kevin stopped, a little disoriented. His head was still spinning from his conversation with Leah. He looked at the man who Adrianna indicated, recognizing him at once. Eugene Claymont was the current President of DWW. An older, distinguished man, Mr. Claymont was rumored to be as kind as he was business savvy. They'd met only a couple times, but Kevin had always found him to be a friendly guy.

"Kevin and I have met before. Last year at the Christmas party, I believe." Kevin nodded, smiling with delight at the older man's memory. "Is Karen here?" he asked.

"Um... yes, she's here, somewhere..." Kevin stumbled, once again impressed.

"I think that Roberto took a bunch of guests on a tour of the house," Adrianna added. Turning to Mr. Claymont, she said, "I'm so glad that you could make it. Tell your nieces that it was nice meeting them. I'm sorry to leave my own party, but I'm having an emergency telephone meeting with some clients from Hawaii." She looked at Kevin. "I'd like you to sit in on the meeting, Kevin. Please come up to the study in 15 minutes."

And with that, she walked away. Kevin couldn't help watching her swaying ass as she left. The white dress was opaque enough that he was able to see her white thong as it slid between the fullness of her buttocks.

"Remarkable woman," Mr. Claymont said, shaking his head as she walked away. "She's working on a Friday night. And at her own party! A true asset to our company." Kevin sighed. If only he knew the truth.

The two men began talking, mostly about the new Hammond account that was the future of DWW, when two beautiful young women walked over. Taking quick stock of their long, wavy chestnut brown hair, their catlike brown eyes, and their deep tans, Kevin realized that they were twins.

"Kevin, I'd like you to meet my nieces, Taylor and Nicole. They're here visiting me for the week. Summer break," he explained.

Kevin noticed that neither girl had a glass of wine but what looked like cokes, and he wondered just how old they were. "Where do you go to school?"

"Princeton," one answered. She had blonde highlights framing her tan face, and her feline eyes regarded Kevin like a peer, not an adult. "We just finished up our sophomore year."

"You're Taylor, right?" Kevin asked, trying to keep them straight.

She nodded slowly, blinking her long lashes at him as she did. "Very good, you remembered," she said sarcastically. "Uncle, this one's a keeper."

They all laughed, Kevin a little bit uncomfortably. "Have you done a lot of sightseeing?" he asked.

Taylor shook her head. "We've been asking Uncle to take us around, but he's been so busy. We've done a few things, but..." she shrugged. "Would you like to be our tour guide?"

"Hey, that's a great idea," Mr. Claymont said, clapping Kevin on the back. "You're young, you know what these girls like to see!" The twins gave each other quick looks, smiling devilishly.

"Sir, I can't really afford to take a vacation day and..."

"Nonsense. It's not a vacation day, son. I'll count it as work. You'll see once you spend some time with these two troublemakers." Again, the look. "Monday then," he said before Kevin could agree to it. And who was Kevin to disagree, anyway? This man, though nice, was still the highest ranked member of his company.

"Monday at 9. Could you two meet at DWW? We can go from there."

They nodded enthusiastically, and Nicole said quietly, "Can't wait." It was the first time she'd spoken, and her voice was soft and genuine.

"Now, I've got a meeting to go to. I'll see you Monday. Nice talking to you, sir." He was out of there quickly, much rather to deal with Adrianna than that group any longer.

***

"And this is the master bedroom," Roberto finished his tour with a flourish.

"Your house is beautiful," Karen said, sipping her wine and looking around. "Very modern."

"Adrianna likes to call it 'urban chic.'" Karen loved the way he rolled the "dr" of his wife's name. "I just think it is pretty cool." The redhead laughed, despite herself.

"Would you like another drink? I see that you are almost done with that one and I keep some of my best red up here."

"Now, Roberto, are you trying to get me drunk?" Karen joked, handing her glass to him.

As he reached for it, he let his fingers linger on her own. Looking into her eyes, he said, "Certainly not. I want you to be sober for what I intend to do to you." Karen's breath caught and a flush crept along her neck. Then, Roberto's face split in a wide smile and he laughed it off. Karen laughed, too, but their mirth did not dispel the sexual tension that suddenly filled the room.

He filled her glass quietly, handing it back to her and holding his own glass up. "To you and me," he toasted, clinking their glasses together. Again, Karen's breath caught as she nervously brought the glass to her red lips.

Roberto began to pace about the room, circling her as a predator does his prey. She watched him nervously from the center of the room, clutching her wine in both hands. He watched her chest rise and fall with her deep breathing, and the way her nipples pushed through the thin rayon of her silver dress.

"I love parties like this," he said. "Do you know what I love about them, Karen? I love people watching. I love studying my guests. I watch their mannerisms, their interactions with those around them. The way they touch their neck, where their eyes linger. And I make up stories about them based on what I see." He took a sip of his wine and looked at the redhead, paralyzed. "Tonight, I have been watching you, Karen. Would you like to know what story I have made up for you?"

"Ye—yes..." Karen said, her voice cracking. She sipped again at her wine.

He gave her a charming smile, stopping at the door of the bedroom to close it, locking it with a click. "You are a married woman, unsatisfied with the man you married many years ago when you both were young and impetuous. You know that you're still beautiful, still very capable of turning the heads of other men. In fact, doing so gives you a heady sense of power."

He paced around her, the redhead's green eyes following him. "Before you were married, you were with one or two other gentlemen, but those experiences were nothing more than fumbling compared to the pleasures your husband showed you. But now, you're beginning to get curious. You look at men differently. Your eyes linger. They fantasize."

He was behind her now, out of her vision. She closed her eyes, listening to his deep, accented voice rise and fall. "You're not looking for a relationship with someone else. You're not looking for love. But the more you think about it, the more you realize that you cannot escape your sexual curiosity. Your lust is slowly consuming you. You lie awake at night, imagining what it would be like to feel another man penetrate that which has not been penetrated by any other man than your husband for seven long years."

He was right behind her now, his voice growing quieter as he approached her. Karen shuddered as she felt his lips kiss her neck.



"Tonight, that man you have been fantasizing about is me. You've caught me looking at you, but rather than grow embarrassed, I kept looking. You teased me. Show a little leg. A little cleavage. Brush a hand this way. In your fantasy, you imagine taking me somewhere secluded to show me more." He kissed the other side of her neck, his hands caressing her bare shoulders. Goosebumps shot through her arms.

"I'd like to see more," he whispered, taking her glass from her and stepping back, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Show me more."

Karen's head was spinning and it wasn't from the wine. She looked over her shoulder. Roberto gave her a patient smile and nodded. His gaze was causing her blood to pound and her pussy to grow slippery. She reached for the straps of her dress and Roberto started to rub his erection through his pants.

Roberto loved a woman's back. He loved the smooth skin, the slender shoulder blades and the long line of a curved spine. He loved the dimples that formed above this redhead's buttocks, and the way her round ass tucked, forming a firm heart shape. From behind, her bra and panties were no more than thin straps of silver, covering nothing.

"Turn for me, honey," he said and she did. The gusset of her tiny g-string was damp from her arousal, and her nipples were proud against the small cups of her bra. "You are exquisite." Karen swooned at the compliment. "But I want to see more. The bra. Take it off."

She unclasped the front, pulling it open and freeing her firm B-cups. At the same time, Roberto unzipped his pants, freeing his swollen masculinity. He stroked himself once then said, "Kneel for me."

Karen thought he'd never ask. Kneeling down between his legs, she licked along his shaft like a popsicle, loving the musky smell that filled her nostrils. She gripped his cock firmly in her fingers, angling it into her mouth and down her throat in a way that she had never used on her husband before.

Roberto wasn't longer or thicker than her husband, but at that moment, his dark skinned cock was the most beautiful, most erotic thing that she had ever seen and all she could think of was how badly she wanted to please it.

The Italian male looked down at the incredibly sexy redhead as her head bobbed frantically up and down on his cock. "Touch yourself," he ordered, running his hand through her glossy hair. She slid her left hand down her stomach and into her panties. Roberto felt her gasp around his cock as her fingers made contact with her pussy.

"Ahh..." he said, pulling a ragged breath into his lungs. The fingers in her soft red hair clenched, gripping her head tighter. He began to jerk his hips up into her face while he pushed and pulled her head, faster and faster. "Play with yourself harder. Finger your clit. Suck harder! More! Yes!"

He erupted down the redhead's throat, his hands digging firmly into her hair, pulling her down until her lips rested in his black pubic hair. She suppressed her gage reflex as he came, swallowing every last drop of his seed, all the while never letting her fingers slow as they scratched and rubbed across her hard clit.

She pulled her head off his cock, throwing it back as a monster orgasm erupted through her own body. A small amount of Roberto's cum trailed out the corners of her mouth, dripping from her chin and onto her bare breasts as her body was racked with bliss. She had just met this man a few hours earlier, and now she had swallowed his milky essence. She felt like such a slut, and reveled in that feeling.

"My husband," she said at last, kneeling back. She wasn't ashamed. She wasn't guilty. But she was a little worried.

Roberto shook his head. "Don't worry about it. He and Adrianna are downstairs in the study. Emergency meeting. They'll be in there at least an hour."

Karen smiled. "Then what are we waiting for?" she asked, standing up and whipping off her g-string. Roberto only smiled.

***

Kevin found the study on the second floor after peaking into a couple of empty rooms. It was dark, illuminated by nothing but a desk lamp across the room, cigarette smoke drifting through the dim lighting.

"Are you ready to deal with Hawaii?" came that alluring Italian voice. Adrianna sat in a chair, the lamp's light casting severe shadows across her body. Her face remained shrouded in darkness but for the orange cherry of her cigarette.

"My wife..." Kevin said, his last line of defense.

"Thinks we're in a meeting. No one will disturb us. Lock the door, please." Kevin did as he was told, his hands shaking.This is so dangerous, he thought to himself and shivered. He was so excited.

He heard the sound of rustling behind him. Adrianna had stood up and stripped off her white gown in one fluid motion, the gossamer material pooling around her ankles. She was nude but for the white thong he had seen earlier, her breasts standing proud in the lamp light. "Have you looked over the brief?" she asked, her hand running along the smooth contours of her curves.

"I feel as though I know it by heart," Kevin responded despite himself. Upon entering, he had half a mind to walk out. Now, it would be impossible.

"And what do you think? Looks... favorable, yes?" She sauntered across the room, her hips swaying. The gloss on her lips caught in the light, emphasizing her full mouth.

Kevin took a deep breath. "Very favorable. All we really need to do is open our arms and they should come quickly."

Adrianna smiled slyly. "You enjoy doing this, do you not?" she asked as his arms wrapped around hers. "I know you hate the... client side of our business, but admit it, part of you loves a successful business session." She kissed him lightly on the lips.

He hesitated, then nodded. "There's really nothing like pitching a proposal and having the client eat it all up."

"Mmm..." Adrianna replied, kissing his neck. Her hands quietly slipped his belt off. "But sometimes, we have to do a little kissing up." She kissed his cheek, his chin, his lips. Their mouths opened and they slowly kissed one another in the darkness, tongues undulated leisurely. "And sometimes," she whispered in his ear, "we have to get down on our knees and practically beg. I love watching you beg."

They kissed again, Adrianna drawing him across the room until she was leaning against the desk. Her fingers laced through his hair, drawing him against her for an even deeper kiss before pulling him away. "You are ready to start?" she asked, petting his soft hair affectionately.

Kevin didn't know how he'd gotten here. He didn't know why he couldn't just walk out. All he knew was that as he knelt there, lapping at the meticulously groomed pussy of his Italian boss, he could think of no other place he'd rather be.

***

Roberto pumped his cock in and out of Karen's tight and eager pussy. Her slender legs were propped up on his shoulders, her hands clamped tightly to the headboard, steadying herself against his powerful thrusts.

"UH! UH! NGH! UH!" she moaned each time he pushed between the clean-shaven folds of her pussy. Her body was sweaty, her breasts rippled with exertion, her nipples crying out as her knees crushed her breasts against her. "YES! YES! OH, YES!"

Karen was incredible. When he first pushed into the cleft under her little red landing strip, she was like a waterworks factory. The pink entrance of her vagina offered no resistance to his adulterous cock and he slid in half way without any problem. It was Karen herself who jerked her hips forward to accept more of him, her soft hands taking hold of his hips and urging him all the way in.

Now, the master bedroom was filled with her unbridled fervor, the primal moans and grunts loud and unashamed. She held back nothing. Roberto was glad that this room was sound-proofed or their coupling would alert the whole neighborhood to their torrid affair.

The redhead bit her lip, stifling a scream, as her first orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her eyes shut, a look of painful ecstasy seizing control of her face. He began to soften his thrusts as she came, but she managed to growl, "Don't stop! Harder! FUCK ME HARDER!"

Running his hands along her silky smooth thighs, he thought, "Now how can I disobey an order like that?" His fingers dug into her thighs, jackknifing her body further as his cock sank deeper into her married cunt.

***

When Kevin and Adrianna emerged from what could certainly be considered a successful Friday night meeting, the party had thinned out considerably. Karen was mingling with the few remaining patrons, sipping a martini.

Gone was the shy redhead who had walked in here several hours ago. His wife was practically glowing, as though a spotlight were beaming right down on her. She smiled openly with her lips and eyes, she gestured animatedly as she retold a story, or laughed at someone else's. It's amazing how much a little good booze can loosen a person up, Kevin thought, joining the crowd.

"Sorry that took so long," Kevin mumbled to his wife.

She turned her high wattage smile on him and said, "Honey, please! Don't worry about it!" Her breath smelled strongly of gin. Karen didn't like gin. "I've been having a wonderful time talking with Roberto and his friends. Honey, you really should meet Stephen and his wife April. They..." she stopped, looking around. "Where'd Steven and April go?" she asked to no one in particular.

A young, handsome black man also named Stephen said, "They left about fifteen minutes ago."

"Oh," Karen said, turning back to her husband. "Well, they were very nice. Oh, not that you aren't nice, Stephen," she said, placing her hand on the black man's arm. She giggled. "Okay, I'm drunk."

Looking around at the collection of people remaining, Kevin decided that she certainly wasn't the only one. Fortunately for the couple, Kevin had sobered up during his impassioned meeting with Adrianna and said, "Honey, I think it's time to go home."

"You know," Karen began then stopped to take a sip of her martini. She made a face at the drink, as though it had betrayed her by tasting like gin, then continued, "Youknow..." before stopping again and looking confused. "What do you know?" she asked.

Kevin laughed quietly and took the drink from her hand. "Hey, I'm drinking that!" she protested, but quickly forgot about it as he put his arm around her. "Kevin, I really love you. You know that," she whispered loudly right into his ear.

He thought about the last hour, glanced briefly over to where Adrianna was standing, an amused smile on her face, and blushed. He felt ashamed that he wasn't down here with his wife, drinking and getting drunk right along with her. But even his guilt couldn't dull the euphoria that he had experienced in the arms of his mistress. "I know, honey. I love you, too. Now let's get you home."

At home, Karen crawled onto the bed and passed out, still wearing her expensive dress. Kevin shrugged and went to the bathroom to brush his teeth and wash his face. She wasn't going to be feeling very good tomorrow, he could guarantee that. When he emerged, she had crawled under the blankets, the covers pulled up all the way around her chin. He looked around the room, but the only thing she had removed was her shoes.

He pulled the covers from her body and tried to prop her up so he could undress her, but she moaned in complaint. "Leave me alone, buster!" she slurred. "Can't you see I'm sleeping?"

"Honey, don't you think you'd be more comfortable sleeping without your clothes on?"

For one moment, it seemed like Karen's green eyes cleared from their hazy drunkenness, a glint of fear or anxiety flashing across them. Then it was gone and she was shaking her head in refusal. Kevin figured he must have imagined it.

"Suit yourself, silly girl," he said and she settled back down under the covers. "Good night, love," he whispered as he undressed and crawled in next to her.

She mumbled something and Kevin soon fell asleep.


Business & Pleasure Pt. 04

Part IV: Twin Problems

Kevin shows Nicole and Taylor Claymont around DC. Leah wonders what it would be like to be in Adrianna Giuliani’s shoes for a day.

Chapter 1

The Sunday after the Giuliani's Midsummer Night Party was spent in recovery mode. Kevin thought he had refrained from drinking too much, sobering up enough to drive home sometime around 1 or 2. His head told him a different story. It was also recovery mode for his conscience, which was feeling particularly black this fine Sunday afternoon.

He'd been having an affair with his boss, Adrianna Giuliani, for nearly two months, ever since he'd been promoted to assistant director under the lovely Italian. Since then, his world had undergone a rollercoaster of emotions: guilt, lust, pleasure, jealousy, love. Every time he came home to his beautiful wife, Karen, he was reminded of the vibrant woman he was betraying. She was everything to him; she was the college girl who tutored him on Chaucer'sCanterbury Tales, and was the woman who urged him to stand up for his benefits when DWW was sticking it to everyone. That hadn't ended well, but her support never wavered. Every time he came home, those beautiful green eyes reminded him that this was a woman worth fighting for, worth standing by for.

And yet, when he was in the presence of Adrianna, his resolve melted like snow in Southern Italy. She was all the things his wife was not: no-nonsense, unflinchingly confident, untouchable. The difference was that hecould touch her. He could do a lot more than that. At times, life for Kevin felt like a dream. The olive-skinned Mediterranean was like the girl in high school who wouldn't look at him twice, yet whose thoughts would fill his restless nights. Now, he was in bed with the prom queen, or the cheerleader captain, or, most appropriately of all, the exotic exchange student. And she wanted him right back. There was no reluctance to her sweaty embraces or her nighttime moans.

Every time he made up his mind to end the affair and return to his beautiful red haired wife, all Adrianna would have to do was shut the door, put her arms softly around his neck, and stare up at him with those deep, dark eyes.

Last night was a bit over-the-top, even for Adrianna's standards. They'd fucked each other in the study, just two floors above his wife, not to mention a large amount of guests. It was reckless. For thenth time, Kevin decided that things had to end. Tomorrow was going to be the day. If he had to do it over the phone, then he would. If he had to close his eyes in her presence, he would.

While Kevin's head was splitting with both guilt and hang-over, it was all Karen could do to keep her stomach from heaving. Nothing worked; not the cold shower, not the coffee, not the extra sleep or greasy food. All she could do was pop Tylenol and hope she could keep the pills down long enough for them to work. She could still detect the aftertaste of gin through the bile and the dirty tang of smoke that lingered in her throat. Somewhere, she must have secured a cigarette while her husband was up in his business meeting with that curvy young boss of his. For one moment, she grew nervous that her husband saw her smoking (a habit she'd developed of late), but then her stomach cringed and she buried her head in the toilet.

Kevin was there to help her, holding her red ponytail out of the porcelain bowl as she dry heaved. She looked at him and imagined what she must look like right then: pale, clammy skin, blood-shot eyes, greasy, unwashed hair. A monster. A slutty, out-of-control monster. Karen had her suspicions about her husband and his boss. She wasn't stupid. She could read body language. If nothing had happened, she at least knew that Adrianna Giuliani harbored some kind of feelings for Kevin. But was anything that they'd done any worse than what she, herself, had done? And in the same house as her husband, during a business meeting?

She wretched again and Kevin cooed somewhere above her, smoothing his fingers over he sweaty brow and rubbing her shoulder reassuringly. Sure, she thought, he was here now. But what about the week days? What about the week nights? What about their bedroom, and her needs?

And once again, the guilt returned. Had they talked about their problems? Had she voiced her complaints? Had they tried to work these problems out together, or had she taken matters into her own hands?

And then, the thrill. It was so bad. Her heart fluttered at the memory of her encounter the night before with Roberto Giuliani. She remembered his strange cock sliding into her from behind for the first time. She remembered the way it pulsed in her mouth as she worked it with her tongue. With him, with the other men, there were no expectations. She wasn't his wife, or his companion, or his best friend. To him, she was a fuck. And that was so fucking thrilling.

Chapter 2

On Monday, Kevin dressed down in a pair of his favorite jeans and an old, olive green polo shirt. Today, he was acting as tour guide for Mr. Claymont's twin nieces. At first, he looked at the job as a chore, but the more he thought about it, the more he looked forward to it. Not only was he scoring points with the president of the company, but it gave him the opportunity to get out of the office and, more importantly, away from Adrianna. Besides, it felt good going into the office dressed down when everyone else was wearing a tie.

He stopped by Adrianna's office, a strange part of him a little giddy from having an excuse to get away from her. She wasn't there, but Leah walked in as he rooted around for a pencil to write a note. “She's in Florida. Business. Is there something I can do for you, Mr. Carter?”

The short blonde was all business and wouldn't meet his eyes. She kept fidgeting with her dark-rimmed glasses, nervously putting her bag to the side of her desk and shuffling the papers uselessly. Kevin admired her briefly, laughing inwardly. Leah was a really pretty young woman. Definitely more on the petite side than either Adrianna or Karen, she had a cute body and a kind and innocent face.

“Since when have you called me ‘Mr. Carter’?”

She sighed, finally staring up at him with those warm, hazel eyes. “God, I'm sorry, Kevin. I acted so inappropriately at the party. I shouldn't have been drinking so much—”

“Shh…” Kevin said, stepping up to her and giving her a hug. Her warm body felt good snuggled in his arms. “Listen, don’t worry about it. Really. Things are already hazy from that night. I hardly remember what you said,” he lied.

She stepped back and gave him a studied look, easily reading through his lie. She smiled for his effort and nodded. “Thank you,” she said and went back to her desk.

“Do you know when Adrianna is scheduled to return?”

“Um, I think her plane sets down Friday, but she said something about not coming in until next Monday.”

Next Monday... Kevin’s mind reeled. An entire week free from this oppressive affair. An entire week to mend old wounds. An entire week to steel himself against Adrianna’s advances. Yet, a large part of him grew sad at the absence of his lover.

“Thanks, Leah. We should have lunch some time this week.”

"I'd like that," she said, and at last, her cute, dimpled smile returned.

Kevin stood outside the office building, cursing the DC summer heat and waiting for the twins to show up. They were about fifteen minutes late, jumping out of a cab and laughing off their tardiness with youthful naïveté.

As he watched them approach, waving in their direction, he thought of yet another reason why today would be fun: he got to spend it with two alluring young ladies. Their little outfits, sexy in that trendy sort of way, would make for nice eye candy throughout the day: Taylor in her stylish white capris and Nicole in her short, pleated tennis skirt. Nicole had her light brown hair clipped back innocently; Taylor had her highlighted hair in a sporty ponytail.

“What do you two want to go see?”

“What do you recommend?” asked Taylor, quickly picking up her role as spokeswoman.

“Well, there are a lot of places that I’d recommend, but I’ve got to know what you’re interested in. What are you interested in?” He made a point to direct this question at Nicole, the shyer of the two.

“I was actually wondering if we could see some art,” she said, quietly yet still confidently. She looked at him with those feline eyes and Kevin was forced to re-evaluate his first impression of the girl. “I was hoping we could check out the Freer and Sakler museums.”

Taylor rolled her eyes. “Oh, that like sounds like fun!” she said, her sarcasm thick.

Nicole glared back at her sister. “Well, if it was up to you, we’d be touring the inside of pubs and salons, maybe.”

“Are you like trying to say that I have no culture?” Taylor argued back. “I’ll let you know, sister, that I was about to like suggest some of the other Smithsonian museums. It just so happens that I would like to go to the Natural History Museum. I just didn't want to spend my days looking at scrolls painted by dead Asians.”

Kevin was surprised that Taylor even recognized the museums, known for the Asian art collections.

"I'm studying art history, with a concentration in the Pacific rim," Nicole explained, ignoring her glaring sister. "But the Museum of Natural History sounds fun, as well," she conceded to her sister.

"A compromise then," Kevin said, jumping in before the two could argue any more. "We'll hang around the Mall area and visit the museums there. Maybe we can ride up in the Washington Monument, if that interests you. It's a nice enough day."

He wasn't sure how the day was going to proceed, what with such a rather ominous beginning, but by four o'clock, he had to admit he had had a lot of fun. He felt very comfortable with the fun-loving sisters. They were friendly, spirited, and best of all, attractive. Even though he was only 28, he felt like a dirty old man as he stole glimpses of Taylor’s perky young breasts in her tank top, or Nicole’s long, tanned legs in that short tennis skirt. At one point, Taylor bent over to tie her shoes and her low-riding capri’s – with cargo pockets and draw strings, of course – slipped down enough to show that her deep pink underwear was actually a thong, the color matching her visible bra strap. Kevin pulled his eyes away from the sight, only to hear Nicole laughing at his obviously male reaction.

Kevin drove them to Mr. Claymont’s large house. It was about four o’clock in the afternoon, and they were all fairly exhausted. “Hey, Kev,” Taylor said, “why don’t you come in for a drink?”

Her cat-like eyes twinkled and Kevin got the feeling that perhaps this wasn’t a good idea. Taylor had been flirting with him all through the day, going so far as smacking his ass at one point. He'd gone into this day armed with relief and a pledge to fix his marriage. Now, he could hardly remember that the ring on his finger signified him as married.

He looked at Nicole, who was fumbling with something in her satchel bag. Sensing his eyes on her, she looked up and threw in, “It’s been a long day and you’ve been great. The least we could do is offer you a coke or something.” Her identical eyes were soft, her offer genuine. Kevin figured that as long as Nicole was around, then he’d be okay.

Chapter 3

Leah was frustrated. She really liked Kevin. No, "like" was too weak of a word. She adored him. It killed her to think that he had succumbed to Mrs. Giuliani, sure, but what made it worse was that she couldn't throw herself at the assistant director. Whether it was fear of rejection, moral integrity, or insecurity, she just couldn't do it.

She stepped into her boss’ office and shut the door behind her, hearing the satisfying click. When she first heard she was getting a female boss, she had been overjoyed. When the carpet had been torn up and the old furniture had been hauled out, she prayed for a change. What moved in with the more feminine furniture was beyond Leah's imagination.

Throwing herself in her boss's high backed executive chair, it occurred to her that her problem wasn't that she hated Adrianna, but that she admired the Italian's confidence. From her position behind the wide desk, she fantasized about what it was like to be in the dusky-hued woman's shoes. She sat back, imagining that it was the end of a hard day. In her mind, she’d click her speakerphone on and speed dial Kevin's office. "I need you at once," Leah said aloud, feeling silly but thrilled all at once.

She imagined the door opening and closing, Harry's submissive head bowed as he walked into the room. Leah propped one leg lewdly up on the edge of the desk, her high heel locking into the lip, her tight gray skirt riding up her thighs. In her mind, she told an imagined Kevin to come here, to get on his knees.

The blonde's fingers ran up the soft skin of her inner thighs. "Touch me, Kevin," she whispered aloud as her fingers found the burning juncture between her legs, covered only by a thin layer of silk. "Do you like them?" she teased in her fantasy. "Do you like the way they feel? I bought them just for you." It was true, when she bought the little white thong, it was for her fantasy lover. "Oh yesss..." she hissed as her fingers grazed the hem of her panties, pulling them aside with one hand to allow the other full access to her exposed sex.

The lips of her pussy were damp, aroused by her fantasy. Slowly, she ran her middle fingers along the wet crease, higher and higher, teasing it over her clit for just a moment. She gasped, arched her back at the touch. "There," she whined. "Touch me there..."

"You have such a beautiful pussy," she imagined Kevin telling her as his fingers played across her clit.

"You like? I keep it like this for you, lover," she said through her sighs. "Clean and smooth but for this little bit..." Her fingernails scraped through the postage stamp sized patch of hair that clung to the top of her slit, a little reminder that she was all the woman Kevin would ever need. "God, your fingers feel so good, Kev. I've wanted this for soooo long..."

She dipped two fingers into her, parting her defoliated curtains and moaning into the empty office. She pumped slowly, savoring the feeling of her slender digits and the vividness of her fantasy. Her thumb went to work on her clit, circling it, round and round as she fingered herself. Closer and closer she drove herself, all the while imagining it was Kevin's soft touch at her sex.

So immersed was she in her fantasy that she failed to hear the office door open and shut, or the lock click secure. Roberto padded quietly across the plush, periwinkle blue carpeting that his wife had installed, his eyes feasting on the gorgeous blonde behind the desk, both legs now propped up and open wide, her hands a flurry of movement between her thighs.

He recognized Leah from the party two nights before and would have gone after her like the predator that he was were it not for Kevin's lovely wife and Adrianna’s request. She was cute then, but seeing her now, her eyes closed behind those nerdy little glasses, she was irresistible. He got on his hands and knees, crawling under the desk, crawling towards the source of all her pleasure.

Leah was so close. "Give it to me, Kev! Oh, God!" She gritted her teeth. Behind her tightly shut eyelids, Kevin was there, drilling his fingers in and out of her. She wanted to feel his mouth on her. She wanted to feel a tongue lap along her moistness and a whiskered face against her thighs.

Hot breath hit her hyper-sexed clit seconds before the tongue. She screamed out loud, closing her thighs tightly together. She felt a man's head there, whiskers on her thighs and all. The fantasy was complete, she thought, her mind delirious with ecstasy. Her fingers clawed at the man's hair, pulled him down, hard against her cunt. His tongue never ceased its maddening flickering until she grew too sensitive to take it anymore. "Ah! Kevin," she groaned, her head jamming against the back of the chair. "No more, please! No more!"

The lips disappeared, her fantasy ended with her orgasm, and suddenly, she realized there really was a man crouched between her legs.

"AH!" she gasped, propelling the wheeled chair back with her legs. "WHO ARE YOU?!?" she cried, her nerves burning with fear and embarrassment. She closed her legs quickly, covered herself, eyes rolling wildly to the closed door on the other side of the room, then back to the man, still on his knees, under the desk.

"Mr. Giuliani?" she asked at last, squinting at the man. She vaguely recognized the man from the party the night before. But then again, she had been drunk, her thoughts—as usual—on Kevin.

The cocky Italian grinned up at her, moving to stand and saying, "Ci, bella. I hope I did not frighten you, but I just could not help it." The suave rise-and-fall of his Italian accent seemed just a little out of place as he rose, his lips coated in her aromatic essence.

"Wait," she said with more confidence than she felt. She was astounded to see him stop, awkwardly kneeling a few feet away. "You mean to tell me that you walked in here, expecting to find your wife, find me instead, and think that it is okay to do what you did?" She was falling back into her role, that of the powerful executive. She placed her hands on the arm rests of the chair, crossing her shapely legs before her and smoothing her skirt back into something halfway modest. "Answer me."

Roberto smiled anxiously, feeling the tables turn on him. This little blonde was playing with him. She had enjoyed it. He had evidence of that on his lips. He began to stand again, not used to getting this kind of attitude from anyone but his wife. “I think we both know the answer to that question—“

“Did I say it was okay to stand?” she asked sternly. Despite himself, Roberto shook his head. “Good. Now, I want you to take off your clothes.” Leah hoped the older man didn’t see her hands shaking on the arm rests, or see the flush that spread through her body. She couldn’t believe she had said what she just did, but as the darkly handsome man began to follow her instructions, she didn’t regret it, either.

He unbuttoned his pressed white shirt, revealing a thin layer of dark curls across a well-defined chest. His nipples were dark and hard and Leah found herself biting her lip and squirming with anticipation in her seat. It really had been a long time since she’d been with another man.

When he unbuckled his belt, he looked up at her with dark, hungry eyes. "I'll need to stand to take off my pants," he stated, waiting for her acquiescence. She shivered at the thrill of power and nodded for him to continue, then shivered again as he drew his trousers down his legs. The beautiful man before him wore tight black boxer briefs and nothing else, a thick bulge pressing obscenely against those tight drawers.

"The underwear, too," she whispered, her voice shaking with excitement.

"As my lady wishes," he said, winking. He hooked his thumbs under the elastic band, pulling downwards slowly. The black cotton caught on her erection and Leah gasped. She felt her mouth water; she felt her palms grow sweaty on the arms rests. His cock popped free, waving hard and dark before him as he kicked the tight underwear towards her. She reached out, caught it instinctively, and felt her face burn. It was warm in her hands.

He put his hands on his hips, posing like the beautiful sculpture of David, only erect and real.

"Your turn," he said, his accented voice deep and commanding. "Strip for me,bella."

So quickly the tables turned, but Leah didn't care. She gave him the most wicked smile she could muster and prayed he didn't notice how her fingers shivered at each button of her blouse. Her breasts were nothing compared to the ripeness of this man's wife, but the way he drank them in was enough for Leah. Once free of her silky bra, she found herself cupping them, passing her fingers over the pink nipples, and saying, "You like what you see?" It was like another woman speaking, a woman who should have had a low and husky voice, a deep tan, and an impossibly hourglass body. Not cute little Leah. Not this dimple-cheeked blonde.



He nodded, a pink tongue wetting dry lips. He took a step forward, but she held up a finger. "Not yet," she said with her eyes, and slipped out of the chair. She turned her back on him, reaching up to release her blonde hair from its clip. Tossing her unleashed locks, she gave him a coy, over-the-shoulder look, and unzipped her skirt. It cascaded down her lean legs, pooling around white pumps that gave her diminutive size a little lift. Roberto's gaze went straight to her tight little butt, savoring the way her thong disappeared between two athletically firm cheeks.

Like Roberto before her, she tucked her thumbs into the band of her panties, giving him one last wink before pulling them off, bending at the waist to guide them all the way to her heels.

Like the rest of Leah's diminutive body, her pussy was small and compact, Roberto mused as she bent forward before him. The hairless folds were parted and wet from their earlier exertions, a rose in mid-blossom.

Brow down, fingers flexing and unflexing, he took this moment to pounce. No more meekness. No more submission. The normal Leah would have cowered at the approach of so much raw passion. That Leah would have whimpered and tried to flee.

Instead, she gave his approach a smoldering look, placed her hands on the windowsill, and planted her legs shoulder-width apart, ready to receive. "Oh, God!" she groaned as his dark meat pushed solidly into her tightness.Two months without sex'll do that to you, she winced, feeling the hard warmth parting her swollen womanhood.God, did this feel wonderful.

Roberto couldn't believe how tight this young blonde was. It had been years since he'd fucked someone this taut. She felt practically like a virgin, for God's sake. He reached above her and threw open the curtains. The sunny light of a summery day flooded the office and the two copulators were greeted with Adrianna's picturesque view of the DC landscape.

“Oh fuck!” Leah shrieked as the older Italian took her from behind. “Oh, so good!”

Roberto muttered something in Italian, leaning forward and kissing her blond hair. He pulled back golden tresses and whispered, “Play with yourself,bella. Finger your clit as I take you.”

The man’s dirty words burned in her ears, but sweet little Leah found her right hand traveling down her body to her hard little bud. She bit her lip to keep from screaming as an orgasm hit her moments later. Just beyond the button of her clitoris, her fingers felt the slippery shaft of Roberto’s cock ebb and flow, pushing and pulling her clinging inner pussy lips with each thrust and withdrawal. It was all too much and she braced herself hard with her left hand as she grinded back into him with her release.

Roberto steeled himself as he felt the petite cunt shudder and grip his erection in climax. He stared out the window into the brightly lit city, warding off all desire to release with her. He wasn't through with this one yet. He knew they only had time for him to come once, but he was going to enjoy her compact body before that time came.

Swiveling his head around his wife's office, he glanced across the pictures she had in clean golden frames next to the mini-bar. A wedding picture of the two of them, of course, a picture of her parents against the Southern Italian landscape, her cousins, her nieces and nephews, and off to the side, the smallest picture of them all, was one of Kevin Carter, his firm, American jaw and combed chestnut hair smiling back at Roberto.

Jealousy. It was a weird feeling to have. He knew his wife had been carrying on an affair for months with her younger employee. She even asked him if it was okay, something they had agreed wasn't necessary. Their marriage was based on openness and trust, and Roberto trusted Adrianna to return to him at the end of the day. She always did.

So why was he suddenly having doubts?

He growled, pulling himself free from the blonde like he was drawing a sword for melee combat. Turning from his newest lover, he swept the contents of Adrianna's desktop onto to the floor, the pens and papers, telephone and rolodex crashing to the floor in a violent clatter. He pounded the desk. "Solid wood. Good choice," he muttered, looking over his shoulder at Leah, who had recovered from her orgasm at last. "Hop up here, my dear. I'm not through with you yet."

Leah did as she was told silently, not daring to question this man who had suddenly turned into a snarling beast. She crawled onto the empty surface of the desk, her sticky skin cringing on the cool wood. She watched her lover carefully. The dark curls of his chest hair were matted and his olive skin glistened wetly in the cascading daylight. He stood over her, between her legs, which dangled off the desk, hulking and wild. She shivered, her gaping cunt quivering to feel him take her once again.

"Scoot to the edge of the desk," he growled, his large hands cupping the backs of her thighs as he drew her across the desk, towards his flexing manhood. Her skin squeaked across the wood leaving a damp trail of passion-fueled sweat until her tight little butt rested just at the end of the desk, where Roberto stood. "Take me in your hands, Leah. Guide me into you."

The Italian man watched as his wife's secretary reached out, her hands shaking, and ran her fingers softly along his slick cock. He shuddered, closing his eyes for only a second before he was back in control. She rubbed the swollen head of his erection along her agonizingly smooth folds, running it back and forth across the fluttering petals of her labia. It scrapped across what little pubic fur she kept, causing him to gasp at the sudden change from soft to scratchy.

Their eyes met and Leah knew that once again, she was in control. Her fingers tapped down along the cock’s sensitive underside as her thumb guide it back down along her moistness, finding the entrance low and inviting. He slid in without a problem.

The sensations that shot through Leah’s body were unlike anything she’d ever felt in her handful of sexual encounters. Roberto stood erect and tall, shoving into her supine body for all he was worth. She dug her heels hard into his lower back, her wet thighs slipping greasily over his hips and waist. With each grunt-inducing thrust, she’d slide up the desk a little, only to draw herself back in with her legs and Roberto’s rigid grip on her hips. From her reclined position on the desk and her lover’s angle of entry, his girth would mercilessly pass across her g-spot, causing her to cringe as electricity shot into her fingertips.

“Oh, God, baby!” she cried, not caring who in the office heard. Who the fuck cared, anyway, her fevered mind reasoned, this feels too fucking good to care! “Yes, YES!” She barely managed anything more coherent as he struck the very core of her womanhood again and again. She felt suffocated, the heat of her sex overwhelming her, waves of it lapping along the curves of her body, across the flat plain of her stomach, across her gasping ribcage, across her breasts, searing her nipples. Her clavicle, her neck, her chin, her lips. Sweeping and sweeping, not a square inch of skin left untouched by the maddening caress of this man’s burning passion, leaving every inch of her body with the dewy sheen of salty sweat.

“NGH!” she groaned, reduced to monosyllabic cries. Her body writhed in a pool of her own perspiration, undulated, flexing, twisting. “NGH!” Her orgasm crested, the shadow blotting out the office, the fluorescent lights above, the sunlight in through the window, the heated body crushed between her thighs. Nothing could withstand so intense a feeling, all vaporizing like matter before a nuclear blast.

Leah was vaguely aware of a dull throbbing well up within her, the explosion of her orgasm pausing long enough to feel the first blast of Roberto’s cum hit the back of her cervix. His cock was alive, pulsing like a pressurized hose, the viscous semen quickly filling the tight cavity of her vagina.

The blonde tore at her hair as the moment of clarity broke and the sun-like intensity poured back in around her, one hundred times more intense now. “OH!!” she was screaming, her throat going raw and dry.

She lay there limply for many long moments, watching the world around her slowly return, the lingering mists of an earth-shattering dream. She felt the older man shrink within her, then withdraw. She felt the wetness on her thighs cool and the lukewarm trails of his cum drip from her worn cunt. She didn’t have the strength to raise her head just yet, so the world returned at a tilt. She was a little surprised to see that Roberto had already clothed himself and opened her mouth to tell him how wonderful he was, but all that came to her lips was a sigh.

He seemed to understand, though, and smiled charmingly down at her. “This probably isn’t the best time to ask this,” he said as he started opening drawers in the desk, “but I don’t suppose you’re free this Thursday, are you?”

Somewhere, the cognizant part of her brain thought about how ironic it was that she was going to go on a dateafter the fact. The rest of her just giggled.

He scrunched his face up cutely—reminding her of Antonio Bandarez at the moment—and shook his head. “I’ll call you later.” He returned to the desk, smiling as he put something into his attaché case. “You little bitch,” he said to himself, astonished. Leah wasn’t sure, but she thought he withdrew a little, white plastic bag… or a little ZipLoc that also looked white?

The next thing she knew, she was being kissed. It was soft and wonderful and just what she needed to snap herself out of her spell. In the blink of an eye, Antonio was on the other side of the room and mouthed, “I’ll call you,” one more time before he was gone.

Chapter 4

Claymont’s house was in NW, north and west of Georgetown in a very wealthy area of the District. It had a crescent shaped driveway that Kevin was able to pull his car into. No one was home and the twins led him into the living room, which was filled with plush white sofas and expensive looking nick knacks.

“I’ll go get the drinks,” Taylor said, disappearing.

Nicole sat down in the love seat, carefully arranging the souvenirs she’d purchased during the day. She’d been very impressed not only with the Freer and Sakler galleries, but with the National Gallery—to which she’d gone alone.

“Thank you so much for taking a day off work to baby sit the kids,” she said, getting comfortable.

Kevin waved his hands. “You guys aren’t kids. And I had a great time hanging out with you as well. It let me take my mind off of work.” Off of Adrianna.

“I want to apologize for my sister—“

“Why’s that?” Taylor said, returning with the drinks.

Nicole rolled her eyes. “You know.” Turning to Kevin, she said, “My sister is boy crazy. You should hear her reputation at Princeton—“

“Sh!” Taylor silenced. “At least I’m not a 20-year-old virgin!”

Nicole grew a little red, her eyes looking fast at Kevin. “You know perfectly well I’m not a virgin, Taylor.”

The twin with the highlights handed out the drinks, looking from Nicole to Kevin, then back to Nicole. Then she broke out in laughter. “Oh, I see what’s going on here! You little bitch! How can you accuse me of being the boy crazy one?”

“Kevin’s not a boy,” Nicole said, her face flushing even more.

Kevin took a sip of his “Coke” and nearly choked. It was so filled with rum that he could barely taste the soothing caramel-flavor. Taylor sat down right beside him, placing her hand on his leg and looking at him in faux concern. “Are you okay?” she asked, her brow furrowing and her eyes dancing.

“Nothing,” Kevin said, the burn in his throat subsiding. He took another sip, prepared this time. “It’s just that… I didn’t realize you were serving Pepsi. I’m more of a Coke fan.”

The girls laughed, sharing a secretive look quickly. “I’m sorry,” Taylor squeezed his leg. “I could put some more rum in it, if you want.” She giggled.

“No, that’s quite all right.” Kevin was suddenly very aware of how close the young coed was. Her hand was warm on his leg, her chestnut hair smelled fresh and clean. He took a large gulp of his drink, ignoring the bite of the rum. He could feel Taylor’s eyes on his face, but refused to meet them, looking over at Nicole.

She observed them with amusement, the kind that stare that one saves for watching animals at the zoo just before they do something silly, or interesting. Kevin got the feeling that she often regarded her sister like this and wondered if the twins were in this situation a lot. It made him feel slightly uncomfortable, which in turn caused him to drink more just to do something other than deal with the situation.

“We’re very grateful to you for showing us around your city,” Taylor whispered on the other side of him. Her tone had changed from playful to alluring. “We’d like to reward you for being our tour guide.”

Her hand slid up along his leg and Kevin finished off the last of his drink. Her hand slid to his inner thigh before he was able to stop it with his own. But her tanned skin was incredibly soft, incredibly warm. He didn’t pull it off his thigh, but held it there, his own hand covering it.

It was at that point that he realized he had quite a buzz going on. It was probably all the exercise today, the insubstantial hotdog for lunch, and then the triple shot of rum and Coke. These things he acknowledged in a very logical fashion: they were truths, they had happened, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He felt hot breath on his neck, then soft lips kiss him. “I…” he began, turning his head to regard Taylor. Suddenly, she was inches from his face and he was in a far worse position than he was just seconds ago. He knew that he was a goner. He had no fight left.

She kissed him, her tongue prodding its way playfully into the confines of his mouth. He closed his eyes and gave in to the desire to kiss this young woman. When they broke from one another, he sighed, already missing the feeling.

He felt another set of hands on his back and turned to find Nicole sitting on the other side of him. She was smiling happily, waiting patiently for her turn to kiss him. She didn’t need to wait long. Her kiss was so different than her identical twin. It was softer, sweeter. More caring.

When she pulled away, Taylor was on her feet, offering her hand to his. He took it and she pulled him up. “Come with us,” she whispered and pulled him towards the stairs. Nicole took his other hand and he let himself be guided by these two beautiful sisters in stunned silence.

They led him to a bedroom and at last, Kevin found a voice. “Girls, I can’t do this.” He laughed drunkenly. “I mean, I’m very flattered, but I’m married, and she’s such a wonderful woman. And besides that, my life is already complicated enough.” His buzz made everything seem a little funny, a little bit more manageable, and he laughed at his own statement.

The twins, un-phased, let go of his hand and left him standing just inside the room. Nicole walked behind him, quietly shutting the door, as Taylor went to the bed, sitting on the edge and crossing her legs. “Anyway, the day’s been great, and I really appreciate the drink, but I really should be getting back. I’ve got a few things I should do at the office before heading home…” he continued to ramble.

“Do you really think that you should drive anywhere?” Taylor asked quietly, a triumphant smile stretched from ear to ear. “I mean, I could understand your hesitancy. A handsome man like you, you must have women throwing themselves at your feet. You’ve probably had sex with countless sisters – not to mention twins – so a couple of 20-year-old college girls are of no interest to you.”

As Nicole walked by him, she ran her index finger along his shoulder, smiling innocently and going to sit next to her sister. The two girls turned towards each other, their legs touching, their brown eyes gazing deep into each other.

“It’s a real shame, too,” Nicole continued where her twin had left off, turning her head to regard Kevin. Taylor kept her eyes fixed on her sister’s face, her finger tips brushing a few strands of Nicole’s long, wavy brown hair away from her eye. “We really like you, Kevin. We’d been talking about you all weekend.”

She looked back at her sister, their heads getting closer. Their luscious lips getting closer. Kevin’s hard on was uncomfortable in his pants. He wasn’t breathing. He didn’t know how to react. He’d never seen two girls kiss before in real life, not to mention twins.

Just before their moist lips closed on one another, Taylor turned her head back to Kevin. Nicole’s lips brushed the soft highlights of her sister’s lush hair. Taylor said, “You should probably go, Kev. I’m so wet and horny right now that I can’t be responsible for my actions if you stay. I’m about to make love to my twin sister and you probably don’t want to see that, either.”

She turned back to Nicole, their heads once again close—foreheads resting upon one another. Nicole had her hands resting on Taylor’s hips, Taylor’s fingers continuing to brush and play with the wavy locks that hung around her sister’s beautiful face. Their eyes seemed to communicate an entire conversation in that look. Nicole bit her lip, then nodded.

Kevin’s jaw hit the floor as the girls brought their mouths together for a sweet, gentle kiss. It lasted no more than a few seconds, but when their lips pulled back, Nicole was panting heavily, trying to catch her breath, her eyes still closed. Taylor opened her eyes, smiling at the look of contentment on her sister’s face, and kissed her again.

This time, their lips parted and Kevin watched as Taylor’s pink tongue disappeared into her identical twin’s mouth. The kiss grew passionate, the bolder twin cupping her sister’s head in her hand, pulling her closer, deeper. Their jaws worked as the kiss continued and Kevin suddenly felt the need to sit, his legs growing weak beneath him.

When this kiss parted, their tongues recoiled slowly into their mouths. The twins turned their heads, regarding their single audience member. “You’re still here,” Taylor stated, standing up with one last caress of her sister’s cheek. “That must mean you don’t mind me doing this,” she said, walking over to him and throwing herself against his body, her hands grasping his head and pulling it down to her mouth.

Kevin could not resist, his conscience losing the battle of wills against his libido. Before he knew it, she was guiding him to the bed where the twins took turns stripping and kissing him. When his erection hit air, Taylor gasping, taking hold of it and turning to her sister, “Nikki, I think we hit the jackpot!”

She sucked it once in her mouth, drawing a groan from Kevin, before saying, “More of that later.” Kevin watched as the twins made out in front of him, stripping each other down to their panties. Their young bodies were flawless and bronzed, their tan lines revealing the skimpiness of the string bikinis that they wore. Their breasts were perky, identical, the creamy white a stark contrast against the rest of their golden bodies.

Taylor wore that little pink thong, while Nicole wore more modest blue string bikini panties. The girls crawled back to Kevin, who sat resting against the pillows at the head of the bed. “Have you ever had your dick sucked by two girls at the same time?” Taylor asked, her hand going to his cock. Kevin shook his head. “Enjoy then,” she smiled.

Adrianna gave the best oral sex he’d ever had in his life. Mrs. Veronica Hammond was the most enthusiastic. His wife was the most loving and familiar. But nothing compared to what these two girls did to him. Two mouths are always better than one, and the fact that both mouths knew exactly how to compliment one another wasn’t a bad thing.



They ran their soft lips and moist tongues up either side of his rigid member, meeting at the head for a quick peck that sometimes turned into a full blown French kiss. Watching the identical, gorgeous women work on him was almost too much for Kevin and he had to close his eyes, blotting the image of their girl-girl kiss from his memory. They shifted seamlessly, Taylor grasping his cock and running her lips and tongue up the sensitive underside, applying pressure in long, wet strokes as her sister sucked and rolled his balls in her mouth.

“Holy shit,” he moaned in a semi-delirious state. When Taylor’s mouth closed completely over his cock, Kevin knew he wouldn’t last much longer. “Uhhhh!” He felt them switch, their cock-sucking technique very similar, yet different in subtle ways. Taylor was more forceful, Nicole was more of a tease.

“Girls, I can’t… oh… I can’t… UHH!!!” His cock pulsed, firing ropes of white cum down into their hungry mouths. They passed his cock back and forth between ejaculations, sharing Kevin’s salty secretions eagerly between them. When he was finished, he opened his eyes and watched the girls lick his splatter off each other’s faces before engaging in a deep, tongue twisting kiss.

His cock already began to stir at the sight and sounds of their make out session, but it was really when Taylor asked him, “Would you like to watch me eat my sister’s pussy?” that he really returned to full mast.

Nicole shot her a bewildered look, her eyes wide with uncertainty. “Have you two ever… done that?” Kevin asked.

Nicole was shaking her head as her sister said, “No. We’ve shared guys before, but the farthest we’ve ever gone with one another is some intense fingering sessions.”

“Oh, God…” Kevin mumbled, his heart racing so fast he felt like it might explode.

“I’ve messed around with other girls and stuff. But I’ve always wanted to go down on Nikki. She’s sooo sexy.” She said this all without taking her eyes from her sister. Nicole seemed very apprehensive, yet her breathing had become heavy and her small brown nipples hard. She bit her lower lip, then nodded slowly.

Taylor didn’t wait for her to change her mind. She practically lunged at Nicole, bringing her lips forcefully up to the twin and kissing hard. “God, I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Nik. Relax, sweetheart. Kim says I’m the best she’s ever had.”

She slowly kissed her way down her sister’s tight body, sucking her tits and nipping at her nipples. Her tongue snaked along Nicole’s toned stomach. She pulled the little blue panties off, revealing Nicole’s pulsing pussy to both their eyes. The soft brown hair was trimmed back neatly, her glistening lips easily seen through the thin fuzz. “Oh, baby, it’s so beautiful,” Taylor said just before she licked the length of her sister’s slit.

Nicole’s eyes flew open, her back arching violently as her sister made first contact with her pussy. “OHHHH!!!” she moaned. “OH! OHHH!!”

Kevin watched one of these gorgeous girls go down on the other. He didn’t want to blink his eyes, fearing that he was dreaming, or perhaps these two nymphs were a wonderful, glorious mirage. But they weren’t, and Nicole’s orgasm was as strong and real as one could possibly be. She crushed her sister’s head between her thighs, locking her ankles together as she rode out her blinding climax.

At last, Taylor came up for air, her chin and cheeks coated and glistening with her sister’s girl-cum. Circling her hands around Nicole’s head, the sisters shared another deep and incestuous kiss which ended with Nicole lapping her own juices off her sister’s face.

“God…” she said at last, out of breath. Taylor giggled, covering her mouth. “God…” she repeated once again. “That was incredible.” She was whispering, resting her head on her sister’s. She closed her eyes, licking her lips. “You know me so well, sis! You seemed to read my thoughts, knowingexactly what to do and how to do it.”

“Well, we are identical twins, Nikki. And we’ve been masturbating in front of each other since we were fourteen…”

“Could I…” she began but stopped, embarrassed.

“What?” Taylor asked, wickedly. “You want to eat my pussy, too?”

Nicole blushed, but nodded quickly. “I thought you’d never ask!”

Taylor laid back on the bed, whipping her thong off quickly. Her pussy, unlike her sister’s, was shaved bare but for a pencil thin wisp of dark hair above pink and swollen lips.

“God, Taylor, your pussy looks so good like this!”

Taylor grabbed her sister’s head and pulled her down to her sex. “Less talking, more licking, Nikki. Mmmmmm...” She gasped as Nicole made her first, tentative touches along her sister’s cleft. She looked at Kevin, her eyes drooping with pleasure, and said, “Kev, we haven’t forgotten about you. We’re just sharing a… sisterly moment. Why don’t you get behind Nikki and show her that a cock is still a wonderful thing.”

Kevin had no problem obliging the girl, crawling in behind Nicole, taking hold of her hips, and entering her doggy style. She was incredibly tight, her young pussy lips stretching around his thickness. Nicole had to pull her mouth away from her sister’s pussy to suck in air through clenched teeth.

He slowly fucked her. Her tight snatch felt incredible, but the sight of her simultaneously eating her twin was even better. “Harder!” Taylor ordered her sister, but Kevin sped up as well. Nicole groaned against Taylor’s clit.

Kevin hit the point of no return. He could feel his balls tightening. He could sense his imminent orgasm. He pumped against Nicole, harder and harder, his hips slapping loudly against her ass. Her tongue flicked lightning quick along her sister’s bud, her fingers pushing faster and faster into her sister’s cunt. Taylor was bucking her hips, thrusting them harder and harder against the other girl’s mouth. Closer and closer. More and more.

The group exploded in a collective orgasm. Chain lightning leapt from one to the other, the white lights of Kevin’s climax blearing out everything but the intensity he was feeling from unloading into Nicole’s tight, young snatch.

The three of them spent another hour exploring each other, particularly Taylor and Nicole. As they waited for Kevin to recuperate, they engaged each other in a furious 69, both racing to get the other off first. Kevin complicated the whole thing by joining in, penetrating Taylor’s smooth lips. Nicole’s tongue darted across their union, but Kevin had already cum twice, so he had the stamina to bring Taylor two more loud orgasms before it was time for him to go.

Neither of the girls moved to get dressed when Kevin was ready to leave. He kissed each of them goodbye, thanking them for a wonderful day. “It was the least we could do after you were so good to us,” Taylor said, winking.

Kevin closed the bedroom door behind him, hearing Taylor say, “Now, Nikki, we’re going to do something about that bush of yours…”

Kevin’s cock started to harden and he got out of there before he ran back into the room.

Chapter 5

Kevin got home at the same time as Karen.

She looked really good, dressed in a short black skirt and a tight cream blouse. If he didn’t know better, he’d say that she might have had an interview. “Quit your job at the florist?” he asked as he inserted the key in the front door.

She laughed and shook her head. “No, I just thought I wanted to look nice today. Got a problem with that?”

He shook his head. “I’d certainly buy flowers from a hot chick like you. But I thought today was your day off.”

She averted her eyes briefly, saying, “Misty was sick today. I was filling in.”

She was acting a bit edgy, which Kevin thought a bit strange, but didn’t think too much about it, still thinking about the intense last few hours he’d shared with Nicole and Taylor.

“How’d the babysitting job go?” she asked, changing the subject.

“Oh, it was fun, actually. It’s funny, the only times I really go and see all the sights is when I’m showing guests around, you know? We’ve lived here nearly five years, and today was the first time that I’ve been up in the Monument.”

“That’s amazing, honey,” the redhead said, heading for the bedroom. Kevin followed, wanting to take a shower before dinner to clean the smell of the two coeds from his body. “Mind if I take a quick shower before fixing dinner?” she asked, taking off her earrings and placing them on her vanity.

“Um… actually, I was going to take one as well, but go ahead,” he said, watching as she pulled the blouse from her head, not waiting for his response. Her breasts were encased in a new black push-up bra that Kevin didn’t recognize, and his eyebrows arched as she unzipped her short skirt, not only revealing her matching thong, but also that her nylons were not pantyhose, but actually stockings held up with a garter belt.

“My, my, aren’t we sexy,” Kevin said, unable to resist stepping close to her. His hand encircled her breasts through the bra and he kissed her perfumed neck. Her red hair smelled like fresh shampoo and cigarettes. Odd, Karen didn’t smoke. “Is there a rule that you must wear your sexiest outfit if you fill in for others?”

Karen laughed, slapping her husband’s hand away casually as it drifted down to the crotch of her panties. “Not now, honey, I need to take a shower so I can cook before it gets too late.”

Remembering his cock, coated in the dried pussy juice of two other young women, he stopped and backed off, watching his wife’s thong-clad ass wiggle its way into the bathroom before the door shut.

Kevin sighed. He’d have to wait to wash the evidence away.




Business & Pleasure Pt. 05

V: Leah's Date

Leah goes out with Adrianna's husband, Roberto, and he shows her the most exciting night of her life.

Chapter 1

The week following Leah's passionate tryst with her boss's husband was rainy, but that didn't dampen the cute blonde's mood. As they say of those in love, she walked about as though on a cloud, catching herself humming when she sat idly, or staring out the window and daydreaming.

Not that she was in love. She wasn't that self-delusional. She knew that to Roberto Giulianni, she was just Adrianna's pretty secretary, nothing more than a plaything. Still, it was nice having someone in her life. It had been too long since she'd had so much attention lavished on her and all through the week, the only thing she could think about was her date Thursday night and the night's passion that would follow.

There was also a cruel side of her that took pleasure in sleeping with Adrianna's husband. Whenever the thought passed through her mind, she denied it, even to herself, but deep down, she knew it was true. The voluptuous Italian woman had been driving Leah to the edge of sanity with her demands and, more to the point, her treatment of Kevin Carter (Leah's secret crush). Taking Roberto as a bedmate was her silent way of paying her back.

Kevin used the rainy week to try and make amends with his wife, who he'd been neglecting for months now. He left every day at 5 so he'd be home in time for dinner, and didn't leave her side until the next morning, when he regretfully had to pull himself together for work. He'd forgotten how wonderful his time with the beautiful redhead was and how comfortable he felt around her. She wasn't just his wife and lover; she was also his best friend.

Work was a little bit more challenging with Adrianna out of the office. What he thought would have been a cake-walk for a week was actually harder than anything he'd experienced since being promoted. With her gone, Kevin was in charge of the department. He found that every time he thought he had a moment to breath, someone was bringing him a stack of papers to review, or sign, or comment on. He developed a newfound respect for his sophisticated lover, not that he hoped she would return any time soon.

His inevitable breakup with her loomed.

He also noticed that Leah seemed to be in a much cheerier mood. If they ran into one another in the hall, she smiled sunbeams at him, looking up at him for a moment before giggling and looking away. She was becoming more irresistible by the moment. He'd always found her cute, but he began to think about her as more. Maybe it was the party and her slip that she loved him. Nothing could stroke a guy's ego more than someone else's admiration.

Kevin began to wonder what she looked like under those tailored suits and blouses of hers. He began to fantasize about ways of seducing her, calling her into his office, or asking her along to a "business lunch." Every time his lecherous mind went down that path, he had to literally shake his head, clearing it of the unclean thoughts. "I'm not Adrianna," he'd say to himself aloud. "I don't just take what I want, and I love my wife."

***

Leah lived alone in an apartment down the street from the Carters. It was a good neighborhood in Northern Virginia – although the rents were a little on the high side – and she spent most of her evenings either curled up on the couch with a good book or down the block at the Gold's Gym.

She'd graduated two years ago from IU and stayed in Bloomington with her friends until about a half a year ago, when she packed up everything and moved to DC. She hadn't made many friends since the move – no one but Kevin and Karen, really, and they weren't really even close friends – and she didn't really feel all that interested in the DC bar scene. Too many collared Capitol-Hillers and all their snobbery to contend with.

Wednesday night was a gym night, so she squeezed herself into her little spandex outfit and was on the elliptical by 5:30. Karen was there as usual, the attractive, friendly redhead getting help from Joe, her personal trainer. Joe was one of those all-American good looking guys. He looked like the prom king, aged ten years: tall with shortly cropped blond hair and sideburns, his body was practically chiseled out of rock. He had a cyclist's build: thick calves and thighs, cords of tanned muscle tightly wound around long limbs and a taut body. He was definitely not Leah's type, but she wouldn't mind spending a little bit more time trying to determine that.

Ever since Adrianna planted the seed that maybe Karen was having an affair, Leah had been on the lookout. She really didn't want to believe the young housewife was being untrue to Kevin – even when she knew that Kevin was being far from faithful himself. She put a great deal of value in Karen's moral well-being, as though the redhead reflected the world in general. If such a sweet, down-to-earth woman faltered, then the whole world was in trouble.

Maybe because of that, she would credit Karen with a lot more than she would anyone else. She watched Karen flirt a little with Joe and wrote it off easily. After all, what woman alive wouldn't giggle and blush when such a hunk of a man paid her a compliment, or said something funny. Karen was just being human. That didn't make her an adulteress.

"What's up?" came a friendly greeting as the redhead took her place on the elliptical next to Leah. "What are you smiling about?"

Karen, like Leah, wore a cute exercise outfit: tight little shorts and a midriff-baring top. She looked fitter than Leah could ever remember; her stomach looked flatter and her shoulders looked a little bit more cut. Probably just an effect of the racer-backed bra.

"Just having a good week's all," Leah panted, dropping the difficulty level of her machine so she could actually carry on a conversation.

"You're looking pretty glowing yourself. Joe over there give you some extra pointers today?" Leah joked.

Was it Leah's imagination, or did Karen's face falter? "Yeah, right. I wish!" the redhead replied, just as cheery as ever. "You see his arms? He could probably toss you around like a rag doll."

Leah blushed. For one moment, she imagined herself pinned against the wall, Joe's arms flexing as he lifted her light body up and down on his inevitably large cock.

"No… it's really Kevin. He's been great this week. He actually comes home on time! You having a light workload?"

Not quite, Leah thought, thinking of Adrianna's absence. "I'm not sure. The boss has been out of the office, so I haven't seen Kevin all that much this week." The minute she said it, she realized it was the wrong thing to say. She didn't mean to imply that Adrianna and Kevin saw a lot of each other during the week…

Karen seemed to process this and write it off with merely a flicker of her pretty green eyes, and nodded. "Well, whatever it is, I hope it keeps up."

"I actually have a date this week," Leah said – anything to change the subject.

Karen smiled warmly and Leah was touched once again at how genuine she was. "Congratulations! Kevin will be insanely jealous." She winked, laughing as Leah blanched.

"You… how…?"

"Don't worry about it, Leah. I've known you've had a crush on him since I first met you." Seeing the worried look on the younger woman, Karen was quick to add, "But seriously, I don't mind. You're one of the most honest people I know. You're an example to us all." She practically whispered the last part.

Leah's guilt made her feel like she'd stepped into a sauna. What would Karen think if she knew she was going on a date with a married man? And loving it?! Instead, she asked, "Have I really been that obvious?"

Karen just nodded, her eyes dancing with laughter. "I think it's cute. Kevin… well, Kevin probably has no clue. You know how men are…"

Leah forced a laugh, but thanks to her big mouth, Kevin knew quite well how she felt about him, and she cursed herself once more for being so stupid.

"We should get together some time. Just us girls. I keep meaning to do more with you every time I see you but something always slips my mind."

"I'd really like that," Leah said, getting off her exercise machine. "We could paint our nails or something." They laughed at each other one last time and Leah padded to the showers.

Chapter 2

Roberto picked Leah up in his silver Aston Martin coup. Leah wasn't normally the kind of girl who drooled over a man who flexed his automotive muscles, but she couldn't help but grow giddy as she slid into the soft leather bucket seat, her eyes darting around at the lush interior.

"I had it imported from home," he explained, smiling at her with that cocky, oh-so-Italian swagger. "I see, you like." She just nodded her head, embarrassed yet unable to stop smiling. "Let's go!" he said, flooring it.

Leah felt like she was in one of those power-launch roller coasters, her compact body pinned into the seat with the force of the sports car's acceleration. It was just as exhilarating as a roller coaster, she thought. Just as out of control.

They dined in Georgetown at the Sequoia, overlooking the Potomac River, and inevitably, the conversation turned to sex. "So tell me, Leah, do you always play with yourself when Adrianna is away on business?" Leah's face turned pink and she averted her eyes, sipping at her vodka martini. "I have embarrassed you? After last Monday, I would think such a thing was impossible."

Leah's blush deepened even more, but she managed a quiet, "I'm not usually like that."

"But why not?" he asked, swirling his own cocktail before finishing it. "Did you not enjoy yourself?"

"Oh, very much. Otherwise, I wouldn't be here…" She looked around then, suddenly nervous that someone would notice them. Would recognize them and call her out for the adulterous that she was. "What am I doing?" she gasped under her breath.

Roberto reached across the table, his fingers softly caressing her wrist, and she shivered. "Do you wish for me to take you home?" It was a rhetorical question. They both knew it. "Or would you like me to show you the most exciting night of your life?"

She cleared her throat nervously and changed the subject. "What is it you do, exactly, Roberto?"

He withdrew his hand, knowing he'd won that small battle. "I'm a businessman. How do you say… I invest in nightclubs?"

"Really? Did you say night clubs?" emphasizing the plural.

"Ci."

"Any I may have heard of?"

"I am not sure. Have you heard of Basement?"

"Of course I have! That's supposed to be one of the hippest new clubs in the city! You own that?"

The handsome Italian nodded modestly. "Well, part of it, yes."

"Wow… any others?"

"A few. Would you like to go to one after dinner?"

Actually, Leah had been hoping they'd go somewhere with a bed, but dancing didn't sound like a bad idea, either. Especially if dancing came with free drinks. "That would be fun. Yes!"

Roberto laughed at her childlike excitement. "It's settled then. And I know just the one."

For some reason, Leah grew a little nervous at that last statement.

***

"Would you like to drive her?" he asked Leah as the valet pulled the silver import up.

"I don't know," Leah said. She knew she was a little tipsy from the martini, but this kind of offer didn't come up all that often. "I think I'm a little drunk," she admitted.

Roberto waved his hand. "Makes it more fun then, no? Let us try it…"

He wasn't going to take no for an answer, and Leah wasn't going to put up much of a fight. "Careful now, the controls are a little sensitive—"

It was all he could get out as the car jolted forward, wheels spinning loudly as they fishtailed around the corner.

The two laughed, a rush of adrenaline shooting through Leah's body. "Where are we going?" she yelled as they dodged around traffic leaving a wake of angry horns. Much like the rest of her relationship with Roberto, she felt at once so in control, and at the same time, completely out of control.

"Drive wherever you want. I will direct you in a little bit."

After a half hour of tearing up the DC streets, Roberto guided her to "Capitol," a club that Leah had never heard of, but one that Roberto assured her was perfect for the evening.

As they stepped from the car, Leah felt like she was disembarking a plane, her heels feeling happy to be on solid ground once again. Her head was still spinning as they walked into the club, Roberto shaking the large, suited bouncer's hand.

"Mr. Giuliani," the man said. "Welcome back. The usual table?"

"Please, Marcus. And have a bottle of champagne waiting for us."

"Of course. Go right in." If Leah thought it strange that the bouncer wore a suit, or that he radioed ahead for them, she naively took it as a perk of the owner.

It wasn't until they entered the club, walking past a ticket booth and down a corridor of frosted glass, that Leah realized that Capitol was a strip club.

"I believe this is technically registered as a gentlemen's club," Roberto corrected her.

"You have got to be shitting me?" she said, covering her mouth and stifling a hysterical laugh.

Capitol was smaller than she thought most strip clubs were. At least, it was smaller than the strip clubs as portrayed on TV and in the movies. At first glance, it was nothing more than a large, circular room. In the center was a circular stage with a single dancers' pole – currently featuring an acrobatic platinum blonde wearing nothing but plastic platform heels and a sequined thong. Around the stage were cushioned chairs and little tables, a handful of men sitting darkly throughout, watching the blonde spin and gyrate. The ceiling was painted to resemble a dome – like the real Capitol – although upon closer inspection, it was just a neat trick of the light.

Leah wanted to turn and run from the place. More than ever that night, she felt like hyperventilating. Instead, she laughed, "Oh my God," over and over again, her hand over her mouth, her eyes wide as saucers.

Before she could muster the strength to turn and go, she found herself being led to the other side of the club, past a roped off area where another suited bouncer loomed, and into an alcove that she didn't notice when she first entered.

It was as dark and private as it could be and still offer any type of view of the stage. True to the bouncer's word, a bottle of champagne sat in a bucket of ice, two flutes sitting next to it. Leah sunk back into the red velvet booth and tried to will herself somewhere else.

"Is something wrong?" Roberto asked, but that toothy grin assured Leah that he knew exactly what he was doing to her. "I am thinking you need a drink, yes?" He popped open the champagne before she had a chance to reply and could do nothing but watch as he poured the bubbly for her.

"To the most exciting night of your life," he said, toasting her. Tongue still caught, she silently clinked her glass against his and took a heavy sip of what she now recognized as Cristal.

It was sometime around this point that she began to relax at last. He'd promised her exciting and, she had to admit, this was pretty exciting. She'd never been to a strip club before – never had cause to. Then again, she'd never driven a sports car wildly through the streets. Nor had she ever had sex on her boss's desk, or in front of an open window in the middle of the day. All these other feelings had been exhilarating, to say the least. As the expensive champagne took effect, she resolved herself to take things as they came tonight.

That was, until the first dancer came their way.

Long, dark hair, glittery eye make-up, and overflowing breasts, "Sandy" – as she introduced herself – seethed with slinky sensuality. Dressed in a pure white micro tube dress that seemed to make a bold statement against her deep tan, the stripper bent down to whisper something into Roberto's ear, while simultaneously giving him an eyeful of her prominent cleavage.

"It's so good to see you, Roberto," she said, her voice husky and promising. Leah blushed, wanted to turn her head, but instead played the headlight-caught-deer to a tee. That tight dress rode up her solid thighs, threatening to expose her panties – or lack thereof, Leah thought with a blush.

The stripper's full, glossy lips were opening and closing, but Leah was too shocked to process her words until she asked, "Does your friend want a dance?" All the blood drained from her face and she shook her head slowly, back and forth. Sandy smiled predatorily and pushed, "Don't be scared, honey. I'll be gentle."

Seeing the little blonde's aghast expression, Roberto handed her a folded bill and said, "Thanks, honey, but not now…"

Sandy shrugged, straightened back up (pulling her short dress down an inch or two) and sashayed off into another part of the club, the clicking of her tall platform heels quickly lost in the low beat of the techno.

"I don't know about this, Roberto," Leah said once she was sure the stripper was out of earshot. "I'm not sure what you expect out of this night."

He just flashed her that cocky smile and said, "I expect nothing out of the night. I go into it without any expectations. It shall be what we make of it, yes?"

Leah rolled her eyes. "Sure." She was prepared to say something else, but she saw someone approaching – thankfully a guy this time.

"Hey, Roberto," the well-dressed black man said, waving the Italian back into his seat as he began to rise. "Please, no need to stand for me. I just wanted to stop by and say hello."

"Always the host, Stephen. Good. Please, have a seat, if only for a minute or two. Stephen, I'd like you to meet my date for tonight, Ms. Leah Anderson. Leah, the business manager of Capitol, Stephen Russell."

"It's nice to meet you," Leah said, shaking the handsome black man's large hand. He smiled widely at her. She felt a shiver down her spine. This man was beautiful in that Taye Diggs kind of way: cleanly shaven head and face, his chocolate brown eyes were open and friendly.

"How's business been?" Roberto asked, signaling a waitress over to bring another champagne flute.

Stephen waved the waitress away. "Oh, it's been good, it's been good. Revenue's through the roof and the dancers are doing better than ever. Word has spread that this is the place to be, both for dancing and for visiting."

Roberto shook his head in disbelief. "They told me I was crazy to open a topless-only club in the District. Sometimes it is what you don't see that drives them crazy, yes?"

"Must be. Must be. But we shouldn't talk shop in front of such a lovely lady," Stephen said, those warm eyes smiling in Leah's direction. "Is there anything I can get you, Leah? A drink? A dancer? A friend of Roberto's is always a friend of mine."

Leah's face blushed at the offer of the dancer. She shook her head shyly. "I think I'm good for now, but thanks."

He nodded politely. "I better get back to making my rounds. If you need anything, my lady, don't hesitate to ask."

"Always a charmer," Roberto said as his friend walked away. "And a wonderful businessman on top of that. He is the real reason we are so successful here. So, see anyone that peaks your interest?"

Leah had to laugh at his bluntness, shaking her head. "You men are all the same! I hope you didn't take me here with anything like that in mind. I am strictly a guy's girl. Ha!"

He grinned at her, but those eyes peered deeply into her heart. "Come now," he said evenly, "you can't tell me you've never been curious…"

She shook her head. "Never. I guess I must have missed out on the whole ‘college experimentation' phase of my life."

He just nodded. Leah gritted her teeth at his cocky attitude. "You don't believe me."

"Did I say that?" he asked, holding his hands in front of him to ward her off. "I just want you to trust me. I told you I'd show you a good time tonight. Look up on that stage. Isn't the girl up there beautiful to watch? Isn't she sexy, her body aesthetically pleasing?"



A pale redhead graced the stage now, her long, shapely legs entwined around the pole as she unbuttoned her little school girl blouse. The tight half-moons of her buttocks peaked out below a plaid skirt that was certainly not street legal. Leah was reminded of Karen, Kevin's wife, and she had to shake the association from her mind.

She had to admit, the stripper was sexy. All tight curves and smooth skin, the redhead's body was like a beautiful painting. Leah reasoned that she could admire her just as she admired art. And she definitely wasn't attracted to art, right?

Roberto slid closer to her, his body suddenly pressing against her. "I bet you're wet right now," he whispered into her ear. She shivered involuntarily as she felt a hand on her thigh. She'd worn a short black mini-skirt that she thought complimented her legs, and a cream colored wrap-around blouse. With a push-up bra, it even gave her a little bit of cleavage. Roberto was getting dangerously close to the hemline of that little skirt.

She began to turn her head in protest when he whispered, "No, don't look at me. Keep your eyes on the dancer. Watch the way she twists and grinds against that pole. Watch the way her breasts ripple in that tight bra."

It must have been the combination of the alcohol and Roberto's deep Italian accent, but Leah actually felt herself reacting. The stripper had shed her white shirt, her breasts nearly popping out of the frilly white bra that was maybe a size too small. Hooking her left leg high on the poll, Leah suppressed a whimper as that short plaid skirt rode up, revealing her small, matching bikini panties, fringed in pink lace and barely covering her gloriously firm buttocks.

Gripping the poll firmly, the dancer hoisted herself up into the air, locking her other leg in place as she swung around like an acrobat. Leah gasped, impressed, as she released her hands from the poll and, still gripping it with her legs, leaned back, letting her long red hair brush along the dance platform, she hung there like a bat.

Running her hands along her powerful thighs, she helped gravity pull her short skirt up, exposing her panty-clad mound, before passing over a washboard stomach to the deep valley between her breasts. Her bra popped free, gravity's pull having little effect on the ripe swells.

"I think I need another drink," Leah croaked, tearing herself from the stage.

"Of course." Roberto waved one of the beautiful young servers over. "Two vodka martinis, please," he asked. "Straight up with a twist."

Leah barely heard him, her eyes now on a curvy blonde approaching their secluded corner. It was the same woman who was on the stage when they had initially entered, her platinum hair glowing in the black lights.

"Oh God," Leah groaned as the woman's perfume assaulted her nose. Maybe a drink wasn't the best idea, she thought, rubbing her thighs against one another.

"Would you like a dance, honey?" the blonde asked her directly. She had beautiful eyes that seemed to glow violet in the strange, ambient light.

Leah looked at Roberto, who smiled back at her, poker-faced. "Not right now, thank you," she whispered, hearing her voice cracking and cursing herself for sounding like such a little girl.

The blonde smiled warmly at her, never breaking eye contact. "I'll be back later then. Have a nice night." Her fingers trailed over Leah's shoulder as she departed.

"Please don't tell me you are not turned on now," her Italian escort said as the cocktails arrived.

Leah never wanted to lie more in her life, but under those dark eyes, how could she? She felt the thrill of loss of control that she had shared while in Adrianna's office, or driving Giuliani's car. She leaned towards Roberto and replied, "I wouldn't say that…"

"Go into the bathroom, take off your panties, and bring them to me. I want to feel for myself."

Leah half-laughed at the older man, covering her mouth when she realized he was serious. This was out of some kind of B-movie, she thought. This guy had spent too much time reading bad, internet erotica.

And still, there was no denying the thrill that shot up her spine at such an order. She felt her scalp tingle with the adrenaline rush of doing something so wrong. If Roberto was phased at all by her laughter, he didn't show it. He just continued to stare at her, those beautiful, dark eyes tunneling deep under her skin.

"I'll be right back," she said, not believing that she was actually going to do it.

The bathroom was all dark wood paneling and marble topped counters. Exactly the kind of bathroom you'd expect in a Capitol themed strip club. She slipped into a stall at the same time she heard a toilet flush. For some reason, the presence of another woman – possibly a stripper! – added to the "danger" of what she was doing.

It was only after she'd pulled the slinky thong off her body that she realized just how exposed she could be. Her black skirt was shorter than she was used to and had a tendency to rise along her thighs as she walked. Cool air brushed along her moist pussy as she stood and straightened her skirt, and she had to laugh out loud once again at what she was doing.

Tucking the panties into her purse, she flushed the toilet and stepped out of the stall.

A young woman was fixing her make-up in front of the sink, looking up and making eye contact with Leah in the mirror. "Evening," she said pleasantly, going back to applying mascara.

"Evening to you," Leah said, taking the opportunity to touch up her own make up while trying to study the young woman without appearing to study her. Dressed in a pleated black skirt – short, but not as short as the ones she'd seen out on the floor – a tight black tank-top, and delicate black sandals with moderate heels, the girl certainly wasn't dressed like a stripper.

Nor did she have the body of one. While she certainly was slender, voluptuous wasn't really the best word to describe her runway model physique. Her tanned legs were just shapely enough not to be considered skinny, and her tank top conformed to smallish breasts, closer to a B than the Ds she'd been seeing paraded around out in the club.

And finally, this young lady was too beautiful to be a stripper. Not that the strippers here at Capitol were dogs, but none could touch the beautiful symmetry of this woman's face, or her warm brown hair that cascaded in layers like a brunette Farrah Fawcett.

"You can look if you want to," the other girl said, snapping the cap back on her lipstick. The girl looked no older than herself, Leah thought, and her large, hauntingly pale blue eyes suddenly locked onto her own. "We are at a strip club, after all." Her smile was crooked, a single dimple appearing in her sculpted cheek.

"No, that's not it…" Leah fumbled with her words. "I was just trying to figure out if you were a stripper." Right, that sounded better, she thought, her face flushing.

The brunette's smile broadened. "Nope, not a stripper." She laughed to herself. "But I do work here, tending bar." Leah nodded, but couldn't think of anything better to say. "My name's Laurie. You are…"

"Leah. Sorry. I'm here with my, um, boyfriend." Even calling Roberto her boyfriend brought a flutter to her heart. The thought of calling anyone that was exciting.

"You came in with Roberto Giuliani. I saw. The big wig himself."

"Oh, you know him?"

Now Laurie really did laugh. "Hey, I may have only started here a month ago, but I know who's who around here, and he's the only ‘who' that really matters."

"Right." Leah wasn't quite sure what this young woman was saying, but whatever it was, she didn't really like it. "Well, I better get back."

Laurie nodded. "Don't want to keep him waiting. I understand. You should stop by the bar if you get a chance. I'll fix you a drink." She smiled one last time and glided by the blonde, brushing her hand across the secretary's shoulder. Leah's heart skipped a beat. What had she gotten herself into now?

"Did you do it?" Roberto asked as she snuggled up against him, sipping at her martini. In answer, she reached into her purse and put the black thong on the table. He picked it up, fingered the damp spot that had formed there, and smiled. "Pick a girl. Tell me who the sexiest girl in the room is."

"Roberto!" she said, kissing him on his neck quickly, feeling the whiskers there and loving that feeling. "I told you, I like men." She let her tongue trail up his neck to his ear, and whispered, "I like cock."

Now she knew she was drunk. She would normally never use words like that. With the alcohol loosening her tongue and Roberto egging her on, she felt like a different woman. A woman who could sleep with another woman?

As though to ward her mind of such thoughts, she let her hand slip down into his crotch, feeling the large bulge that had formed there. Roberto turned his head and kissed her furiously, the taste of vodka mixing with their spit and passion for one another.

Two more dancers came by asking if they wanted lap dances, and each time, Leah shook her head no. Roberto asked her once again who she thought was the sexiest woman in the club and a frustrated Leah said, "The bartender," just to shut him up. She did not want a lap dance from some silicone-implanted floozy but Roberto didn't seem to be taking no for an answer.

He spent a long time looking over at the bar, studying Laurie as she mixed drinks and got hit on by a number of patrons sitting there. "You are right," he said at last. "She is very beautiful…" He rubbed his upper lip in thought. "Would you like me to find out if she would dance for you?"

Leah's mouth tightened in anger before she realized that Roberto was kidding. "I understand, I understand," he said, laughing, holding his hands up, palms out. "No dances for the straight girl. Listen, I need to talk to Stephen for a few minutes. I shall be right back." Kissing her hand, he left her all by herself in the strip club.

It only took a few minutes and one of the dancers making her rounds to get Leah out of her seat and over to the bar. "I think I'll take you up on that drink," she said, sitting at the corner, away from the other male patrons.

The brunette popped the caps off two bottles of Beck's, handed them to one of the waitresses, and walked over to the blonde. She seemed to let her guard down for a moment and relax, leaning on the bar and exhaling visibly.

"Busy night?" Leah asked the younger woman, who still hadn't said anything.

"Busy's not quite the right word. You have no idea what it's like to be a female bartender in a ‘gentlemen's' club." The women laughed at the sarcasm in her voice. "So, what can I make ya?"

"I don't really know. I'm not really a big drinker. Make me anything."

"Anything?" the brunette asked, arching an eyebrow.

"Hm… Yes, anything. But you've got to make one for yourself as well."

Laurie gave Leah a quick smile and said, "I like you. You're good. Okay, I've got just the thing in mind." The beautiful young bartender then went to work, grabbing bottles left and right from behind her, pouring their contents into the silver shaker like some kind of sexy mad scientist. She'd tongue the corner of her mouth when she was thinking, then swivel quickly and grab another bottle.

"What are you making?'

"Something yummy."

She poured the contents out into a tall, narrow glass, and Leah was surprised to see it was purple, luminescent in the neon lighting that enveloped the bar. "Witch's brew, I think they call it." Leah reached for it, but the bartender held up her finger, "But first…" She pulled two shot glasses out, layering three different types of liquor and topping each with whipped cream. "Blowjobs," she said, adding, "It's what they're called."

Leah reached for one of the shooters as well when the bartender said, "Nope. No hands. Like this."

Laurie flashed that crooked smile to all the watching men, bent over and wrapped her lips around the shooter. The sexual comparisons were too easy, and suddenly Leah formed an image of this model of a woman lewdly sucking at an equally beautiful man's cock. Lifting the shot glass with her mouth alone, she threw her head back and let the alcohol drain from the glass and into her throat. Plucking the emptied glass from her lips, she smiled as the men watching burst into applause.

"Your turn," she said confidently, washing the shooter down with her purple drink.

Leah was a little less skilled in the ways of both shots and blowjobs, her technique less refined and confident. Bending over to take the cold glass in her mouth, the silence of the men around her was palpable. With all the attention around her, it felt like a fire had been lit between her legs. She opened her throat as much as possible and lifted the glass high above her. She knew immediately that she'd done something wrong as she felt the cool liquor, mixed obscenely with the whipped cream, dribbled out of the corners of her mouth. The alcohol burned her throat on its way down and she nearly spit the shot glass from her mouth.

Leah reached for the witch's brew, gulping it down all at once to clear her throat of the burn, her ears filling with the cheers of the men around her. It occurred to her how she must look with the trails of white liquid escaping down her chin and along her neck. She both wanted to run and hide and laugh out loud. She chose to laugh as Laurie handed her a bar towel to wipe herself off with.

Leaning in close, she said, "I'm not sure if you did that on purpose or not, but you now have a roomful of guys who'd do just about anything to get you on your knees. Very well done."

At such a close proximity, Laurie's fresh-smelling perfume assaulted her nose and suddenly, she wasn't thinking about all the guys who wanted to fuck her, but instead how the brunette's defined cheekbones and unflawed skin should be gracing magazine covers, not the inside of strip clubs.

Laurie must have seen something change in Leah's face, because she cocked her head to one side and asked, "What?"

"N-nothing," Leah said, suddenly very weary of her emotions. "I should be getting back to… my date."

Laurie nodded. "Thanks for keeping me company. Maybe I'll see you around?"

"I'd… like that." Why the hell did she suddenly feel like a shy schoolgirl confronting the quarterback of the football team? She stumbled over to her darkened booth, realizing just how drunk she was as she navigated the field of plush armchairs and cocktail tables.

Roberto was back, watching with a very amused smile on his face as his date returned. Leah excited him. She gave every indication of being a conservative little tease, but beneath that calm surface was untapped, unbridled passion. He saw it there, he just needed to figure out how to unleash it. Watching her up there with the stunning brunette, Roberto was quickly formulating a way to do that.

"I think I'm ready to go," Leah said as she approached her escort for the night. Her loins were on a slow-burn and at that moment, she needed to get this man alone.

"You think?" he asked.

She slid down next to him, grabbed him by the lapels of his evening jacket, and pulled him tight against her body. Her gray eyes smoldered. Her answer came as her lips and tongue clashed ardently against his, her hand snaking down into his pants to grope his rigid masculinity. "I'm ready to go," she said huskily when their kiss ended at last. "Let's go home."

It had begun to rain again as they exited the club, the warm summer rain throwing a gloss over the dark city streets and filling the air with pitter-pattering energy. Leah curled her body against the tall Italian as they waited for the valet to bring the car around, sheltered under the awning of this respectable "gentleman's club."

As they waited, a slender, rain-coated figure emerged from the double doors behind them, opening her umbrella and huddling under it in the rain. Long, slim legs and modest heels gave Laurie's identity away even before she looked up and beamed a smile in their direction.

"Catching a cab?" Leah asked.

The brunette shook her head. "I'm going to make a dash for the Metro. It really is raining, isn't it?" The heavy rain was drumming loudly against the awning and splashing up around their ankles. "Well, it was nice meeting you, Leah. Stay dry!"

"Wait!" Leah said as the taller woman began to take off. She froze, turning back to them. The rain pelted hard against her umbrella.

"Yeah?"

"We could drive you to the Metro… right, Roberto?" For whatever reason, she felt compelled to help this younger woman even though her loins were burning white fire.

The Italian shook his head. "If we're driving her anywhere, then we're going to take her home. And if we're going to do that, then we're going to stop by my place for a drink."

That confident mischief had returned to his eyes. He was up to something, Leah knew, but all she could think about was the fact that it would mean a delay in their carnal romp.

"How does that sound?" Leah asked, turning back to her new friend, now half hoping she'd turn the hospitality down.

"It sounds wonderful. Do you mind? I don't want to get in the way."

"Nonsense," Roberto replied for Leah. "We'd love for you to join us." Laurie looked from Roberto to Leah, then back to Roberto. She shrugged and stepped under the awning, shaking out her umbrella and closing it. Leah watched her carefully. It occurred to her then that maybe the brunette bartender would use this situation to earn points with the boss, a thought that instantly caused jealousy. It made no sense, Leah knew, especially since Roberto wasn't even her man, but the thought of some floozy throwing herself at him made her clench her fists.

Whether Laurie detected the competition or not, she was playing it safe, standing away from the couple, keeping most of her eye contact on the rain outside.

Their car pulled up, beaded wet in the rain, and the three quickly shuffled in. It all happened so fast, and before she knew it, Leah found herself sitting on Laurie's lap, seatbelt abandoned, as Roberto sat next to them, revving his engine.

There was nothing overtly sexual about her position. It was simply the only way that all three of them were going to fit into the sporty two-seater. While both the female's hips were narrow, they weren't narrow enough to sit side-by-side in the tiny bucket seats. Leah's reasoning was sound, but there were other forces at work tonight, not all of them alcohol related.

The slender brunette's skin was wet and sticky from the rain and humidity, her hands were gentle as they held the petite blonde in her lap by her hips. Once again, Leah's nostrils were assaulted by the bartender's fresh-smelling perfume—muted now by the damp smell of the car's interior—and she nearly jumped out of her skin as she felt Laurie run her hand up the small roll of her hip and then across her flat stomach. Laurie's fingers found the small band of skin between Leah's blouse and her skirt, caressing the exposed skin. Fingernails of electricity tingled across her skin, under the band of her skirt and down into the wet area between her thighs.

Her body was tense, the pleasurable nightmare of Laurie's fingers following a trail down her tummy all but paralyzing the little blonde. Only after a few minutes filled with Roberto and Laurie's idle chit-chat did the blonde begin to relax at last, sinking back against the taller woman's damp body.

"No! I would never!" the brunette laughed after Roberto asked her whether she'd consider dancing at Capitol. Her laugh was full and hearty, causing Leah to be very aware of her boobs pressed against her back. "I don't exactly have the body to do that, anyway."

"Oh, nonsense. Not all dancers have to be a D cup. Besides, you're beautiful!"

"Stop!"

"Really. Even Leah admits it. She said you were the most beautiful woman in the club."



"Really? You said that?" Leah was still mesmerized by the other woman's soft touch, but suddenly the meaning of the conversation came crashing in.

Leah knew she was probably glowing bright red, but maybe the others couldn't tell in the darkness. She just nodded her head, afraid that if she tried to speak, her voice would come out with a squeak.

"Aww… thanks, Leah. That means a lot, coming from a woman as beautiful as you." That hand slid across Leah's stomach, a thumb brushing her navel as the arm encircled her, pulling her closer into the other woman's lap. "You know, I saw you when you came in. You two make a very attractive couple."

Leah felt Laurie nuzzle her check against her back, the other arm closing around the other side of her to complete the hug. "You feel so warm and soft. I could hold you like this forever," she whispered.

Leah knew she should have freaked. Here she was, in the car of a man she'd only met last week, cuddling in the lap of a beautiful woman who was sending sensations through her body that no woman had ever done before. She should have screamed and thrown herself from the car.

But when she was around Roberto, she found herself doing things she wouldn't normally do. Instead, Leah found herself letting go of any anxieties that would normally have haunted her. She reclined back into the other woman and sighed under Laurie's comfortable embrace.

"I'll leave you two ladies here if you'd like a moment alone," Roberto said, laughing as he stepped from the car.

"Oh, we're here!" Leah blurted, her senses coming alert at last. "I'm sorry, I… guess I lost track of time." Shit, how bad did that sound?

"No, don't be sorry. It was nice," Laurie said, nodding her head as she tucked some hair behind her ear.

Leah's heart was pounding. She got out of the car and refused to meet anyone's eyes. Roberto unlocked the door to a house she vaguely recognized from the party last weekend. The warm flush of alcohol reminded her that she was only slightly more sober tonight than she was that night.

"Leah, please show our guest the living room while I go get our nightcap ready?"

"No problem," the blonde said, wiping her sweaty palms on her skirt. "This way, Laurie."

"Wow, this place is beautiful," the other woman said, her blue eyes large and her head gawking around the expensive home.

"Isn't it? They just had it remodeled." Laurie ignored the mention of a "they" and Leah was grateful for it.

The two women were quiet for a moment, listening to the rain pound against the patio outside and the large-paned windows. Leah was looking out the window, about to say something more, when the lights flickered out and died. No crash of lightning to warn them, no loud bang. One minute they were on, the next, they weren't.

"Uh oh…" Laurie said, somewhere behind her. The lights were out in the backyard, Leah noticed, and the neighboring houses as well. A blackout in DC! It had been so long since something like that had happened. Thoughts of childhood flashed through her head and she began to wonder where the Giuliani's keep their candle-ware when Laurie's slender arms enclosed her from behind.

"Now isn't this cozy?" the taller woman whispered in her ear. A shiver passed down Leah's spine as she guiltily took comfort in Laurie's arms.

The blonde turned her head to say something to the other woman. Whatever it was quickly fled her mind as her hazel eyes locked onto the brunette's clear blues. This woman was beautiful. Her lashes were long, her lips were full and glossy, parted just so. One crooked smile and Leah was closing her eyes as those lips descended on hers.

Leah's first Sapphic kiss was incredibly sensual. Laurie had a soft touch, her mouth warm and yielding. Her silky hair spilled down over Leah's face like perfumed feathers. Maybe it was that warm buzz that had settled over her for the whole evening and the willingness to try new things, but instead of pushing the other woman away, she felt her arms reaching up and back, encircling the slender woman's head in her arms and pulling her down, closer.

As if on queue, they opened their mouths to one another and Leah tasted another woman's lipstick for the first time in her life. That taste and Laurie's wet tongue flooding her mouth sent a thrill tingling down her body. The kiss was slow and romantic, a kiss to close a movie on.

Laurie's hands slowly slipped up across the blonde's body, passing over and cupping the blonde's small tits in a caress that rivaled the gentle eroticism of their feminine kiss. Leah sighed, feeling her nipples grow hard under the other woman's tender touch.

God, she thought, I've never been kissed like this before in my life. Their mouths made love, their lips and tongues dancing with all the teasing passion that normally accompanied a man and a woman in the slow dance of a quiet fuck.

Leah turned into her female friend's arms and their kiss became more playful: soft, short pecks, they took turns sucking and nibbling on one another's lips, nuzzling noses, and giggling excitedly.

Leah wasn't at all embarrassed when she realized that they weren't alone. Her nose filled with the sweet smell of a struck match and the two finally pulled their mouths apart, although they kept holding one another.

Roberto had materialized at last and was busy lighting candles about the room. He looked up, realizing the girls were watching him and said, "Please, don't stop on my account," before returning to his chore.

The girls didn't, returning to their deep kissing. "Would you like to sit on the couch?" Laurie asked after a few more minutes of this. Leah simply nodded her head, unsure of where this was going, but also excited by the prospects.

The girls curled up on the plush couch and into each other. Leah sat with her legs crossed; Laurie with hers folded under her as she leaned across and resumed their make out session. The kiss grew more impassioned as tongues dueled boldly for position. Once again, Laurie's hands were unleashed on Leah's tight body. She gasped into the other woman's mouth as she felt hands squeeze her breasts. Laurie's touch was still just as feminine, but more urgent this time. More rushed.

Her hand drifted further south, along her thigh and out to her knee. Leah knew what was coming next. Her heart fluttered. It scared the shit out of her. Yet she couldn't help uncrossing her legs and parting them as those long fingers traced the toned inside of her thigh.

The blonde could no longer kiss, all her energy directed into the sensations between her legs. Her mouth hung open in a persistent gasp. Laurie abandoned her mouth, her lips and tongue seeking out other erogenous zones on this little lady. As she drew her fingers across the soft petals of the blonde's pussy for the first time, she curled her long tongue around the groaning woman's ear, caressing the lobe in a way that drove herself mad with desire.

God, Leah was wet, Laurie noted. Her silky smooth lips felt like they'd been dowsed in baby oil, and Laurie used the lubricant to push two fingers between those folds. Leah arched her back, her gasps mingling with her moans deep in her throat. A thumb found her clit just below her pubic hair. "God, yes…" Leah's voice was hoarse, cracking hysterically. The brunette gave her ear one last slow suck, and moved down along her neck, her tongue tracing over the sensitive skin.

Leah tossed her head to the side to give the young bartender better access to her neck as wave after erotic wave attacked her entire body. Her brain couldn't concentrate on so many wonderful things at once. Laurie was in complete control of her body, knowing exactly where to such, where to rub, and where to penetrate. And God, did that penetrating feel good. This other woman had long fingers, able to curl up into her and rub across her knobby g-spot with each finger-push. The thumb bordered precisely on the knife-like edge of too much stimulation and not enough. The pleasure was so good it threatened to hurt, like a dark, cloudy day, yet she couldn't get enough of it.

When lips returned to her mouth, she was done. The hot breath down her throat accompanied with the knowledgeable fingers at her cunt tipped the scales. How can I be doing this with a woman?!? her brain screamed as she came. How come I never did this before?

She was vaguely aware of something being set on the glass coffee table, of Laurie giggling as she sucked her fingers clean, of candlelit setting the darkness alit with a velvety glow. Her whole body buzzed with pleasure and she leaned back into the couch, closing her eyes and hugging herself.

"Oh, Roberto, you shouldn't have…" Leah heard Laurie say somewhere on the other side of her closed lids. She willed her eyes open, taking in the dreamy glow of the candles and how beautiful her two companions were: Roberto there with his expensive suit on—the jacket having disappeared—and Laurie with her long dark hair and tight black outfit. She was putting her hair back into a ponytail and Leah let her eyes slip lazily away from her first female lover, drifting across the glass table in front of them.

Three flutes of champagne sat there tall and proud, the tiny bubbles mesmerizing as they raced through the cool liquid and popped along the surface. Leah felt giddy. Her eyes slipped away, down along the table. A mirror sat there, a perfect square. Along the reflective surface sat what looked to Leah to be six thinly rolled joints, white and two and a half inches long. She laughed to herself, thinking about the last time she'd smoked a joint—nearly four years ago.

Laurie was sitting on the floor now, between the couch and the coffee table, and turned her head in the blonde's direction, flashing her a wide smile. This wasn't the mischievous, crooked smile Leah had become accustomed to, but one of unmasked excitement. The brunette was so beautiful, those cheekbones high and pronounced, that single dimple cute yet intensely erotic.

She held something in her hand. It looked like a cigarette, maybe, although Leah couldn't smell anything burning besides the scented candles. The women giggled at each other, Laurie winking at her new friend before she turned back to the coffee table.

Leah's eyes flared wide with shock, yet her body just sat there, numb. Laurie inserted what was now clearly a tightly rolled bill into her right nostril, bent over the mirror, and snorted one of those white lines. She tipped her head back, closed her eyes, and sniffed again, hard, making sure that none of the powdery substance escaped.

Leah's heart pounded like a bass drum. Her mouth was dry. She would have reached out and chugged one of those glasses of champagne had she been able to do anything but sit there.

The brunette turned to her at last, her pale blue eyes sparkling, and held out the makeshift tube.

"No… I think I'll pass…" Leah stuttered, laughing nervously. "Um… but thanks?"

Laurie just smile – that crooked smile once again – and handed it off to Roberto, who was now crouching over the table. When she'd handed it off, she turned back to Leah and crawled up along her body, planting a deep kiss on the woman's lips. Leah heard the sound of Roberto snorting his line, but her mind was now too preoccupied on Laurie's soul-searching kiss to judge or even care.

"We're going to have a wonderful night," the brunette whispered, smoothing some of Leah's blonde hair from her face. "I respect your decision, but if you change your mind…"

And with that, she turned back to the coke, taking the tube from the crouching Italian man and lowering herself to the mirror. Roberto was watching this display with sharp, dark eyes, finally saying, "You two are beautiful. I want to see more. Show me more."

Laurie sighed, gripping the table edge, her eyes shut as the first pick-me-up sensations of the cocaine washed over her. She opened her pale eyes to a much more vivid world. The candles burned brighter, the scented candles smelled more sensuous, and even the thong of her g-string burned pleasure across her sex. While she loved almost everything about this drug, she loved the initial rush most of all.

Roberto was looking at her expectantly and she found herself infinitely happy to oblige him. Pulling off her sleeveless top, her unfettered breasts hit their air and her spectators' eyes for the first time tonight. Her breasts certainly weren't big, but they were round and firm, as tan as the rest of her body, and capped with dark nipples as wide and as circular around as the top of a can of soda.

The high of the coke mingled with the exhibitionistic high she was getting from Leah's innocent face open with shy admiration. The cute little blonde knew she shouldn't be looking, but couldn't help herself. It was irresistible.

Standing now, she looked over her shoulder at Roberto, then back at Leah. She knew exactly the effect her body had on everyone around her, all the time, and she knew precisely how to use it. Her bronzed skin glowed in the soft lighting of the candles, illuminated like some erotically infused painting. She let them drink her long body as she let her skirt fall free of her hips, slipping down to a gossamer pool about her ankles.

Roberto licked his lips, his eyes shifting from the upturned slopes of her breasts to her small buttocks. Laurie ignored him. He was Leah's until the blonde gave him away. But right now, Leah was hers.

Cat-like, she sauntered up to the blonde, draping herself across the still-stunned woman. Leah's lips didn't hesitate to return the kiss and once again, they were involved in a deep, loud lip-lock.

Laurie smiled into the kiss as she felt Leah's first tentative touches on her breasts. She pulled off the other woman long enough to say, "Your fingers feel wonderful. Touch me." She hoped that the blonde saw the passion that seared in her eyes.

Leah couldn't believe she was actually feeling up another woman, but she couldn't deny the lustful feelings that it was bringing. Laurie's dark nipples responded quickly to her touch, growing hard and long under her timid manipulations.

Laurie needed more. She needed to feel more. She pulled her mouth off Leah's, straddled the other woman, and positioned her breasts right in her face. Running her hands through the blonde hair, she pulled Leah gently towards her tits, encouraging her to suckle. She wasn't disappointed.

Leah practically came as she sucked the brunette's nipple into her mouth. The aureole was big enough that she needed to open her mouth wide to cover the engorged flesh, but soon she narrowed her indulgence to the hard nipple alone, amazed that the rubbery tip was so much longer than hers ever got. Her left hand cupped the woman's other breast, her right found the smooth skin of the woman's tight backside. She could feel the toned muscles below the surface as she groped at them, pulling the woman in closer. She could feel the heat of Laurie's sex against her stomach, which only drove her feminine molestation higher.

Laurie tore at Leah's blond tresses, raking her fingernails across her scalp as an orgasm built up harder and harder. Her whole body was buzzing hard from her narcotic high. The mouth at her nipple was impossibly wet and soft. She slammed her lips hard against Leah's as she came, her mouth fucking the other woman, their teeth and gums grinding against one another, their tongues diving down throats that were filled with the high pitched, high intensity groan of orgasm.

"Fuck, that was awesome," Laurie said, resting her head against Leah's shoulder. Her brow was sweaty, her body shook with energy, and her skin felt warm with sensation. Shit, she felt good! "Time to return the favor, sweetheart." With a kiss, she helped Leah out of her clothes.

The night was moving so fast. Leah watched Roberto as she was disrobed. The guy really did know what he was doing. He smiled warmly at her, held up a glass of champagne, and winked. She knew she was going to be in for something when she accepted this date – especially after the fucking he'd given her at the office – but never in a million years would she have thought that she'd be sitting back as another woman – dressed only in a tiny black g-string – pulled her blouse off and unhooked her bra. Never did she think she'd ever look down and see that same woman lowering herself to the floor and coaxing open her legs. Never would she have thought she'd have complied.

Now, Laurie's mouth couldn't cover her pussy fast enough.

"I'm going to taste you now. I'm going to eat your pussy until you scream. She slowly licked her top lip as she stared up at Leah through half closed lids.

The blonde shivered as she saw Laurie's pink tongue run along her upper lip. Her face was still bathed in the golden light of the room, her cheeks flushed from the passion she had experienced at Leah's own mouth. Her brown hair lay over one shoulder and she impatiently flipped it away as she blew cool air over Leah's hot mound.

Leah moaned as the air cooled her hot sex. "Do it. Lick my pussy," she wanted to say, but could only manage and quiet whine.

Laurie bent down, her lips scant centimeters from the blonde's wet pussy. She licked up one smooth lip then the other, her tongue flat, coating every inch of Leah's hairless labia with saliva. Leah struggled to drag in breath after breath. Laurie's tongue was painfully, teasingly, wonderfully slow. She began to lick in the insides of Leah's thighs, dipping her tongue into the hollow valleys, electrifying her already electrified skin. Leah was on the edge of a huge orgasm and the other woman hadn't even touched her clit yet.

Laurie ran her hands up Leah's splayed thighs, her thumbs trailing where her tongue had just been. "Are you ready for me? Are you ready for me to lick your pussy, honey?" Laurie questioned as her thumbs gently massaged the fat, wet, bald lips.

Leah was panting. "Oh… God… ohgod… YES!" The last word was a keening wail as Laurie bent her head to the task. Her thumbs pushed Leah's wet pussy lips apart and her tongue snaked out to lightly touch the reclining woman's clit. Leah's hips pumped once as Laurie began to make small circles around the exposed clit. Leah began to shake, her fingers laced in Laurie's thick, dark hair.

Leah's hands felt wonderful in her hair, Laurie thought with cocaine-fueled alertness. She ran the flat of her tongue from Leah's perineum to her clit, savoring the dew-covered softness of that puffy skin. Armed with the knowledge that her female friend would be cumming on her tongue, she pushed her tongue inside Leah's wetness, anxious to get every drop of honey out of her. She dragged her tongue out of the sweet honeyed hole and began to add pressure to her small circles on Leah's clit.

"Oh god" became the only thing Leah could utter as she felt her orgasm coming. Laurie curled two fingers inside Leah's cunt as the smaller woman let out a wail, the walls of her pussy pulsed and clamped around the invading woman's fingers. Laurie kept sucking on Leah's clit, her fingers squeezed to the point of breaking by the tight pussy.

"Cum for me again, baby, cum again," Laurie whispered as she began to finger fuck her friend. Leah's hips moved of their own accord. She couldn't focus on anything, just the raw burning need concentrated between her legs. "I can't," she rasped. Then she felt teeth tugging on her nipple. Stunned, she opened her eyes to find Roberto sucking on her nipple, his teeth playing with the hard nub. Laurie twisted her fingers, searching for that rough patch that would send Leah flying. Finding it, she began to stroke Leah's g-spot repeatedly as Roberto played with her tits. "Oh shit, oh my God!" Leah screamed as she came again, her legs shaking and her pussy clamping down on Laurie's fingers.

Laurie let her come down slowly from her second orgasm as Roberto slid up to kiss her deeply. He loved watching women come. He loved the palpable bliss that enveloped them afterwards. He hoped to see it many times this evening.



Leah nearly lost consciousness there for a moment, her senses slowly returning as her two companions did a couple more lines off the coffee table. For a moment, she considered joining them. Her breath quickened, her heart raced, and then she discarded the idea. Too much stuff was happening already. She couldn't take even that new experience.

"You've been a patient boy," she said at last, crossing her legs modestly and patting the spot next to her on the couch.

Laurie took a seat on the adjacent loveseat, tweaking her runny nose and letting the second rush run its course. Her sharp blue eyes drank in the site of Leah and Roberto as their lips smothered each other. Of their own accord, her fingers slipped beneath the thin fabric of her g-string and across the dampened folds of her silky sex. She sniffed hard as her fingers quickly tweaked her little clit. She tasted the medicine drip in the back of her throat just as she pushed two digits into her pussy.

Leah pealed back layer after layer of Roberto's clothing, the dark curls of his chest hair matted and sweaty. Laurie could practically smell the pheromones pouring off of him from where she sat, licking her lips hungrily. His cock was dark and thick, nestled in a dark bush of trimmed pubes. Laurie's mouth began to water as she watched Leah's mouth cover that cock.

Roberto was flying high. He sat back, folded his hands behind his head, and let the little blonde go to work on him. His eyes never left the site of slim brunette finger fuck herself. Normally her body would be a shade too skinny for his tastes, but as he watched her, as he roamed the flawless complexion of her tanned skin, he decided he could make this one exception tonight.

Leah pulled off his cock long enough to beckon her female friend over to join her, giggling as she absent-mindedly stroked his spit-slick erection. The Italian loved the feeling of two mouths on him, especially when the two mouths would occasionally meet in a deep kiss. A set of lips on either side of his shaft, he knew that he didn't have much longer before he'd pop,

The blonde sensed this as well. She gave the turgid flesh one last kiss, swung her leg over his lap, and sat back on Roberto's prick. He had no problem sliding up inside her wetness tonight; she was as lubricated as a waterworks factory.

Laurie never left her front row seat between the lovers' legs. There was almost no sight more erotic for her than a hard cock parting the pink flesh of a beautiful pussy. This was one of the most beautiful of those couplings. She dipped her tongue in to join.

"Oh God!" Leah rolled her eyes as sensation overwhelmed her. Roberto made her feel as tight as a little girl and the smooth cheeks and playful tongue reminded her of her first bisexual encounter just minutes before. "Oh fuck!"

Leah wasn't the only one feeling like some inexperienced adolescent. No more than a minute or two of stroking in and out of the blonde and he felt his balls tighten. He tried to stop himself but all it took was one swipe of Laurie's tongue across her scrotum and he was done.

"Ngh!" Leah thrashed as she felt her lover's hot blast against the back wall of her cunt, her own orgasm overwhelming her hard and fast.

Laurie sat back and watched biology at work. The dark Italian's thickness was buried near the hilt, Leah's small, fat lips greedily accepting the pulsing flesh. She could practically see each packet of cum fly along the hard flesh and up into Leah's cunt.

When Leah's little snatch overflowed at last, Laurie was there to collect the escaping seed as it drooled across his balls. She hoped that this wouldn't be her only taste of him tonight. She was pretty sure it wouldn't be.

Leah sat sighing on Roberto's lap, refusing to move even as she felt his rigid cock begin to soften within her. The brunette worked her magical tongue down there. The blonde suddenly realized that her friend hadn't come yet. The initial thought of being responsible for that – of being responsible for making another woman come – sent a terrifying thrill down her spine. Could she actually do that?

Lowering her hands to Laurie's freckled cheeks, she coaxed the younger girl up to her mouth for a slow kiss. Her hands once again roamed Laurie's long body, but this time they had a purpose. The insignificant g-string offered little resistance as the blonde's small hand moved beneath them, feeling another woman's pussy for the first time in her young life.

It was sticky and damp, the flesh burning beneath her fingertips. Where she expected to find hair she didn't, but that didn't really surprise Leah. In fact, the idea of a completely bald cunt excited her for some inexplicable reason. She wouldn't want it any other way.

She shifted her hips on Roberto's lap and was surprised to feel her male lover's cock stirring. "You like watching?" she asked over her shoulder as her fingers continued to explore Laurie's sex. "She's completely shaved, you know. Does that excite you?" His cock flexed within her in response. "You dirty man. I bet you get off on that look." She shifted her hips again, caressing his semi-hard on inside her. "I'm fingering her now. I'm fingering her bald little cunt."

Leah wasn't normally one for talking dirty, but around Roberto, she couldn't help it. "God, she's really wet." She pulled two glistening fingers out of the black panties and held them up. "Want a taste?"

"You first."

Leah's first taste of a woman was a pleasant one. Not exactly sweet, more tangy than anything else, she knew she wanted more.

"Good?"

"Wonderful."

Laurie was regarding them curiously, her blue eyes bright with anticipation of the fun yet to come.

"Laurie, why don't you take off your panties and sit back on the table?" Roberto asked. "I think Leah would like to have another taste…"

Leah's breath caught once again at the notion of going down on Leah. Could she really do it? The brunette shimmied out of her panties, exposing her hairless pussy. Leah knew that she couldn't resist.

"Oh yeah!" Laurie sighed as the blonde tongued her burning folds, her warm saliva feeling as comforting as a cool salve. The other woman was tentative and shy, which only fueled that fire for Laurie. She was deflowering this beautiful young blonde; she was this girl's first pussy. All she could do was rest on her palms and spread her narrow thighs wider.

Suspended between a cock and a pussy, Leah's ability to think like a rational woman was rapidly disappearing. She wanted to be a source of pleasure. She wanted to be pleasure. She fucked back into Roberto's thickness as her lips and tongue went wild over her first woman. Lapping and lapping, she pulled the brunette's soft petals open with her fingers and speared her tongue as deep as it would go.

"Oh God!" Leah no longer knew whether it was her or one of her lovers who was yelling it. She didn't care. She was an animal. She stopped thinking. She fucked. Going in for the kill, she easily thrust three fingers into Laurie's spongy cunt, her lips closing around the hard little clit. "Oh FUCK!!!"

It all happened at once. They all came at once. Roberto seemed to shoot his flaming cum through her entire body, flames licking along her arms, her fingers, her nipples. Her face was awash of Laurie's essence as the brunette jammed her bald pussy against her mouth. She groaned against the wetness, her fingers curling up as the threesome shuddered.

Time became a fluid thing from that moment on. It became a montage of pleasure, one scene fading dreamily into the next with soft fades. She was being kissed on the couch. She was being led by a tall, giggling woman to the shower. Soft lips on her pussy as the shower washed her with hot pin-pricks. "Oh God, what are you doing?" Her heart pounded as Laurie scrapped a razor across her little patch of pubic hair. "Oh my God, what am I doing?"

In the bedroom, she was laid down, Laurie's slender thighs straddling her head as the woman's mouth descended on her freshly denuded cunt. "Oh God!" she cried, closing her eyes and got control of her emotions. When she opened her eyes, the beautiful close up of Laurie's fleshy folds caused her mouth to water. She cocked her head forward and ran the tip of her tongue along the soft slit.

A cock prodded the entrance to her pussy, the head sliding just inside. Laurie used it as she would a toy, stirring it up across the woman's exposed clit before raking it deep along her gash. Leah began coming before Roberto had even penetrated her, and her orgasm didn't seem to stop for the rest of the night.

She was 69ed. She was fucked from behind. She was begging to be fucked. The threesome rutted at it like animals, pausing long enough to catch a breath before returning to the fold. Countless times, she watched her two lovers bump up, doing lines even as they fucked and were fucked. Countless times, she considered joining, if only to stave off the cloudy unconsciousness that threatened her at every turn. Countless times, she passed up the opportunity.

The last thing she remembered was very vivid. It stayed with her in her sleep. It haunted her on waking. Laurie was between her legs for the nth time that evening, eating Leah's freshly shaved pussy with unbridled lust. Roberto approached her from behind, clutching the brunette's slender hips, and driving himself hard into her. Leah felt the penetration quake through her female lover's body. She felt Laurie's hot breath moan against her cunt.

It had been the unspoken agreement that while Roberto and Laurie could play around, they wouldn't fuck. However tentative it was, Roberto was Leah's. With this one quick thrust, Leah's world finally collapsed. She came hard as too many emotions crashed in around her: lust, jealousy, anger, exhaustion. She came hard against the brunette's soft cheeks and long tongue. Her body went rigid and even her own moans were overwhelmed by a single, high-pitched cry.

Author's note: Thank you for reading and I hoped you enjoyed this latest installment of Business and Pleasure. I've hit a bit of a writer's block at this point. I'm opening the story up to you, my readers, to offer suggestions for its future direction. Please send any thoughts/requests you may have via the feedback. If you leave your e-mail address, I'll be glad to write back and we can discuss it. I'd like to keep the plot coherent and realistic, so bear the characters' personalities and backgrounds in mind. Thanks again and I appreciate the support!
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Going Down?

Author’s note: I wrote this for a sexy young friend of mine who didn’t believe in mature 24-year-olds. Feedback, as always, is appreciated. Particularly good feedback will be forwarded on to her.

*****

Vicki felt like Cinderella on the night of the big ball as she stepped off the elevator on the arms of Antonio: beautiful, well dressed people, beautiful penthouse reception, beautiful, olive-skinned date. She felt like she was stepping into a dream.

The brunette had worked in the same office as Antonio, her date, for nearly three years, but never really got to know him in that time. The young executive—just 28 to her 23—always looked like he was on his way to do something important and Vicki never thought he had given her a second glance. Apparently he had, stopping her in the halls just a few days ago and asking her if she was busy Friday evening. Despite his Italian good-looks and name, Antonio’s confident voice carried no hint of an accent. Looking into those dark eyes, how could she say no?

Vicki had spared no expensive when she went shopping for a dress. She felt that a man with Antonio’s persona demanded elegance mixed with sensuality, and that’s what she purchased: a slinky black number that oozed over her large breasts, slim waist, and full hips. The tight black material hung off her round ass and down her dancer’s legs, a long slit up the right side revealing an eyeful of her shapely, stocking-clad leg.

The party was already in full swing, the room filled with elegantly dressed business men and women from the company, the soft murmur of conversation comforting to her ears. Servers in white tuxedos filtered through the dark suits and beautiful evening gowns. Floor to ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the nighttime cityscape.

Antonio paused at the elevator as though waiting for someone to announce this attractive couple’s arrival. He smiled at a few people before they made their way to the bar. “What would you like, my dear?” Antonio asked, his deep voice confident and suggestive. The dark gaze that met her hazel eyes flashed with excitement.

“Vodka martini please,” she said, batting her long lashes. “With a twist.” Her heart fluttered and she was forced to look away, pretending to adjust her soft brown hair in the reflection of the window. She’d pinned it up earlier that evening and liked the way it showed off her slender neck. In the reflection, she caught Antonio staring into the deep scoop of her black dress, down into her shadowy cleavage. Her full lips formed a soft smile. Tonight was going to be fun, she knew it.

Receiving her martini, the couple mingled through the room. At one point, they got split up, but Vicki made sure to keep him in sight at all times. How else was she going to tease him properly? When she was sure he was looking, she’d absently run her fingers along the tanned skin of her collar bone, or sip her cocktail suggestively, or pretend to drop something, only to bend at the waist and pick it up.

Antonio wasn’t the only one who had noticed the young minx. Several other men cast furtive looks in her direction. She could feel their eyes on her ass, or caught them talking to her bosom, not her face. Vicki didn’t mind the attention. In fact, she got a quiet thrill from it, but she had already decided that she was going home with the man who had brought her here.

She just hoped that was soon. All the teasing, all the stares, all the booze was getting to her. She felt flushed. She felt wet. By the time she sauntered across the room in her four-inch stiletto heels, she was brimming with sexual tension. She needed release and was suddenly prepared to be a little bit more straight-forward to get it.

The brunette ran her fingers softly across Antonio’s shoulders, feigning a yawn as their eyes met and sparkled. “Are you ready to leave, dear?” he asked, finishing his conversation with another couple.

She adjusted the dark lapels of his suit coyly, tightening his tie. He smelled of expensive cologne. She looked up at him shyly and said, “Oh, I’m so ready.” His deep brown eyes smoldered with a lust that had been building all through the evening.

“Let’s say our goodbyes and we’ll be on our way.” Vicki was horny. She wanted to leave now, but she knew that pretenses had to be made. She clung to his arm as he walked around the room, shaking hands and nodding goodbye. Antonio seemed to sense her impatience and was probably shorter with the last few people than was appropriate, but at that moment, Vicki didn’t care, and neither did Antonio.

As soon as the elevator doors were closed, they were all over one another. Vicki plastered her curves against his masculine frame, their lips coming together in a fevered kiss. Tongues dueled for dominance and she felt his hands slid up and down her body, over her hips, over her ass.

She broke the kiss as abruptly as she had started it, looking over at the elevator buttons. There was no way she was going to make it home. She needed this man now. She hit the Emergency Stop button and the elevator shuddered to a halt. Antonio’s confused expression turned into a sly grin.

No words were spoken as Vicki slid to her knees, running her fingers over the outside of his expensive trousers. She felt him beneath, hard and throbbing. She needed to see it. She needed to hold it. Looking up at him with her large, hazel eyes, she wordlessly unbuckled his pants, freeing his beautiful cock from his silk boxers. She played with it, marveling at how soft the skin was as she smeared the clear precum over its length. She loved to play with a guy before taking it into her mouth. She loved to tease.

“You have a beautiful cock,” she said huskily. Her smile was anything but innocent, and before he could say another word, she closed her mouth around it.

Antonio leaned up against the golden handrail of the elevator, watching as his date sucked the head of his erection into her mouth, swirling it expertly with her tongue. She kept her hazel eyes on his, watching as he shifted focus from her eyes, to his cock sliding in and out of her wet mouth, to the deep cleavage that her slinky black dress was offering him.

Vicki loved giving head. She loved watching the guy’s face as he slowly gave in to the warmth of her mouth. She loved to please and could feel her own quivering sex grow wet. But right now, she needed him. She didn’t stop the elevator just for her date. She needed to feel him in her and she needed it now.

When he was swollen to fullness, she pulled her mouth from him with a loud slurp and stood up, making sure to rub her tight body against his saliva-slick member. Her lips inches from his, she whispered urgently, “I need you,” before slamming her mouth against his.

They made out like animals as they gyrated and jockeyed for position in the stopped elevator. Antonio slid his hand up the slit of her dress, pulling it higher along her legs. He wasn’t surprised when he felt the tops of her stockings, discovered the garters that she wore. A creature of this much sexuality wouldn’t wear anything less. His fingers came in contact with the soaked gusset of her panties and she moaned loudly into his mouth.

She spread her legs as his fingers pulled the thin silk from her sticky lips. “Oh God!” she moaned, “fuck me!”

Quickly obliging the heavily sexed woman before him, he twisted her dress so the slit was in front. She lifted her leg to the hand rail, hooking the stiletto heel behind it to ensure she was wide open for him. She pulled her tiny black g-string to the side, exposing the shaved lips of her sex to Antonio for the first time. The Italian man ran his cock along the smooth and swollen folds before pushing into her. “Uhh!” Vicki grunted. He took her hips in his hands and pushed all the way into her. “Yes!” she groaned as the elevator shook with their coupling, filled with the sounds of slapping skin and her panting.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Vicki moaned with each thrust. She had been waiting all night for this. She was close. She could feel it. She could feel herself rising as his gorgeous man slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. “Uh, UH!” she groaned. She felt her g-string snap under her trembling fingers but didn’t care. She could see the edge. Her orgasm in sight, she bucked her hips with a renewed fever.

And then, suddenly, a detached voice crackled over an intercom and asked, “Do you need assistance?”

“UH! UH! OH! FUCK ME! HARDER!” Vicki moaned, just on the verge.

“Um...” the detached voice stammered. “Miss, I’m afraid I’m going to need to reactivate the elevator.”

“OH, FUCK! YES!” she screamed as her orgasm finally washed over her. Her pussy clenched the beautiful man’s throbbing cock as her body burned with passion, the fire of her pussy spreading fast along her body, through her hair, and down the tips of her fingers. She clawed at his back, she bit her lip as she gasped for air.

When she came down from her orgasmic high, the elevator was moving, making its slow decent down the shaft. By the time they got to the parking garage, they had readjusted their clothing and looked somewhat presentable. Vicki watched as Antonio positioned his aching erection back into his pants. She ran her fingers over it as she pressed her warm body into his. “We’ll take care of that, don’t worry,” she promised.

They walked quickly to Antonio’s shiny black Jag, Vicki’s heels clicking urgently along the concrete floor. Antonio kept his hand on her ass or along the roll of her hip, urgently prodding her along. The sound of his alarm turning off echoed through the empty garage. Level 3 was practically empty, Antonio’s Jaguar sitting in the corner under a glaring lamp.

“I can’t wait for home,” he whispered urgently in her ear. “I think I’d crash the fucking car!”

She smiled over her shoulder, reaching up and releasing her long, brown hair. It fell in waves, catching the light of the garage like a halo. “We wouldn’t want that,” she said. Her fingers played with the spaghetti straps of her dress before she pushed them off her tanned shoulders.

Antonio licked his lips, his heart racing. He couldn’t believe this woman, or what she was doing to him! He watched as she pulled the tight dress down along the curves of her body, slowly unveiling the graceful line of her naked back. He could see the swells of her large breasts, the dimples of her lower back, the lacy garter belt cinched around her slender waist. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but heels, stockings and a garter belt.

Looking over her shoulder, she said, “Well, what are you waiting for?” She began to slink towards the car, rolling her hips as she walked. When she got to the car, she put a leg up on the bumper, her firm buttocks tightening with the movement, and removed one of her strappy stilettos. Straightening up, her lean body stretching upwards, she smashed the glaring light above his car.

Suddenly, the two stood in the much softer light that seeped in from streets below, from the full moon, and from the more remote lamps of the garage. She turned at last and sat up on the car. “Well, what are you waiting for?” Her full breasts were illuminated like satin in the soft lighting, lightly tanned like the rest of her body, with light brown nipples hard and high.

She spread her legs on the car and Antonio’s eyes traveled down her flat stomach, over her silver belly ring, right down to the moist juncture between her legs. As he’d briefly noted before plowing into her in the elevator, she’d shaved herself bare but for a little landing strip of trimmed dark hair above her blossoming folds. With her legs spread, she ran her hand down over her breasts, along her stomach, and across her sex. She traced her middle finger over her hood and down into her slit, pushing it in briefly before pulling out, slick with her excitement.

“Well?” she said, raising her eyebrow.

Antonio was discarding his expensive suit as he rushed towards her. She laughed as he fumbled like a child and jumped off the hood. “Would you like me on my back, or from behind?”

Not waiting for an answer, she turned her back to him and bent over the hood of the car, her legs spread enough for her plump pussy lips to peak out invitingly. He reached her, pushing her harder against the car. The act of sudden aggression sent a thrill through Vicki and she actually purred. Not wasting any time, he buried himself deep into her velvet sheath.

“Ohhh, fuck that feels g—good!” she moaned as he began to pump her, his hands almost painful on her hips. He took her hard, harder than she was used to, and loved it. She loved the way his expensive car shook with each thrust, or the way her sweaty tits smeared across the shiny black paint. “Harder! Fuck me harder!” she begged.

His hands traced up her body, groping at her tits and pulling her up against him. The act of standing up tightened her pussy along his pistoning shaft, filling her up even more. “OH!” she groaned as his hands began to roughly squeeze and need her DDs. “FUCKFUCKFUCK!!” she cried out. He fucked her harder, his hips slapping against her full butt cheeks. His fingers pinched her nipples, merciless.

When she felt his teeth graze across her shoulders, across her neck, she knew that her orgasm was going to be intense. “You like this?” he hissed into her ear, running his tongue across the lobe. She shuddered and his teeth nibbled down her neck. “Oh, HARDER!” she urged, her whole body crying out. Her breathing was shallow, ratcheting through the warm air of the parking garage. His teeth bit down on her shoulder, white pain flashing through her body.

That was it. Her vision flashed like paparazzi as her body exploded.

Vicki was going crazy, thrashing her hair around wildly as she came hard. Her cunt rippled and clenched at Antonio’s cock. “Oh God!” he yelled as he felt his own balls clench. “Hang on, baby!” he croaked as his seed spilled into the depths of her pussy.

As she felt the hot liquid explode into her womb, she was racked with another orgasm, barely on the heels of the last. “Uh! Oh God! Ohgodohgod!!!”

When the smoke cleared, Antonio’s sweaty body lay collapsed on top of her, each trying desperately to regain their breath.

“Wow,” Vicki said, turning her head and kissing him tenderly. “That was the best fuck of my young life.” She could feel his come slowly seep from her hairless pussy lips.

“Well, the night is young,” Antonio whispered, promise in his voice. They groaned as he pulled his limp member out of her. “And you haven’t felt anything yet…”
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It Started with Speeding Ch. 01-03

This is a revision of the three chapters I posted earlier. I've corrected all the little errors and inconsistencies that were driving myself and others crazy. Sorry, got a little anxious to post. The story is complete now (thanks a great deal to freaknut) and it should be more polished. The first part is generic. The rest explores its complexities.

* * * * *

Chapter 1

I couldn't believe this was happening. It was too generic to be anything but a dream.

I had been speeding through the warm Southern California night, windows of my silver TT down, drumming my fingers on the leather-wrapped wheel to the beat of my loudly blaring music. I was feeling good. I was finally done with my first project -- the infamous Walter's case -- and in all honesty, I thought I'd done a damn good job.

We'd gone out after the project was through. I'd had a few, but I felt I was sober enough to drive. When the whine of the siren and the tell-tale blue and red lights filled the small interior of my sports car, however, my confidence shriveled up.

"License and registration," the officer asked. A female officer was flashing a MagLit into my car, blinding me momentarily. I fumbled for my papers and handed them over.

We went through the whole routine: do you know why I pulled you over, do you know how fast you were going, where were you going in such a hurry. I gave her an abbreviated account of my recent completion of the Walter's project. Then came the question I'd been dreading, "Have you been drinking?"

I swallowed hard, but decided to tell her the truth. "I've had a few."

She nodded, hitting me hard one more time in the face with the bright flashlight. I flinched, unable to see anything but the bright light. “Stay right there,” she said.

The light was suddenly gone. When my eyes adjusted, I saw the shapely blonde walking back to her police car, her perky blonde ponytail waving back at me. Her black slacks had shiny stripes up the legs, and they were tight across her very juicy butt. If my mind wasn’t so busy being scared, it would have been thinking many dirty thoughts.

The officer returned after what felt like far too long. As she did, I took note of her shapely body and the way her apparently large breasts pushed out the starched, blue collar shirt.

She leaned into the car, her cool hazel eyes regarding me with a very appraising look. "Mr. Harvey, please step out of the vehicle."

"Please, call me Simon," I said, trying to lighten the situation.

"Okay, Simon," she said, stepping back away from my car, one hand resting on her gadget covered belt. "Simon, please put your hands on the hood of the car."

Oh shit. My blood froze. I did as I was told.

“Thank you… Simon,” the uniformed blonde said.

I was still a little buzzed from the celebratory beers and feeling this very sexy police officer's hands moving over my body began to get me hard, despite all my fear and all my better judgment. It wasn’t planned. It just happened.

Her hands slid up my legs and I grew harder. She was spending a little too much time on my thighs, I thought, then dismissed it. Ridiculous.

I was startled to feel one hand between my legs, sliding over my balls and up the shaft of my erection. I blushed out of embarrassment, wondering what she thought of me now. I was preparing myself for a reprimand, but I got nothing of the sort.

Instead, her hand remained.

She leaned her body in and I could feel her large breasts press against my back. I could feel her warm breath tickling my ear. "Well, well... what's this?" she whispered.

I didn't know how to react. Was this really happening? Her fingers repositioned themselves, reaching around my waist so she could fondle my erection more easily.

Shit! What was happening? My mind still wouldn’t except this porn scenario was really playing itself out.

She turned me around, trapping me against my car with her hips pressing into mine. Our mouths met and mashed and danced against each other. I was on autopilot. I had abandoned the rational sides of my brain in favor of my more carnal desires. I didn't need those rational thoughts ruining what was quickly becoming a fantasy-come-true.

I vaguely noted the blonde's gold name tag, "Officer Mills," as I hastily unbuttoned the starched blue shirt. Her own hands were working furiously with my belt and pants, and by the time I had her shirt open, she had my bare 7-inches in her soft hands.

She was wearing a very fragile looking black lace bra that contained a couple of juicy breasts. I could see her hard nipples through the sheer material, small and round and high. Her complexion was amazing: lightly tanned without a blemish on her cleavage enhanced chest.

She stroked my erection, bringing me back to the unreality of what was happening, and I said, "Am I in trouble?"

She gave me a crooked smile and asked back, "I don't know, are you?"

With that, she covered my mouth with hers again, making out on the side of a lonely California road, alone in the dark.

It was like I was a spectator. It wasn't my hands that had taken hold of the slim hips of this buxom police officer. I wasn't the one who had switched positions with her, lifting her up onto the hood of my car and unbuckling her heavy black belt.

Our mouths met again in animalistic passion and soon, I had her out of her slacks, my hands running over the smooth skin of her buttocks. She had on a sheer and very skimpy matching lace thong. I could see the line of her pussy lips through the gauzy lace. Did she have any pubic hair?

I pushed my fingers against her steaming pussy and I could feel her dampness through the thin layer of her panties. In the frenzy of the whole thing, the cups of her bra had been pulled down, freeing her large tits for my mouth to enjoy. Her nipples felt like hard pebbles on two of the softest breasts I have ever had the pleasure of slobbering all over.

She leaned back on the car, bracing herself with a hand as she moaned into the warm night. "Ohhhh! YES!"

But I wanted more. I needed more. I practically tore her thong off, finding that she was completely hairless. Despite this not being my preference, I thought it was one of the most beautiful pussies I had ever laid eyes on. Her small, compact lips were closed up but for the little button of her protruding clit.

I ran my finger along the soft petals of her labia and she nearly screamed, "OHHH!!" If we were in a bedroom, if things didn’t seem so desperate and rushed and passionate, then I would have dipped my head in to taste the glistening vagina. I would have run my tongue along her infinitely soft folds. But at the time, nothing seemed more appropriate than flipping her around, bending her over the car, and ramming my dick into that soft cunt.

"OHHH! YES, fill me with that hard cock of yours, Mr. Harvey! That is an order--FUCK! Oh! OH! OHHHHH!” I pumped on through her orgasm.

I was consumed with lust. I penetrated her baby smooth vagina with hard, frenzied thrusts. My car shook with each thrust, and we groaned together. “Harder! Harder! Ohhhh, fuck! HARDER!”

I held her hips. She had a little black tattoo of a pair of lips low on her tailbone, just above her round, gumdrop ass. I was mesmerized by it as I fucked her.

I came hard in the moist folds of the blonde's shaven pussy. As she felt my hot spunk fill her, she came hard a second time.

My cock softened. The passion subsided. I pulled out of her.

She turned around, kissing me deeply before pulling her panties back on and readjusting her ample breasts in the lacy cups of her bra. She said nothing more to me until she was back in uniform, and I could think of nothing to say to her.

I still had my pants around my ankles, my cock was limp and covered in our combined juices.

She leaned in and kissed me one last time, sweetly. "I think I'll let you off with a warning this time. Next time, you need to be more careful."

The blonde got into her car, turned off her lights, and drove on down the road.

Stunned, I pulled my pants back on and got back into my little Audi. But I didn't turn on the engine. I just sat there. My mind was reeling. I kept expecting to wake up suddenly. To realize that this was all a dream. The slimy feeling of my cock in my shorts assured me that it was no dream.

I think that I would have been okay with the whole, intense, wonderful encounter had it not been for one thing: Adrienne, my wife of four happy, wonderful, loving, and faithful years.

Chapter 2

As I drove through the warm California night, my anxiety consumed me. My intense and surreal experience with the female cop was fading fast, replaced by the upsetting vision of Adrienne quietly packing her bags, a car door closing, and me in an empty house.

It was too much. This whole night was too much. I felt desperate. I felt like I had no where to go. I couldn't let her leave. As silly as it seemed, I really believed that we were soul mates.

So why did I do that?! the rational side of me screamed. It had finally found its voice, and my face burned in my shame.

I foolishly thought, for a few moments, that I could just let it go. Adrienne didn't have to know. She never did. It was an anonymous encounter on the side of an empty road. It was a fantasy-come-true for any man, and I couldn’t be expected to pass up such an offer. Could I? For a few moments, anyway, the guilt floated off me like clouds and my breathing became less haggard.

I pulled into my driveway and a new fear overcame me. I still smelled of the blonde officer's sweet perfume. My cock was still covered in her now-dry juices. I smelled like sex. I needed to get to the shower, and I needed to do it before Adrienne found me.

I got out of the car, wiping my sweaty palms on my slacks, and shook my head, trying to clear the numbness caused by all my nervous energy. Such a bizarre evening.

I opened the front door quietly. Adrienne was no where in sight. I tiptoed nervously up the stairs and winced as the third step creaked under my weight.

She wasn't in the bedroom, either, although her clothes were spread out on the bed. Then I heard a splash outside and my heart and tensed up muscles relaxed. Of course, she was taking her nightly swim.

I looked down at her from our bedroom window and watched her lithe form knife through the lighted pool as natural as a water nymph. She swam naked at night, her dark brown hair flowing gracefully through the water. We had moved here about three weeks ago, and the large pool and secluded backyard were two of the biggest selling points of the place.

"In this weather, I can take a relaxing swim every night," she said with her warm smile, dark eyes lit up with child-like excitement. For myself, I didn't like the idea of so much aerobic exercise just before bed. But Adrienne was often times a quirky one, and I loved her for it.

I pulled my eyes off my wife, coming back to the reality that I had done something horrible, and now I had to wash away the evidence. I stripped, burying my perfume-scented clothes deep in the hamper. I caught an image of myself in the mirror, dark eyes sad under my now unkempt dark hair. I stepped into the hot spray of the shower.

I tried to let the warmth wash away the last visage of my anxiety. The hot water caressed my slender frame, loosened up my well-defined muscles. I didn't realize my neck was so stiff until all the kinks were washed away. As I worked the soap over my toned body, my hands found my cock hardening and my thoughts betrayed me. They became flooded with visions of the beautiful, strange blonde. Her breasts spilling over the tops of her lace bra. Her tight body. Her clean shaven sex, puffy with forbidden excitement.

I couldn't help myself. My hands wouldn't leave my cock.

And suddenly, I heard the door to the bathroom open and close. My head swam with anxiety and fear, and I desperately tried to think of something -- anything -- to calm down my soapy erection.

Adrienne pulled the curtain aside, smiling coyly at me. "A stranger's been using my shower," she said, then she spotted my semi-hard member. "That for me?" Her voice was all innocence.

God, Adrienne's naked body was incredible. Her dark hair was wet from the pool, slicked back and sexy. Her ears and high cheek bones gave her an elfin quality, not to mention her beautiful, dark, sharp eyes. Those eyes were large, framed by long eye lashes, and they could reflect joy one moment and fiery anger the next. Her body was slender and petite, her skin fair and freckled. Everything about her worked so well together: her perky breasts and small, pink nipples, her trim legs that gave the illusion that she was taller than her 5 foot 3, her swam-like neck that only hinted at her grace and femininity. She was my modern Audrey Hepburn.

And behind it all was a strong personality that you'd think would clash with her delicate, feminine body, but only served to further compliment her and intrigue others. I had been smitten the day I met her.

She stepped into the shower, bumping me to the side with her hip and saying, "Make some room for me. I've got needs to satisfy, too, you know." She teasingly ran her hands through her dark bush, slipping quickly in then out of her moist folds.

An image flashed of Officer Mills' bald quim and my heart leapt. Adrienne did do a little "house keeping" down there -- keeping it short and trimmed enough that her compact lips were visible through a thin layer of dark pubes -- but never more than this. In that brief moment, I thought of how much more sexy she could be if she were ever to take a razor to the curls.

I immediately felt guilty for thinking it, yet couldn't help my erection from returning. My wife was still teasingly playing with herself, running her fingers up and down the soft fur of her snatch, and when she saw my erection return, she smiled at me and said, "Maybe we can kill two birds with one stone? Maybe we could work together."

Grabbing me by the back of my head, she pulled my lips down to hers and gave me a very passionate, toe-curling kiss. Her hands found my erection, still a bit soapy, and began to rub it. My body shuddered. My heightened state of arousal, not to mention that this felt so similar to what the blonde police officer had just done, had me gasping for breath.

Adrienne broke our deep kiss, tilting her body away slightly, and gave me an inquisitive look. "You're so hard," she said at last. "We need to do something about this." Her large brown eyes were wide with seriousness, but I knew her well enough to see the playfulness behind the facade. She nodded her head once, dark, sculpted brows furrowed, and then laughed.

She kissed me softly on my neck, my chest, my stomach. She worked her way down my body, down to her knees, until she was eye level with my cock. She looked up at me, smiling widely before swallowing the head of my erection into her mouth. Her swirling tongue had me groaning in no time, and I had to lean against the tiled wall to keep myself standing.

Adrienne wasn't opposed to blowjobs and oral sex, but that didn't mean she handed them out with frequency. She was also pretty good at it, too. She had none of the loose hesitancy that many girls had. Her lips were always wrapped tight around my shaft, and her pumping fingers that ringed around the base of it were always firm and tight. I couldn't take much of this action -- not after working myself so close to the edge earlier.

My balls tightened up, my breath caught, and I groaned as I came hard. Adrienne knew the signs of my imminent release and pulled off my dick with a loud slurp, letting my ejaculating sperm fly across the shower and land on the wet, white tile. She never swallowed, much to my disappointment.

I slumped down into the shower, letting the warm water wash over me, renew me. I felt my wife's gentle hands help me up, guide me out of the shower.

We made love that evening. Long and slow and passionate. I was still a little edgy from my sexual encounter just hours before, but the feel of Adrienne's tight pussy closing over my once-again hard cock, the way she gyrated and rolled her hips, and the look of complete satisfaction when she came, were enough to keep those guilty thoughts at bay.

Chapter 3

Over the next two weeks, the guilt of my affair slowly faded into history. At first, I thought about it every time I heard a siren, or drove home at night. Part of me would blush to myself: a mental flinch, a subtle cringe. The other part of me grew aroused, my dick would twitch momentarily before my mind hastily changed the subject.

Two weeks it took to rebuild my confidence in our relationship. At last, I was able to make love to my wife without a single thought of the blonde's soft skin, large breasts, or smooth vagina. I was in the clear.

Or so I thought.

The doorbell rang one Thursday evening. It was one of the few days that I was home early (early for me being 6). They put me on another project right away and, like my first three weeks in our new home, I had to go in early and stay late. It was an adjustment for Adrienne and I, but we adapted. "Hey, it makes the weekends that much more important," she said cheerfully.

On this particular Thursday evening, I was able to slip out early to enjoy dinner with my beautiful, brunette wife. When the doorbell rang, I went to get it, wondering who would be visiting. All the welcome wagons had come and gone in the first week of our move-in.

Opening the door, my heart spasmed so violently that I thought I was having a heart attack. Standing there, holding an apple pie, was the blonde police officer who had pulled me over just a couple weeks earlier.

She was dressed down, wearing a pair of tight, dark blue jeans and a long-sleeved red t-shirt. Her honey blonde hair was hanging in a loose spill around her shoulders. I wanted to slam the door shut. What was she doing here?! My heart was having trouble pounding at the velocity it was.

I took a deep breath to calm myself.

From the look of shock and fear that flashed through her hazel eyes and the way her face emptied of color, it suddenly clicked that she hadn't been expecting to see me on the other side of this door, either. But she quickly composed herself, her face smoothing over, her rosy flush returning to her cheeks.

Our eyes locked intensely and I was only broken from my spell when the tall man behind the blonde said, "Hi, we're the Mills. I'm Jamie, and this is my wife Katherine. We live at the end of the street." He held out his large hand and gave me a strong shake. Jamie looked like he was in the military: buzzed blonde hair, very athletic, tall body, and a confident voice. He was as handsome as his wife was attractive.

"Umm... Simon." I cleared my throat and tried again. "Sorry, my name's Simon Harvey. My wife and I just moved into the neighborhood and... oh, where are my manners? Please, come in." I stepped to the side, holding the door open, and the attractive couple entered the house. Katherine flashed me another nervous look, but just as fast as it had come, it was gone.

"Who is it, honey?" Adrienne yelled from the kitchen.

"Um... neighbors. The Mills?" Jamie nodded.

My wife emerged, wiping her hands casually on her khaki Capri pants, and held her hand out to first Jamie, then Katherine. Watching the two women shake hands was really weird. Both women were gorgeous, but in stunningly different ways. Adrienne was shorter than the blonde, her body more petite. While she was by no means a pixie, the brunette's curves were not as pronounced as Katherine's, and her bust certainly wasn't as buxom. Adrienne was enchanting and trendy. Katherine was more of a classic beauty, the all-American girl-next-door that Playboy searches the country for.

"It's nice to meet you," Katherine said. It was the first thing I'd heard her say since that night, along the empty road. "Please, call me Kat."



"We just finished up dinner. Why don't you two join us for a beer," my wife suggested, much to my chagrin.

"That sounds great," Jamie answered for the both of them, although he did defer to her with a glance.

She nodded. "A beer sounds like a great idea."

I sighed to myself and went to get the beers.

We took our drinks out on the patio. "I really like the pool," Katherine told my wife when I had returned with the drinks. I couldn't help checking out the blonde's body, noticing the way her tight dark jeans clung to her hips and ass, slung low enough to show a band of her soft skin below the t-shirt. "I had no idea that the Peterson's had a pool at all."

Adrienne nodded. "Yeah. I really like this house. The trees make it feel secluded back here."

I still found it strange, watching these two women talk to each other. I didn't think they would get along, but they did. "You could sun bathe nude back here," Katherine said. She gave me a quick look and an almost imperceptible wink, but her cheeks warmed. She quickly broke the look, staring down at her long-necked bottle.

I looked away as well, suddenly finding the privacy fence and trees very interesting.

"Actually, I like to swim nude," I heard my wife say. I blanched. "The water feels wonderful when you're naked."

I looked over at Jamie, who was sporting a huge grin. "That sounds like fun," the blonde said. I looked at her quickly and saw the blonde giving me another flirty look. "Looks like Simon there is embarrassed." Everyone laughed.

We learned that Jamie Mills was a military engineer in the Army. He was required to travel quite a bit with his job and had only just recently returned from a two month trip. "That's why we haven't stopped by earlier. Katherine wanted to stop by when we were both here."

Adrienne nodded, turning to the blonde. "What do you do?" she asked.

Kat kept her eyes on Adrienne as she said, "I'm a cop, actually." I looked off into the glimmering pool.

"Really?" Adrienne said. "Made any big busts?" she said.

"A few, yes. Mainly, I just pull over speeders." I couldn't tell if this statement was loaded, but I felt her eyes on me.

"Sounds boring," Adrienne said, taking a swig of her beer.

"For the most part, it is. Occasionally, I pull over a rowdy one." Be still my heart.

The evening ended with Jamie inviting us to their block party the coming Saturday. "It was going to be a 'welcome home' party for Jamie, but we could also make it a 'welcome to the neighborhood' party for you two," Kat suggested. "You should come. The neighbors around here are a really fun bunch."

She asked Adrienne, not me. The brunette said that would be wonderful and that we would bring some beer.

"See you in a couple days." The door closed and the awkward encounter was over.

Adrienne put her arms around me from behind. "What's wrong with you, honey?" she asked. "You seem so tense..."

I shrugged, not turning around to meet her eyes. "They seem nice," I said, trying to change the subject.

"They do? Or do you mean Kat does?" she teased.

"No, I meant them," I said, a tad irritably. I broke free of her arms and turned around. She was regarding me with her dark, sharp eyes.

After a quiet moment, she tossed her hand non-consequentially and said, "Well, I think they seemed nice as well. Nice and hot!"

She was goading me. Her smile was infectious. "I'm not afraid to admit that I think that they make a very attractive couple. I saw you checking Kat out, don't be ashamed." She played with the collar of my shirt. "I was checking her out, too." Now she really was messing with me. Adrienne was 100% straight, but knew my fantasies and liked to indulge my imagination at times.

We kissed and it felt good and right. She said, "Honey, we're out of breakfast food. Could you walk over to the store before it gets too late?"

It was 8 and already dark. "You afraid of the dark?" she teased. Go on, you'll be upset tomorrow morning if you don't have your half grapefruit and your bowl of cereal." I didn't eat breakfast. Adrienne ate breakfast. This was her way of telling me that SHE would be mad in the morning. I just laughed, kissed her again, and got my wallet.

The grocery store was not too far outside the neighborhood. It was about a 20 minute walk if you took a short cut that wound its way between two of the houses and along a wooded creek. The path headed out towards the neighboring development, and from there, the local grocer wasn't too far off.

I enjoyed the walk, and the evening was very pleasant, so I started off along the path. It was illuminated infrequently, and had I still been in my older neighborhood in LA, I would have been a little nervous. But here, in this quiet neighborhood, I felt safe and secure.

I had never walked the path at night, and in the dark, my eyes drifted to the lit houses that followed the path like store front windows downtown. It was pleasant. There were the Porters, the young redheaded couple eating dinner with their three, redheaded children. The Neilsons were watching television downstairs as their 18-year-old son surfed the internet upstairs. I could see Jonah, the local artist, painting something furiously in his studio.

And then there was the Mills home. Last on the row of houses before the path bent off, deeper into the woods. They were dressed as they had been when they left, sitting on a couch that faced the window, apparently, a television. The curvy blonde was stroking Jamie's thigh absently, and the two were engrossed in whatever it was they were watching.

I tore my voyeur's eyes off the couple and went on my way. My heart beat with the cicadas of the forest.

I don't really remember actually going to the grocery store, although I know I must have because I had grocery bags in my hands as I crouched in the woods, peering like a pervert into the Mills house. I wasn't going to. I didn't plan it. It just happened.

I was walking home and looked over. Just a peak. What I saw was more than just a peak.

Jamie was sitting in the sofa, where he'd been before, but now, his blonde wife was straddling his legs, her head tilted down, blonde hair falling over their faces. They were kissing furiously.

As I looked in, Kat leaned back enough to pull her shirt up off her head, her aqua green bra the only thing on her sculpted back. Her jeans were so low and tight across her round ass that in this position, they just barely covered her ass cleavage and left her little tattoo bare. One of the sexiest things about a woman's back is the dimples that appear just above her buttocks, and staring at all that nakedness, my eyes were instantly drawn to that.

My heart was fluttering and my breathing was coming hard and ragged. I shakily crept away from the lights of the path, deeper into the dark foliage and closer to the lighted windows of the Mills' home. I knew that I shouldn't do this, but the unhealthy obsession that I was quickly developing for the blonde's body had taken firm control of me.

Kat was standing now in front of what I thought was a completely naked Jamie. She had removed her aqua blue bra already and I could see the edges of her firm, melon-like swells around the sides of her slender, naked back. She was currently working her dark jeans off her hips. I swallowed hard, noting that she wasn't wearing panties at all.

I could just make out the cleft of her hairless vagina between her legs as she bent forward, pulling the tight jeans all the way to the floor. I remembered how smooth it felt along my cock head, how sexy a shaven pussy could be.

She straightened back up, resuming her straddling position on Jamie's lap. She threw her head back, tossing her blonde hair as her husband entered her warmth.

I reached between my own legs, rubbing my hard on through my jeans as I watched this couple fuck each other. Kat put her left hand on Jamie's shoulder to steady herself as she bounced up and down in his lap, her right hand combing through her long blonde hair. I unbuckled my own pants, unable to contain myself as I watched my sexy neighbors couple with each other.

When my mind focused in on the sides of those large breasts as they bounced and rippled with their intimate bumping and grinding, I knew I was close. I tried to calm my mind, but all I could think about was they way Jamie's slick cock must have looked, sliding in between the parted folds of the blonde's bald cunt. I came hard into the wilderness, unable to contain myself.

As I wiped myself off and pulled my pants up, the attractive couple continued to fuck each other, unaware of their now satisfied audience.

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves, picked up the groceries, and wandered back out onto the path, making my way home.

That night, all I could think about was Kat. Her body. Her smile. Her long, golden hair. I thought about the dimples of her back. Her little tattoo. The way her breasts moved when she fucked. I thought about the warm sheath of her vagina.

I made love to Adrienne, but pretended that I was with Katherine. Lying awake in bed next to my beautiful, sleeping wife, I felt terrible about the whole thing. I shouldn't have spied on Kat, but I just couldn't shake her from my head.

Looking forward to the BBQ, only two days away, a part of me grew excited at the thought of seeing the blonde again. I closed my eyes, embarrassed at all the dirty things that raced through my mind, but felt the undeniable feeling of arousal in my stirring cock.

End of part 3.

Feedback is appreciated. It helps me keep going.


It Started with Speeding Ch. 04

I would like to thank 'freaknut' for her help in writing this entire story. She gave me direction where I had none, and inspiration where I needed it.

*****

We heard the party before we got there: the murmur of conversation and the hint of music as it spilled out into the warm, spring-time air. I held Adrienne's hand, a little bit nervous about this night. Kat and I still hadn't verbally acknowledged anything.

The Mills' house was on the corner of the street. There were a number of couples sitting out on the front porch, but it seemed like most of the crowd was around back.

We found Jamie at the grill, a white apron on, flipping steaks and burgers. "Hey, you two! Glad you could make it!" The big guy was all smiles. "Simon, you can put the beer in our beer fridge. It's just inside the patio doors."

I thanked him and made my way inside. I was surprised at how young most of the people here were. I thought that at 28, Adrienne and I were going to be one of the youngest couples here -- besides Jamie and Kat, who couldn't have been much older. Instead, it seemed that most of the couples here were either in their late twenties or early thirties.

I put my beer in an already packed fridge, noting the eclectic assortment of ales and lagers. Shutting the door, I jumped when I saw Kat standing behind it.

The blonde smiled at me and took a sip of her dark amber. She said, "I think that you and I need to talk."

Without another word, she turned and walked away, heading deeper into the house. She was wearing a pair of red Capri’s, tight over her ass and loose over her legs. I noted the lack of panty lines, and the way her black cotton blouse complimented those red trousers. I followed her until we got to the stairs that lead up.

As she ascended, I stopped. I couldn't help feeling like a clandestine lover, sneaking away for a private tryst. She turned and motioned for me to follow. When I shook my head, she laughed and said, "Oh, I'm not going to bite. But I also don't want anyone overhearing us."

I followed reluctantly. The room she led me to was not a bedroom, which I had almost convinced myself it would be, but a sitting room with a little television in the corner. "Our second den," she said, taking a seat on the couch.

I sat down in the love seat, resting my hands on my knees and looking at her.

At first, she said nothing. She just studied me, her face a mix of amusement and contemplation. She took another sip of her beer and suddenly, my hands felt very empty.

"Want a sip?" she offered, reading my mind.

I politely shook my head.

She sighed, looked at her hands, then looked back at me. "Your license said you lived in San Francisco."

I felt my blush in the tops of my ears. Here it was. That conversation we had to have. "I... moved," I said stupidly. I didn't know what else to say.

She laughed and said, "Well, obviously."

"You always that friendly with speeders?" I blurted out. I knew immediately that it was the wrong thing to say, but she actually smiled and laughed again.

"You probably want me to say 'yes.'" She shook her head. "But no, that was a first for me, just as I'm sure it was a first for you." The wink she gave me was the first indication that maybe she was a little drunk.

I nodded in agreement, and wished again that I had a beer in my hand. I didn't want to be sober for this conversation, and I was starting to get the impression that Kat wasn't.

"Look... Jamie had been gone for nearly a month and a half. I was... horny..." She rolled her eyes to the ceiling girlishly, then looked back at me. "You were good looking. I thought you were from out of town. And no one ever drives down that road." She shrugged. "It was pretty fucking exciting for me. And for what it's worth, you were great." She laughed at my embarrassment.

"So... does Jamie know?"

"Oh, God no. Are you kidding?"

"I just... you seem to be taking all this pretty well. That's all."

"You going to tell your pretty little wife?"

I shook my head. "I don't think that would be a good idea, either. As far as I'm concerned, it never happened."

"Nope, never hap--" Someone was coming down the hall, and Kat froze. Suddenly, this little meeting upstairs seemed so wrong, and neither she nor I wanted anyone to know about it. She jumped up from the couch, grabbed my hand, and pulled me into the closet.

The door opened a moment later. "And this is kind of a second den we set up." It was Jamie's voice, showing someone the house. "The couch folds out, in case we have visitors, but we don't really use it that much."

The closet we were in wasn't very large, and I was acutely aware of Kat's shapely body pressed up against my side. She smelled of light perfume and beer, and I could feel her breath on my ear. I also was aware that I was getting hard.

"This is nice." A woman's voice. Adrienne's. "Simon and I haven't finished furnishing the house. This isn't a bad idea."

My scalp prickled with nervousness, yet at the same time, I was growing extremely aroused. The danger of the situation was firing up my adrenaline.

"Hey," Kat whispered, barely audible to even me.

I turned my head slightly, and I felt a wet tongue on my ear. I had to stifle a moan. I also felt a warm hand slid around my body and slip down my pants. It was only a few seconds before she'd find my erection, and there was nothing I could do. If I moved -- if I made any sound -- then Adrienne and Jamie would discover us. So I just stood there, frozen, and felt Kat's soft fingers stroke down over my hard on.

"You too?" she whispered, noting my arousal. I felt soft lips on my neck and I closed my eyes, trying to block everything out. I was being groped in the closet by a stunning blonde, only a few feet away from my wife. And it was driving me crazy with lust.

By the time the door closed and the two left, we melted into each other without hesitation. I needed her lips on my lips. I needed it.

She broke the kiss and said, "You know what I really wanted to do on the side of the road?"

"What?"

"This." And with that, she dropped to her knees, unfastened my pants, and took my cock deep into her mouth. It was incredible. Her technique was different than Adrienne's in subtle ways. More suction, less tongue. And she actually deep-throated me. The feeling of my cock entering the back of her throat nearly made me cum. She kept the slurping sound as quiet as she could. Even though we knew we were alone in the room in the closet, it still felt like we had to be quiet and careful.

When I felt myself drawing close, I put a hand in her soft blonde hair to indicate that she should pull off. Instead, she kept her head bobbing on my shaft. "I'm close," I whispered to her. She didn't slow down, but sped up. "Oh God..." I groaned, and in the next moment, my cock was pulsating in the blonde's mouth. Feeling her lips and wet mouth on my member as I came was almost too much, and I shuddered. More and more juice filled her and she took it all, gulping and swallowing my load.

When I was done and my cock was just too sensitive for her to suck on anymore, she stood up, wrapped her arms around me, and kissed me wetly on the mouth. I could taste the saltiness of my cum in her mouth. It was strange, yet arousing just the same. "Thank you," I said, and kissed her again. "But you shouldn't have done that."

"Done what?" she asked, opening the closet door and stepping out. "I better get back to my party." And with that, she left me standing with my pants around my ankles in the closet of an empty room.

After returning to the party, I felt incredibly nervous, but at the same time, incredibly horny. At first, I couldn't even look my wife in the eyes. As time wore on, and the beers started to have an effect, I couldn't take my eyes off of my wife. I wanted to drag her home and fuck her hard right inside the front door.

We mingled through the crowd, sometimes together, sometimes apart. Even when I was talking to someone else, my eyes were lustfully on her.

She had spent a while talking with a young man who was sipping a coke. He couldn't have been older than 20.

"That's our son, Tommy," the man who I was currently talking to explained. The Neilsons were in their late forties or early fifties, I'd say, both of them still attractive for an elderly couple.

"He's graduating in a couple weeks. He'll be on to Stanford in the fall," Sandra Neilson said.

"Oh, you must be proud," I said, trying not to sound too distracted. Adrienne was so beautiful in her short blue sundress. Her nipples were hard, I noticed, and wow did her legs look spectacular tonight.

"We are. He's graduating top of his class."

"Handsome guy, too," I added. He had the same dashing looks as his father: square jaw, blue eyes, and shaggy blonde hair.

It was announced that we had run low on beer, and somehow, I was recruited into the bunch that were going to the store to restock. We were all too drunk to drive, but as I mentioned before, the store was in walking distance.

The whole time I was at the supermarket, the only thing that passed through my mind was how much I wished I was at home, in my own bed, my cock buried deep in my wife's vagina. It was nearly consuming all my thoughts. I absentmindedly paid for the beer and we were on our way home, a bunch of drunken heroes wandering the suburban streets. If I weren't so preoccupied, I would have been reminded of my college days.

A cheer went up when we returned to the party, and it was at this point that I realized most of the people remaining were a little drunk. It was a young group, and no one was embarrassing themselves, so we handed out the bottles to anyone who wanted one.



"I think I'm ready to go home," I told Jamie.

"You tired so early?" he asked. Jamie was a smiling drunk.

"No... not tired," I replied.

He winked at me. "I here ya. Wish I could leave the party early... alas, I can't really kick everyone out for a little sex."

I nodded and went looking for Adrienne, who didn't appear to be out in the backyard or in the living room of the house. I found her in the bathroom, putting on some lipstick.

"There you are!" I said, probably a little bit too loud.

Adrienne jumped, but when she turned, she gave me a big smile. She put her lipstick away, walked up to me, and encircled me in her arms. She smelled wonderful. "The hero has returned," she said.

She looked so sexy. Her hair was a little mussed and I pushed a strand of it over her cute little ear. "Hey, want to get out of here?"

Her dark eyes flashed with a tinge of drunken lust. "Oh my God, Simon, I've wanted to go for hours." The way she said it, I knew that she wasn't talking about going home to sleep.

"Me too," I replied, kissing her hard on the mouth, messing up her just applied lipstick. "Let's go."

We practically ran back down the street, barely making it through the front door before we were all over each other. She hadn't been this horny in months. Hell, I hadn't, either. I practically tore her dress off, pulling it over her head and tossing it across the room. We kissed and groped our way across the room, leaving a trail of clothing and undergarments on our way to the closest soft surface, the living room sofa.

Her thong lay discarded next to my boxers as we flew onto the couch, Adrienne's soft hands pushing me firmly back. She threw her soft thighs over my hips, taking my dick in her hands and guiding it into her slick vagina. Our pubic hair met and mingled as she worked her body up and down, groaning, "Uh! Ngh! Uh! Yes! Yes! Oh, yes!"

I could do nothing but lay there and enjoy the ride. It was the second time that night that I had felt that way. Thinking of Kat, on her knees in the darkness, sucking me like she only ever sucked her husband, triggered something in me. I groaned loudly, gripping her slender hips in my hands and helping her rise and fall on me stiff rod. I drove up into her as hard as I could, then pulled back until only my cock head was penetrating her fat lips, then drove in hard again. She was going crazy on me, hands in her dark hair, eyes closed and mouth agape in ecstasy.

I looked down at our coupling, watching my cock get swallowed again and again. I thought of Kat and her shaven snatch, my mind suddenly seeing my slick cock fucking the blonde's pussy. The image was gone as soon as it came, but the vision was so real that I couldn't hold back any longer.

"AGH! ARGH! ARGHHHHHHH!" I grunted hard, grabbing my wife's hips and pulling her hard against my hips. She let her orgasm loose and our living room was filled with the intense, inhuman sounds of our rapture. "OHHHHHHHH YESSSSSS!!!" the brunette gasped. "OHHHH FUUUUUUCKK!!!"

She grinded her hips down into me, extending her orgasm long after I had finished erupting inside of her.

I just laid back, listening to her gasp and coo and moan. We were sweaty and exhausted and spent. I looked around the room, at the mess we'd made with our clothes. The living room had never looked so sexy.

My eyes fell on the bay windows that looked out into the street and I realized that they were wide open. Part of me was embarrassed, wanting to jump up and whip the shades closed. Another part of me was thrilled with the exhibitionism.

"Honey," I said quietly when she had finally come down from her high. Still straddling me, her cum-filled cunt still clutching my flaccid member, she cuddled up against my damp chest, her nipples brushing my sensitive skin.

Kissing me gently on the lips, she said, "Yes?"

"The window." I looked over at the open window, then back to see her reaction.

She saw the opening and a smile touched the corners of her lips. "I wonder if anyone saw us," she teased, looking back down at me.

"I don't know... a lot of people may have passed on their way home from the party."

She kissed me, her tongue finding its way into my mouth. "We should probably close the window before someone does."

"I agree," I said, kissing her again. "Why don't you do it. You're closer."

She smiled at me again, gracefully pulling herself off of me and walking to the window. She moved like a runway model, hips exaggerating their sway. Reaching wide to grasp both sides of the curtain, she looked out into the neighborhood for an extended pause, giving anyone who looked in her direction a clear view of her soft, molded breasts and trimmed bush. She looked over her shoulder at me, grinning in her act of exhibitionism, and closed the curtains shut.

End of chapter 4.

Feedback appreciated. It helps me keep going.


It Started with Speeding Ch. 05
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Chapter 5

I was pulled over again Sunday afternoon on my way back from Blockbuster. I gripped the wheel of my sports car angrily. I had been driving no more than five mph over! My friends warned me about this when I decided to buy a sports car.

I sat in the car, trying to calm down, as the officer came to the window and tapped on the glass. I rolled it down and found myself looking into the sunglasses of Officer Katherine Mills. My anger turned into nervousness, and suddenly I felt like I was doing something wrong.

She looked very different than she had last night. She looked professional, hard as nails. Especially with those dark shades. "Hey, Simon. I'm not going to give you a ticket," she explained. "But we need to talk. For real this time. There's a diner I like up here, want to get some coffee?"

I didn't. I didn't want anything to do with this woman anymore. She had taken my calm and loving married life and flipped it on its head. But there was something about the authority of the uniform that made me nod my head. "Sure. You lead the way." There was something about Kat that I couldn't deny.

The diner was small and narrow. The vinyl booths that lined the large windows were green, the tables were covered in speckled Formica, and a juke box played oldies against the wall. We sat in the back, as far away from anyone else as we could.

Kat pushed her sunglasses up onto her head, using them as a headband to hold the loose pieces of blonde hair at bay. She really was a beautiful woman, and I hated thinking about it.

"Okay, look... I'm going to be completely honest here," she began. "I'm... attracted to you. I like you."

I flinched at her words. "But I'm married. You're married," I objected.

Her smile was wistful, distant. "Yes, you're right. And I love Jamie. I love him so much. And from the way I see you look at Adrienne, I can tell you love her very much." She took a sip of her coffee. "I actually got to talking with her last night, and I really like her, too."

"I'm sorry," I said, confused, "I don't know what you want..."

She thought a moment, then said, "When I pulled you over, a couple weeks ago, I hadn't had sex for far too long. I didn't plan what happened. It just did. I... I think you'll agree with this." I nodded. "And when I learned that you were my new neighbor, I was confused and a little afraid. I thought that I'd never see you again. It was supposed to be an intense experience that I could always look back on with a guilty smile. Not something that I needed to deal with. But there you were."

She took another sip of coffee. Her lips were pink and full. I waited for her to continue.

"I went through a variety of emotions over the next couple days. I was angry with myself for doing something so stupid. I was upset that you were so close. But I was also very excited. The danger was getting me... aroused. I thought about... the two of us, getting together again while our spouses were in the next room. I fantasized about you. I couldn't get you out of my thoughts."

Briefly, I thought about my own actions: crouching in the darkness behind her house, spying on her as she fucked her husband. I blushed. She was embarrassing me. I was embarrassing myself. But I let her continue.

"When you came to the party, I was already a little drunk. We needed to talk, but I shouldn't have taken you up to that room alone. All I could think about was jumping you. In the closet..." She trailed off, her face flushed. She rolled her beautiful, hazel eyes, finding mine once again. "I was drunk and horny. It was like fortune was offering me a chance to fulfill my fantasy, and I took it." She sighed. "But it shouldn't have happened. And it won't happen again. I like you, Simon, and I'm attracted to you, but I know that you don't want to do this. You don't want to hurt Adrienne, and I respect that. She's a wonderful woman."

"Okay," I said at last. "So what now?" I couldn't come out and tell her that I didn't want to see her anymore, but I wanted to. I was too attracted to her to be her friend anymore. We had crossed a line, and there was no going back.

She shrugged, showing a bit of uncertainty. "I guess we just pretend like it never happened?" She saw my incredulous look and gave me a helpless one of her own. "I know, it's impossible. So let's just keep it our secret."

I was still a little dubious and it must have showed. "Look, Simon, I'm not asking for you to be my friend." She took a deep breath. "With Jamie's travel schedule, he only spends about half his time in this area. In fact, he's leaving in a couple weeks for two more months! I try to throw myself into my work, but you saw how successful that was..."

I did see. Vividly. Black lacy bra tucked like a shelf under her soft, big breasts. The pink line of her swollen sex lips. I blinked, tried to dispel the thoughts from my mind. "What I did was actually very dangerous. You know? It could be worse than this." She shrugged. "Maybe having a couple friends will help me deal with his absence." Glancing at me shyly, she added, "Or at least one good friend."

So the ball was in my court. She gazed at me with her soft hazel eyes. If I thought she was capable, I would have thought she was pleading with me. I wanted to tell her that she was too different from my wife, but I couldn't. Not to those eyes. Not to this blonde.

I nodded. "I can't promise anything. But... friends. Just friends," I repeated. "And no more talk about... things."

"Oh, absolutely."

We settled the bill. I hadn't touched my coffee. My stomach couldn't handle it.

She slipped her sunglasses on and smiled for the first time since I'd seen her. "Good thing we had this talk, because I'm going shopping with Adrienne when I get off later today."

Kat smiled wider at my stunned expression, turned on a shiny heel, and walked to her police cruiser.

I think that if Kat had stayed out of my life from that day on, I could have gotten over what I had done, and I could have forgotten about the sexy blonde. But instead, I saw her more and more over the passing weeks. Like she said, she came over for a shopping trip with Adrienne. Both women looked incredibly sexy in their hip hugging jeans and tight tops. I was fortunate to know them, but cursed to have slept with both of them.

The following week, I found myself volunteering to go to the grocery store at night, hoping to get another show through the windows of the Mills home. No luck there, but my heart still pounded at the possibility.

I felt like I was both in control of my life, yet at the same time unable to change the disastrous direction that I was headed. I didn't have to keep creeping over to the Mills house to peak in through their window. I knew it was a bad idea, but I couldn't help myself. The mere chance of seeing the blonde naked again kept me coming back.

Adrienne and Kat grew closer, but I stayed away. So much so that at last, Adrienne confronted me. "Why don't you like Kat?"

I didn't know how to answer. "What makes you think that I don't?"

"Well, you always act very stand-offish when she's around. And you never want to go out with us. Things are hard for her, especially with her husband gone now." She put her hands gently on my shoulders, looking at me with those dark eyes. "Believe me, I know what it's like to have a husband who's not around a whole lot." I had been working later, volunteering just to stay away from the mess that was becoming my personal life. Again, I could have fixed this problem, steering myself in away from the disaster, but I kept on flying down the mountain.

Adrienne blinked her long lashes at me innocently, but I felt the cut.

"I'm sorry. Sorry. I'll... try better."

"We're hosting the block party next week. Try to be at least civil to her. I can tell, she's... hurt by it."

"Okay, dear. I love you. Anything for you." I kissed her lightly on the lips. She had no idea what she was asking.

***

Saturday. The day of our BBQ. I found sleep came grudgingly the night before. When I did sleep, my dreams were filled with visions of Katherine. I woke up hard every time.

Adrienne had an appointment at the salon in the morning, and I was instructed to straighten up the house and given a long list of things to buy for the party. "So I get to do errands while you go and get your nails done?"

She gave me a quick nod. "Yeah?" I couldn't argue with that.

On my way to the grocery store, my eyes -- as always -- scanned the windows of the blonde's home. Her bathroom windows were steamed up, and I instantly felt hard at the thought of the blonde naked in the shower. Soaping her big breasts. Shaving her pussy lips. It took every ounce of willpower to keep on walking.

I started drinking fairly early, when the first few guests arrived. After all, I had to be an accommodating guest to them. Couldn't let them drink alone, right? It was five o'clock and pleasant enough outside that many of the guests were wearing shorts. I had opted for jeans and a blue plaid short sleeved shirt that I wore untucked.

I felt the barbeque was going very well. I had a grill out, cooking up hot dogs and burgers and chatting with those in line for food. The neighbors had all brought some dish over, so food was simply not a problem.

Someone offered to take over the grilling duties from me, and I was grateful for the break. I found Adrienne sipping on a beer outside, talking to young Tommy Neilson. She was wearing a stylish jean skirt, cut above her knee in denim, and a very trendy top: tight all over and covered in prints. The shirt was actually sheer, and if you looked carefully, you could see her tight white tank top covering her perky breasts and flat stomach. Light tan slides with low pointed heels -- more stylish than slutty -- completed her ensemble. She wore her dark hair clipped back with silver barrettes, baring her cute little ears and long, graceful neck.

She gave me a kiss when she saw me. "I see Jim Porter offered to take over manning the grill. Does that mean you're in search of Nicole, the fiery redhead?" She was a little drunk and often teased me about my wandering eye. I blushed, thinking about the young and attractive mother-of-three. Nicole was currently crouched down at the poolside, carefully watching her young children swim around. She was wearing a short little sundress, and by the way she was crouched, her dress had ridden far up along her thigh.

Adrienne followed my eye and laughed. "Well, she's definitely wearing a thong," my wife said, drawing an even greater blush from me. "Or nothing at all." She giggled.

Tommy was just as embarrassed as me. "I'm going to... go..." I said, holding up my empty beer and walking inside. My brunette wife went back to talking to Tommy about school and his future plans.

Inside, I literally ran into Kat. It was the first time I had seen her at the party, although from the look of her nearly empty bottle of beer, she'd been here for a little bit, anyway.

"Hey," I said, awkwardly. She smiled back at me, nodding an acknowledgement.

I remembered Adrienne's words. "It looks like you need another beer... I mean, I'm getting one, so it wouldn't be too much trouble to... uh... would you like another beer?" I stammered out at last.

She put her hand to her mouth to stop herself from laughing, her hazel eyes lighting up intoxicatingly. I was standing a little closer than normal comfort levels dictated, and I could smell her flowery perfume. She finished off her beer in one, long swig, and handed the empty to me. "Sure. Another beer sounds wonderful." She was still smiling at me. My face warmed.

When I went to get the beers, the blonde didn't follow me. She just stood there, right at the doors to the patio and waited.

As I returned, I thought once again how beautiful she was, and for no good reason, my heart rate stepped up a notch. I knew that nothing was going to happen between us. But still, her scent, her long flowing blonde hair, her beautiful skin and face... I shook my head, trying to clear it.

When I did, she was still standing there, wearing a pair of Capri-style jeans that sat low on her hips and a white blouse with loose, peasant-girl sleeves, a scooping neckline that offered an enticing hint of cleavage, and a string cincher that tied below her breasts, pulling the fabric of the blouse in tight across her ample bosom.

I could see the white strap of her bra where the wide collar of her shirt had shifted further out on her smooth shoulder. I saw the soft skin of her stomach where the shirt ended and the jeans began. I wondered if she was wearing a thong under her jeans. I wondered if I'd find out.

"Here's your beer," I said, handing it to her. Our hands touched in the exchange. I wanted to feel her soft skin again. We shared a moment.

"So... I was beginning to think you didn't like me."

"Oh, no... I've just been... you know. Busy."

She nodded at me. "Yeah. I know." Silence again. We both sipped on our beers.

"So, Jamie's gone again?"

She nodded. "Month and a half." She sighed to herself. "I've been good though." Her eyes darted up from her beer, her face flushed from the unintended double entendre. "I mean... you know..."

I nodded, but she shook her head, closing her pretty eyes. Unsure of what to do, I stepped closer and put my hand on her back. She turned, opened her eyes, and looked at me. She gave me a crooked, exasperated smile, and said, "Want to go sit down?"

I nodded and we went to the couch.

We sat in silence. I lounged in the fuzziness of my alcoholic buzz, heightened and enhanced by the closeness of the woman I had been obsessing about for the past two months.

"Simon, Jamie knows about us." Her measured eyes watched my reaction carefully. I felt like my eyes were going to burst from their sockets, and a quiet gasp escaped before I could help it.

"What?!" I tried to keep my voice down.

Concerned, the blonde looked around, patting my knee reassuringly. When those hazel eyes returned to mine, they were filled with a self-assurance that I had been missing for as many weeks as it had been since I'd met this woman. "Shhh," she said gently, but her eyes were authoritative. "Let me explain. And don't make a scene."

No one was looking.

"Jamie knows how hard it is for me when he's gone. He knows that I'm very... sexual. He's always told me that if I really needed to, I could sleep with other guys. When he was gone."

"You..." I really didn't know what I wanted to say.

She smiled at my confusion. "You were actually my first." I wasn't sure whether to be flattered or to be upset. She didn't give me time to react. "Hey, you never gave me a tour of the house." She'd been over here a lot in the past month and a half. The suggestion was clear. She didn't avert her eyes from mine. She waited patiently for my answer.

Still a little confused, but also quite aroused, I nodded my head slowly. "No... I haven't." I looked away, through the bay doors to the patio outside. I spotted Adrienne, still talking with Tommy. She looked up just then, met my eyes, and smiled widely. She waved and gave me a thumbs up, obviously encouraging my attention to Kat. If she only knew.

I smiled back at her. I loved her. The slender brunette gave me strength.

But when I looked back at Kat and her long blonde hair and glittering hazel eyes, all that strength crumbled. My brain felt numb. My hands shook. My body knew what I was going to do before I did. It nodded. It stood. "Right this way," I heard my voice say. I didn't care. Not at that point. All I cared about was the wonderful things that I was going to do to this beautiful blonde.

We went straight for the guest bedroom. It was rarely used, and there would be no chance that Adrienne would accidentally walk in on us. We were in each other's arms before the door was even closed. I was so preoccupied with feeling this woman's soft body against mine that I didn't even think to lock the door.

Her mouth felt so good against my own, her slippery tongue aggressive and impassioned. She practically tore my shirt open, refusing to pull her lips from mine. We broke long enough for me to pull her blouse off, leaving her in a white satin push-up bra that helped the swells of her breasts form a deep valley. I wanted to run my tongue along that valley, but the blonde took my head in her hands and brought it back to her mouth.

She pushed me back onto the neatly made bed, straddling me and kissing my neck. Her soft blonde hair smelled so good as it caressed my face. Her delicate fingers found my cock, erect and throbbing. She moaned as she licked and sucked my skin. Her marvelous tongue swirled down my chest, finding my nipples. Her hand tightened around my groin and I felt teeth clamp down lightly on my nipples.

"Ah!" I gasped. She looked up at me, smiling with animal hunger. Our eyes met and I smiled back. Then my eyes slid down to the dark crease of her cleavage. She flashed me a crooked smile before lowering her head back down to my body.

I felt her hands work expertly on my belt and in moments, we were frantically pulling my jeans and boxers off. She wasted no time taking my hard on in her wet and slippery mouth. She sucked hard and deep, slurping up and down, blonde hair bobbing furiously for my pleasure. I felt my cock enter her throat as she began to deep throat me. This time, I was a little bit more prepared for the immense pleasure that her mouth was bringing me. I closed my eyes, rocked back on my shoulders, and groaned loudly. I couldn't take much more of the pleasure, but I didn't want her to stop. I couldn't have asked, even if I did. I had lost all ability to speak. The only sounds I was capable of as she drove her head up and down on my cock were unintelligible groans.

I put a hand on her honey blonde locks and began to pump my hips into her gently. She knew what was coming and slurped back off until she had half my penis in her mouth. She clutched her hand around my shaft and pumped me a couple more times. The pressure was enough to send me soaring, and for the second time in four years, I came into a woman's mouth.

She pulled off me, looking up and smiling broadly. "You taste wonderful, baby," she said, licking her lips. My body shuddered and I lay my head back down against the bed. This woman was too much! Already I felt my erection stirring, and she had done nothing but say one sentence to me.

She crawled up on the bed next to me, bringing her lips down on mine. Again, I tasted the viscous consistency of my own cum.

My hands felt the softness of my neighbor's body. She was still wearing her bra and her jeans. Too many clothes. We kissed as I undressed her body, sliding the jeans over the smoothness of her buttocks.

My eyes lit up at her g-string: thin white satin like her bra, nothing more than a T-back meeting at the firm half-moons of her ass. Her little black tattoo sat just above the g-string, too full, puckering lips. She wiggled her butt at me when she saw me looking and laughed quietly. "Someone has a panty fetish," she said to me.

"Who's that?" I asked, flipping her over on her back and bringing my mouth to her neck. She cooed, sighing, "Oh, I don't know..."

At last, I got to kiss along the ridges of her breasts. They were so soft, I noted as I slipped the straps of her bra off her shoulders. I wanted to taste them. I wanted to suckle them. I popped the front clasp, her tits springing free at last.

It was amazing how perfect her small, light brown nipples were. They grew harder in my mouth as I swirled my tongue around them. "Ahhhh! Ah!" she gasped. "Ohhhh, yes!"

I alternated breasts for a while, but my mind had other kingdoms to conquer, and the blonde sighed as she felt my little kisses work their way down her toned stomach, knowing exactly what was coming.



I kissed over the thin layer of satin that separated her sex from my lips. The material was damp and musky, a smell I could never get enough of.

My fingertips slid into her g-string and slowly pulled them down off her womanly hips. What I was expected to find was a perfectly smooth pussy, so the sight of her little brush of blonde hair -- barely there -- brought a very pleasant thrill to me. Her tight vulva was still as bare and as smooth as the undersides of her breasts, but now she had a thin strip of wispy blonde hair stretching an inch and a half up her otherwise clean shaven mound.

My lips couldn't get enough of her soft vagina. I had never gone down on a woman who took care of herself to this extent, and I wasn't sure if I would be able to again. The folds of her cunt were as soft as the backside of a baby's hand, and judging from her sharp gasps and moans, very sensitive. I sucked the engorged lips of her labia into her mouth, ran my tongue from side to side over the slippery flesh. The feeling of her bald pussy on my face was getting me hard, something that had never happened before in all my years of oral sex.

Encouraged by her moaning, I sucked down on her clit, loving the way my nose brushed against the brief pubes of her landing strip. I spelled out the letters of the alphabet with my tongue and brought my hands in for reinforcement. "Yes! OHHH!" she gasped as I pushed first one, then a second digit into her wet opening. "More!" she pleaded. I hesitated before introducing a third, stretching her like I'd never stretched Adrienne before. "OHHH! GOD, Simon!! Yess!" Her voice quivered. She humped my face and fingers, her slender thighs closing in around my head. "Oh, oh! Simon! OH!"

I continued to lap at her sex, brushing my lips across her clit from side to side, darting my tongue here and there. I knew that I had to be careful not to over stimulate that sensitive button, so I worked the periphery, licking around it, never right on it. "OHHH!! OH!!" She was being loud, but I didn't care. For those few moments, all I cared was bringing this gorgeous blonde to a crashing orgasm on my mouth. "UH! UH! OHHHHH! YES!! THERE!! YES!! YESS!! UHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!"

She smothered me as she came. Her already hard abs clenched into a six pack and she clamped her strong legs around me. Sound was cut off. Air was cut off. She bucked and spasmed. She lost control.

I was hard again, giving her only a short moment to recover before sliding up along her toned body. My dick slid along her creamy thighs. I took it in my hand and guided it up along her smooth lips which glistened with her own girl-cum.

"Yes, Simon... put it in me! I need it in me."

I didn't need any more encouragement. I pushed inside her swollen folds with a low groan from both of us. "Oh baby, your cock feels sooo good. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me..." she said in a breathy voice.

I pumped her and she spread her legs wider and wider for me. "Fuck, harder, harder!" The slapping sound of our moist bodies hitting each other grew louder, faster. I positioned her legs up over my shoulders, her body folded nearly in half as I pushed my cock as deep as I could get into her vagina.

"Oh yes! Oh baby, yes, yesss..."

I closed my eyes. Everything was focused on the pleasure of my cock sliding in and out of the blonde. The world dimmed for a moment. I could feel no pain. I felt myself rising, up, up. And then my balls contracted. My penis jerked. All that pent of energy came pulsating forward, entering the warmth of this married woman's snatch. I felt her walls clench in her own orgasm as she felt my hot cum fill her. Our juices mixed, unaware of the illicit act, and my throbbing erection was bathed in our slick love.

"Oh... oh..." was all I could say, my eyes still closed. I shuddered. We shuddered together. Her pillowy breasts were sticky with sweat as I rested down on her.

We only had a moment to bathe in the after glow, however. I heard the tell-tale creak of the third step. Someone was coming up the stairs! My eyes darted to the door. It was unlocked. Oh shit, I thought. Pin-pricks of anxiety assaulted my face and body.

I jumped up with a flash, groaning for a moment as I pulled myself free of Kat's pussy. She was just as alert as I was, gathering our clothes and throwing them hastily into the closet. I glanced at the bed, pulling the corners taught in a desperate move to return it to it's original state. That sort of worked.

"Oh, you have to see our guest bedroom," a woman's voice said. Adrienne's. Oh my God, oh my God! I couldn't think. I could hear my heart pounding deep in my ear drums.

We slipped naked into the closet -- shutting the door and locking us in darkness -- just as the guest bedroom door opened up.

I waited, unaware that I was holding my breath.
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The door opened and closed.

"Smells like sex in here," Adrienne commented. My heart constricted violently. "Someone's been having a good time at my party," she laughed. "So that's the grand tour of my home, Tommy." She was with the Neilson's kid. She had been spending quite a lot of time with him. I listened closer.

There was a silence in the room out there. No. Not a silence. I heard something. Movement maybe? I couldn't tell. Then,

"Don't be so nervous, Tommy. The door's locked."

"Oh, Adrienne. It's just that Simon's right downstairs, and... oh..."

"Go on. What were you saying?" my wife asked in a very innocent tone, which usually meant she was not doing something innocent at all.

"Um... Adrienne, you are so beautiful."

"Why thank you, Tommy. But are you talking about me, or my breasts?"

What the hell was going on out there? I asked, knowing perfectly well what was going on.

"Am I going to be the only naked one? I meant it when I said I wanted to fuck you." WHAT! I couldn't think properly. I actually wondered what she meant by that. What was going on here?

"Are you sure? I mean, you're a little drunk and... we've never--" His voice was cut off. I imagined the two of them kissing, tongues caressing each other passionately.

"Yes, I'm sure. Let's call it my farewell gift." More lip smacking sounds. "You've wanted to fuck me ever since we made out at the Mills' party." More revelations! What the fuck was she talking about? What was this slut talking about!? "Besides, Tommy," she said in a teasing, come hither voice, "You've fucked me with my vibrator while I sucked your cock. I've swallowed your cum several times. We've basically had sex, lover. Now come here at let me taste that beautiful dick of yours."

What was she saying? She didn't own a vibrator! And she swallowed his cum? She didn't swallow mine... And... she never talked like this to me when we made love... and...

Shit, what right did I have to be mad? I was standing in a closet, naked next to a woman who I had just fucked. And to make everything even more confusing, I was growing an erection. I sighed as I felt Kat's hands hug me from behind. Her soft breasts pushed into my back and she leaned in, whispering, "Are you okay?"

I had no idea how to answer that. How the hell was I supposed to answer that!? I nodded curtly. Shit, what was going on here?! Her hand brushed over my semi-hard penis and she whispered quietly, "Looks like something's okay."

I brushed her hand away impatiently, trying to hear what was going on out there, when Kat did something that completely shocked me. She slid the closet door about an inch open and peaked out. Our little closet was immediately flooded with light. Kat was crouching down, her head along the crack of the closet, staring out. Her skin gleamed like satin in the softly leaking light.

I wanted to close the door back up, but I also wanted to take a look. With the door open, I could hear the slurping sounds of my wife's loud blowjob. I couldn't help myself. I had to look.

The closet faced the foot of the bed, and Tommy was sitting at the head board, resting his shaggy blonde hair against the wall, legs spread, as Adrienne worked her mouth up and down on his cock. I couldn't see the actual blowjob due to my wife's bobbing head, but I could see the look of pure ecstasy on his face. His mouth was just slightly open, his eyes were closed shut. He looked serene. He looked like he could stay like this for the rest of his life and he would be the happiest guy alive.

Adrienne was completely naked but for a little blue thong. She was positioned between his legs with her tight ass up in the air, the blue thong stretched tightly across the fat, excited lips of her sex.

As she worked her mouth along his cock, her left hand found its way into her panties, and I watched in aroused disbelief as my wife of four years began to finger her clit as she sucked another man off in our guest bedroom!

I was still unsure of my emotions, but I also knew now that this was turning me on.

When Tommy got close to his big climax, Adrienne pulled her glistening fingers from her honey pot, slathering his erection with her own juices as she double pumped his cock. From experience, I guessed that she was swirling her tongue quickly over his mushroom head and along the sensitive vein of his shaft. This is where she normally pulls off me and grabs a handful of tissues. I kept waiting for her to do this, but I also knew that this time, she wasn’t going to.

Tommy's jaw clenched as his cock jerked. Adrienne immediately stopped bobbing her head, busy swallowing his thick load. I truly felt betrayed at that moment. But I never felt more aroused, either. It was like I was dreaming. Like none of this counted.

When she was done swallowing, she sat back on her heels, her sexy back drawing my attention. "Thanks," Tommy said.

My wife laughed. "My pleasure." She sounded like she meant it.

She crawled up the bed, turning and leaning against the headboard next to him. "Now... I have a little surprise for you." She kissed him before hooking her hands in her thong and pulling them down.

I gasped in unison with Tommy. "What was it that you said you liked? 'A little above, none below'?" Her pussy, which had always been covered with a thin layer of dark brown curls, was now bare but for a narrow, inverted triangle of pubes. Her bush was gone, replaced by an instructional arrow. She ran her fingers gently over her now bare lips, which were red and swollen and parted ever so slightly, and said, "I had it waxed this morning. You like?"

Tommy answered by getting between her legs, stealing my view away. She shuddered, saying, "Tommy, be very gentle. It's sooo sensitive... mmmm... yes, like thaaaat..."

I couldn't keep my eyes off the little crack in the door, watching this young man's shaggy blonde hair hover around my wife's cunt. Adrienne bit her lip, trying to keep her moaning as quiet as she could. Her beautiful face was a mask of rapture. "Oh, oh, ohhh! Tommy, Tommy--uh! Shit, baby, that feels really fucking good, but--uhhhh... but baby, I brought you up here to fuck me, not eat me."

She took his head in her hands, bringing it up to her mouth. Another betrayel. She never kissed me after I'd gone down on her. She didn't like tasting herself. And here she was, engaged in a full on tongue duel with our young neighbor, his cheeks still glistening with her juices.

I didn't really have a whole lot of time to be angry, though, because the next moment, she pushed him onto his back. Straddling him and taking his cock in her hands, she said, "Oh, Tommy, I've wanted to do this ever since Kat's party. You got me so goddamned excited, fingering me like that. If you had asked, my pussy would have been yours that night."

As she said this, she ran his cock head along her hairless cunt lips. "Well, good luck in college and all that," she said, lowering herself onto him. I watched in horror as Tommy's erect dick disappeared so easily into the woman that I had pledged my whole life to.

"Oh, Adrienne! Ohhh, this is so niiiice... You are incredibly wet..."

"You like that, huhhh...? You like how wet you've made my married pussy?"

I was a deer caught in the headlights: eyes wide, staring at the thing that would destroy me, unable to do anything but watch. I was so busy watching Adrienne pump her hips on the young man's body that it took me a short moment to realize that my own cock, inexplicably hard, was enveloped by Kat's warm and talented mouth.

I moaned despite the danger of the situation. Luckily, the two adulterous lovers were oblivious to anything but themselves and their own fucking.

Adrienne threw her head back passionately, a few strands of her silky brown hair sticking to her forehead erotically. She was biting her lower lip again, her brow furrowed as Tommy's young cock brought her to higher and higher levels of pleasure. "Uh, uh, ngh, ngh! Yes, yes! There, there! Ngh! Yes! Oh! Oh! OHHHHH!!!"

I couldn't take it. I couldn't take this. Part of me wanted to burst forth from the closet. To pull my wife off the teenager. But looking down and seeing the blonde head bobbing like a porn star between my legs, I knew I would never do this. I knew that the situation, no matter how wrong it was, was one of the craziest and sexiest thing that I have ever been a part of. I exploded in Kat's mouth as Tommy exploded in my wife's snatch. He grabbed her hips, he pulled her down to him, jamming his hips up into her. The lovers moaned. I stifled mine.

They spent several minutes kissing and cuddling. "Tommy, you are going to make so many young women happy."

"I made you happy then?" he asked playfully.

"Oh, yes. Very much so. Now, you better get dressed and head down to the party. I'll be down shortly. That way, there shouldn't be any suspicion."

He got dressed. They kissed one last time at the door. It broke my heart. When he was gone, Adrienne went over to the edge of the bed and sat down, crossing her legs. What was she doing?

"You two can come out now," she said, looking directly at the closet door that we were hiding behind.

I froze. Huh?

Kat was sliding the door open before I could react. As the curvy blonde stepped out, I glanced at her round butt, remembering once again her nakedness. My nakedness.

Adrienne was smiling at me, but there was little mirth in those upturned lips. "Honey, did you enjoy the show?"

I said nothing, and she looked at the blonde. "Oh yeah," Kat said, nodding.

"Well," Adrienne said, uncrossing her legs and spreading her thighs. I noticed a trickle of Tommy's cum leak from her bald pussy lips. "I guess it's all out in the open." I couldn't remember when this beautiful woman had acted so lewdly. We stared at each other, her dark eyes burning into mine. She batted her long lashes and patted the spot next to her.

I sat down beside her obediently. I didn't know what else to do. Kat sat on the other side of me.

And then, Adrienne surprised me. She gave me a great big hug, bringing her lips to mine in a warm, gentle kiss. "Honey... Kat and I have had a girl-to-girl talk about... things."

I looked at Katherine, who was actually looking a little embarrassed. It was strange, seeing the blonde act like a shy little girl with her fingers in the cookie jar. She just nodded.

"I have to admit, I was angry at first. I was so angry..." Her voice trailed off. She paused for a moment, then shook her head. "But, honey, the truth of the matter is... I haven't been the most faithful of wives to you, either. Being angry would have been hypocritical."

"You mean you've..." I couldn't say it. Slept with other people. I couldn't get the words out.

She shook her head. "No. Well, not until just now," she added, laughing lightly. "But... I've fooled around a little. At Kat's party. I was drunk. Tommy was soo... enticing at the time. And then, when you started working all the time, I became lonely." I wasn't judging her. Not then. I wasn't capable of it. My mind was numb.

"You're not mad anymore?" I stammered.

She looked at me lovingly. "Well, part of me still is. That's sort of why I arranged this little encounter. My little revenge." She managed to say that with love and affection.

"The main reason?" I asked.

She smiled at me, and at last, I felt some warmth in the smile. "For a guy who looks stupid with shock, you're a pretty sharp guy." She looked across me at the blonde. "The other reason is because of Kat. She likes you. And apparently, you really like her. And she's been really lonely, without Jamie around. And... well, I kind of know what that's like." She shrugged.

"I don't understand."

Kat had gotten off the bed and was dressing herself.

"Baby, I love you. You know that," Adrienne said softly to me, holding me closer. "Things have been all... fucked up. Ever since we moved here. But I don't regret the move." She looked in the blonde's direction. "I've met some great people here. And now, I want to fix things."

She stared at me, her deep brown eyes measuring my reactions. "Kat and I have discussed it and... I want you to be Kat's lover--when Jamie's out of town."

My jaw fell open. Kat was looking sheepish as she pulled her blouse on over her head.

"Of course, there are going to be rules. The most important one being that I need to be present whenever this happens. We need to be honest now. No more sneaking around. I've thought about this a lot, and the only way I'm going to be okay with this arrangement is if we are completely open about this. And as soon as someone has a problem with it, it stops."

I nodded. I was beginning to realize what was going on, and the feeling that was creeping over me was something like the feeling I used to get Christmas morning. I heard the jingle of sleigh bells.

"The other thing is that I get to sleep with other guys, if I choose to. Same rules apply to me as they do to you: you must be present and I must tell you before it happens. And if you've got a problem with this, then it all ends."

I wasn't so sure about this, but the other promises were overshadowing all else.

"Finally, and this may be the hardest for you, but I want you to be here, Simon. You're my husband. This is more of a request than a rule, but..." For the first time tonight, she looked unsure of herself. "I just wish you could be home more."

I nodded. At last, there was something I could do. Something that I had control of. "I'll make sure to get out of the office at a more reasonable time. You have always come before the job. Thanks for reminding me of that."

She smiled broadly, the smile that lit up her eyes. "I love you, Simon. Remember that."

"And I love you," I replied.

"Well, I'm going to go home. You two still have a party going on downstairs." Kat was at the door, fully clothed once again.

Adrienne stood up, walked over to the other woman, and hugged her tightly. "Thanks, Kat."

"I think that I should be the one thanking you," she said, looking over my wife's naked shoulder and winking at me. I blushed.

The women broke the embrace, but stared into each other's eyes, an entire conversation in that glance. "We'll talk about... later," Adrienne said, and Kat nodded.

When the blonde was gone, Adrienne turned around, cocking her hip to one side and posing for me. Her thighs glistened. I shivered, looking at the thin triangle that was all that was left of her dark bush. "We have a party to get back to," she said, and laughed out loud.
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Chapter 7

Jamie came back the next week, so Adrienne, Kat and I didn't get together after our little arrangement was discussed. However, my sex life with Adrienne was reborn. While it had always been great, four years of marriage can take its toll. Now, we were suddenly newly weds.

Still, I couldn't help looking forward to the time when Jamie left for another long trip. And I felt guilty as hell thinking that.

A couple months later, Jamie left for Europe. Two months away. I couldn't have been happier. We never spoke of the agreement directly, but Adrienne made sure to allude to it. "Saturday night, you want to go dancing with Kat and I?" Adrienne asked, her voice too innocent, as she tried the dishes.

My eyes lit up and I tried to reply as nonchalantly as I could, "Sure. Sounds like fun." She laughed at me, hitting me with her towel.

Friday, the girls went shopping for their night out. I had the most unproductive day at work since I'd arrived several months before.

When I came home, the house was filled with the delicious scent of roasted pork. My favorite dinner. I wandered into the kitchen, loosening my tie as I did so.

My wife was at the counter, preparing dinner. She was wearing her white apron with its lacy pink trim, and nothing else. Her naked ass and bare back greeted me as I walked into the kitchen, covered only by the slim, criss-crossing ties of the apron.

She turned her head as I came in. "Oh hi, honey. Dinner's almost ready. Could you set the table?" She spoke as though nothing was out of the ordinary.

I slid up behind my wife, feeling her naked body, running my hands over the apron, over her ripe little breasts. I kissed her neck and she giggled. "What's all this for?" I asked.

"Well," she said. "I figured you and I should have a night to ourselves. Just you and me. After all, after tomorrow night..." Her suggestion was obvious.

"Let's get this night started correctly," I said, my hand creeping under the apron along her thigh. She brushed my hand away, turning around and taking me in my arms. She was all smiles.

"Now honey, you need to get your strength up! Go and set the table."

"I'll set the table," I said, grabbing her hand and pulling her towards the dinner table.

"Whoa!" she laughed as I pushed her back playfully. She was laughing as I dropped to her long, slender legs, kissing the soft skin. "Honey--haha! Come on!" She laughed and I smiled as I kissed my way up her legs.

"Come on, baby, the food'll get burned!"

I ignored her, my lips finding her thighs soft and warm. I slid my hands along her hips, loving the feel of her soft body. My head started to creep under the apron and soon her laughter turned into sighing.

"I'm warning you," she said half-heartedly and I slid my right hand around, brushing it over the lips of her sex. "Ohhhh..." she sighed again.

Over the past couple months, she had grown most of her dark curls back, telling me that her Brazilian bikini wax was just too painful to do on a regular basis. Now, my fingers were once again tracing over the silky folds of a hairless quim.

"Uhhhh... sensitive..." she gasped. I pushed her apron up, bringing her beautiful sex lips, completely devoid of hair but for the thinnest, tracest line of dark hair rising above her red and swollen lips.

"Oh my God..." I moaned at the sight. It was so beautiful. I dove in.

Later that night, the two of us were lying in bed, naked and glistening from the long bout of sex we had just shared. Adrienne was playing with my now limp erection, coated in her drying secretions.

"Honey... remember when I told you a couple months ago that we needed to be absolutely open with each other?"

"Yes," I said. I became very anxious all of a sudden, trying to think of what I might have done wrong. Before I could come up with something, she continued, "Well... I kind of have something to tell you..."

My anxiety levels dropped, but not my heart rate. What now? I thought nervously. I could feel myself getting jealous already, preparing myself, yet at the same time, aroused. Her fingers kept working my cock, gently stroking it.

"Go on," I gulped.

"Well..." she took a deep breath. "Well, this is kind of hard." Another deep breath.

"Honey, you can tell me anything."

She looked me in the eyes and smiled. "I know. But this is still kind of hard." The suspense was driving me crazy! "Okay... well, as you've probably noticed, I went and got my... bikini done."

"Yeah, I noticed that," I said, running my fingers along her smooth pussy.

"I was so nervous! And a little scared, you know? I think that Kat kind of detected my anxiety and she offered to go with me. You know, hold my hand. Moral support."

"Uh huh."

"Well, we decided to make a day of it. Go to get my pussy waxed, then go shopping!" She laughed nervously. "On the way to the salon, we got to talking about college days. Kat said something about being pretty wild in college. I told her that I wasn't surprised, and we laughed at that. She said that she tried just about everything..." My wife trailed off. "Didn't think much of it at the time.

"Anyway, we get to the salon for my appointment. Gabriella, the South American beauty who waxed me last time, said that it would be okay if Kat sat in. We went into the back and I took off my skirt and panties. Kat sat next to me and held my hand as Gabriella did her thing. She tried to put me at ease, chit chatting about everyday things. Between Kat and Gabriella, I actually calmed down. Then..."

Again, Adrienne sighed. She was absently stroking my cock, now fully erect. I had I strong feeling as to what happened next. All attention was on my wife and her words.

"Then, Gabriella applied the soothing aloe cream to my very sensitive skin." She stopped and looked me right in the eye. "And I got turned on. I have never been turned on so much by a woman in my entire life. By the time Gabriella was finished and she excused herself to get something from the back, I was visibly wet."

I couldn't believe this was actually Adrienne telling me this! She had always maintained that she was "straight as an arrow." When we watched porn, we skipped the lesbian scenes because they were boring to her. And now...

"Well, Kat must have noticed my arousal, because her eyes were all over my burning pussy. The pain was still there, but I was so confused, I was hardly thinking about it. I jumped when I felt Kat's hands on my stomach, soothing me. 'Does it hurt badly?' she asked. I shook my head. Now it was Kat's touch that was getting me aroused. Her hazel eyes flickered up and over mine briefly before returning to their view of my nakedness. Her fingers slid lower, down my tummy. I held my breath as they traced the thin line of my landing strip, and I shuddered when they delicately glided down along my slit."

She closed her eyes, lost in the memory.

"And then?" I asked. My voice broke.

Adrienne smiled wistfully. "I watched, frozen, as she lowered her head to my pussy and ran her tongue along my newly waxed lips. I moaned. I couldn't help it. I was super sensitive. She withdrew, licking her lips. 'That's very smooth,' was all she said, and then the attendant came back."

"Oh my God," I groaned. Her fingers tightened around my erection.

"You are very hard... was it something I said?" She laughed, continuing her slow stroke.

"So what happened after?" I asked, anxious to hear the end of the story.

"Well... we didn't say a whole lot to each other until lunch. She actually apologized to me for... you know. I blushed. Told her not to worry about it. She asked me if I'd ever been with a woman. I told her I hadn't. 'Have you ever thought about it?' I told her I had, but not seriously. 'I was never curious...' I told her.

"'How about now?' she asked. Sometimes, she can be irresistible. Now I kind of know what you went through, Simon. Anyway, I didn't answer her. We just smiled and laughed. And after that, we went shopping."

"That's it?"

Adrienne laughed. "What do you mean, 'That's it?'"

"All you did was go shopping?"

"Honey, you know the rules," she teased. "Except for you and me, no one does anything without all three of us present." If I thought I couldn't get any harder... "And like I said earlier, tonight is going to be just between you and me."

And with those words, she took my aching hard on into her mouth. I couldn't take the slippery caress of her mouth very long, though. Not after her confession and her stroking fingers.

"Honey, I'm close," I said gently. It was a force of habit. For four years, she'd never swallowed. Not until a couple months ago, when she started doing it for Tommy Neilson. Now, she didn't mind it so much. My brunette continued to suck my shaft, knowing I was close.

There is nothing like cumming inside Adrienne's warm mouth. Especially after having been denied it for so long. She swallowed it quickly, but there was always a little that escaped her small mouth, trickling down her chin. She scooped it up with her fingers, licking them clean, like a little bit of jelly had escaped from her croissant.

"I love you, Adrienne," I said when I found the voice to speak.

"I love you, baby. Now no more cumming for you. You need to save your energies for tomorrow night." We kissed each other before I made my way down her trim body.

"No one said anything about you though..."
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Saturday evening couldn't come soon enough. We had decided on going out to a club named Ulterior that was supposedly the new and trendy place where all the beautiful creatures of the night congregated and danced and showed off. Adrienne had heard from a friend at work that it was a really hip place, and the DJ-spun music was top notch.

It felt really good walking into the club, flanked by two beautiful women. I had worn a pair of black slacks and an untucked striped Ben Sherman shirt.

All the patrons were young and beautiful. I felt like I had stepped into a Hollywood premiere party. The men and women were dressed to impress in the latest, tightest, sexiest fashions.

The girls on either side of me were no exception. Kat, to my right, was wearing a pair of very chic, very low hip-hugging jeans. The denim had a metallic tint to it, shimmering as she walked, and the waist was so low that she’d have a problem bending over, or even sitting down.. She wore a tight black, spaghetti string tank top that left her midriff bare. I could see the black straps of a bra that was obviously of the push-up variety, judging by the shelf of cleavage she was sporting. Strappy wedge heeled shoes and hoop earrings accessorized her, and her honey blonde hair was loose but teased. The jeans were low enough and her tank top was high enough to show off her flat stomach, as well as the little black tattoo of kissing lips on her tailbone.

My wife was no slouch herself. For tonight, she wore the slinkiest outfit I've ever seen her wear. The skirt was very short and very tight, silver and just long enough to cover her ass and the tops of her thighs. From time to time, it was stretch and ride up her legs, flashing the careful viewer an impression of the lacy tops of her nude thigh highs. On top, she wore a short halter top, black and silky with ties that crisscrossed her shapely back. She wore tall, strappy sandals, black to match her halter, and her dark hair was up, leaving her neck -- broken only by a slim choker -- and her ears were bare. Her large dark eyes flashed in the strobe lights, and glitter sparkled off her high cheeks, making her look even more like a graceful, faerie visitor.

Both girls wore more make-up than I was used to them wearing: mascara, eye shadow, glossy lipstick. The works.

We hit the dance floor after a quick drink and a shot -- "To get the night off on the right foot," my wife explained, winking at the blonde. I danced in between the two gorgeous vixens, who did everything they could to tease me. Adrienne, dancing in from of me, would casually run her hand along the front of my pants, checking my erection. It was there every time. Kat danced on the other side of me, grinding her tight body against me, making sure I felt her ripe swells against my back. Looking around, all the guys in the room looked envious.

Over the course of the night, I danced with both women individually, sharing a very soulful kiss with both my wife and, with the nod from her, a deep kiss with the blonde.

After about two hours of dancing, I was beat. My legs ached and I headed for the bar, where the girls had been alternately sharing a stool. I rolled up my sleeves, ordered a Jack and Coke, and said between breaths, "I need to rest, girls. I'm sorry."

"Don't worry about it," Kat said, stepping up close to Adrienne and running her hand along my wife's arm, "we'll let you rest." My cock began to stir as I watched Kat take my wife's hand and lead her out onto the dance floor. By the way Adrienne was giggling and smiling, I could tell that she had had more than her share of drinks.

The two hot women made their way to the center of the dance floor, turned to each other, and began to dance. It was incredibly erotic. The moved with feline grace, twisting and grinding and grooving to the bumping beat. They found each other's rhythms, synchronizing their tight bodies with one another, and put on a show for me and all the other guys in the club. Legs intertwined, faces close enough to touch, they drank each other's deep gazes, the world closing in to nothing but themselves. Anyone looking over could tell that the girls were into each other, and held their breath for the inevitable kiss that never came.

A couple guys ventured up to the girls, first standing near them, then stepping up to dance. I looked closer when I realized that they must have been twins: same rugged good looks, same light eyes above a week-old shave. One of them put his hands on my wife's hips, breaking her free of Kat's hazel spell. She turned, glancing at the young man who had come to dance with her uninvited, and smiled, obviously liking what she saw. Kat did the same, and she leaned over to Adrienne, whispering something that caused the two women to laugh.

They danced with the twins, making sure to grind back into the guys' crotches. The guys became bolder, their hands starting to roam a little more freely than I was all that comfortable with. As the man dancing with Adrienne began to close his hands up around her breasts, she spun around in a strategic act to keep him at bay. The two freaked each other, his hands all over her nice ass. Again, I grew a little uneasy, but also very aroused. The blonde was doing the same thing now, only she was engaged in a fierce kiss with her twin.

Eventually, the girls returned to dancing with each other, the guys flanking them on either side: a tight little train of undulating bodies. The twin dancing with Kat whispered something to her and she laughed a little before leaning again to my brunette wife and saying something to her.

Adrienne giggled a little bit, looked over at me quickly, and smiled back at Kat. She nodded her head ever so slightly, and Kat smiled at her.

They tilted their heads gently as they brought their lips together. My heart popped. Their full mouths fit together, opening enough to let their tongues slip and slide over one another. Everyone in the club was watching two of the hottest women in the place make out, right in the middle of the dance floor.

This kissing grew more fierce, mouths opening wider, heads tilting further. Even from where I sat, there was no doubt that the two women were locked in an intense tongue duel, their jaws working open and closed. Kat brought her right hand up to the back of Adrienne’s head, pulling her harder into her. My wife simply rested her hands on Kat’s bare hips, playing with the hem of her tight, low-slung jeans.

After what seemed like several minutes, they broke their heated kiss. Adrienne was visibly out of breath. She giggled nervously, but smiled over at me. The guys whispered something else to them, but they shook their heads, together pointing over at me.



The twins looked where I was sitting, shook their heads as though to say, "Lucky bastard," and then disappeared into the crowd as Kat and Adrienne made their way towards me, gently holding hands.

"Ready to go?" Adrienne asked. She was flushed, but all smiles.

"Am I ever!" I replied, and we were out of there.

I don't remember the ride home. I'm not sure if it was because I was a little drunk or really excited, but the next thing I knew, the girls were throwing their purses on the hallway table and the three of us were making our way up to the bedroom.

Inside the bedroom, Adrienne gave me a very sloppy kiss, pulling my head down to hers and pushing her tongue wetly into my mouth. When she pulled away, Kat was there to pick the kiss right up, unrolling her long tongue before her lips were even touching mine.

When we broke the kiss, Adrienne said, "Honey, please take your seat in the chair there." She pointed at a chair that she'd placed at the foot of the bed. My heart couldn't have been pumping faster.

The brunette stood next to the bed, lifting one of her long, slender legs up onto it, causing her short skirt to ride up on her leg. I gulped as I saw the lacy tops of her thigh highs. As she began to slowly unroll the stockings, the curvy blonde walked behind her, placing a hand around her bare stomach and cuddling in close with the other woman.

"I'm not so sure what you're so excited about," my wife said. Kat started to kiss her neck. "I told you before, I'm not into women." She paused, glancing back at the woman who was nibbling at her slender neck. "You boys, always thinking with your swollen dicks." She switched legs, unrolling the silky stocking. "But hypothetically, if I were to be with another woman, I'd want her to be... confident, friendly and feminine... maybe with big breasts so I could see what that was like... she'd have to be someone I was comfortable with, though... like Kat here."

She finished taking off her stockings, turned and gave the blonde a quick kiss on the lips. I couldn't help myself, I was rubbing my erection through my slacks. "Oh honey," Adrienne said. "I'm sorry. I'll stop teasing you." She walked over to me, her nude thigh highs dangling in her hand. "Could you put your arms on the arm rests for me? Thanks." I did it without thinking. I had stopped thinking. I only wanted to watch and enjoy.

Before I realized it, she had my wrists tied securely to the arm rests with her own stockings. Kinky, I thought at first, until she stepped away and I realized I couldn't return my hands to my cock. Nor could I get up, for that matter.

Kat was sitting on the edge of the bed now, and when my wife turned around, the blonde patted the spot next to her. Adrienne was suddenly nervous as she walked over, sitting down next to the blonde friend. They stared at each other, neither wanting to make the first move. "I..." Adrienne began, but stopped, wringing her hands together.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" our neighbor asked quietly.

Adrienne paused for a moment, then gave her a genuine nod. "It's all I've been thinking about since yesterday. I'm just... scared."

"Adrienne, sweetheart, just relax." That crooked smile touched her face. "You'll love it." And with those words, their mouths came together in another girl-girl kiss. This one was a little bit more loving, a little softer than the one they had shared in the club. This one was not for the audience, but for the women themselves. They teased and played with each other with their tongues and lips, softly kissing. Kat licked my wife's full lower lip, nibbling at it gently. Adrienne moaned.

They sank back onto the bed, neither of them dreaming of breaking their kiss. Adrienne was lying on her back, letting herself be kissed by Katherine, who was bowing her head over my wife, her blonde hair cascading over their faces.

The police woman let her hands caress my wife, teasing her body, brushing against her breasts as their tongues glided over each other. They undressed each other slowly, erotically, unveiling each new part in a sensuous strip tease. With my wife in nothing but her lacy thong, and Kat down to a sheer black bra and panty set that did nothing to cover her light brown nipples or manicured bush.

"You are so sexy," the blonde said in between bouts of lip-smacking kissing. "There are few women who make me feel like this..." She dipped her head to my wife's breasts, swirling the nipples there.

But she only spent a few minutes on her tits, saying, "Oh, fuck, I'm sorry, honey, but I need to taste you."

With that, the blonde pushed my wife back onto the bed, gripped her thong in her fingers, and pulled it off. "Oh, it is soo fucking hot!" she said, commenting on my wife's pussy, impossibly smooth but for the thinnest strip of hair. She paused long enough to say, "Enjoy," and then dropped her head to my wife's sopping cunt.

"UhhhhhhhOHHHHH!!" my wife groaned loudly, feeling the lips of another woman on her sex for the first time in her life.

From my vantage point, I got a great view of Kat's ass with its tailbone tattoo and the plump lips of her vagina gathered in the sheer material of her thong. She was moving her head from side to side between my wife's legs, drawing moan after moan from the love of my life. "Yes, yes!" she cried out. And, "More, more!" she begged.

Kat brought her to an explosive orgasm with her tongue alone. "NGHHHH!!!" my wife shrieked, hands running hard through this other girl's soft blonde hair. "UHHHHHHHHH!!!" But Kat didn't stop there. She wasn't through. She hadn't had enough of Adrienne's sweet pussy. Round two started while my hot brunette was still in the glowing aftermath of her first orgasm. Kat worked two fingers into my wife, all the while tonguing her clit and the parted folds of her cunt.

"Oh, Kat, shhhhhhhiit!" she groaned, her body writhing with pleasure. "Ohhh, oh, OHHHH!" She was incapable of keeping quiet. "Oh, yesssss, that f-ffffffeeeeelllsssssss--UHHHHHHHHH gooooooddd..."

Sitting tied to the chair was one of the cruelest things Adrienne has ever done to me. I couldn't move to join them. I couldn't even touch myself. I could only watch as the sexy blonde went down on my wife, bucking my hips in a futile effort to get myself off.

Kat's fingers jabbed in and out of Adrienne's plump, hairless pussy lips faster and faster. Her head moved lightning quick, higher on the cunt, tongue darting here and there. The brunette's body was rippling with tension and pleasure, her orgasm coming closer and closer. She bucked her hips up into the blonde, who introduced a third finger. It was that extra digit that drove my wife over the edge. "OHHHHHH GOOOOOOODDDDDD YESSSSSSS!!!"

I watched helplessly as my wife's face contorted in ecstasy, all caused at the fingers and lips of another woman.

Kat's fingers still buried deep within my wife's vagina, she moved up her petite body, bringing her mouth down on my wife's, forcing her to taste herself. She moaned into the deep and desperate kiss, breaking it enough to groan and say, "Thank you..."

Kat finally removed her fingers from my wife, bringing them up and pushing them between Adrienne's full lips. The blonde pumped them like she would a dick, letting my wife suck them like some cock-loving slut. She couldn't get enough of Kat's slender fingers and her own juices.

At last, she said, "Your turn," and pushed the blonde onto her back, unsnapping her front closing bra and freeing the large, firm tits. She didn't even glance my way. The girls had forgotten about me and my plight.

Adrienne worked at Kat's tits and nipples for a very long time, fascinated by the other woman's large breasts. Kat was happy, leaning her head back and enjoying the sensations of my wife's soft lips sucking on her firm melons.

I couldn't believe I was watching my wife cup, squeeze and play with another woman's tits as she kissed her nipples. My cock strained in my pants, the slightest touch would have set me off. But I was denied that pleasure by the silky thigh highs which proved stronger than expected.

I watched wide eyed as Adrienne began to kiss down the blonde's tight belly. Face to face with a woman's pussy for the first time, she looked up at Kat and said, "I... don't know what to do."

"Just do what's natural. You'll be fine," Kat said, hooking her thumbs into her thong and pulling her underwear off for my wife, eager to feel lips and a tongue on her steaming cunt.

Adrienne hesitated only a moment later before tentatively lapping once at the aroused lips. "Mmmmmmm..." Kat purred. The other woman's moan encouraged my wife, who licked along the slit again, harder this time. "Yessss... just like that..." the other woman said lazily.

My wife went back again, licking more, exploring her first woman. With her ass to me, I gazed at my wife's pussy lips, which hung slightly open in arousal. "Oh, Adrienne, honey, that feels wonnnnnderful! OH! Use--use your fingers, baby. Finger my snatch." My wife did as instructed, pushing her fingers into the blonde. "Oh, yes! Fuck, yesss! OH! Do--do what's natural, babyyyyyEEE! Do what you th-think would--FUCKKKK--feel goooood to you-YOU!"

I tried to grind forward, getting my pants taut enough to help me get off. It worked, kind of. It was better than just sitting there, watching my wife work diligently between another woman's legs.

"Oh! OHHHH! Oh fuck YEAH! OH, YEAH! Eat me, eat me, baby! Eat your first woman to a fuckin' orgasm! OH!" She couldn't take it anymore. Kat popped, her orgasm coming down hard. She clutched my wife's head with those powerful thighs. I knew the feeling, but never thought my wife would.

Adrienne pulled her face from between the blonde's legs at last, her cheeks glistening with Kat's girl-cum, a wicked smile across her face. She crawled up to the other woman, who was still basking in her orgasm, and kissed her wetly, open mouthed, and I watched their tongues dance between their lips.

"Thank you," Kat said at last.

"Making you cum was so hot! It was just incredible..."

"Yeah... sorry for crushing you," she laughed.

The girls looked over at me and Adrienne said, "I think we better take care of him. He looks like he's about to explode."

Kat giggled and the two women got off the bed. I shifted, watching carefully as the two women approached. They got between my legs, unbuckling my pants but keeping my hands tied. "You first, please," Adrienne said when my hard member hit air.

Kat grasped my cock in her hands, the first contact it's had in its hyper-aroused state. I shuddered, forcing myself not to cum right away. She smiled, knowing just how close I was, and began to tease it, licking it up and down like a lollipop before closing her mouth around it. She knew the precise amount of pressure to apply to keep me hanging on the edge of orgasm.

My wife waited patiently beside her for her turn. But when Kat offered my dick to the brunette, she didn't sit back and watch the other woman suck me. She moved her tongue down to my balls, licking and swirling them, sucking them. She enhanced my wife's blow job and I knew that I wouldn't be able to take much more of this.

My cock was transferred back to the blonde. I was surprised when my wife dipped her head down and began to tongue my heavy testicles. She'd never been this nasty. It was too much for me to take. I came hard and fast, emptying myself into Kat's warm, slick mouth.

The blonde swallowed most of my cum, but a little escaped out of the corner of her mouth, dripping down her chin. Adrienne was there to clean it up, however, licking slowly up the other woman's chin before engaging in a full on, lesbian lip-lock, the girls swapping my jizz sloppily back and forth.

Despite my having just cum hard, I felt myself growing erect once again. More of this and I'd be ready to fuck one of these beautiful ladies in no time.

"Well, that was fun," my wife said, winking at me. "But you seem all spent." At last, she untied me from the chair. "While you're recuperating, I think I'm going to have some fun with my new playmate."

The women returned to the bed, my wife taking charge this time, instructing Kat to lay back. Adrienne crawled up along her body, positioning her mouth over the blonde's trimmed cunt, her own bald pussy hovering inches from her new, female lover. It took only about a minute of watching the sexy girls 69 each other for me to get fully erect once again.

I pulled my shirt off before getting onto the bed, watching my wife's jaw work as she ate Kat's pussy. I crawled up behind her and Kat saw me coming. She dropped her head away from my wife's bare pussy, giving me access to push my way in.

"Mmmmphhhhh..." Adrienne groaned, feeling my large intrusion penetrate her. I felt Kat's tongue and mouth on my balls as I pumped. This was so fucking incredible! "Oh shit, honey, you feel sooo good! Yes! Fuck me! OH! OHHHHHH!" Kat moved her tongue and attention to the slick area where my dick met Adrienne's pussy, and that pushed my wife over the edge. "UHHHHHHHH!!!!" She came hard, her pussy clamping down over my cock.



My staying power was strong, however, and I managed to keep from cumming into my wife's hot snatch. As good as my wife's cunt felt, I really wanted to feel Kat's velvety folds around me again.

I got my wish when I pulled away from my wife, and whispered, "I want to watch you fuck Kat." The blonde smiled up at me, and we quickly rearranged ourselves. Before I knew it, I was on my back and the blonde was straddling me. As my cock slid down through her moist folds, I groaned, amazed at how wonderful she felt. Her pubes neatly trimmed in that wispy, blonde landing strip.

I was lost in the pleasures that Kat's pussy was bringing me. I forgot about my wife. I watched her blonde hair bounce along with her tits as she fucked me. I was mesmerized by her expression of happiness and pleasure.

When my adulterous orgasm came and I filled the blonde up with my hot semen, I finally remembered my wife. I saw her sitting in the chair I was tied to, watching us fuck with an almost wistful look as she drove her silver vibrator in and out of her vagina.

She saw me looking, smiled, and blew me a kiss.

That night, I fell asleep cuddling with these two gorgeous ladies. And in the morning, I awoke to them moaning in another 69. As I felt my erection grow once again, I thought to myself, "Life is very good."

End of chapter 8

Feedback appreciated. It helps me keep going.


It Started with Speeding Ch. 09

I would like to thank 'freaknut' for her help in writing this entire story. She gave me direction where I had none, and inspiration where I needed it.

*****

After that fateful Saturday night -- which spilled into Sunday morning and afternoon -- the three of us fell into a routine of hot, intense sex. We'd meet each Saturday afternoon, lounge around the pool, drink cocktails, and enjoy each other's company. With the girls in their skimpy bikinis, there was usually a little fooling around. I would go get more beers for everyone and return to the two women kissing each other with full force.

But the real treat happened upstairs, in the bedroom, after we'd come back from a fine restaurant. After our initial encounter, I asked Adrienne how she felt about the whole situation.

"Well, to be honest, I never thought I could be so turned on by a woman's touch. In fact, until she went down on me and gave me one of my most intense orgasms, I was still a little bit uneasy. I knew that you loved watching us kiss -- and the kissing was amazing -- so I was doing it for you, happy to turn you on. But when her lips went to work on my pussy..." She closed her eyes, thinking about the experience. "It was incredible."

"And what about me with Kat?" I asked tentatively.

When she smiled, it was warm, but her eyes were distant. "I don't think I could handle it if I weren't there, but it was really erotic watching you two. The voyeur in me, I suppose."

The three of us did things that I thought I'd never experience with my wife. The first time I watched Kat eat my cum out of my wife's pussy, I thought I'd die. When I watched my wife do the same, I nearly did.

On the third weekend of sex, I slowly stroked myself as I watched the blonde lap at my wife's pussy. This time, though, she let her tongue wander down, along her bare labia, and lower still. She ringed my wife's asshole teasingly before returning her tongue to my wife's pussy. "Ever fucked her in the ass?" Kat asked.

"No," I said.

"I bet you'd like to. Would you like to?" she asked me, her fingers thrusting in and out of my wife's glistening folds.

I nodded, staring at those fingers.

"How about it, Adrienne? Want to try it?"

Adrienne hesitated, her eyes glazed with lust as she looked at me. She shook her head, "No. I don't think that's something I'd like to try."

Kat flicked her tongue over the other woman's clit, then said, "Oh, it's really good, actually. It's so naughty and... so fucking good."

Adrienne was adamant, though, even in her aroused state. "I don't think I'm interested..."

Kat looked over her shoulder, back at me. "Well, big boy, you still want to try it?"

I hesitated, looking at my wife. She didn't want it and I didn't want to force the matter. "Go and get some Vaseline... your wife may not want to feel you push into her ass, but I fucking do."

Jamie returned home a couple weeks later, and as per our agreement, the threesomes stopped. Still, sex had never been better with Adrienne. Our sex life, which had been good to start with, was in overdrive. We made love every single day, something we hadn't done since the very early days of our marriage, and Adrienne had become much more wild in bed.

A few times, I caught myself imagining her as the curvy blonde down the streets. We would be in the middle of a passionate embrace when suddenly, a vision of Kat would flash through my mind, and suddenly it would be the honey blonde's cunt that I'd see wrapped around my cock. I felt guilty about every time, but no matter how much I tried to deny the fantasy in my head, it happened with more and more frequency the longer I went without Kat.

When we saw her and Jamie together, they would look like the perfect, all-American couple. But I saw the blonde's stares, and she flirted with me when no one was looking. By the time Jamie was set to go on another trip, I was ready and anxious for her to return to our bed.

Unfortunately, the weekend that he was scheduled to leave, my wife had to go on a vacation as well, leaving me to have to wait an entire week before enjoying the blonde's charms.

I knew that it was unreasonable, but I was a little irritated at Adrienne for having to go on this trip. When I drove her to the airport, the ride was quiet and contemplative. At the security check point where I had to leave her, we shared a short kiss. "I'll be back Monday morning. I love you, honey."

"And I love you. Have fun on your trip."

"I'll have something like fun. See you in a few days."

I drove home upset. Any frustration I was bottling in came out here. I honked at people. I beat my steering wheel. I sped. I didn't care. I was upset, and angry that I was upset. It was stupid. I shouldn't be acted like a spoiled child.

I got home and popped open a few beers, watching but not registering any of the Friday night shows. I was bored, and after two beers, I started to think of ways I could cure my boredom.

At some point in this thought process, it came to me that maybe I should go over to Katherine's. To talk. She must be bored, just like me, and our relationship wasn't based entirely on meaningless sex. What was the harm there?

I thought about this over another beer, and by the time I tossed it into the recycling bin, I was ready to walk down the street to Kat's.

I became really nervous on that walk. Even though I knew nothing was going to happen, I couldn't help feeling like a kid who had just stolen a porno magazine and was trying to calmly walk home.

I knocked on the door to the Mills' home, but got no response. I tried the doorknob. Unlocked. Shouldn't be going in, I thought. It didn't stop me from twisting the brass knob and stepping into the hallway.

The lights were dimmed down, and I heard people in the living room. She had company, I thought. Better go home. But I was already this far, another part of me reasoned. Might as well at least say hi.

I walked into the living room. Stopped. Eyes flying wide at what I saw.

There was a man on the couch, sitting profile to me, his head thrown back, his eyes closed, and his face contorted in pleasure.

Between his legs was the beautiful blonde that I had come here to visit. She was naked but for a tiny white thong, which was nothing more than two small triangles of fabric and a cord over her hips. She was gripping her large breasts in her hands, engulfing the man's cock in the pillowy valley they formed. She was staring at him as he groaned quietly.

I suddenly realized who the guy was. It was Jim Porter! If his red, slightly receding hair wasn't a dead give away, then his bright, Hawaiian shirt was. Our neighbor, husband to the beautiful Nicole Porter, and father of three, was getting his cock tit-fucked by Officer Katherine Mills!

I was rooted to my spot, unable to do anything but develop a raging hard on. Kat manipulated her breasts, which glistened with slick oil as she shifted her body up and down on his cock. Jim was quietly making noise, barely audible to me, but by the look on his face, he seemed to be enjoying the sensation.

Just when I found the energy to pull myself away, though, Kat looked over at me, briefly, as though she knew I was there all along, and winked. Her eyes stayed glued to mine as she slipped Jim's cock seamlessly from between her greased breasts and into her mouth. Jim grunted one last time, his face relaxing as he came.

Kat swallowed, then crawled up between his legs, taking his head in her hands and kissing him playfully. She broke her kiss and whispered something in his ear. Jim looked over at me, smiled, then looked back at Katherine.

The blonde stood up and walked over to me. She swayed her hips, her movements filled with sexuality. Her large, glistening breasts bounced with each step, and the only thing that hid her cleft from my hungry eyes was a very small thong.

She put her hands around me, kissing me hungrily on the lips, and said, "I've never had two guys at once..."

She took my hand in hers and guided me to the bedroom, collecting Jim on the way.

The three of us sat on the edge of the bed, Kat trading kisses between us as I removed my clothes. When my cock was free, Kat said, "Sit up at the edge of the bed. I want to suck your cock as Jim here fucks me from behind."

Shit, I wasn't going to complain. The blonde was terrific at giving head, and watching her get taken doggy-style while she did it was an added bonus.

The night was charged with raw sexual energy. The bedroom windows were open and a balmy, warm breeze filtered into the sex filled room, swirling around our moaning bodies. Jim and I concentrated all our energy on keeping Kat happy and satisfied. He fucked her hard from behind and she climaxed twice while sucking my cock. After feeling the vibrations of her moan for the second time on my dick, I came into her mouth.

Jim pulled out of her, still hard, and she turned around, reversing directions as she took his pussy-slicked erection into her mouth. Her ass was presented to me, her fat pussy lips begging to be touched. I ran my finger over the smooth skin of her labia and she groaned. I played with her soft folds, reaching around and letting my fingers dance down to her clit. I found that she was cleanly shaved once again and immediately connected this time with the heated encounter we had along the side of the road. My fingers worked her protruding clit as I darted my tongue along her cunt.

When I was hard again, I moved up, grasping Kat's hips firmly before penetrating her swollen mound. "EEEeeeeoooooohhhhhhh!" she moaned, pulling herself momentarily off Jim's prick. Her blonde hair was matted and sweaty, stuck to her forehead in a highly erotic way. Her eyes were tightly shut, her breathing was shallow, and her pussy felt wonderful around my cock.

Jim, who was highly sexed at this point, let his orgasm tear through his body, shooting his cum down Kat's throat for the second time that evening. He sunk back on the bed, pulling his limp dick from the blonde's mouth. I continued to fuck her as the ginger-haired guy slipped back off the bed, telling us he'd be right back.

Kat, on all fours, turned around and hissed, "I want you to fuck my ass, baby. I want to feel your big boy in my ass!" The blonde was consumed with lust. I could see it in her eyes and hear it in her voice. I wasn't at the point she was at yet, but I was almost there, and I thought nothing of it as I slipped out of her greasy folds, grasping my dick, and positioning it at her puckered asshole.

I pushed down, she pushed back, and my head disappeared into her incredibly tight opening. "OHHHH!" she shrieked, a mixture of pain and pleasure in her tone. I slowly inserted my slick member down into her ass, lubricated by a heavy coating of her own pussy juice. Her ass swallowed my cock, sucking it further and further in, warm and incredibly tight. She grinded her round ass back into me and I stared at the little puckered lips of her tattoo.

When I was finally buried in her nether hole, I began to stroke her. The feeling was incredible. No pussy could ever be this tight and firm, a warm ring around my swollen shaft. "UUUHhhhhhh!" she groaned, sitting upright, her toned back sticky against my sweaty chest. I spooned her soft breasts from behind with my left hand, my other hand slipping down onto her bald mound.

"UH! UHHHHH!" she grunted and hissed, her eyes shut tightly. "Ohhhh, it feeeeellllsss sooooo--UHHHHHHH!! Yeah! OH YEAH! UH UHHHHHHH! That's it, baby... yessss... finger my clitty while you fuck my tight ass!!" I loved the way she talked dirty when she was overcome with lust. She twisted her body enough to kiss me wetly on the mouth. I tasted Jim's cum in that sloppy exchange.

"Oh fuck, baby! OH FUCK, SIMON! I'M!! UHH! I'M!! FUCKKKK!! YESSSSSSSSSS!!!" She jammed her butt back into me, pushing my cock all the way into her. It was all too much. I came with her, hooking two fingers deep between her swollen pussy lips, pinching and squeezing her breasts and nipples hard. We broke our kiss, unable to maintain it through the heated orgasm. I inhaled her perfumed, golden locks. The world turned to a searing white light as I came deep in Kat's tight, sexy ass.

Jim had returned, holding a glass of water out to us. "That was some show," he said.

"You should have joined in. I've never been fucked both ways at the same time," Kat winked. "Now, I think I'm going to jump in the shower. You gentlemen care to join me?"

The three of us did more playing than washing in the shower. Kat was lucky enough to have all the attention. I soaped her voluptuous body as he shampooed her hair and gave her a brief scalp massage. I paid special attention to her pillowy breasts and baby-smooth mound.

By the time we were drying off, Kat had cum one more time and Jim and I were hard and ready to go again.

The three of us walked back into the bedroom. Nicole Porter was sitting on the bed, her legs crossed, patiently waiting for us to emerge from the steamy bathroom. My face blanched at the sight of Jim's wife, the pretty redhead.

She was dressed in a short, floral shirt, and a bright blue tank top that stretched tightly across her firm breasts. Her legs were long and tanned, a gold ankle chain dangling below her shapely calves. She was wearing saddles on her small, perfectly shaped feet, and her toe nails were professionally painted pale pink.

Like the other two women in my life, Nicole was beautiful. If Katherine was the all-American, girl-next-door girl, and my wife was the mysterious, elfin enchantress, then Nicole had the Irish princess title all wrapped up. Her eyes were emerald green, her hair, cut in a bob that brushed at her shoulders, was a beautiful shade of glossy red. Her face wasn't as pale as the characteristic Irish lass, but the slightly tanned skin did have a dusting of freckles along the bridge of her nose.

She was smiling at us as we emerged, gave me a once over, and raised a red eyebrow as I covered my large erection. "Nicole!" Kat said in surprise. I looked over at the blonde. Her surprise was more amused than shocked or alarmed, and a smile slowly spread across her lips.

"Jim called me about a half hour ago. Said there was something I should see." She looked right at me, her eyes flickering over my erection. "Now I see..."

Katherine looked over at Jim, saying playfully, "Oh, now why did you have to go and tell your wife about this? I thought I was going to have the two of you to myself all night long."

"Well, Kat, if you share, maybe I'll reconsidered past... offers."

The blonde's hazel eyes lit up, and she said, "Go to her, boys. Show her a really good time."

I looked over at Jim, who nodded with a silly grin on his face, and we sat down on either side of the redhead.

First she kissed her husband, leaving me to sit there and twiddle my thumbs awkwardly, listening to their lips smack against each other. She turned away from him at last, fixing me with her emerald gaze. This close, I saw more freckles on her beautiful face, high cheekbones, and almost exotic eyes. She smiled at me, winked, and said, "I've been wanting to do this for months." And then we kissed, her slippery tongue quickly invading my mouth.

Jim laid kisses down on his wife's slender neck, his hands moving around to cup her well proportioned breasts through the blue tank top. His hands soon delved beneath the top, and he was reaching to remove the stretchy material.

I broke the kiss, glancing down at the topless mother-of-three. The first thing I noted was that her heaving bosom was also lightly covered with freckles, and that she had small, triangular tan lines on her succulent breasts, shaped like pale gum drops and capped with small, pink nipples. They were smaller than the blonde's, but larger than my wife's, and they were amazingly soft in my mouth.

"Ohhhh," the redhead gasped as her husband's head descended on her other nipple. "Oh my God, that feels incredible!"

I cupped her breast gently in my hand, kissing it all over, licking her under-boob before returning to her sensitive nipple. We guided her back to the bed, and my hands began to explore again, sliding down over her flat stomach. She had a green jewel sitting in her belly button, the stainless steel was warm against my fingers. I moved down further, skimming my hand over her skirt and mound, causing her to moan again.

My hands caressed her silky smooth legs, rubbing circles at her knee before moving my hand slowly up along her thigh. She sighed as my hand drew closer to the mecca between her legs, slipping briefly over the silky gusset of her panties.

I pulled my hand away, but she grabbed my wrist, keeping it there. I looked up from where I was suckling her breasts and she said, "Time for you to move along."

I smiled at her, kissing down along her body and moving to my position between her legs. Her knees were propped up on the bed and I unzipped her skirt, pulling it over her slender hips. She was wearing a cotton thong, which I left on for the time being, deciding to tease this incredible, Irish beauty.

I covered her mound with my mouth, applying pressure to where I knew her clit was with my tongue, and drawing a low moan from her. Jim was now alternating between her breasts, kissing one while pinching and playing with the other, drawing out pleasure in only the way that a husband knew.

I slipped my fingers along the edge of her panties, passing them down and along her swollen pussy lips. "Uhhhhh..." she moaned again as I felt the silky smoothness of her sex lips. I continued to flick at the bump of her clit through the panties and she began to respond with a quiet pant with each lick.

She reached her own hands down, hooking her thumbs in her panties and pulling them down off her hips. She was desperate for direct contact. "Please..." she sighed.

I obliged her, pulling the cotton thong down her smooth legs and laying my eyes on the little bit of evidence that proved she was a natural redhead. She had neatly trimmed herself, leaving a only small patch of red above two thick and pink pussy lips.

I immediately ran my tongue along her slit, savoring the taste of her pussy -- so different than both Adrienne's or Kat's. "Mmmmmm..." she moaned quietly, and I withdrew from her cunt. "Oh!" she said in surprise, pushing her pussy forward, as though that would help. Instead of licking her again, though, I took two fingers are ran the along the length of her vagina, up and down, up and down, before pushing them in.

"Mmmmmmmm yesssss..." she cooed quietly as I dipped my tongue back down, letting it slither and slid along her moistness. Jim had moved back to making out with his wife, rolling and pinching her pink nipples in his hand as I ate her. Working as a team, we never let up our assault until she was bucking hard in a brow-furrowing orgasm.

I have her one last lick before crawling up onto the bed, between her legs. She stared at me as I grabbed her by each of her firm buttocks, physically pulled her up so that her butt and hips were off the bed, and pushed myself into her tight pussy, crowned with a red tuft.

"Oh uhhhh..."

As I fucked her like this, I looked down her long body, shaking my head at her near perfectly proportioned form. Unlike my petite wife or the curvy blonde, Nicole's body was lean and slender, like the body of a supermodel. I thought of Rebecca Romijn, only with narrower hips. Her firm breasts had fallen to the sides, and her stomach had tightened to hold this awkward, yet pleasurable, position. Jim was positioning himself over her head, lowering his cock down into her mouth as I fucked her tight body. She wrapped her legs around my waist, taking some of the burn off my arms that were holding her hips up in the air as I pumped away.

For a woman who had three children, her pussy was still nice and snug, her fat lips sucking in and out with each thrust. It caressed the length of my shaft in ways that I'd never felt a pussy do before. I felt my cock jerk, ready to cum, and I slowed down my thrusting to prolong the experience.



I looked around for Kat, wondering what she was doing. I found her sitting in a chair next to the bed, one leg on the floor, the other drabbed lazily over the arm. She was holding a pink vibrator in her left hand and was quietly buzzing it in circles over her clit. With her right hand, she was thrusting her fingers between the folds of her pussy lips. She saw me watching her and she smiled, winking at me. I went back to fucking my redheaded neighbor as she blew her husband to heaven.

Nicole wrapped her fingers around her husband's cock and began to pump him furiously, while at the same time, she let her left hand wander down to her clit, scraping her fingers through the little patch of auburn hair and down over her slit, flicking it quickly with her index finger in time with my pumping.

I felt my balls tighten. I watched her flat stomach flex and Jim fall forward, his hands grasping the bedposts as he launched his spunk into his wife's mouth. She didn't give up her assault on his cock, milking him with each firm stroke. I felt the pressure cap burst in my loins, my sperm flying up the base of my penis. Veins must have popped in my head. I closed my eyes as the redhead's cunt clamped tightly down around my cock, our orgasms hitting each other in simultaneous abandonment.

"Ngh! NNNNGGHHH!!!" Kat was moaning uncontrollably. I glanced over in my delirious state. The hazel-eyed blonde had pushed her pink vibrator into her clean shaven pussy and was using her index and middle finger to gently stimulate her clit from side to side. She too was cumming hard.

When my dick was finished jerking its load into the sexy redhead before me, I set her down gently on the bed, my softening member slipping free of her satisfied vagina.

Jim turned around and sat tiredly against the headboard. I laid down next to the redhead, my arms burning from the effort it took to hold her up as I took her.

Kat pulled the vibrator from between her legs and set it down on the chair before slipping off and quietly padding her way over to the bed. She sat up on the bed, tucking her legs under her and to the side. She looked as though she was sitting outside, ready for a picnic on the side of a grassy hill -- if she wasn't naked, that is.

She bent over the Nicole, brushing a few of the sweaty red strands from her forehead. "Did you enjoy that?" she asked quietly, her voice soothing. Nicole nodded, pleasure still swimming in her emerald eyes.

"Did you mean what you said earlier?" Kat said, even quieter. Her eyes stole down along the lean woman's body briefly. Subconsciously or not, the tip of her tongue played at the corner of her mouth.

Nicole swallowed and said back, "I've never done that... I don't think I could."

The blonde touched her freckled cheek with the back of her fingers. "I understand. But... we've kissed before. Could we do that again?"

Nicole's eyes grew distant, thinking back to a time that only she saw. "I was drunk and... got caught up in things then..."

"You didn't enjoy it?" Kat asked. She knew the answer. Her confidence told me that.

Nicole looked away, closed her eyes briefly, then opened them once again. "Yes, I enjoyed it."

Kat smiled. She had the redhead just where she wanted her. She offered Nicole her hands, helping the other woman up into a sitting position and scooting a little closer to her on the bed. The women positioned themselves casually next to each other, half sitting, half leaning back against the head board. Jim moved for them, his eyes wide with excitement, never leaving them as he backpedaled to the chair that Kat had been sitting in earlier. I got off the bed as well, pulling myself up on the desk behind the ginger-haired man.

Kat smiling at the redhead, who looked very nervous. She kept wetting her lips, her eyes wide as saucers. The blonde kept stroking her cheek and hair, trying to calm her down. "Nicole, just relax. This is going to be really fun."

The blonde cocked her head to one side and touched her lips to Nicole's. The redhead yielded almost at once, opening her mouth and probing the other woman's lips with the tip of her tongue. Kat smiled as she opened her own mouth, flicking Nicole's pink tongue with her own before retreating back into her mouth. Nicole took the bait, chasing the woman's playful tongue, engaging in a full on French kiss. The women's hands rubbed over each other as they made out, tongues frolicking back and forth between their mouths, playful as puppies in an open field. I noted that while they rubbed each other's thighs and backs, shoulders and necks, they both stayed clear of their more private, womanly parts. Kat didn't go there because she was afraid to scare the redhead away. Nicole most likely wasn't comfortable taking her bi-sexual curiosity to the next level.

Jim and I watched the girls make out like this for close to fifteen minutes. It never got old. If two people could make love with nothing but their mouths, lips, teeth and tongues, then these women were doing it right now. For fifteen glorious minutes, the room was filled with nothing but the wet sounds of the girls' passionate kissing and their quiet, muffled moans.

I thought of how much I enjoyed watching Adrienne and Kat make out. Of course, that got me thinking about Adrienne, the wife that I had first pledged my entire life to, then pledged to only engage in extra-marital affairs when she was present. I had broken both those vows and I felt truly ashamed. Yet at the same time, I knew that if either of these women were to stop their kissing, turn to me, and invite me to their side with the crook of a finger, I'd be there in less than a moment. I had already crossed so far over the line that I forgot where it was, and it was now pointless to try and back track.

At last, the women stopped kissing. They rested against each other, drawing shallow breaths as they continued to stare deeply into one another's eyes. Kat licked her lips as she would after a delicious meal and said, "That was fun. But I want more." Her eyes practically glowed with passion as she dipped her head in and started to kiss Nicole's neck.

"Please, no..." the redhead said, but her body betrayed her, cocking her head to her side and exposing more of her swan-like neck to the other woman. Kat took a long lick up the side of her jugular and Nicole sighed.

Kat's hands, which had been hovering over the other woman's impossibly flat stomach (for a mother-of-three) began to slowly creep up, tracing over her chest before smothering one of her wonderfully round tits. "God, Nicole, you have amazing breasts..."

"Oh, Kat..." was all she managed to say as the other women manipulated the very sensitive pink caps. "Oh, yesss..."

"I bet they taste as good as they feel," she whispered into the redhead's ear, running her long tongue across the lobe. "I just have to find out..."

I looked down at Jim, who was now very slowly stroking his thick cock. His eyes were glued to the hot girl-on-girl action right in front of him, and that was where my attention returned.

Kat had one of the Irish Princess's breasts in her mouth. Nicole's eyelids fluttered shut and her head fell back. Her breathing became ragged. "Oh, ohhhh... Kat--yessss!! Nghhhh! UHHHH!! NGHHHHH!!! UHHHHHHH AHHHHHOOOOOHHHHHHHHhhhhhhh..."

The redhead came from breast-play alone. I'd never seen it before but there it was, undeniable.

Kat sat back, smiled at the redhead, and brought her lips back in for a deep kiss.

"Oh, Kat, that was amazing," was all she said, although her eyes did drift to Kat's own swells.

Reading her mind, the blonde said, "Go ahead. You can touch them..."

Nicole hesitated, but Kat was patient. When the other woman tentatively touched one of the heavy breasts, Kat sighed happily. "Yesss, that's it. Don't be shy."

Nicole's confidence grew and she began to play with the other woman's breasts a little more. "They are so soft..."

"I love the softness of another woman's hands," Kat said, closing her eyes and leaning back on her hands. Nicole surprised us by dropping her head down and hesitantly running her wet tongue in a slow ring around the blonde's light brown nipple. "Oh, yes, baby. That feels wonderful!"

The redhead kept up her nipple teasing and Kat encouraged her. "Yes, honey, your lips are so good... Oh... I can't take much more of this! It's killing me!"

Nicole pulled her head away slightly, looked up into the other woman's eyes. "You are such a tease," the blonde said quietly.

The willowy redhead craned her neck up, kissing the other woman briefly before returning her lips to the large breasts before her. This time, however, the redhead started to slowly work her kissing and licking down the curves of the blonde, over her little navel, down her tummy.

I was holding my breath.

When Nicole's head hovered over the other woman's pussy, however, she hesitated, looking up at Kat. "You don't have to do this, sweetheart." She gently caressed the redhead's face reassuringly.

Nicole shook her head. "It's not that, Kat. It's... you're completely shaved!"

Kat laughed lightly. "Oh that, yeah... sometimes I get a little overzealous with my razor in the mornings. Especially when I'm horny."

"It looks so... clean. Could I..."

"Lick it?"

The redhead nodded.

"I have been waiting to here you ask that for months."

The redhead ran the tip of her tongue carefully between the soft lips of Kat's sex. The more experienced younger woman jerked. "Ohhhh... such a gentle touch, honey." She darted her tongue out again, making a lazy S back and forth between her fat lips, carefully avoiding the protruding hood of her clit. "Uhhhhh..." the blonde groaned.

"It's so soft..." Nicole commented.

"And so sensitive. You shave yourself. You know what it's like."

"Yes, but I've never done this to myself." Again, she ran her tongue along the woman's quim, drawing a gasp and a moan. "Or this," she said, flicking Kat's clit quickly with her pointed tongue.

"Oh, baby, I'll be happy to do all those things to you. But please stop teasing me!"

"I don't know what to do," she said, only half playfully.

"Do what you've been doing! Just more of it!" Kat sounded desperate. She needed to get off. At last, the redhead obliged her, burying her face fully between the blonde's legs and experiencing the full charms of another woman's body.

Kat was so close to the verge of her orgasm that she came very shortly after getting the full force of Nicole's tongue and lips. "Yes, baby! Uh! OHHH! Nicole, yes! YES! BABY, EAT ME! EAT MY CUNT! YESSS! CLOSE! YESSSS!!! OHHHHHHHH, NICOOOOOOOLE!!!"

Jim had to take his hands from his cock to keep himself from coming all over his chest. I took note and did the same.

They kissed each other passionately, Kat enjoying the taste of herself on the other woman's face. She said, "Now lay back. It's time for me to reciprocate."

Kat, the master of oral sex for both men and women, knew exactly how to bring her female lover off fast and prolong the experience. We got fifteen seconds on the best of days. Nicole was able to feel the rapture of her orgasm at the experienced tongue and fingers of her first woman for nearly five straight minutes. Five minutes of gritting teeth, soft moaning, gasping and heavy breathing. Her back was stuck straining in an arched position, her butt nearly lifting from the ground, her hands white knuckled, clutching the sheets, desperate to hold on to sanity. "UHHHHHHHHHHH!!! OHH UHHHHHHH!!!"

At last, the intensity eased and Kat looked up. Her face was covered in the slick juices of her friend's excitement, and she had the proudest smile I've seen her wear to date.

She crawled up next to her new lover, brushed red hair from her face for what seemed like the millionth time that evening -- it didn't get old either -- and kissed her lovingly.

"Thank you, Kat. That was better than I could ever have imagined."

"Better than a hard cock?" Kat laughed, smoothing Nicole's red hair back over her head.

"Better than most," she replied. "But not all," she said, looking over at her husband.

I was touched by the gesture.

"That's good, because I was thinking you could let your husband fuck me again while Simon there fucks you. And then we can... help clean each other up."

"Oooo, nasty. Sounds fun," Nicole said, smiling back up at the blonde. "Well, boys?" she asked, turning to us.

We were already there.

End of chapter 9.
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It Started with Speeding Ch. 10

As we draw close to the conclusion of Adrienne and Simon's story, I'd like to thank everyone for their encouraging words and kind support.

*****

I didn't make it back home until early Saturday morning, exhausted and sore. There was one message left on my answering machine from Adrienne:

"Hi honey, sorry I didn't call earlier, but I got in and we went straight to work. Guess you've either gone to bed. Better not be with Kat!" I looked away from the answer machine as though it were accusing me. "Anyway, I'll talk to you in the morning. Love you. Night."

I felt horrible. I crawled into bed, exhausted from an incredible night filled with the most intense sex I've ever experienced. I didn't want to think of the repercussions. I just wanted to sleep it all away.

I stayed away from Kat for the rest of the weekend and spoke to Adrienne several times on the phone. Maybe it was my imagination, but she seemed distant. I wondered if she suspected something about Friday night. I was back to the fragile, anxious state I was in just after the encounter on the highway at night.

I didn't like where I was at then, and I didn't want to be there now. I was determined to tell her. I was going to be honest. That was what our relationship was founded on, and it was times like these that the foundations were tested.

But when Adrienne came home, she glowed with happiness as she ran to me at the security clearance. Her dark eyes seemed more vibrant than ever, her lashes longer, and her smile wider. My resolution crumbled.

In the car ride home, she said, "So... Jamie's gone now?"

I nodded. Did she know? Was she going to call me on it?

"That means we have Kat all to ourselves!" she said excitedly. I couldn't take that away from her. She put her hand on my leg and I swerved a little. "Calm down there, cowboy," she said, taking my nervousness for arousal. Her touch caused my cock to twitch, and when her hand covered my groin, I was hard. "Are you excited to see me? Or for the prospect of sleeping with Kat again." I blushed. If only she knew. "Or, for the prospect of seeing meet eat her pussy again." My cock twitched and she laughed.

"I knew it! Traitor!" she kidded, but her hand kept rubbing my erection. "Well, I suppose at least part of this is for me. So..." I glanced over at her quickly, and she had a very mischievous look in her large eyes.

She unzipped my pants and fished out my erection. I had the windows open, wind was blowing through the cabin of my little TT. My purple prick was exposed and it suddenly felt very strange to feel air on my cock driving down the highway.

Then, Adrienne bent over into my lap and took me into her mouth. I groaned, clenching my jaw to keep my attention on the road ahead of me. Her mouth worked its magic on me as we raced along at 65 mph. As I got closer and closer to cumming, I sped up faster and faster. I stole glances down at Adrienne, her dark hair bobbing furiously up and down in my lap. By the time erupted in her mouth and throat, we were going close to 90 and I felt like I was flying.

I had to pull to the side of the road just to catch my breath. When we got home, we fucked like it had been a month apart, and I realized that I was not going to tell her about my foursome with Kat and the Porters. That was going to be our little secret.

For four weeks, Kat, Adrienne, and I met every Saturday, just as last time. Again, it could have been my imagination, but it seemed like things had changed. Some of the fire was gone. I still enjoyed it, and watching Adrienne, she was still enjoying it. But there was a new tension between the two girls that wasn't there before. They only got together now to have sex, and as the weekends grew on, I was getting more of the attention from both women, and they were giving less to each other. In fact, it seemed as though there was almost a competition developing between them. On the last Saturday before Jamie's return, they didn't even fool around with each other. Nothing more than a quick make out session as I regained my energy: a little French kissing and finger fucking. Nothing beyond that and I got the feeling that Adrienne was doing it for me.

A tension also grew between Adrienne and myself. It was very subtle, and we never fought openly. But there were instances when, in the past, we would have filled the silence with chit-chat, and now, we were both quiet and contemplative.

Two weeks after Jamie returned, I decided that I needed to confess all to Adrienne.

We were in bed when I did it. We had just made love, I felt very close to her, and it all just came out. "I'm sorry, honey. I... I know it was very wrong to do, but I just got all caught up in the moment."

She was quiet, staring away into space. I was quiet as well, giving her space to think. "I... I understand if you're angry with me. Or if you... want a divorce." The word sounded like the closing of a casket. "I screwed up."

At last, Adrienne looked back at me, searching my eyes for something. "Honey..." she said, her voice quiet yet steady. "I love you, honey. I don't want a divorce. We can work this one out..."

My spirit lifted. "Seriously? Are you sure about this?"

Again, she was quiet. "I think that the important thing is that you told me. That you were honest with me." Although I could have been quicker about it. It was the unspoken thought at the end of her statement.

"Don't be mad at Kat. It wasn't her fault." I'm not sure why I said it, and I immediately regretted it. Her face grew sour at the mention of the blonde's name, but she covered it up.

"Well, I don't think you have any right to tell me who to be mad at or not, but yes, I know. Not entirely her fault." She sounded sarcastic, a tone I rarely heard in my wife's voice.

"Well, let's talk about this more in the morning," she said. "I'm tired and need to get some rest." She turned over, her back to me, and closed her eyes. I spooned up behind her, but didn't fall asleep until late in the night.

The next morning, we didn't talk about it. Nor did we talk about it the next day. Or week. Or two weeks. I was beginning to wonder if the whole conversation was a dream. And I was also wondering if I was off the hook.

On the Friday, several weeks later, I got up as usual and got ready for work. But something felt strange. I felt anxious to my stomach. A weird premonition. I thought nothing much of it, trying to ignore it. At lunch, I had almost forgotten the feeling when I called Adrienne's work. I got her secretary.

"She's not in today. Called in sick."

That was odd. She didn't seem sick when I left this morning. I called home. No answer. Her cell phone. No answer. The feeling of foreboding grew and I ran to the bathroom, afraid that I might throw up.

When I came home that evening, it was probably the first time that I drove right at the 55 mph speed limit. I was too preoccupied with the maelstrom of thoughts that were raging through my head. What was going on? Where was Adrienne? What was she doing? Had she left me? Was I going to return to an empty house and a Dear John note?

When I did pull into the drive way, the house was empty and her car was not there, but there was no letter. No signs of packing. Everything was left just the way it had been. "Maybe she's at the gym," I said aloud, dismissing the possibility immediately.

I went upstairs, took off my suit and tie. I didn't know what else to do, so I decided to go for a swim. Maybe I could work off some of this nervous energy.

When I dried off and went back into the house, I heard the shower running upstairs. She was home.

I walked up the stairs as the shower turned off, and I sat on the bed, listening to her putter around in the bathroom. The blow-dryer switched on, then off. She brushed her teeth. She emerged, a short white towel wrapped around her body, barely covering her charms, and her shiny dark hair dry and knotted back with an elastic.

She saw me and smiled, but it was a sad smile. My heart cringed. I felt like we were near the end.

"We need to talk," she said quietly, sitting softly next to me. Our knees did not touch.

I said nothing. I couldn't find a voice.

"I love you, Simon, but there are a few things that you and I are going to need to work out."

I nodded. That was very true. "I have two confessions for you and... I'm not sure if you're going to like them or not. But you need to hear them. And then we need to talk."

Again, I nodded. But confessions? What was she talking about.

"Why don't we get in bed. I want to feel close to you, Simon. I think every bit counts."

With that, she pulled open her towel and tossed it over the chair. I couldn't help but steal a quick look of her petite body. She was tight and fit, flat stomach, small but well shaped breasts. She'd kept her minimalist pubic hair groomed to nothing but that ultra thin mohawk of trimmed, dark hair. I pulled off my swimming trunks, slightly surprised that I was semi-erect, and crawled under the covers.

My naked wife crawled in next to me, cuddling up against my chest.

"Your heart is going crazy, honey," Adrienne said, not looking at me. I said nothing and she took a deep breath. "Okay, now... I want you to listen to my whole story before making comments. I want you to hear it all first. Got it?"

"Yes."

"Okay." She took another breath. "Okay," she said again. "Remember when I went on that business trip? The one when you and Kat and the Porters..." I nodded. How could I ever forget that weekend. "Well, I guess I wasn't so innocent as you might have thought." Huh? "I was going there on business, as you know. To our branch office there. It was a sort of consulting job, I suppose. I was the most knowledgeable person in the company when it came to this certain sector and... anyway, I knew the entire team I was working with there. Or, all of them except Marco."

The name struck a nerve in me. A strange man with my wife? I felt cheated. I wanted to push her away, turn my back on her. But I didn't, and she didn't move.

"Marco had been transferred from our European office in Rome. He was just as you're probably picturing him: dark, European good looks with a strong, masculine personality that Italian men are famous for. He was very well spoken, considering English was his second language, and he immediately started to flirt with me. I was a little flattered. I accepted his flirting. Even... flirted a little back." Her voice was reminiscing. She grew quiet for a moment. "I'm sorry, honey, I'm not sure why I did that. When I finally called you that night, and you weren't home, I felt... funny. Jealous, I think. And suspicious. I'd been feeling an uneasiness all through our strange 'arrangement,' I think. And now it manifested itself in jealousy. I had no reason to suspect you were with Kat, but... a woman's intuition, I suppose."

Again, she was quiet. "Anyway, Marco called me shortly after I left that message. He wanted to know if I would join him for a drink. Any other time, I would have declined, but that night, I was feeling hurt. I accepted his offer."

"We met at a very upscale bar. We drank vodka martinis and talked about each other's lives. He turned on his charm, and with the drink in my hand, I succumbed. He told me I was beautiful. I told him he was, too. He told me that 'my husband was a lucky man.' I told him that sometimes, it didn't feel that way. The whole night, he was touching me gently, here and there, never leaving his hand on me long enough to feel creepy. I was getting horny. If he'd asked me back to his room, I would have accepted. But he didn't. He was a gentleman. He invited me to dinner the next night, at his place. His wife was a wonderful cook, he said proudly. It disarmed me as much as it disappointed me. Married. And apparently faithful. Unlike me.

"I was still buzzing from the attention the next day. I went to the salon, had my hair down. Got a facial. I knew that nothing would happen that evening. It would have come out the night before. But I couldn't help but feel a nervous excitement. I couldn't help feeling like I was getting ready for a first date."

As Adrienne told me this, I began to grow aroused. Maybe it was her hot breath on my chest. Maybe it was her hardening nipples that began to dig into my side. I don't know, but the whole situation was making me simultaneously jealous, upset, and excited.

"When I arrived at Marco's house, I was very impressed. He had recreated an Italian villa on the outskirts of San Francisco. As beautiful as his house was, though, it paled in comparison to the beauty of his wife, Isabella. Like her husband, she looked the way you're probably imagining: olive skin, dark hair, statuesque build. She was Italian as well, I discovered, and was as friendly as she was beautiful. She should have been dressed in a long and flowing linen dress. Instead, she wore an expensive looking tope skirt with matching, knee length heeled boots of soft leather. She also wore a loose and very thin cream blouse under a tight bodice. The bodice was also cream colored, trimmed with a tope that matched the skirt and boots, and laced up the front, calling attention to her slender waist, wide curves of her hips, and her generous bosom. A few buttons of the loose blouse were undone, and when she leaned forward, you could see the tops of her breasts. It was very sexy, yet very sophisticated at the same time. I was very impressed.

"Anyway, she invited me in. Marco was busy making a large, Italian dinner. Anti-pasta and red wine and all. They had a very loving relationship and would often say cute little things Italian to each other. I only caught snippets of what they were saying, but I felt the love in their speech.

"After dinner, the three of us were a little buzzed. Or at least I was, anyway, and we adjourned to the patio out back. The whole evening had been filled with sexual innuendo and electricity. We never talked directly about sex, but it was always a subtle second in our thoughts.

"I kept thinking how beautiful this couple was, and how gorgeous their children would be. I must have been staring. They must have noticed. The wine, the evening, the night air. Everything had such a strong effect on me.

"I was sitting next to Isabella. She smelled like lilacs and a spring breeze. Her lips were so full, so moist. When she smiled, I saw the tip of her pink tongue playfully between her pearly white teeth. When she leaned in to kiss me, it all seemed so natural. This was exactly where I wanted to be, and this was exactly what I wanted to be doing. She broke the kiss and I almost cried out. She laughed at me, took my near empty glass from my hand, and handed it to her husband. 'There,' she said. 'Now our hands are free to explore.'

"And explore they did. The Italian beauty slowly undressed me, and I undressed her. I should have felt exposed as my breasts were bared out on the patio, amidst the twinkling lights of the valley below. Instead, it made me even more hungry for the Mediterranean woman's touch.

"Even when I was with Kat, I never really questioned my own sexuality. It was fun and enjoyable--and it was great to watch your reaction--but that was all. With Isabella... with Isabella, I wanted her. I needed her. I couldn't help myself. We were soon nude, lounging on an chaise lounge, legs intertwined, tongues playfully darting in and out of each other's mouths. She looked even better naked than clothed in expensive fashion. Her breasts were large but very well shaped. Her complexion was flawless, and her olive skin felt like soft satin under my fingers. She was so different than Kat, the only other woman I'd explored in this way. Kat was fit, athletic, toned. Isabella was... soft. Curvy. She was a classic. She was Venus, the model of womanly beauty. I was so overcome with emotion. I wanted her so much. I felt like I was about to cry.

"And I was wet. I needed her touch, and she knew it. Her fingers ran trails of electricity over my body. Everywhere she touched, she burned. The trails lead around my breasts, down my body. Down to my wet pussy. When she touched me there, at last, I came. With just a brush of her fingers, I came!

"We explored each others bodies after that. Marco was there, somewhere, but right then and there, we were alone. I was not doing this for anyone but myself. My mouth was eager to taste her small, brown nipples, and to explore the folds of her vagina. She'd styled it similar to mine, a dark, black landing strip, only a little thicker. And her pussy lips were as soft as the rest of her skin.

"When I heard her moan, my ears burned. It was a beautiful sound. I wanted to hear more of it. I actually came as I ate her sweetness. I didn't think it was possible, but it was. It happened.

"We took our love making indoors, eating each other next to the fireplace. We didn't use toys. It felt pure. It felt so right. Simon, I'm getting wet thinking about her now..."

I was rock hard myself, and when her fingers trailed down my stomach and found my erection, she gasped. Adrienne kissed me, before straddling my legs. She was wet. Very wet. She slipped down onto me with very little resistance. "Ohhhhh... you don't mind, do you?" she asked as she gently grinded her hips.

"No," I whispered. I had to be careful. I was very close to the edge.

"After what seemed like an eternity, we separated from each other, kissing one more time. Once again, I was aware of the beautiful Marco, sitting patiently in the chair, sipping his wine quietly and watching us. Isabella crawled to him. She made the subservient action seem regal. She was a queen. She released his erection from her pants and sucked him. I just sat there, fingering myself. Watching these gorgeous creatures in an act of carnal pleasure. It was like I was under a spell.

"He didn't summon me over to him, but his eyes never left mine. If he'd asked, I would have gone. I would have done whatever he wanted me to do. But he didn't. Isabella returned to me, kissing me again. I tasted her husband's cum on her lips and tongue. I loved it. I wanted to drink from the source..."

She was quiet, grinding me, her pussy clenching and unclenching on my shaft. "Did you?" My voice cracked.

Her thoughts were distant. I held my breath. At last, she shook her head. "No. I didn't. I thought of you, and that little though gave me strength. He never asked, and I never offered. I think he understood my conflict and respected that. But like I said, if he asked, I would not have hesitated..."

We fucked quietly, both of us lost in our own thoughts. I'm not sure what she was trying to tell me. Obviously she felt guilty for what she had done. I didn't mind her with Isabella. I couldn't feel jealous when my wife indulges her feminine side. I recognized that this was a contradictory thought, but I didn't care.

Still, there was something nagging me. Her story was very hot, but it couldn't stop me thinking about something she'd said before she started it. "Two confessions..." Two.

Two.

End of chapter 10.

If you've made it this far and still enjoy it, I'd love to hear what you liked...


It Started with Speeding Ch. 11

This is the concluding chapter to "It Started with Speeding." I hope you enjoyed it. I certainly did in writing it. Thank you all for your support.

* * * * *

Adrienne's lithe body shuddered on top of mine. Her slender thighs were warm against my hips as my cock was buried all the way to the hilt in her hot pussy. I watched the union of our bodies: her smooth, fat lips stretched snuggly around my girth. She wasn't riding me. She wasn't pumping up and down along my shaft. We weren't fucking.

She was content to merely feel me inside her as she gently rolled her hips. Coupled with her recollection of her experiences with Isabella and Marco, it was enough to get her off to a quiet orgasm.

It felt wonderful to feel the walls of her vagina clench around my buried cock. I let her ride out her orgasm before prompting her for her second confession. My mind was still troubled. I was still fixated.

"My second confession... of course." She closed her eyes in thought. When she opened them, the eyes that scanned my own were nervous. Uncertain.

"Go on," I prompted as gently as I could.

"Okay." She licked her lips. "That one happened today..."

So something did happen today. So my anxiety wasn't unfounded.

"When you told me about you and Kat, I was so..." She pursed her lips, shaking her head. She was angry. "So upset. I didn't know what to do. I felt betrayed. I was betrayed. I thought that I could trust Kat more than that. You were out somewhere the next day. I actually went over to her house. I'm not sure what my intentions were but I needed to confront her. When I got there, she was out. Jamie told me that she was on patrol. He could tell that I was upset and invited me in.

"His kindness touched me. I opened up to him. I told him everything. I told him just how I felt about the situation. He told me that he understood, and that he knew that this arrangement wasn't always for everyone.

"We got to talking. I didn't really know much about the guy. I asked him what he thought about his wife and their arrangement. He didn't mind it. He was happy if Kat was happy. Very laid back. I asked him if he slept around with other women. He looked right at me and said, 'Not really. Not unless it's someone special.' It gave me chills.

"He told me to call him if I ever needed someone to talk to. I had cooled down and thanked him for helping me get there. I did call him. The next day at work. We met for lunch. And then again the next day. He never came on to me. He remained very platonic. And I think that’s drove me to do what I did."

She paused, choosing her words carefully. "I seduced him. It seemed so perfect at the time. I was angry at you and Kat. I've been attracted to him from the first day we met. He was tall. Masculine. I was curious to what he looked like naked, and at some point this past week, I decided I wanted to find out.

"This morning, I called in sick. I knew that Kat was working and I knew that Jamie would be home. I showered. I prepared my body for another man. I put on my low-rise jeans and a tank top. Casual, yet sure to catch the eye. And I went over there."

She paused, looking down at me. Looking me right in the eye. "It wasn't hard to seduce him. He wanted it. We were fucking within twenty minutes."

Her words bit hard but her eyes were soft. Sad. "Simon, I'm sorry for what I did. I was angry. It... seemed perfect at the time," she repeated.

Her words hurt me, but they also did something unexpected. They turned me on. I was barraged by the same feelings I had in the closet as I watched her fuck Tommy. How could I be getting off on my wife's infidelity?

She must have felt it, too.

I cleared my throat. "Tell me... tell me what you two did."

"No, Simon. It's too painful. You don't want to hear that..."

My cock twitched again, and she gave me a puzzled look. "I... I don't know how to explain it, but I think I do."

She bit her lower lip, thinking, but she also began to pump her hips a little bit more. My cock felt great, shifting inside the warm, pink sheath of her vagina. "How detailed do you want me to get?" she asked.

"Very."

"Umm... so you want to hear about how I teased him, sucking his cock for a half hour without letting him cum?" A half hour! "Or how I let him cum all over my face and tits?" Oh my God! "He had a big dick, Simon. Bigger than yours. I'd never had one so big. 9 inches, and much thicker around than yours. I couldn't wrap my fingers around it. I had to double fist him as I sucked on it.”

My cock twitched more as she tested the waters. She now knew that I wasn't lying when I wanted to know details. I had to be careful not to cum.

"The walk to his house was a very confusing one. I knew what I was going to do and I felt very ashamed, but... also very excited. Charged with energy! My feet felt like they were walking on clouds the whole way down. I knocked on the door and he smiled at me.

"'I know why you're here,' he said simply.

"'Yeah?' I closed the door behind me. 'Think it'll work?' I asked him.

"He shrugged, then said, 'Don't know. But we'll have a lot of fun in the meantime.' And with that, we were all over each other. His lips on mine were electrifying. I got incredibly wet, and it was just a kiss! We kissed across the room, clawing and pulling at each other's clothes. I wanted him naked, and I wanted his cock in my mouth. I knew it was wrong. I knew it was incredibly slutty. But shit, I didn't care. I was on fire.

"I had taken all my clothes off except for my tiny little g-string. I worked on his cock for so long. At first, I didn't suck on it. I licked it all over, coating his shaft and his balls in a slick layer of my spit. He had trimmed himself, Simon! And even shaved his balls! How could I not take them in my mouth?"

I shuddered, desperately trying to stay just on the edge of my orgasm.

"Jamie was moaning and begging me to suck him. I did. He was huge. I could barely get half of him into my mouth." She closed her eyes, thinking back to earlier that day. "When he started to cum, I continued to pump him, bobbing my head back and forth furiously. I could feel his balls constrict and his cum pulse up through his cock. One heavy load was enough to practically fill my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, but it was just too much." She looked down at me, still pumping slowly. "I... pulled my head away -- I would have choked otherwise -- but he was still cumming. The hot liquid hit my cheek. Then another. It sprayed all over me. All over my face, my neck. The last few spurts covered my tits. I felt so nasty. And so wet!

"I wiped my face and tits off with my tank top. Jamie pushed me back onto the couch and tore my g-string off. It snapped easily under his strong hands. I braced for his tongue, thinking that it was going to be rough and hard and desperate. His touch was certainly harder than either yours or Kat's, but that didn't mean it was any worse. He was firm, knowing what felt good to me and making sure he teased those spots. He kept me teetering on the edge of wild abandon.

"He slowed his tongue and just as I was about to complain, I felt his fingers press down on my cunt. Oh, that shot me right back up to the edge. You know how much I love getting fingered while you eat me. What he did next startled me, but also felt so good."

She paused, eyes closed once again, pumping silently. She bit her lip as though she was about to cum. She was holding her breath. Then, she took a deep breath and her eyes fluttered back open. "First, he just started by slowly running a slippery finger around my asshole. He moved his left hand up to fill the void in my vagina, so his anal play was subtle at first. Then, he pushed the finger in gently. My anus clamped up at the insertion and he froze his finger there, just inside. And he never stopped his oral ministrations. He continued to flick and roll his tongue over my clit as two fingers pushed like a small cock in and out of my pussy.

"My anus relaxed after a minute, and it was then that his finger began to push deeper into my ass. My God, baby, I never thought that something like that would feel good but..." The thought of another guy finger fucking my wife's ass made me shudder with excitement and jealousy. "I... begged him for more." Her face flushed deeper. "'Oh, Jamie, your fingers feel so good! Don't stop! Don't stop!'" Her recounting was causing my ears to burn. "I couldn't take much more of it and I was exploding all over his face, his hands in both my holes.

"I told him that I wanted him to fuck me. I told him that I needed it. He made me beg for it. 'Please, Jamie. Put it in me. Please fuck my pussy with that big, hard cock of yours.' He liked me talking dirty. He told me he was seeing a different side of the 'proper wife down the road.' I told him to stop stalling and 'stick his monster into my wet cunt.'

"'More,' he ordered.

"'I want to feel you stretch my pussy like my husband could never do! I want you to split me with your thickness, baby. Fuck me! Please, fuck my married cunt!'"

Her words stung, but also aroused.

"Oh my God, Simon, I've never felt so fucking full. I thought I was going to split in half when he was only half way in me. He kept going, burying himself all the way in. It was incredible. Every woman should try it at some point or another."

She paused, lost in thought. "But you know what? It was an awesome experience, but I think I enjoy your dick more. His was just too... big!"

"You sore now, honey?" I asked, realizing at last why her pussy looked so red.

"A little," she said absently, still thinking about the way another man’s dick filled her.

“Did you… use protection?” I asked, unsure of whether I wanted to hear the answer.

She looked at me, color flooding her cheeks. “No,” she said quietly.

“Did you let him cum inside you?”

“Yes.” Even quieter.

We fucked quietly, my wife rolling her hips along my cock, both of us lost in our thoughts.

“So… what else did you do?” I asked.

Again there was that hesitation. That nervousness. “Are you sure you want to know?” she asked. I nodded. “I… he… we had anal sex.” She always refused to let me do that. She looked at me seriously and registered my hurt. She chose to ignore it. "At first, I wouldn't let him. But he insisted, telling me that every woman should try it once." She looked at me, then shifted her eyes away. “So I tried it.”

I closed my eyes as I felt my cum boil up from deep inside me. The feelings that pulsed through my body were confused, and that confusion fueled my hard orgasm. “Uhhhh!” I groaned as the stored up energy of the entire night shot hot and hard into my wife’s snatch.

She came too, feeling my warmth fill her. She arched her back. She shut her eyes hard. We filled the room with our passion. This woman had let another man do things to her that she had refused of me. She had given herself freely to him. And here I was, cumming hard inside her.

I pulled free of her and she laid down beside me, head on my chest. “After that, you came home, right?” I asked after a few minutes.

She didn’t answer immediately. “Simon, it was only 3 o’clock…”

“Oh,” I said, thinking of the many hours they had spent afterwards, fucking like bunnies. The afterglow of my climax was fading and now, all I felt was the bitter sting of betrayal. Still, thinking of all the terrible things that I had done, it was hard to condemn her. And even still, I don’t think I could even if I hadn’t done those things.

She was quiet as well, lost in her own thoughts as she absent-mindedly ran her finger slowly around my nipple. "Honey," she said, detecting my troubled thoughts, "I think that maybe... maybe this isn't us."

I nodded. I had come to that conclusion long ago, not wanting to believe it was true. It was like a dream, and like all dreams, I didn't want it to end.

"It's funny. This whole thing started with you speeding. You were going too fast then and... we've been going too fast ever since."

I kissed Adrienne's forehead. I loved this woman. "Maybe we should take it slow for a while," she said quietly.

"It's not going to be easy..." I said, to myself as much as to her.

"I know. But I think we can do it."

"I love you, Adrienne."

She turned to me, kissed me warmly on the mouth. "I know, Simon. And I love you."

The end
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Models and Super Spies Ch. 01

This is the first chapter of a 13-chapter novella. All has been written and will be released over the next month, so no worries about the story coming to an abrupt end. It's been a long and wild journey to get from start to end, but I'm happy to have completed something after so many years. Many thanks to HallidayTee, who will be coming out with a few new pieces. Couldn't have done it without you.

Chapter 1: Trust and Loyalty

Trey pulled off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. He'd been staring at this database too long; the numbers had begun to run into one another in a bleary mess.

His swivel chair creaked as he leaned back and stretched. They say you're supposed to let yourself stare out a window every ten minutes or so. "Too bad there're no fucking windows in this place," he muttered. He glanced around at the gray concrete columns, bare concrete walls, and exposed piping in the gray, concrete ceiling. It was supposed to be industrial chic, or some other such nonsense, but it couldn't disguise the worker-bee aura that hung in the air like stale coffee. No amount of dressing up could cover the fact that this was still a government bureaucracy.

"What I need is a smoke," he thought after twenty more minutes at his console. No, you need a breath of fresh air, buddy. That was out of the question, of course. C.L.O.A.K. was a black ops branch of the CIA, and it just wouldn't do for secret agents – even the analyst types such as Trey – to go popping out for a stroll around the lush campus of Bank One International.

So they set up a "smoking room" instead, ventilated enough to pass government regulations (not that anyone was checking). Trey rooted through his desk, pulling out a pack of Marlboro Reds, and started for the break room.

"Holy shit, where did you get those?" he heard a fellow analyst exclaim from one of the offices. The voice seemed excited enough that Trey was intrigued.

"Hey boys, what's going – holy..."

Two guys were huddled around the flat panel monitor that currently had a picture of a nearly naked woman. Trey didn't recognize the petite redhead, but that didn't stop him from admiring her outfit: a little black thong and a lacy teddy tailed with unused garter straps.

"Oh shit, shut the damn door and keep your mouth shut," the more awkward of the IT guys groaned, minimizing the shot of the woman.



"It's ok, Trey's cool," Ken said, an analyst who'd been with C.L.O.A.K. about as long as Trey had. The other guy, the IT specialist, had a reputation for brilliance, but Trey couldn't remember his name for the life of him. M-something.

"You can't tell anyone you saw these or Silva'll have my ass," the other techie said, pushing his plastic-rim glasses up the bridge of his nose in a classically nerdy way.

"Hey man, I'm married, I've got plenty of eye candy at home," Trey laughed, holding up his hands to show them his ring.

"It's true, man, you should see his wife." Trey felt himself preen at the compliment, but he knew it was only half true. While his wife, Alicia, was hot enough that she was a successful commercial model, you could never get enough eye candy.

The IT guy gave him one last wary look and turned back to his computer, bringing the picture back up. And there she was again, the petite redhead clad in lingerie and very little else. Now that he got a closer look, he thought she may look a little familiar. Something about those grey eyes and the light dusting of freckles across her... well, across most of her exposed skin.

"God, her tits look good," the two guys practically drooled. That much was true. Despite her obviously compact frame, her breasts practically spilled from the low-lined black teddy.

"Check out her... rear," the bespeckled IT stuttered, toggling to a shot from behind. Even from these stills, Trey could see she was built like a tigress, with sinuous muscles and a tight, dangerously fit body. And yes, her round ass was the marvel of youth and good genes.

"So who is she?" Trey asked.

The two guys looked at each other. "This doesn't leave this room, understand?"



"Yeah, yeah..."

"No, you don't understand. It really can't leave this room. The mission comes down from Silva, and... well, remember what happened to Kevin Bailey?"

This time, all the men exchanged nervous looks. In truth, no one knew what happened to Kevin Bailey. One day he was there, the next, he wasn't. Official word was that he was transferred, but he'd also given away the details of one of Silva's top secret assignments.

"Of course," a more sober Trey nodded.

"Well, she used to be a special agent, but now primarily trains them. Off-site, although the location is top secret, even to us. But this is a little different. Sometimes, Silva has her work undercover when none of the other agents are quite a good... fit. Silva's got her infiltrating some modeling agency. Misha Inc. or something like that. Apparently they're using their models for more than just showing off their latest line."

"Prostitution?" Trey asked.

Both men shrugged. "No one's sure on that detail, although I don't think C.L.O.A.K. would go in just to bust up a hooker ring."

"Nor would Liz here agree to something like that."

The men watched enraptured as the pictures scrolled by, showing the athletic young agent in various states of undress. She never got explicitly nude, although there was one shot of her from the back without a stitch of clothing on. She was looking over her shoulder, straight into the camera with her smoldering grey eyes and a curl on her glossy lips. Now there was a look any man would love to wake up to.

Trey walked out of the office, trying to shake that image of the red-haired agent from his thoughts by thinking of Alicia. His blonde wife was very different than the woman they called "Liz," tall and willowy with rich, tanned skin and a photogenic face and body that had already landed her some pretty successful shoots.

He sighed as he finally made it to the smoke room. This was going to be a long day...

***

Alicia took a deep breath to shake off her nerves. What the fuck was she doing? her mind screamed as she paced back stage, waiting for her cue. She pulled the long, gossamer robe around her otherwise naked body even tighter.

Mishin Modeling was the premiere modeling agency in LA. Several of their girls had just landed high profile gigs with Covergirl and one had graced the cover of last month's Vogue. When Alicia had received the invitation to test for Alexander Mishin – from none other than Alexander himself – she'd been shocked.

"You need me today?" she remembered herself asking incredulously over the phone that morning.

"Is that a problem?"

HELL NO! she practically screamed, although she replied with something a little more civil. They just wanted to do a few test shoots, and to see how she moved on the runway. What she didn't realize until she arrived later that day was that they wanted to see her move on the runway... in the nude!

"We need our models to be comfortable with their bodies," the surprisingly non-gay agency owner explained as they sat at the end of the (very) long runway platform. He spoke with a refined Russian accent, mixed with a touch of British. "And for many, there's nothing more daunting than the catwalk. So, I have all my models audition this way."

Alexander – "Call me Alex" – had the look of a designer down: frosted blonde hair with dark highlights, week-old growth of facial hair, a body as slender as a knife. But the way his sparkling blue eyes had wandered her body as he spoke – something she was used to, just not from most of the men in the fashion world – had eliminated any thoughts that this man was gay. In fact, his appreciative look had quite the opposite reaction on her. Especially when she thought about the prospect of him seeing her walk nude...

Alicia had been overwhelmed, giving him an uncertain, "OK," before being led into the back to make up by his assistant, Roy, who was most certainly gay.

She had taken a little comfort in this, stripping out of her clothes after he'd made up her face and her long, blonde hair. His eyes had worked her body like an artist worked a painting – he was meticulous as he brushed away what few blemishes she had, but there wasn't a glint of desire in them.

"Can I get you anything else?" Roy had asked with a hint of a lisp. He'd handed her a sheer robe that draped itself along the floor, even when worn on her 5'8" frame and tall heels.

"Anything else?" She'd cursed herself for sounding like another bimbo and was grateful when Roy didn't take it that way.

"Something to calm your nerves. A glass of white wine. Or maybe a little coke, perhaps?"

"Um... wine would be good. Thanks." If anything, the mention of drugs had gotten her even more nervous. It had also cemented the feeling that this was it. The Big Time. Success just down the runway.

By the time Roy had left her alone and she was pacing backstage, she'd begun to wish she had taken him up on the coke – not that she did that kind of thing. But so many girls did these days, so there must be something to it.

Then the music started, a crisp yet subdued techno beat that would set the pace for her walk. And her disrobing. She polished off the last of her wine, took one more deep breath, and stepped out before her small audience.

Alicia had done catwalk jobs before and knew how to work them; this one was really no different. So she told herself. Long strides, eyes forward, hard, no-nonsense look that set off her high cheekbones and large eyes. Half-way down the runway, she reached for the belt of her robe. The breeze from her strut ran up the opening of the covering and through her décolletage.

Now or never! She pulled it open with a quick, dramatic flourish, leaving the black silk like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. Alex's cameraman flashed enthusiastically around her as she continued her model's stride down the platform.

Alex was there, waiting for her at the terminus with a very appreciative smile. He wore an expensive black Gucci suit that fit his slim frame the way designer clothes should, but for an instant, Alicia wondered what he would look like up here, naked as the day he was born.

If her nipples hadn't hardened the moment they'd hit the cool air of the room, they would have grown hard then. Stop it, girl, you're married, her conscience berated her, although she also returned Alex's flirtatious smile.

She paused at the end of the stage, long enough to let his eyes study her nudity. Did he like her breasts? They were only a B-cup and she'd considered having them done, but Trey had talked her out of it.

His eyes swam lower as she did a little pirouette to give him the whole package. She'd had to scramble that morning to get ready for the shoot, but was glad she'd shaved her pubic mound. The thought of this man's eyes seeing her with stubble was unacceptable.

"Very nice," he nodded when he saw her ass. She had more padding than most of her model friends, but also found that most men liked her rounder butt. It had single-handedly gotten her a couple lingerie shoots over other, skinnier models.

The walk off the runway was much easier. Alex's clear blue eyes gave her a gust of confidence like a second wind. One step in front of the other. Sway those hips. Work it.

Roy was backstage, waiting for her with another robe – this one plush cotton, something she could snuggle into for comfort. Alex came backstage to join them; he was all-smiles. "You looked fabulous out there. If I'm not being too presumptuous, I'd like to sign you today."

Alicia didn't know what to say. "Um... I'll have to call my agent, but—"

Alex shook his head before she could finish. "No agents. I don't work well with them, never have. I thought I mentioned that when we spoke earlier today." Alicia couldn't remember now. "Nevermind. In any case, will that be a problem?"

If she signed without speaking to Doris, her agent, she'd have no agent. But then again, this was Mishin Modeling. Turning this down now that she was so close would be like an actress turning down a part in the latest Spielberg project.

"No, not a problem. Where do I sign?"

Alex's laugh sent that shiver of excitement racing through her. This was going to be dangerous...

"Well, why don't you get dressed and Roy will show you to my office. But hurry please, I have a 3 o'clock appointment."

"Sounds good."

He left, and Roy wasn't far behind. "I'll be just outside. Come out when you're all set and I'll show you to Mr. Mishin's office."

She nodded, then quickly dropped her robe. Everything was moving so fast! The call this morning, the test shoot, and now a contract! A little voice inside her head warned her to call Doris anyway, to get her to at least look over the contract she was given, but Alicia pushed it away easily. It was easy when there were things like the cover of Vogue and jobs like Covergirl to distract her!

When she was once again adorned in her short beige skirt and flimsy little blouse, she found Roy waiting just as he'd said. "I haven't seen Mr. Mishin that excited about a model since Gabrielle."

"Gabrielle Dubois?"

"Do you know of another Gabrielle?"

"No, I just didn't realize she was with Alex."

He reclined his head. "She's his star, although getting jobs is no longer difficult for her. They've become good friends." Another thrill passed through her. Gabrielle Dubois had obtained supermodel status three years ago. Her own perfume line, her own reality TV show. She was now rivaling Tyra Banks for popularity. And she started here. Did she...

Sensing her question, Roy nodded. "Yes, even the Great Ms. Dubois walked the runway nude on her first audition. Mr. Mishin is very particular with his methods, but I think you'll find them very... effective."

He stopped in front of a pair of wide, double doors. "Well, Ms. Kennedy, it's been a pleasure making your acquaintance. I'm sure I'll see you a lot more after today."

***

"He's a pig," Liz Hawkins spat as she sat in Vincent Silva's office. She'd almost gone through with it. Almost gotten her foothold into Alexander Mishin's modeling world. She did the racy photos, the naked cat walk. But she couldn't do what was required to prove her "loyalty." "A goddamn pig."

"Well, you're certainly worked up," Vincent said with a grin. Sometimes, her former partner could be a real cocky ass.

"You'd be as well if someone flat out asked you to suck his dick."

"Wouldn't be the first you'd sucked," Vincent pointed out.

Liz gritted her teeth. This was a mistake. She'd only agreed to come out of retirement because Vincent had practically begged her. She didn't need this shit. "I've never compromised myself like that, Vincent. Not for this job."

He nodded, his face blank. "Well, at least you got a tap on Mishin's security system. We'll be able to see what he sees." Vincent pondered the situation, tapping his finger on his lips as he thought. "I do have one other lead..."

Liz didn't like the way he said it. "What?"

"Bring up the feed," he ordered, scratching his goatee. When had the flakes of gray appeared there? His clipped beard had been as dark as his eyes when they were partners, five years back.

Liz tapped a couple keys. The shades to his office closed, the lights dimmed, and the large monitor against the wall snapped to life.

"Just in time," Vincent said, turning his chair to face the flat panel monitor. "That's my girl..."

On the screen, they were looking into Alexander Mishin's office, which was best described as masculine. His desk dominated the room, all dark wood and steel. His furniture was contemporary, things made of black leather that gave the room its heavy, organic feel. High ceilings, lots of open space, and a large floor to ceiling window that looked out into the smog-choked city of Los Angeles.

Mishin was pacing the room, gesticulating grandly as he spoke to a skinny blonde who fidgeted nervously on the couch. The angle of this camera was eye level, but the feed was good. Liz remembered the room, and the floor to ceiling mirror that sat opposite the windows. The camera must have been behind it.

"Is there sound?"

"Yes, of course." Liz tapped a few more keys and the room filled with Mishin's cultured accent.

"He still hasn't completed shook that hint of Russian..." Vincent said absently as he focused on the conversation being fed over the speakers.

"Stay with me and I promise you, you'll be up there with names such as Giselle, Tyra, Heidi, and Gabrielle. Your face will be adored by millions. Grace billboards. But I need two things from you. These things must be absolute."

The girl nodded, her stunning brown eyes distant as she fantasized about his promises. Liz had heard them herself, just a couple days ago. She'd been sitting in that very chair, listening to this very speech.

The girl had high cheekbones and shiny, golden hair. The more Liz watched, the more beautiful the woman became. Who was she? Someone Vincent knew, obviously.

"First, I need your trust. You've given that to me when you walked the runway." The model's face turned red and she averted her eyes. Mishin leaned against his broad desk and smiled. "The other thing I need is your loyalty."

It was Liz's turn to avert her eyes. She knew what came next. She didn't need to see it again. In her mind, she saw herself fleeing. And hoped the blonde was doing the same.

When she looked back, the girl was still there, watching horrifically as Mishin carefully brought his hands to his trousers and slowly unbuckled the belt. The room was silent but for the clink of its clasp.

The girl's head shot up, terror twisting her pretty face as she realized what she had to do. "Can you show me loyalty, Alicia?" He drew the zipper of his pants down. The blonde didn't move.

"I'm... I have a husband," she said hesitantly.

"He will never know. What happens here, at Mishin Modeling, happens in the strictest confidence. No one has to know. Not your husband. Not your agent. Not even Roy out there."

The model, Alicia, gasped as he pulled out his cock, semi-erect and already impressive. "I can give you anything you want. I can make you a supermodel. But first, I need that show of loyalty."

Liz watched the girl take a deep breath as she contemplated her very hard decision.

"Who is she?" Liz asked as the girl's brown eyes traveled the spectrum of emotion. From horrified to thoughtful to decisive.

"Alicia Kennedy. One of our analyst's wives." Vincent was mesmerized by the monitor, enraptured as Alicia rose from the couch, smoothed out her tiny skirt, and began to cross the room.

"And you're going to what? Bring her onboard? If her husband works here, won't he object?"

"We're going to make sure he doesn't. We're going to offer him something he won't be able to resist."

"Take your clothes off, dear," Mishin ordered. He began to stroke his cock.

Alicia's breath caught once again, but she hesitated less this time, pulling her blouse up over her head and stepping quickly out of the skirt. Her bra matched her plunging thong, a satin black push-up thing that earned its title as Miracle.

"Exquisite," Alexander Mishin praised as he stiffened in his grip. "Now the rest."

No hesitation this time. She reached behind her and popped the bra off, revealing her round, scooped breasts that were perfectly proportioned to her slim body. The thong came next, her thumbs hooking into the waistband and pulling the elastic away. She did it slowly, but not out of nervousness. She was teasing now.



The Russian's cock stood full and proud now, the swollen head glistening with anticipation. He nodded at her. The blonde pulled away the last bit of modesty she had.

"Yess..." he hissed. Liz caught the way Vincent shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to subtlety adjust his own erection. The naked model cocked her hip to one side, resting one hand on it as she struck a vixen-like pose.

Clearly both men liked what they saw. While she was thin, she wasn't an anorexic twig like so many models before her. She had curves where it counted: in her slender hips, in her tapering buttocks, in her excited tits. Her little brown nipples sat hard and high on their peaks, and her pussy, oily smooth from her arousal, was wickedly devoid of a single curl.

Liz felt herself grow warm, although she quickly dismissed it as nothing. While she wasn't into girls, she could acknowledge when one was attractive, and Alicia Kennedy was one of the most attractive she'd ever seen.

Which was why she hated what she was watching on film.

"Now, Alicia, show me how loyal you can be." He set his hands on his hips, relaxed into a half-seated position on the desk, and let his thick cock flap lewdly before him.

She crossed the rest of the room in long strides, quickly dropping to her knees in front of the cocky mogul. Alicia had long fingers, long enough that she was able to wrap them fully around Mishin's girth as her wet mouth descended on him.

The blonde bobbed her head with sultry efficiency, swallowing more and more of his veiny flesh between her lips with each dip. Saliva drooled down along his length and she worked it in with both hands.

"I'd say Trey is a lucky man, although I think he's in danger of losing his wife," Vincent Silva remarked with a bit of a smirk. Liz looked over at him and saw the fire of delight in the man's dark eyes.

Trey must be the analyst's name. Trey Kennedy. "You put her in this position, Vincent, didn't you? She's just trying to make an honest living."

"You see honesty. I see our 'in.'" Vincent snapped. "This is as much a result of your failure as it is my manipulation."

Liz grinded her teeth but ignored the comment. Vincent had to know she'd never go through with it, right? Still, she couldn't help feeling guilty. On the monitor, Alicia had slurped off Mishin's shaft and was busy sucking his balls, one by one. Had she put the woman in that situation?

Alicia went back to work on Mishin's stiff member, taking him deep enough into her mouth that Liz had no doubt she must be deep-throating him. Vincent's eyes danced.

"That's a good girl; just like that," Mishin encouraged. He ran his fingers through her blonde hair, holding her head like a man would a bowling ball. He took control, pulling her harder and harder against his crotch.

She choked a little as he shoved himself deeper into her throat, but he wouldn't let her escape. "Oh fuck, yeah!" He grunted, clenching his teeth and pulling her in until her lips touched his trimmed pubic hair. Her hands went to his hips to steady herself as the man erupted inside her, blasting cum down her throat.

He let her take the first two before pushing her head away. He seized his throbbing meat and jerked it, propelling one, two, three jets of pearly man-juice across her face.

She sank back on her haunches when it was over, Alexander Mishin's cum dribbling down her cheeks, down her neck. She'd caught one rope of jism in the valley of her cleavage where it made its slow, sticky way down her washboard stomach.

"My girl," he grinned down at her, "with loyalty like that, you're going to be bigger than Gabrielle. Now," he stuffed himself back into his pants and tossed her a box of tissues, "let's get that contract signed."

***

Alexander Mishin sat alone in his sumptuous office, catching his breath. His cock was still buzzing from intensity of the blowjob his new girl had just given him.

He leaned back in his plush leather chair and closed his eyes. Alicia Mishin had one of the most perfect bodies he'd ever seen. Skinny, athletic, yet without compromising the curves that made her a woman.

And she was 25 on top of all that! Most models her age were past their prime, sadly. But not Alicia. She was only going to get more beautiful and, more importantly for Alex, beauty was money in this industry.

He picked up his phone and hit speed dial. "I want to thank you again for sending that model over. She's incredible."

"So she passed all your... tests?" the voice on the other end of the line asked.

"Yes she did. I can barely feel my toes!" They shared a laugh. "The ink has hardly dried on her contract and I can already think of a few places I can use her. Thanks again."

"Any time, Alexander. Any time."

***

"Silva wants to see you." It was Emily Lester, C.L.O.A.K.'s "office manager," if that's what you called the administrative head of a black ops group. Even spies had paper work that needed seeing to.

"You're looking good, too, Emily," he replied with a wink. Trey liked Emily. She was a breath of fresh air here. Everyone else was either too over-the-top macho (the agents) or lacked any kind of social skills (the support). Emily felt real.

The sassy blonde smiled and tipped her head to one side. "Why thank you, sweetheart. But let's not keep the boss waiting."

Without waiting for a reply, she turned on her patent leather pumps and started off to Silva's office. Trey let his eyes linger on her for a moment before standing. The other thing he liked about Emily – after her personality, of course – was her habit of wearing short business suits. Today's was no exception: the little pinstriped skirt stopping high on her shapely thighs. She really was looking good.

Vincent Silva had never once met one-on-one with Trey. He was more of a worker-bee than a front-liner; he didn't have a reason to meet with him.

So what was this all about? That uncomfortable lick of heat just beneath his loosened collar reminded Trey that he'd seen pictures he shouldn't have seen, that he'd been made privy to a mission he shouldn't know about. Had Silva found out about that? Was his job – or maybe something worse – at risk?

"You wanted to see me, Mr. Silva?"

"Ah, Trey, come in, please." The man sat back in his chair, scratching his salt-and-pepper beard. He seemed welcoming enough. He held out his hand for a shake.

Silva's background was a bit odd for the director of a black ops division of the CIA. More high profile than most. He'd carved out a name for himself in the LA scene as a successful investor and businessman. His name was attached to more than a few Hollywood projects, and while he was wealthy, his most powerful currency was information.

Trey stepped forward and shook his hand. He was half expecting something slimy in the handshake, something akin to that unwashed feeling of a car salesman. Vincent's grasp was nothing like that, a bit overly firm, but nothing that made Trey wish he was wearing latex gloves.

His immediate impression of the early 40-something-year-old man was as similar as his handshake. He was looking for someone to distrust, but found a pretty ordinary guy. His hair was short and his clipped goatee touched with gray.

Vincent Silva had a dark complexion, that of a South American, perhaps, although there wasn't the trace of an accent in his voice. "Please, have a seat," he said with a simple nod toward one of the chairs in front of his desk.

"You look nervous," he continued with a distant smile. One that didn't quite touch his eyes. "Please, be at ease. This is actually a good meeting. For your career, I mean." He looked down at what looked to be Trey's file. "Says here that you wish to be a field agent, just didn't test high enough..."

"That's right." He joined the CIA to be a spy, not to be a paper-pusher. He only stayed because paper-pushing around spies was better than paper-pushing without them. And, of course, he secretly harbored a desire to get promoted.

"Mm hm." He flipped through a few more pages. "Lovely wife," he said, stopping on whatever profile the CIA kept on Alicia. "What if I told you that we have an opportunity to put you in the field."

Trey's mouth nearly fell open. "I... um... wow... I... how? I'm not really trained for that."

"You've had some basic training." Yeah, like five years ago, Trey thought. "And we'd set you up with one of our best trainers for some basic field craft. We couldn't put you out there right away, of course, but if you proved yourself down the road..."

"I can do that! Thank you for giving me this opportunity!" It was like waking up one morning and realizing Christmas had snuck up on him.

Silva's returned smile was chilling. One that said, Here's the catch... "The thing is, we need something from you." Trey felt his mouth go dry. Whatever this was, it couldn't be good. "Actually, from your wife."

Silva picked up a picture of Alicia – one of her headshots. "I've just learned that she's been offered a position at Mishin Modeling Agency. We've recently been trying to get an agent in, to no avail."

Mishin Modeling Agency? The one those IT guys were talking about earlier that day? The one Liz the redhead had posed nearly nude in? The one that could be a fucking prostitution ring!? What was his wife doing mixed up in that?!

"Is something wrong, Trey? You look pale," Vincent asked, scratching his scruff once again.

"No, no... go on. Sorry, just... she's never mentioned Mishin Modeling. Is it... dangerous?"

Silva laughed disarmingly. Now that felt false. "That depends on what you consider 'dangerous.' Tell me, Trey, how much are you willing to sacrifice for the sake of national security?"

He saw the trap in the rhetorical question, but could do nothing but step into it. They were black ops; they'd chosen to live a lie for national security... "It's why I'm here, sir."

"Excellent," Silva replied. "I need you on board with us one hundred percent, Trey. I need your loyalty. This won't work without that."

He nodded, still confused. What was this man asking?

"Alexander Mishin is up to something. You'll get a real debriefing after this, but all of our preliminary intel suggests that his modeling business is a front for something more sinister. We wanted to get an agent inside, but your wife's the next best thing."

"You're going to recruit Alicia?"

Silva shook his head. "Alicia can never know about C.L.O.A.K., nor can she know of your involvement. That doesn't change. But as a confidential informant... now that's something that can be arranged."

"But if she can't know about my involvement..."

Silva nodded, seeing that Trey was finally catching on. "We'll need to use someone else as her handler," he finished.

"I don't know about this... I mean, doesn't it make the most sense for me to talk to her? Don't you think she'd trust me over anyone else?"

Silva shrugged, but shook his head. "Trust is a strange thing, Trey. Our psyche-analysis indicates that telling Alicia of your double life will have irreparable damage on the trust between the two of you. What you have is comfortable, familiar. Stable."

"And you think she'd trust some stranger over me?"

"I think she'd trust the right stranger, yes." This man had this way of talking to you that made you feel like a child.

"Who?"

"It's not important that you know for now. But Trey, I can't have you interfering. You are to go about as you always have; maintain your cover. I cannot stress how important it is that your wife never know about us."

Trey ground his teeth in protest. Why was it not important!? Before he could voice his frustration, Silva continued, "So, what do you say? Do we have a deal? Training and field work for your compliance to work with Alicia?"

"What do you want me to say? You're not giving me much of a choice."

"Choice, my boy, is all in your head," Silva said, steepling his fingers. "There's always a choice. This one happens to be an easy one."

"Fine, sure. When do we start?"

"We'll start you reviewing some basics today. We'll see where to work from."

"No, I mean... with Alicia."

"It's best we keep that mission on a need-to-know basis. For now, anyway." Trey nodded. So he wouldn't screw this one up. Vincent stood. This meeting was over. "Good luck out there. And I hope it's everything you've been dreaming about."

Trey gave him one last weary look. Had he just made a deal with the devil? Only time would tell.

***

Alexander Mishin pulled his Benz up to the curb of Rodeo Drive and tossed his keys to the valet. How he loved America, he thought. Only here were there people to park his car when he went out for coffee.

He was a little early, and he wasn't a man who normally liked getting places early, but today felt different. Special. He'd recovered enough from Alicia's blowjob earlier that he was ready for something more. His coffee date with Erin Small would fit the bill just perfectly.

He scaled the ornate steps to the high-end coffee barista, already thinking of his long time friend's naked body wrapped around him. She'd taken a seat outside on the patio, although Alex was surprised she wasn't alone. Even more surprising was her company: one of his models.

"Erin!" he said, putting on a wide smile as he made his grand entrance.

Erin was about his age – mid-30s – but still devastatingly beautiful in a mature way that set her apart from the models he normally fucked.

She rose from her seat, pulling her designer sunglasses away from those bright blue eyes of hers. "Alex, darling. So good to see you." They hugged, exchanging cheek-kisses like they were meeting on a sidewalk in Paris.

Alex glanced over her shoulder, where Sarah Ellis stood meekly. For a moment, the blonde reminded him of Alicia, although the younger girl – just a few months beyond her nineteenth birthday, if he remembered correctly – had shorter, curlier hair that didn't quite reach her bare shoulders.

"I didn't realize you two knew one another," he said as Erin pulled away. His smile passed between the two females.

Erin had short, glossy hair the color of sunshine in the morning. It slipped like water through her fingers as she tossed her head back – something she did when she was a little nervous. "We actually met a couple nights ago at the Green Fairy. We were just talking about promotions for that place..."

Alex glanced at Sarah. The pale skin of her sculptured cheeks went red. "Really?" he asked, taking a seat at their table.

"I was just about to leave," the blonde said quietly, making a move for her tiny purse. She was temptingly dressed in a low-rise pair of skinny jeans and an overly tight, sleeveless blouse. One thing that Sarah had that Alicia did not was a pair of tits. She had an hourglass body fit for Maxim – which she'd just been featured in – or Playboy – which she'd soon be featured in if all went according to plan, but she'd need a little help to get there. Alex was always happy to pamper his models.

"Please. Stay, join us," he invited, his eyes dropping briefly into her deep line of cleavage. "You don't mind, do you, Erin?"

"Of course not, Alex," Erin smiled. The club promoter sat down next to him, crossing her legs out before her. She had great legs, Alex thought, and loved to show them off in her short little power suits. Sexy and successful, that was the persona she'd cultivated over the years.

Of course, there were other things he knew her for, all of which were perfect in his horny state-of-mind. As if fate had decided to scoot things along, the first drops of rain left fat spots across the café table. "You know what? I'm suddenly not in the mood for coffee."

He winked at Erin, who glanced quickly at Sarah. "We'll settle our bill and we can get out of here before the rain picks up," she said, smiling coyly.

"You live closest..." Alex said as he stood. "Why don't we stop on over there? Maybe we can have some cocktails?"

"My thoughts exactly. How's that sound, Sarah? You interested?"

The young girl hesitated. Her wide green eyes were so expressive, one of the things he looked for in his models. She chewed a little on her lower lip, finally giving the slightest of nods. "OK," she said meekly, glancing from Erin to Alex and back.

Alex still remembered her "audition," and the way she'd so tentatively sucked him off. It was like he was one of her first. He detected that same shyness here.

"I'll go get the car while you guys pay up."

Alex's cock stiffened up as he jogged back down the stairs to the valet booth. This afternoon was going to be fun.

***

"We don't know much about Alexander Mishin other than the basics. Mishin is his real name; he was born and raised in Moscow, Russia, during the Soviet era. He's 33 years old. It's rumored that his parents were former KGB, but that's pure speculation on the CIA's part. Around the fall of the USSR, they relocated to England, where he spent the rest of his youth growing up."

They were in the briefing room at C.L.O.A.K., Emily and Trey sitting around an otherwise empty conference table.

"Russian mob?" Trey volunteered. "One of the junior KGBs?" In the vacuum formed after the collapse of the communist government, there were plenty of off-shoots formed by ex-KGB.

"Nothing is certain right now. That's what we're trying to ascertain." Trey flinched, thinking about how his wife was getting mixed up in all of this. Emily saw it. "Don't worry, Vincent'll protect her. She'll be pulled at the first sign of danger."

"I appreciate it."

Emily Lester leaned forward and put her hand on his. He glanced up at her, but his eyes never made it to hers. The blouse of her little power suit was as low as her skirt was short. As she reached across the glass-topped conference table, her deeply tanned cleavage spilled out of it. He couldn't help noticing her sexy black bra that her blouse failed to conceal.

Trey cleared his throat, wanting to pull his hand away from Emily's touch but not daring to. "So, um, we don't know his background, we don't know what he's doing with his modeling agency, exactly. What do we know?"

The blonde scrunched her face up cutely and squeezed his hand. Her short, kinky blonde hair and black, plastic framed glasses fit her personality to a tee. "We know he's got a list of agents working in the country."

"What agents?"

"Ours. Or the CIA's, anyway."

"But... the CIA doesn't operate in the country." Even at C.L.O.A.K., the special agents were always flying off to exotic, foreign locations to recover this and that.

"Now you see why this list needs to be retrieved or destroyed. It's dangerous, and to more than just the agents on it."

"If the public learned that the CIA was operating inside the country—"

"Or the FBI. Or the NSA. Or anyone else, really..."

Trey nodded. "How did this happen?"

"That's something else we're trying to figure out," she responded. "Right now, we need to get that list before Mishin moves it."

Trey was used to learning things that most people went their entire lives without fathoming. He'd seen foreign governments topple because of decisions made in this office. But nothing had ever come so close to home. They needed Alicia's help; who was he to say no?

Emily again showed her empathy. "Don't worry, Trey," she said softly. "We'll keep her safe. The plan is to extract her at the first sign of danger."

"OK, so what do you want me to do?"

"Nothing different than what you've been doing. We'll put you in touch with our trainer. And you're going to have to come up with a good excuse to be working late. The next few weeks are going to be grueling."

"OK. And will you keep me updated on this other mission?"



"If all goes according to plan, you'll be helping out on it." Emily winked. Trey felt his life unraveling around him, and things just got more and more confusing.

***

Erin's house was only a fifteen-minute drive away. Which was good since Alex felt like his cock was going to tear through his expensive slacks.

Both women were squeezed into the passenger seat next to him. Erin had immediately gone for the baggy of joints he kept under the sunblind. Sarah seemed hesitant to do more than just sit there nervously until she'd had a few pulls off the joint.

As they pulled down Erin's palm-tree lined road, a smile on his face and a joint hanging from his lips, Alex knew he was in for a good time. "God, isn't she sexy?" Erin asked, running her hand along the younger girl's thigh.

Sarah tensed a bit, but her smile didn't falter and, more importantly, she didn't remove the older woman's hand. Alex agreed with Erin. "She's gorgeous. Did you see her latest spread in Maxim?"

"Of course. Read the interview, too. I loved how she said she was a 'good girl' growing up."

"Hey guys, I'm right here!" she laughed, plucking the joint from Alex's mouth.

"Yeah, some good girl!" Erin laughed, taking the marijuana cigarette from her before she could take her toke. "Here, let me help you with that, honey."

Alex did his best to keep his eye on the road, but his passengers were providing plenty of reasons not to care. With a large drag of pot in her lungs, she leaned into Sarah's lips as though for a kiss. The young blonde yanked her head away, but Erin grasped her head in her hands and pulled her close.

Sarah caught on just as the other woman opened her mouth, passing the sweet smoke from her lungs to the blonde's. There was Sarah Ellis, Maxim's "good girl," getting hot-boxed by Alex's sexy lover.

As they pulled into the driveway, Erin closed the final gap between their mouths, bringing her open mouth to Sarah's in a quick, fervent kiss. The blonde pulled away, but not before feeling the other woman's wet tongue pass between her lips.

It was raining even harder now. "Come on, you two. Let's take this inside before some paparazzi makes a fortune!" He fumbled with the latch on the door, that familiar, fuzzy feeling of being high bringing a grin to his face.

The girls giggled as they got out the other side, racing through the rain up to the front door.

***

Alicia felt the tears welling up long before they began to roll down her cheeks. What had she done? She could still feel Alex's thick cock in her mouth. The salty aftertaste of his cum lingered. She had never done that before – never stepped outside of the bounds of her marriage.

And now she did it for a stupid job?!

If she could do it all over again, she would have walked right out of that office. So she told herself now, as she drove home. It began to rain lightly. How fitting.

"Trey will never know," she said out loud, as though putting a voice to the statement gave it more validity. She'd know. And if she knew, he'd know eventually.

But what's done is done, a quiet, rational voice whispered. The milk has been spilled, might as well enjoy it. Alex had said he'd be in touch in the next couple of days, that he had some jobs in mind for her. Already!

Gabrielle Dubois had done it. "And it's not like I fucked him."

It sounded as false as it was, and she began to cry all over again.

Alicia's phone rang as she pulled into her apartment complex's lot. "Trey?" she answered, seeing her husband's name flash up.

"Hey, sweetheart. How's your day been?"

She felt her throat warble and fought back the knot. "I got a new job," she said with as much enthusiasm she could muster. "A hot shot new agency..."

"Oh yeah? That's great!" He sounded tired. She felt tired. "We should celebrate. But... tonight I need to stay a little late. That OK?"

God, she loved her husband. Even when he couldn't do a thing about it, he asked her if it was OK. She'd been wondering how she was going to approach him. Her emotions were still a mess; maybe a couple more hours would help. Perhaps a hot bath, a glass of wine...



"Yeah, something like that. I'll call when I'm on my way home. I'm sorry, Alicia."

"It's ok. I'll see you later. And Trey? I love you."

"I love you, too."

She almost fell back into a fit of tears as she pulled into her spot. She hurried out of her car, her heels clicking on the slick sidewalk as she held her purse to her brow to keep the rain from her eyes. It was why she didn't see him standing there, at the base of the stairs, until they nearly ran into one another.

"Vince?" she asked. She stopped in the steady drizzle, her make-shift umbrella falling limply to one side. Was this some kind of dream?

"Long time, Alicia..."

***

Erin had offered to fix them all a drink as Sarah and Alex settled onto the covered patio out back. The privacy fence around the yard was enough to keep out the prying eyes of the neighbors, but it still made him wary. Photographers looking for a quick buck were very resourceful individuals.

"I'm sorry I pressured you into coming," Alex said. He didn't mean it, but being a gentleman never hurt. Sarah had fished out a cigarette – straight menthol this time – and took a teasingly slow drag off it. She seemed nervous, fidgeting as she stood at the edge of the patio, just out of the rain, and watched the raindrops make patterns across Erin's pool.

"What makes you think you pressured me?" The young girl put on a brave face. Her blonde hair had grown darker now that it was wet, and her blouse clung to the curves of her upper body. Alex could see the outline of her pink bra through the damp material. "I'm happy that you asked."

"You are one sexy girl, you know that?" the Russian commented. He could practically feel the power radiating around him. He loved that feeling, like he was unstoppable.

"Thanks," she said shyly, blowing smoke into the rain.

"No really. You've got a body that's going to make you a regular in Victoria's Secret." She'd already had a few of those catalogue shoots and he was working on getting her a more permanent gig. "Is that what you want?"

Sarah half turned to him. Even through the bra, he could see her nipples rise. She nodded.

"You know what I want?"

She shot him a look, although it wasn't entirely that of a deer-caught-in-headlights. Her lips curled up at the ends in amusement. "I think I have a pretty good idea." She took one last drag at her cigarette and flicked it out into the pool.

Her fingers went to the top button of her blouse. "Something to do with getting out of these wet clothes?" she giggled, popping it open. Alex licked his lips, scanning the top of the privacy fence once again for guerilla paparazzi.

Sarah peeled her wet shirt off, thrusting her large tits in his direction as she did so. She stood, her already model-tall body towering over his seated form in her strappy, pink sandals.

"You could be a Playmate, my dear," Alex said, leaning back in his chair as unzipping his pants. She unbuttoned her tight jeans and shimmied out of them. Her pink thong matched the bra.

"You could do that?"

"It's already in the works," he winked, pulling out his thick cock. "You have the body for it."

"Thanks to you," she said, cupping her hefty swells. The right strap of her bra fell from her shoulder demurely. "I still haven't thanked you for these."

"There's no time like the present..."

She laughed. "You know, I think these are wet, too," she said, sliding her right hand down into the front of her panties. He watched as her knuckles moved beneath the gossamer material, curling under. She sighed, biting her lip.

When she withdrew her fingers, they glistened with her juices. "Yeah, definitely wet..." Slowly, she brought them to her mouth, slowly sucking each in turn. "Should I take them off, as well?"

"Wouldn't want you to catch a cold," he agreed.

Sarah nodded solemnly as she hooked her thumbs into her thong. Alex licked his lips as she pulled them over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs. Her cleanly shaved pussy was moist, the large folds of her lips swollen and open with arousal. No sooner had the panties hit the patio floor than she was straddling him.

His cock sank easily into her snug, buttery sex.

"Well, well, started the fun without me, I see," Erin said, coming out with a tray of drinks.

"We were just getting out of our wet clothes," Alex smiled, reached up and pulling the cups of Sarah's bra down over her large, buoyant breasts. The soft dusting of freckles covered her tits.

"I see that," Erin smiled, setting the drinks down on the table next to them. She ran her fingers through her short, strawberry blonde locks, slicking it back in a sinfully sassy way, and began to slip out of her clothes.

Erin had a fantastic body, slender and fit from all the hours spent with her personal trainer. She'd always tanned easily, and now that it was summer, her skin was a deep golden brown. "Don't let me interrupt," the club owner smiled, unhooking her lacy Italian bra.

"Have you ever been with another woman?" Alex asked Sarah, who hadn't stopped the exquisite stroke of her pussy along his length. She shook her head. "But you're curious..." Alex could read her like a book.

"Yes..."

Alex glanced at Erin, feeling himself grow even harder inside this blonde's cunt. This afternoon couldn't get better.

The older woman stepped behind the girl, her hands sliding across her heaving chest. "How exciting," she whispered into Sarah's ear, stroking the soft lobe with her tongue. "Want to kiss me?"

Alex felt his balls shudder as Sarah turned her head in Erin's direction, meeting the other woman's lips in a loose, over-the-shoulder kiss. He always loved watching two women make out; he didn't think watching a little girl-on-girl action would ever get old.

Sarah had to tear her mouth away as an orgasm swept through her voluptuous body. Erin gave Alex a coy wink as she stood, turning her back to them as she retrieved a Cosmo from the tray. She'd kept her thong on and her ass looked fantastic – smaller than Sarah's, but there wasn't an ounce of fat on it.

"Want to see the bedroom?" she asked over her shoulder, feeling both sets of eyes on her. She held her hand out to Sarah, helping the shaky girl up off of Alex's lap.

"You're just going to leave me like this?" he asked, pointing to his glistening erection.

Sarah giggled at him as Erin leaned in and whispered, "You can take care of it yourself, but don't be long." With that, she pulled the shy blonde back into the house.

***

"You look good," Vince said, taking the bath towel from Alicia. Even after all these years, it was a thrill to hear him compliment her.

"So do you," she said, pulling her own towel around her shoulders as she moved into the kitchen. "Tea?"

"No thanks, I won't stay long."

She shrugged, putting the kettle on for herself. "So why are you here, Vince? I haven't seen you in five years..."

He looked lost, standing there in his wet clothes. He had gray in his goatee and wrinkles around his tired eyes.

"I had to see you." She'd heard him say it before, countless times, and for a moment, she heard it through the same cocky filter she had gotten so tired of before. But this time, there was a plea to it; a weakness that didn't seem to fit Vincent Silva.

Still, even with the nearly shaved head and his receding hairline, he hadn't changed enough to make her forget. "But why now?"

He sighed. "I don't know. To apologize?"

That drew a sarcastic laugh from the blonde. "You're about five years too late. How's the wife and kids, anyway?"

Vincent gave a little smile that didn't touch his dark eyes. That was more like the man she remembered. "Karen and I are separated. The kids are with her.

"Sorry to hear that." She wasn't, although she hated the way she made it sound: like she was happy it had ended badly. No one deserved that; not even this man.

"I'm married now, you know."

He nodded. "I heard. To some banker?" She nodded, ignoring the hint of derision in his voice. She never thought she'd settle down with someone so conventional, either. "He make you happy?"

"He does, Vince. He does." And yet you just sucked another man's cock...

She looked up at him quickly. Had he seen the flicker of doubt? "I know I shouldn't have just shown up, but... I had to see you." For a moment, Alicia thought he was going to walk up to her. The memory of the way his arms used to cradle her just before they kissed came unbidden to her mind. She blushed.

"You really do look good."

"Thanks." Butterflies took off in her stomach. "What do you want me to say?"

He turned to go, but lingered at the door. "Could I maybe take you out to lunch one of these days?"

"I don't know..." He reached into the inside jacket and removed a business card. "Just in case you change your mind. Call me."

She stood alone a long time, clutching the business card as her tea cooled. She meant to throw it away. Crumpled it up, even. But in the end, she slipped it into the inside pocket of her purse. They had far too much history for her to simply toss it in the garbage.

***

The girls were furiously 69ing each other by the time Alex made it into Erin's bedroom. He'd only been a minute behind them. That didn't take long, he thought, leaning against the doorframe and watching the action.

They were on their sides, Erin's naked back facing the door. Sarah's blonde hair bounced excitedly between her thighs as the other woman returned the favor. Alex's cock stiffened up once again.

He cleared his throat. The girls unraveled, Erin flopping onto her back and staring up at him with her head resting limply on the bed. She kept her legs wide open as they exchanged looks. "I see you didn't take care of yourself, after all." Her bronzed skin practically glowed on her white, satin sheets.

"I was thinking maybe you could help me out," he said, unmoving in the doorway. Sarah looked like a goddess, stretched out languidly behind the other woman. The sinuous roll of her hip and breast were the perfect compliment to Erin's more svelte body. He almost asked them to go back to pleasing one another, but then had a better idea.

"You know, I haven't had a chance to... test run those tits since I bought them." He began to slowly stroke his slippery cock. "Erin, why don't you prepare her for me."

Before Sarah even knew what was going on, she was being pushed onto her back. Erin buried her face between her large, fake breasts, coating the valley with her spit. Alex let his cock led the way, crawling up onto the king-size bed to the girls.

Erin moved up to Sarah's lips, kissing her deeply one last time before whispering, "Enjoy it." With that, she tongued her way back down the model, settling in between her slender thighs.

Alex straddled Sarah's torso, his thick, dark cock coming to rest at last in her cleavage. Sarah knew the name of this game, clutching her full swells in her manicured fingers and pushing the tit-flesh tight around her employer's shaft.

Her brow broke out in a crease as Erin went to work on her clit. Alex watched her carefully as he slid himself along the heated tunnel formed by her breasts. She tilted her head forward to catch the head of his cock in her mouth each time it emerged.

He wasn't going to last long, that much was damn sure. He glanced over his shoulder. Erin had two fingers ramming in and out of Sarah's oily cunt, her tongue bouncing the blonde's pink clit with each pass. The girl arched her back, throwing her chest harder against his cock and balls as she cried out. She dug her head back into the mattress as she came.

Watching her writhe beneath him sent him racing to catch up. His breath caught. His jaw clenched. He reached down and grabbed hold of the model's pale blonde locks, pulling her head back as his cock went off. She screamed as he coated her neck and the underside of her chin in his cum.

Fuck, her tits felt good. He never stopped fucking them, splashing the insides of the voluminous orbs. Cum went everywhere, and as he rolled off the model's limp body, it seemed Erin was determined to taste it all.

"That was hot, you two, but one of you is going to have to recover quickly. It's my turn!" She opened her legs for them, her fingers tracing the landing strip that adorned her neatly shaved pussy like an exclamation point. "Sarah, why don't you come here and eat my pussy..."

Alex watched, exhausted, as Sarah crawled down between the other woman's thighs.

Next chapter: First Assignments
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Chapter 2: First Assignments

"Daniel! I'm glad I could catch you before you headed off to your shoot."

"Ah, hello, Ms. Small." Even over the phone, Erin could imagine the African's wide, friendly smile. "Please thank Mr. Mishin once again for thinking of me for this shoot."

"You're one of his best male models, Daniel. You've always been on my short list."

"So, how can I help you?" There was nothing guarded about the way he said it. That was the great thing about Daniel, he was always up front with you.

"The model you will be working with is new. So I'd… like you to make her feel comfortable…" They'd had this discussion before. The African model wasn't just disarming with Erin, but with everyone, especially the female models he worked with. It's why he was the perfect candidate for the little task she had in mind as she thought of Alicia.

"I can do that, Ms. Small." No matter how many times Erin had asked the man to use her first name, Daniel always reverted back to "Ms. Small." Erin had stopped trying now. "Like the last time?"

The former model thought of the "last time." It had started as a swimsuit shoot on the beach with this young Spanish model that Mishin had recently signed, and ended with Daniel fucking her in the foamy surf. Erin still had the photos from that session.

"Um, no, not quite like last time. But… tease her a little."

"Got it!"

***

"You're being watched. You have three minutes to tell me how many are watching." Emily Lester and Trey Kennedy hadn't even ordered their lunches when she said it, as casually as if she'd been commenting on the weather. "Don't look around so obviously! It's important that they don't know that you know, understand? Gives you some leverage."

Now that she'd mentioned it, the man sitting in the corner kept giving them furtive glances every few seconds. He'd occasionally write something down in a journal that sat next to a half-empty glass of water.

On the second floor balcony, a suspicious looking character glanced down at them over the top of a menu that he didn't seem to put down.

Two men sitting by the window were also looking at their menus, although who does that without speaking for a full three minutes?

"Four," he said when she called time.

"Close." Emily had a wonderful smile. She'd taken him out to lunch with the pretense that she needed to go over some of the training he'd been doing the last few days. It appeared that this was yet another training exercise. "There are seven."

Trey didn't hide his surprise. "Seven?"

"You got the obvious ones. The man in the corner and on the balcony, I assume. And the two looking at their menus. That couple over there has been watching us from the moment they came in." She tossed her sassy blonde hair in the direction of a couple of business-looking types, then smiled back at me. "And of course, you missed your new trainer, although how could you overlook a girl like her?"

"Who?"

"Me," a husky voice whispered, close enough to ruffle the hairs inside his ear.

Trey jumped as the two women laughed. "Trey Kennedy, meet Elizabeth Hawkins. She'll be training you from here on out."

Trey couldn't believe he hadn't noticed the cute redhead until now, although she'd dressed the part for this restaurant of power-lunchers and corporate execs: a slim gray pant-suit that hugged her curves in a no-nonsense, sexy way.

"Hey, Emily. Long time." The two women exchanged a hug, although there wasn't much friendliness between the two of them. Ms. Hawkins turned to Trey and extended her hand.

Then he recognized her. She was the woman in the risqué pictures. She'd tried to infiltrate Mishin's operation and had failed.

Trey stood as he accepted her hand, surprised at how short the gray-eyed surveillance expert was. She couldn't have been an inch taller than 5'2", although she certainly didn't have the body typical of a shorter woman. Trey cursed himself as his eyes drifted down into her freckled cleavage, which spilled over the top of her low-cut blouse. When he forced himself to look back at Elizabeth's pixyish face, she was smirking.

"At least he knows the important things to notice," she quipped, drawing out another shared giggle.

"Liz is one of the best you'll ever work with. You're in good hands."

"You leaving? You haven't even had your lunch."

Emily nodded. "I need to get back to the office. Take care, you two. And Liz, don't kill him on his first day." The two women laughed one more time and then Emily was gone.

"I've worked with countless agents, Trey, and never killed one of them," the short woman said as she took the vacant seat. "But from what I've read, you need a lot of work."

"That bad huh?"

"Bad enough you've earned a trip to Hawaii."

"Hawaii?"

The redhead nodded. "C.L.O.A.K. has a special training facility there. Pack your swim suit, young man, you just won an all expense paid trip to the Aloha State."

"When?"

"We leave tomorrow morning."

"But… I have weekend plans."

Elizabeth gave him a faux-sympathetic frown. "That's terrible! Well, I can let Vincent Silva know you're not interested."

"No!" Not after this past hellish week of training. "It's just… how am I going to explain this vacation to my wife?"

She shrugged. "Tell her it's for business. Tell her it's for that promotion you've been vying for. I don't really care. We'll be gone for at least a week, so whatever it is you tell her, make it good. And Trey, no matter how sunny the sky is out there, this isn't a vacation." And on that ominous note, the waiter finally decided to grace their table.

***

Alicia's first photo shoot with Mishin Inc. came just three quick days after she'd signed the contract. Roy had called to schedule it, explaining that wardrobe and make up would be provided for her on-site. All she needed to do was show up in loose clothing that wouldn't leave lines. That was common practice on many shoots, particularly lingerie and bikini ones where lines were important not to show.

Alicia normally got up with Trey in the mornings, even when she had no jobs that day and no reason to be up so early. She liked spending time with him, even if it was just reading the paper and drinking coffee.

But not this week. She'd been avoiding him this week, still paralyzed with guilt at what she'd done. She knew she had to tell him; she just needed to figure out how. He'd been extremely busy at work as well, vying for some promotion he'd explained absently over a late dinner. He seemed to be under an incredible amount of stress and the last thing she needed to do was add to that. So she delayed, and that was fine for her.

She waited until she heard the front door close before pulling herself out of bed. She hated avoiding him, but until this was all over, it was the path of least resistance.

He'd made enough coffee for her and she fixed herself a cup as she paged through the LA Times, wearing her favorite pair of silk pajamas. The back of today's edition featured a full-page color ad for Le Petite Mort, Gabrielle Dubois' latest scent. And of course, like all her perfumes, the ad prominently featured Gabrielle herself in a long, clingy evening gown.

"I know your secret," Alicia said, setting her coffee down on the supermodel's printed cleavage. She was stunning even in the newsprint's poor ink quality, her characteristic coyness coming through in those pale blue eyes. They looked so good with her glossy, dark hair.

Alicia lingered on the French model's pouting lips. The image came unbidden: Gabrielle on her knees before Alex, his rigid cock sliding in and out of her mouth, glistening wet with her saliva. She was both repulsed and excited.

His bright blue eyes had drunk her up as he loomed over her. So possessive. So dominant. She'd never felt a man flex his will upon her so strongly. And yet she remembered thinking at the time how he was at her mercy. If only for a moment. As powerful as he was, it was her mouth that he was getting off on.

"Was it a hard decision for you?" Alicia asked the printed face. The thing she didn't want to voice – the terrible thought she didn't even want to think about – was that her answer was "no, it wasn't." At the time, it had been pretty easy.

And that scared the shit out of her.

Alicia ducked into the shower, her mind still dwelling on her "show of loyalty." She hated herself for doing what she did, and yet she kept thinking about how exciting it had been. Her emotions were a confused mess of self-loathing, disgust, and unquestionably thrilling eroticism.

She'd been beautiful since she was a little girl and she'd grown used to being looked at. Her long, golden hair and slender body had made her a permanent fixture in the "cool kids" group. She'd been the captain of the cheerleading team. She'd even dated the quarterback. Yet despite the stereotypes, she was never "that kind of girl." She never slept around, never had a one-night stand, and had never, ever done what she did last Monday.

As she soaped her body beneath the hot spray of the shower, a very wicked voice whispered, "But you enjoyed it…" It was an impish thing, that voice, one that had been with her since childhood. It was with her when she first learned to masturbate, and then later when she'd had her first cigarette, her first taste of alcohol, her first joint. It was the naughty voice that balanced out the good girl in her.

The luffah felt good as it glided along her nudity, the soapy scruff sending little electric jolts through her as she passed it over her nipples. They tightened into little points. She set it down, switching to her hands to spread the liquid soap across her curves.

She sighed with pleasure. This ritual had replaced the regular morning one she used to share with Trey. Her hands crept along her flat stomach, down into the juncture between her legs. She brushed across her swollen clit, which had emerged from her hooded sex.

"No," she sighed aloud. First she needed to take care of her necessities. She finished washing her body and moved on to her long hair. She forced herself to think of other things than getting off, like the upcoming photo shoot and what that might be. It wasn't a sunny day, so probably not a bikini shoot – they would have rescheduled that.

Maybe lingerie. Her heart skipped at the thought. She'd only done a couple lingerie shoots, and they always made her feel exposed and vulnerable. But they'd yielded some of her best shots.

Finished with her hair, she moved on to shaving her legs. The last time she'd done a lingerie shoot – something for a local boutique in LA – the photographer had her remove her bra to "put emphasis on the lacy boy-shorts" the client wanted to market. Alicia had been pretty skeptical, almost walking out. She would have, too, had she detected even a glimmer of sleaziness in the photographer's eye. Later on, after the proofs had been returned to her, she was glad she hadn't.

The tall model lathered up her mons, careful not to touch her excited little button, and slowly shaved herself clean. She had full, puffy labia that remained tight-lipped, even when her clit was fully engorged. She liked the clean lines of her pussy and had been shaving herself bare even before it had become all the rage in fashion.

At last, her preparation done, she leaned back on the cool tile wall, yanked the showerhead from its perch, and directed the hard spray directly across her cunt.

"Ngh!" she moaned, her mind blissfully empty but for the sensations of the pulsing nozzle and her playful fingers. That was the way it had always been. When she was with a man, she thought of the man. When she was with herself, she thought of nothing.

She arched her back away from the wall as she peaked, breasts out, rolling her head back along the tiles as she cried out to the ceiling. No one was home, so she let the orgasm tear from her throat. The hot water pushed the pleasure through her like the foamy surf washing down a wide, flat beachfront.

She came down slowly, pulling the showerhead away as the last of the orgasmic tremors passed through her. She flipped the pulsing water back to "spray" and fastened it back up on its clip. Her legs and arms felt rubbery, but also relaxed.

OK, now she could start the day.

***

Vincent waited patiently in the little sidewalk coffee shop. His heart was racing like a school boy's on the first day of class, just after he'd been assigned to sit next to the prettiest girl in the room. He'd gone over Alicia "Kennedy's" file countless times, obsessing over every little detail of her last five years, and still wasn't prepared for that face-to-face meeting he'd had just three short days before.

If anything, she'd grown even more beautiful. Her face had matured from the shy 19-year-old he'd met, fresh into LA with innocent dreams and lofty aspirations.

And you chose him over me… Vincent thought under his breath. The area was heavily mic'ed; he remembered, just before muttering it aloud. He had to stay on guard. For the rest of his life, he had to keep that up.

Vincent saw Alicia before she saw him. She looked much more confident than the girl he'd first met. In a loose, designer dress that showed off her long legs and a pair of oversized Dolce & Gabana shades, she sashayed right by him, pushing swiftly through the doors and into the coffee shop.

On the mornings of her shoots, Alicia had a routine. Vincent had been watching her for the past two weeks and she rarely strayed from it. She came here and purchased an espresso. She sat outside, read the latest issue of Hollywood Reporter, and drank half her coffee with a cigarette. The rest was tossed away.

Tailing her, arranging this meet, was necessary. Vincent would have preferred for her to call him, but she hadn't and since things were already set in motion and time was short, he had to risk it.

Alicia came outside with her little espresso mug in hand and scanned the tables behind her sunglasses. They'd filled every one of them with agents, leaving her no outs. She nearly turned to go back inside when she spotted Vincent, doing a double take.

Her glossy lips parted, but no sound came out. He couldn't read her without seeing her eyes, but did his best to look just as surprised as she must be feeling. He waved weakly as she finally uprooted herself and paced over to him.

"Are you following me?" she accused, sitting down without asking if she could. She had these beautiful cheekbones that looked even better now that her face had matured.

Vincent set the paper that he'd been pretending to read down. "I'm just as surprised as you."

"What are you doing here? Don't you live in the Hills?"

He shook his head. "Not anymore. I moved to Santa Monica when Karen and I…"

"Wife got the house?"

Vincent shrugged. "I didn't exactly make a great case for myself in court." She nodded at that. Good, he thought. If being self-depreciating was the way to her heart, then he was the next Jon Stewart. "You never called."

"You thought I would?" she snapped. Ouch, harsh.

"I don't know, I guess not." Her mouth softened. He wished he could see her behind those glasses. "You don't owe me a thing. I just thought that we could… I don't know, be friends?"

She laughed harshly. This really was a different woman. "That's right, I don't owe you. If anything, it's the other way around." Vincent faked a hurt look, glancing down at his cup of coffee. "I'm sorry, I didn't—"

"Don't worry about it. I deserve it," he cut her off. They sat there awkwardly for a moment.

"Vince, really, I'm sorry." Alicia slipped her dark sunglasses up into her honey blonde hair. Her rich brown eyes were filled with compassion. "I shouldn't have said that." She reached across the table and covered his hand with hers. Her touch was hot. He felt his arm tingle with excited familiarity.

His phone chirped, breaking the spell. Alicia suddenly realized who she was touching, yanking her hand back as though it burned her. But neither of them could deny that it was there, and that something had passed between them.

"Hello?" he answered his phone.

"We got it," the man answered. Vincent nodded, thinking of the photos his team must have captured of this little meeting.

"OK, I understand. I'll be right there." He hung up and sighed. "I'm sorry, Alicia, I need to get going. But… it was really good to see you." This meeting had gone better than he'd imagined it would.

The blonde nodded, still confused at her own emotions. "Um, yeah, me too. Have to go, I mean. Not… well, that, too." She cursed under her breath. "It was nice seeing you, Vincent."

"Call me if you ever want to talk. You still have my number?"

Alicia nodded, her brown eyes betraying the guilty look that she'd kept his card. Quickly, she slipped her large sunglasses back over her face and retrieved a cigarette.

"See you around, Vincent."

"You too, Alicia."

Vincent Silva walked away, hiding his smile.

***

"You've got to be kidding me," Alicia said flatly, looking from the photographer – at least she was a woman but this was still ridiculous – to Alexander Mishin, who'd come out to the shoot himself, to the tall male model.

"It's what the client wants," he said in that barely there Russian accent of his. Monday, he'd been seductive and domineering. Today, he was all business.

"I don't do nudes."

He clucked his tongue in disapproval. The photographer, an attractive Latina that could have been a model herself, looked uncomfortable. She'd most likely shown up thinking this would be a routine shoot, although for Alicia, it was anything but.

Daniel, the other model, had a blank expression on his dark face. He'd been there when she arrived, already dressed in a plush white robe that made his black skin look like midnight.

"That's not what your contract says," Alex replied darkly.

Alicia's mouth went dry. She hadn't read the contract. Certainly hadn't had her agent – former agent, she corrected – read it. What was in there? "And I really can't do them with… him…"

"Alicia, walk with me a moment."

Despite the cloudy day, the location was outdoors – poolside, in fact, in a rented Malibu villa that sat right on the ocean. A friend of hers used to love to come out to Malibu to sun on the beach. They'd walk it, daydreaming about one day being able to actually enter one of the large homes that dotted the coast. And now, here she was.

Alex walked her out the way she'd come, back through the house that was furnished with contemporary nick-knacks more expensive than anything they owned, most likely.

"Do you trust me?" he asked quietly.

Of course, Alicia didn't have an answer for that. Not one he'd like to hear, anyway. This man had forced her to blow him for a job; had made her parade naked down the runway. "Yes." It was the only answer she could give.

He nodded. "What do you see out there?" He pointed to the little roundabout that led into this villa. Three cars were parked out front: her old Toyota Camry, a sporty little Mazda, and a lipstick red Mercedes SLK – Alex's sports car, no doubt, although it seemed a little feminine for the young mogul.

"Um… three parked cars. The Pacific Coast Highway. I don't know. Traffic?" She couldn't quite suppress the attitude that crept into her voice. Did the man want her to admit her car was the shittiest? Was that his point?

"Give me your car keys."

"What?"

"Your car keys. Trust me." There was that demanding tone, tempered by his civilized accent. She did as she was told, as uncertain as she was. He handed her another set of keys, polished silver and emblazoned with the Mercedes symbol. "That's your new car."



"Are you trying to bribe me?"

Alex raised his dark brows. "Bribe you? Of course not, girl. This is a parting gift. You can go down there, get in your new little sports car, and drive out of here without doing a thing. But if you do that, don't bother coming back."

He paused, letting that cold sense of finality sink in. She just stared at the red automobile. It was sexy. And there were other modeling opportunities out there…

"Or you can stay and do this shoot. They're artistic nudes and I promise you, the published photos will show nothing that couldn't be shown on a public billboard. In fact, that's where one of them will run."

When she'd gone into modeling, she'd promised herself one thing: no nudes. Not even artistic ones. Not even ones that suggested nudity. But that was before talk of billboards. That was before Alexander Mishin.

She looked at him and he returned it. There was no tapping of the foot, no checking of the watch. He was patient. Patient because he already knew what she'd say.

"OK. I'll stay. I trust you."

The smile he gave her almost made her turn around and run. "I thought you would. Come, let's get started…"

***

Trey hadn't been this exhausted since he'd left the military. He thought that the drills he'd been put through earlier in the week were bad. Yet despite her small stature, Liz was harder on him than the every CIA trainer he'd ever worked with, combined.

He was sore in places he didn't know could get sore, and all he could think about as he went home was a hot bath. His muscles screamed for it.

Yet despite how brain dead he felt, he had to pack. And somehow deal with Alicia. How was he going to explain missing tomorrow night? They'd been planning it for weeks. Tomorrow would be five years…

He sighed. First, you need to pack. Then deal with that other shit, he told himself. She'd be at her shoot for another few hours. Plenty of time to get his suitcase full and soak in the tub…

***

The male model had a beautiful body. He was tall and toned with rich, ebony skin that smelled like coconut and felt as soft as freshly washed cotton.

And he had a huge cock. It wasn't something Alicia purposefully checked out, but as they posed together, their naked bodies slathered in oil and rubbing against each other, she wasn't about to miss the African model's large endowment.

"I don't want you to think of yourselves as sexual creatures," Isobel, the photographer, explained as she took her first few test shots. "I want you to think of yourselves as innocent babes. Your vulnerability. That's what I want."

Those orders were much harder said than done, particularly when Isobel had Daniel wrap her up in his arms, holding her from behind as he rested his lips on the side of her neck. She could feel the soft flesh of his manhood against her taut backside. Like herself, the man had shaved himself clean and the smooth effect it had on her was surreal.

"Perfect, perfect…" Isobel encouraged in that husky Spanish accent of hers as she clicked away, crouching to get shots from below, standing on a step ladder for shots from above. "Daniel, I want you to cup Alicia's breasts," she ordered as she paced around them, capturing their naked bodies full on.

I'm an innocent babe, Alicia focused her mind on, even as her nipples came alive in the African model's hands. She'd worked with other male models before, but they were typically gay and never naked. She felt Daniel's cock stir against the crack of her ass. Oh God, he was feeling it, too…

"OK, stop, that's good you two. Let's take five…"

Isobel checked her camera, pacing back to the resting area. Alicia and Daniel pulled on their robes, but not before the blonde was able to check out his semi-erect cock. Innocent as a babe, my ass.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to…" The man spoke with a heavy African accent and would probably have been blushing was his skin not the shade of dark chocolate. He ran a large hand across his shaved scalp. Daniel had beautiful, high cheekbones and large, expressive eyes. "You're just… very beautiful." Beu-tee-ful. Too many men with pretty accents in her life, Alicia thought.

"Thank you."

He said no more and the two waited patiently as Isobel swapped her lenses and did whatever else it was photographers do. It wasn't an awkward silence. More like a pleasant one, punctuated by the occasional smile or the shift of a body.

"OK, kids, off with the robes."

It was easier this time, Alicia thought. She kept her eyes on the ocean this time, rather than looking for anyone's particular reaction. It also helped that Alex had left sometime in their last session.

"Let's start with you sitting in that lounger, Daniel. And Alicia, I want you to sit in his lap… no, the other way. Facing him." Alicia felt her body tingle and her sex begin to moisten. Innocence… calm down… "Closer, dears. We're all friends here."

Oh, God… Alicia's mind sighed as she felt Daniel's cock slip across her smooth vulva. His radiant eyes apologized as he began to grow at her touch. Isobel began to click away, giving them instructions as she buzzed about. "Tilt your head, Alicia. Like you're going to kiss him." Or, "Daniel, put one hand on her hips. Yes, like that. And put the other behind her neck. Great! Now hold it."

And so went the rest of the afternoon. At one point, Isobel had them both jump into the pool to get wet, then had Alicia drape her naked self over Daniel's prone, muscular body.

By the time she redressed in the loose clothes she'd worn to the shoot, she was on fire. The morning session with the showerhead felt like years in the past, and she needed to feel her husband's cock or she'd go crazy.

"It was very nice working with you, Daniel."

"The pleasure was all mine." His sing-song intonation had her crawling up the walls of her mind. Her attraction to the man was irrational enough that she could easily keep it at bay, but that didn't do a thing to calm her raging libido.

Neither did her ride home. The red Mercedes sports car purred as she pulled it onto the PCH. Cars and big engines had never been her thing, but as she tore up the LA streets, she began to rethink her tune. She kept the windows down, letting the wind whip her long blonde hair, and jammed her way up through the gears.

When she reached a comfortable cruising speed, Alicia dropped her right hand down between her thighs. She was glad for her short, loose dress and lack of panties.

The model nibbled on her pink tongue lightly as she rubbed her middle finger up and down her soft slit. Her nostrils flared as she sucked in air. She loved that smell of new leather. It reminded her of a pair of pants she owned that always made her feel sexy. And the scent of Vince's leather sofa the first time she'd gone down on him.

Oh God, where had that thought come from?!

Alicia pulled to a stop at a red light just as the slippery bud of her clit emerged. She pushed her head into bucket seat's headrest and sighed through her glossy, parted lips. There… right there…

"Need a hand?"

Alicia's eyes shot open as she looked around in confusion. Some sandy-haired surfer guy was grinning down at her as he hung out the window of a battered looking Jeep. He gave her a wink when their eyes met.

"Um, no… no thanks," Alicia said, her voice wavering.

"Follow me and we'll take care of you." His friend leaned into view and waved.

The light turned green. Alicia gunned it, leaving the two leering guys in a cloud of dust. Thank God for this new car!

She kept her hands to herself for the rest of the ride home, although she had to keep rubbing her thighs together to keep her mind clear. "Oh, thank God!" Her husband's car was in the driveway. It was the first time he'd been home earlier than 7 all fucking week!

***

Alexander Mishin loved his Los Angeles home. Located high up in Beverly Hills, the price tag would have made even his parents' eyes bug out. The mansion had been built by some movie star in the 60s to mimic a Spanish villa and he'd fallen in love with it the moment he saw it.

He could smell her as he passed through the sumptuous living room. Le Petite Mort. The seductive scent was unmistakable. He let his nose lead him out the French doors to the Olympic sized pool that overlooked the Hills.

"Your plane arrived early," Alex said to the bikini-clad female on the lounger. He came up behind her, rubbing her bare shoulders. She glanced up at him, wearing a pair of ridiculously oversized Gucci glasses. Gabrielle always managed to look very French.

"It did, darling. Does this upset you?" Her skin was burning to the touch. He looked down the perfect landscape of her body – a body that had made him millions.

"Of course not. I just was expecting you later on."

"If you have other plans, I can entertain myself."

He crouched behind her, his hands continuing to slowly work her neck and upper shoulders. "Of course not. Let me call and cancel them."

"Ah, you remember your promise to me?" An arched brow rose over her glasses.

He leaned down. "To drop whatever I was doing for you? I'll never forget it." Alex would have liked to tell anyone interested that kissing a supermodel was like kissing your wife, or girlfriend. But it wasn't. He'd never felt lips so soft; never brushed against a tongue so wet. And despite all the women he'd been with, none of them made him gasp and think, "This is Gabrielle Dubois. This is the Gabrielle…"

***

Trey was in the bedroom, packing when Alicia walked in. Damn it, she was early. He looked up when he heard the door, letting her know where he was when she called his name. When she walked in and paused in the doorway, his breath caught. He felt like he hadn't seen her in months. He'd practically forgotten how beautiful she was.

"You're home," she said simply. She tossed her long blond hair back over one shoulder. It was wavy; she'd been driving with the windows down.

"Yeah, packing for my trip." She saw the suitcase open on the bed for the first time.

"You're going somewhere?"

Trey sighed. He could see the hurt in her warm brown irises. "It's for work. I just found out about it today."

"But… the ballet… our night out."

It was their special anniversary. They'd been planning it for months. "I know. And we can reschedule…"

Her mouth tightened. He watched her jaw set as she grinded her teeth. "It's too late for a refund, Trey, the show's tomorrow! And… and… I can't believe this!"

"I'm sorry, honey…" He didn't know what else to say.

Alicia was fuming. She'd come into the room looking frisky, and now he was afraid she was going to slap him. "Don't go."

"Honey…"

"Don't 'honey' me, Trey. I don't want you to go."

"That's not an option. I have to for—"

"For some promotion?! You'd skip our day for some fucking promotion?!" Alicia had to be really steaming to use 'fuck' and right now, she looked like she was about to blow a gasket.

"I have to, Alicia. Please try and understand."

She turned, her high cheekbones and bright eyes looking fierce and defiant. She opened her mouth to say something, to protest, then stopped. She took a deep breath, let it out. She closed her eyes. She shook her head. He'd seen this before. She was regaining her composure.

"Alright," she said quietly. "OK, go if you have to. If it means that much to you, go." She shook her head again, still speaking to the doorframe rather than her husband. "But you're going to make it up to me."

Trey as already nodding his head, thinking just how much he'd need to be making up to her after this month was over, when she reached behind her and unbuttoned the clasp of her dress. "And you can start right now." The loose garment pooled fluidly around her heels and she threw her long, glossy hair back as she thrust her breasts outward. In profile, it looked magnificent.

He just stood there, stunned, a pair of boxer-briefs clutched forgotten in his hands. She turned to him and collected her apple-sized breasts between her long fingers and said, "You need to get more naked, honey. And I better not hear a word of protest." Her bare pussy was already damp and, like his cock, her clit was waiting at attention.

Trey barely had time to pull his shirt up over his head before she was upon him, shoving him back on the bed and practically mauling his face as they kissed.

Alicia's breasts felt warm and wonderful against his chest. It was something he'd marveled at when they first were together; something he'd started to take for granted. Whatever this girl did to keep her skin as baby-soft as it was, she'd kept it up through their marriage.

Together they fought to get him out of his pants. Alicia flipped his leather belt end-over-end into the dresser as he sat up on his elbows and shimmied out of his slacks and boxers. Foreplay wasn't necessary at this stage – it had been too long for both of them.

Alicia lifted herself over him and encircled his hard-on. "Where have you been, Trey?" she moaned as she rolled her hips, caressing his cock's underbelly with her swollen labia. Trey groaned; how could he leave this for his work? How could he let this happen?

His wife rubbed her clit with the crown of his cock, using him like a dildo as she prepared herself. "Trey, I love you, I love you."

She pulled him one last time across her silky skin, then set his rigid cap against her pussy and took him inside. "Ah…" they both gasped. His wife's familiar sex was more slippery than he'd remembered in months. He sank ball-deep in her with only two passes.

Trey opened his eyes at last, languidly stroking her model-perfect body with his eyes. Her tawny skin was already covered in a thin layer of sweat, from the caps of her tender breasts to her slim, flexing thighs. The full lips of her cunt stretched nearly obscenely around his girth, and while he hadn't always been a subscriber of the bald look, the clean lines of her sex made him a lifetime member now.

"God, you feel good, baby," she whispered huskily. She stretched her slender body over him, running her fingers through that luxurious hair. Trey stilled her bouncing tits, squeezing them gently at first, just the way she liked it. "Pinch them, Trey. Harder."

She had nipples that grew long and hard out of her small areola and he learned early in their relationship how sensitive they were. But pinching usually came later in the night, when she was close. "God, yes!" she whimpered as he squeezed the spongy buds. "Harder, baby! Fuck me harder!"

Trey grunted as he jerked up into her, meeting each powerful downward undulation. Their bodies rippled and panted. Alicia came suddenly, tossing her hair as she cried out. "NGH! AH!" She snapped her head and body back quick enough to pull her breasts from his hands, clutching her ankles as her orgasm ravished her.

Somehow, Trey didn't cum, despite all the swelling and ebbing sensations that swirled around his cock. Alicia's breathing was heavy at first, catching each time his erection shifted inside her, sending a mini-tremor through her body. Gradually, it evened out, although she remained bowed backwards over him.

"That was good, honey." Her voice cracked. She sighed heavily. "I needed that." She sat up on him, holding herself up with her outstretched arms on his shoulders. "I really, really needed that." She kissed him lazily, shifting her hips. They both gasped as his cock shifted with her.

Alicia pulled at his shoulder, signaling for him to roll over. She wanted him on top, and somehow, he managed to change positions without pulling out. "You sure you can't stay this weekend? At least for Friday. Maybe fly in Saturday morning?"

"I can't." He began to pump his hips, easing his cock out of her until only the tip was buried in her wetness. "I told you, I can't."

"Ah!" she cried as he stroked back into her. His pelvis clashed with hers. He did it again. Why had Liz and C.L.O.A.K. been so unyielding on that point? It was almost like they knew the importance of tomorrow; like this was yet another test.

He pounded into his wife harder as his thoughts turned to anger. "AH! God, fuck me!" Alicia's voice became strained. She wrapped her long legs around his back, pulling him closer with each thrust.

Had she already been approached by her mysterious handler? Was she aware of how dangerous Mishin was?

"Fuck me! Fuck my brains out!" Alicia tossed her head left and right. Her blonde hair was fanned out across the pillow like a pin-up model. Her eyes were shut as she neared her second orgasm.

Maybe he could still call this all off, before she was sucked in. It wasn't too late, right? The doubt seeped in like poison. He held himself up on arms that burned.

"Cum, baby! I'm so close! Are you?"

"YES!" he shouted. He looked down at her beautiful face, tight and twisted as she came. Would they be able to get her out in time, or would another man one day pay to see her like this? To empty his balls into her smooth cunt?

"AHH!!!" His shout started loud and ended louder. It tore at the back of his throat. His passion was primordial. His orgasm, bestial. His sack smacked against her juice-slick ass, grew tight, and exploded.

"HA! HA!" Alicia hissed as he filled her velvet hole with his seed. She dug her fingernails into his shoulder blades and her heels into his back, clutching him so hard she actually lifted her lithe frame from the sheets. He pumped in and out, just once, throwing all his weight against her. His wife. His beloved.

They didn't speak for a long time after. They hadn't shared such an animalistic fuck since their honeymoon. Both were too hot to cover themselves. Trey thought about grabbing a cigarette then dismissed it.

"Wow," Alicia said at last, her voice scratchy.

"I'm… I don't know what got into me."

Alicia let out a throaty laugh. "Well, whatever it was, you should let it get into you more often."

"I love you, Alicia. I'm sorry about this weekend."

"I love you, too. And I wasn't kidding; you're going to make it up to me."

"I will. I promise. And… we always have the morning."

"Fuck the morning. We have tonight."

Next chapter: Going Out
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Chapter 3: Going Out

"Here's your mission dossier." Liz reached into her carry-on and pulled out an orange folder. The captain had just announced cruising altitude and the two were settled back comfortably in first class.

"This is a mission?" He carefully opened the folder, seeing a picture of himself pasted to the upper left corner of a page. The rest outlined his address, what his job supposedly was, where he lived.

"Training mission, yes." Liz smiled and sipped her vodka tonic through the little stirring straw. "Don't take this the wrong way, but you're a long way from ready for a real mission."

Trey looked down at the files, skimming through them quickly. "But... this is justmyfile," he said, a little confused. The address on there washisaddress. The job that was listed was "Accountant, Bank One." Not his real job, of course, but the one he'd been passing off since joining C.L.O.A.K.

"We didn't want to make it too much of a challenge," the petite redhead giggled. She'd transformed herself for this "mission." Gone was the business suit and severe bun. Her coppery orange hair was gathered back in a bouncing ponytail. It seemed to take years off her age. Not to mention her outfit, a much-more-casual pair of tight jeans, black tank top, and short khaki jacket.

"But you did miss a kind of important detail."

"What?"

She pointed at his name. 'Tom Geffen.' Not Trey Kennedy. "Details, Trey. They're important. Start learning to spot them."

Shit, how could he have missed that? After the photograph, it was the first thing on the dossier. "Anything else I'm missing?" he asked, humbled.

"Well, I'll summarize. You're not married and right now, you're dating me. We've been together for only one month, so we're still in that puppy-dog love, fucking-every-second stage of our relationship."

Trey's face instantly went red. He couldn't do that! "But I'm... married. And—"

"Not this weekend, you're not. This weekend, you and I are lovers." She held out her hand, palm up. "Which reminds me: your ring, please."

Trey's mouth opened and closed like a fish. He didn't know what to say. He suddenly looked at Liz in an entirely knew light. She was definitely a pretty girl, her freckles and pale skin diffusing some of her beauty, disguising it in an innocent cuteness.

She blinked her large grey eyes at him as though to emphasize that adorable quality of her. Then burst out into a hail of laughter. "On paper, Trey, on paper. It's the mission. We need to convince others that we're a couple, while not actuallybeinga couple. When I'm sent into a mob boss's villa pretending to be the rich daughter of a real estate mogul, I'm not actually the rich daughter of a real estate mogul. Got it?"

Trey breathed a sigh of relief. "Who are we fooling, exactly? I mean, how are we going to know if we're successful..."

"Oh, that's the other part of this weekend that I need to brief you on. Tonight, we're staying with my younger sister, Kathy. She's sort of... your litmus test." Trey didn't understand. Liz went on. "We've been competitive since we learned how to crawl. With grades at first, and in sports. Later in boys... Whatever I have, she wants. You understand?"

"I think so." Trey didn't want to come off as stupid, but he still wasn't getting it.



"When I show up with my new boyfriend, if she believes us, she's going to try and steal you from me."

"But... that's so wrong."

Liz smiled cutely and cocked her head to one side. "I guess you could see it that way. I just see it as a little friendly competition."

Trey blinked at the surveillance expert, trying to comprehend a relationship like that. He'd been pretty competitive with his brother, but when it came to relationships, they'd always respected one another. If his own sibling went after Alicia, he'd hardly see that as friendly.

"Anyway, she'll be picking us up at the airport, so we need to get our stories straight."

"Wait, wait... has this happened before?"

"You mean has she slept with one of my boyfriends?" Liz shrugged. "Yeah. When we were living closer, she probably slept with half of them." Trey just stared at her. "I kind of saw it as a compliment. Kath giving approval of them. And... it's not like I was always the victim."

"I can't believe I'm hearing this."

Liz seemed amused at her companion's perplexity. Her grey eyes seemed to dance with it. "Don't like what you see behind the curtains, Trey? If this bothers you, I'd suggest getting out before you see more."

The smile faded, along with the playfulness in her voice. It was replaced by a solemnity that threw Trey off at first. He'd worked with C.L.O.A.K. for close to four years; he'd read and reported on things that had shocked him, but he knew that he'd seen only a little of what really went on.

"Um..." Trey desperately wanted to change the subject. "So you've never been in a serious relationship, have you?"

"Define serious." The playfulness returned.

"You've never been in love."

She laughed. "Define love."

Trey rolled his eyes. Now she was just playing word games with him. "I wouldn't have to if you've ever experienced it. But one day, a guy will come along that you won't want your sister to sleep with. And then, you'll understand..." The line came off sounding cheesy, but he stuck by it.

They studied each other like two strange animals meeting in the wild. Neither could figure the other out. A flight attendant came around to take their drink orders, finally breaking up the stare down. Trey immersed himself in his fake-not-so-fake life as Liz stared out the little circular window, thinking about who-knows-what.

***

Alicia's morning "routine" in the shower didn't leave her satisfied. Since her photo shoot the day before, she felt like she had an itch she just couldn't scratch. Not last night's fucking session with Trey, nor the continuation this morning.

Part of it was frustration. That was for sure. Her husband was going away on business on the fifth anniversary of their first date. Of course, he couldn't know just how important the day was for Alicia. For her, today also marked the day she'd broken it off with Vince Silva for good.

The blonde would never forget that day. Until that moment, she'd been living her dream. She was young and beautiful, just breaking into the world of modeling, dating a successful older man. The future, which had been so frightening to her when she made the decision to drop out of school and move to LA, was suddenly so much brighter.

Then the bomb dropped. Vince was married! Not only that, but he had two kids. She suddenly went from the girl-in-love to the "other woman." She should have called it off the second she discovered it, but she was young and naïve. She actually believed that Vince loved her – that he planned on leaving his wife for her.

It was only when she spotted him with his kids, one Saturday afternoon at the movies, that she knew it would never work. She'd never felt so low. And then, out of the blue, Trey walked into her life.

Only now, it seemed like he was walking out again. Despite the carnality of last night, she'd never felt so distant from him. They should have been happy: he was in line for some promotion; she'd just been signed to a major agency. And yet neither of them seemed it. And now, he was gone.

Alicia turned over the crumpled business card, flipping it over and over in her long fingers. Her stomach felt light every time Vincent Silva's name came into focus. She should have thrown this thing away, but she hadn't. Truth was, she was curious. A lot could happen in five years. What had happened to Vince? Had he changed?

"Alicia?" his voice asked uncertainly after three long rings off her mobile. She'd planned on calling and hanging up, not counting on Caller ID to give her away.

"Um, hey Vince." She felt like she'd just stepped in front of an audience and forgotten her pants.

"You called!" his surprise made him sound even more pathetic. This really was a different man than the one she'd known five years before.

"I guess I did." She closed her eyes and suppressed her smile, even though he couldn't have seen it. Each line was followed by an awkward pause, as though both of them were unsure how to proceed.

"So what's up?"

"If I asked you out to dinner – as a friend – would you respect that?" Oh God, was she really doing this? She rushed on. "It's just that I have two tickets to the Baryshnikov tonight and Trey is out of town and I'd hate for them to go to waste." She had to pause to take a breath.

"Yes, absolutely. I'd love to go."

"As a friend."

"Of course. That's all I want. I promise."

Alicia felt her heart thumping against the inside of her chest. "Um, ok, great. Pick me up at eight?"

***

Trey and Liz touched down in Honolulu around 3 o'clock local time and were greeted at baggage claim by the redhead's perky, younger sister. Like Liz, Kathy was petite and freckled, although where the surveillance specialist had shiny red hair, her sister's was dark brown, highlighted with textures of lighter browns, coppers, and blondes.

She also had larger breasts that practically overwhelmed her lime green halter-top. Trey had to force his eyes up to her face, where she smiled in that same, mischievous way as her sister.

"Lizzy! It's been too long!" The brunette nearly smothered her sister, giving her a bear hug that immediately sent some lewd thoughts through Trey's hyper-sexed mind. "And this must be Tom."

Trey almost corrected her when Liz cut in, "Keep your hands off this one, Kath. Tom's special!" 'Tom,' right. His cover name. Kathy's grey eyes glittered with playfulness – she didn't appear to have caught his slip.

"He certainly looks special, doesn't he, sis? You two already planning on making a bunch of red-haired babies?"

Liz shoved her sister and laughed. "You know that I'm saving myself for marriage," she said sarcastically.

Kathy hadn't taken her eyes from her sister's "boyfriend." "Don't worry, not everyone in the family's a prude."

Trey looked a little uncomfortable, glancing at Liz. "Come on, take us to your car before Tom decides to jump back on the plane and head home."

Kathy gave Trey a wink, then turned on her corked heels and led them to the parking garage. He looked at Liz, who smiled and winked, mouthing, "Doing good so far."

***

Kathy lived in a large beach house about three hours south of the city. Trey spent most of the trip staring out the window, watching Hawaii's coastline slide by. The sun sparkled across some of the bluest water he'd ever seen. It reminded him of his first days in the military, which in turn reminded him of what today was.

The sisters chattered in the front of Kathy's silver convertible. They hadn't seen one another in a couple months, ever since Kathy moved out here permanently. Apparently, the house was owned by their parents, who'd passed away when they were younger.

And from the looks of the "beach house," their parents had been pretty wealthy. The flagstone paved driveway circled around the bronze, inactive fountain of a mermaid sprawled out on some rocks. Terracotta tiled steps and a pair of etched glass doors marked the entrance of what Trey would consider an "estate" over a mere house, something he was used to seeing in Beverly Hills. Beach houses, to him, were small, shingled homes that dotted the coast of Cape Cod, not this winged extravagance.

"Why did I ever let you claim this place?" the redhead said as she hopped out of the convertible.

"Because you're the stupider sister." The two short girls pushed and shoved one another like a couple of kids as they walked up to the front door.

"Come on, let's get your things inside, get dressed, and grab something to eat!" Trey's stomach grumbled. He couldn't agree more.

The interior of the home was airy and spacious, huge windows let in the sun and a view of a white sandy beach dotted with palm trees. Trey looked at Liz, raising his eyebrows to show how impressed he was. "Whydidyou let her take this place?" he mumbled.

She tapped him affectionately on the nose and smiled. "And give up my job? And leave you?" She giggled. "Come on, let me show youourroom." He'd nearly forgotten about their ruse and he hadn't considered the lodging situation. Of course they'd be expected to sleep together.

***

Alicia's stomach fluttered when she heard the hard knock at her front door. She checked her reflection one last time. The cream-colored evening gown had been intended for her husband's eyes, but it wasn't so scandalous that she couldn't wear it anyway.

She spun around, looking at the way the silky material molded to her backside. "OK, so maybe a little scandalous," she giggled. From the front, the dress hung loosely from a high, haltered neck; but from behind, it swept low and backless, gathering loosely at her waist in an uneven – and quite short – hem.

She'd gathered in blond hair up into a fancy twist to give her bare back even more impact. When she turned quickly like that, the effect was even more dramatic. "Going to have to watch that," she said to herself as the side of a pert breast peaked out around the loose front.

Good thing she'd started drinking, she thought, placing her empty wine glass on the nightstand. She probably would have changed outfits a long time ago. Maybe called the whole thing off.

The knock came again, just as firm. Too late to now. She took a deep breath to steady her nerves, grabbed her purse, and headed for the door.

"Wow," Vincent said, standing open-mouthed in the doorway. Alicia blushed. She couldn't help it. She knew that she was a married woman, that this was just an outing with an old "friend," but she couldn't help feeling the first-date jitters. And looking at Vincent in his tuxedo brought back some powerful memories.

"Ready?" she asked, composing herself quickly. Watching her old boyfriend struggle to keep his eyes on her face was making the situation worse. She felt her nipples harden, positive that they were quite visible through the thin silk. He seemed to not hear her. She rolled her eyes playfully and shouldered past him. "Come on, let's get a move on."

Alicia felt his eyes follow her as she walked to the stairs, her heels echoing on the landing. She smiled a little, wondering what reaction her backless gown had on him, or the shortness of the hem? She felt warmth between her thighs.Get yourself under control, girl!

She decided to keep her mind on Trey, but no sooner had she thought about her husband than her anger began to boil. She'd planned the whole night out: dinner at LA Prime, the ballet, a room at the Hilton. They'd celebrated the "first date" night every year (although she'd never managed to tell him the real significance of the day), and this night, their fifth, was meant to be over the top. Only now, it seemed like Trey's career had gotten in the way...

"Something wrong?" Vincent asked as he drove them to dinner.

She laughed a little. Here she was, sitting in the car of a former lover – one Trey didn't even know about – going on what would be seen to anyone else as a date, and she'd found some way to blame that on Trey. She hated it when she saw other women do that and she hated herself for it now.

"No, just... I don't want you to get the wrong impression, Vince. Things are different. I love my husband—"

"You don't have to keep saying that. I know it. And I know I missed my chance. I'm just glad we can be friends."

She shook her head in disbelief, but left it at that. Was this really the same man? Was he really this genuine? She wanted to believe it, but...

"This is incredible, Alicia!" Vincent said as they walked into the rooftop restaurant. The view of downtown LA at dusk was breathtaking. Sure it was a mish-mash of office buildings in a sea of smog, but that didn't diminish the sunset.

Trey would have loved it.

That sad pall fell across her as they were seated. This time, Vincent didn't ask and she was grateful. Instead, they spent a good part of the meal catching up on the past five years.

They danced around Vincent's divorce – and anything that brought up their painful history. He talked about the movie projects he'd been involved with. They talked about silly things like celebrity gossip and rumored Hollywood projects. She excitedly told him about Mishin Inc. – realizing for the first time that she hadn't had anyone to really gush to about the signing.

"It's like a dream-come-true! Alexander Mishin is like the golden boy of the modeling scene right now."

Vincent nodded. "I've heard the name. That's fantastic. I think that deserves another round of wine." She'd already had two glasses in addition to the ones she'd downed before he even showed up, but that didn't stop her from heartily agreeing. "So when's your next shoot?"

"I'm not sure about the next shoot, but I have a runway show Sunday."

When the wine came, he toasted her. "From the moment I saw you, I knew this day would come. Cheers, Alicia." He sounded sad, lost in his own nostalgia.

"How are things, Vince?" When she asked it, they both knew it wasn't just about his career. They'd left the silly questions behind.

"They could be better. Karen and I..." He shook his head. "It was over long before the ink was dry. But you know that."

She blushed at the first mention of their love affair that evening. "Are things... friendly?"

He laughed, although she could tell the wound was deep. "I wouldn't say friendly, but I can see the kids now. They're taking it better than I could hope."

It was weird, thinking about him with kids. For the majority of the time they'd been together, she never even knew about them. He didn't strike her as a "father."

"She's planning on moving to New York. Taking the kids with her."

Alicia nodded. She was beginning to understand why he suddenly showed up on her doorstep. Was Vincent Silva, playboy extraordinaire, feeling lonely? "And how do you feel about that?"

He shrugged. "I'm the one who screwed up, and she's a better parent than I. It just... sucks." He laughed at the word and Alicia had to smile at that. "I just wish things had turned out differently."

"You would have stayed with her?"

He looked up at her, his dark eyes filled with emotion. "Not with her..." Her stomach fluttered. They were quiet for a long time, although it wasn't exactly an uncomfortable moment. The check arrived and the blonde sighed. It was a shame to spoil such a wonderful dinner on that note.

Vincent paid it, despite her protests. He came around to her side and pulled her chair back like a gentlemen. As she stood, she brushed her hand along his chest and kissed him softly on the cheek. "Thanks for a wonderful evening." She didn't know why she did that, but it just felt like the right thing to do.

And as she stood, she felt the rush of alcohol run along her slender body. He held her eyes, staring down at her. It would have been the most natural thing in the world for him to put his arms on her hips, to bend down, and kiss her over one shoulder. But he didn't do that. He stepped away and let her by. "The evening has just begun. We have Baryshnikov's masterpiece yet."

***

"Just pretend you're on a date," Sarah Ellis reminded herself as she straightened up in the swanky bar's restroom. It had been Erin's advice to her earlier that day, when she tried to get out of it.

She locked the door and fumbled with her purse. She tried to ignore the fat envelope filled with money; the one her date – a hot-shot producer who went by the name of Carlos – had handed her as he slid into their booth. Half of that money was hers and in the morning, she'd take comfort in that. But right now, it was freaking her the fuck out!



The 19-year-old quickly laid out a line of coke on the countertop, brushing her blonde hair back behind her ears before rolling up a twenty-dollar bill. Erin had also given her the white powder to help her get through the evening. She'd done it at a few parties with her model friends, but this was the first time she'd done it alone.

She didn't hesitate. All it took was the thought of the handsome stranger waiting in their booth and she eagerly snorted the line. She needed all the confidence she could muster – even the chemical kind.

Carlos had been pretty gah-gah over her. That helped. He kept talking about seeing her in Maxim and Victoria's Secret, and how he couldn't believe they were on a date. That was the kind of escort Erin provided – the kind that only a lot of money could buy.

Sarah shivered at the thought of being called an "escort." It was so against the good girl she'd been raised as – then again, she was a long way from her small town in Indiana. The thought of this man paying to have sex with her was more thrilling than she'd expected it to be.

Before exiting the bathroom, she quickly reached under her short skirt and pulled off her thong. She'd give him a little gift, a hint at things to come...

***

"To Hawai-EE!" Liz squealed as she threw back her fourth shot of tequila of the night. They'd gone straight from a light dinner (too light for this much drinking) to the clubs, and while she put on a front of having a blast – when tequila was involved, it was never much of a front – inwardly, she knew she was too old for this.

"How you doing?" she asked Trey, nudging him roughly with an elbow. He looked pretty rough. His pale face was sweaty, catching the blue and red laser lights of the disco floor in a very unflattering way. Then again, she could practically see two of him, so maybe it was her.

"I'm going to be a mess tomorrow!" he yelled, barely audible over the thumping bass.

"You'll survive. Come on, let's dance!" Kathy said, grabbing Trey's hand and yanking him out onto the dance floor. Where did that girl get all her energy? The redhead chuckled and turned to the bar, buying a bottle of water and putting it on her sister's tab.

Liz leaned heavily on the bar and regarded the crowd. She felt good. Swimmy, but good. Kathy was doing her thing, grinding her little body against Trey like a stripper on a dance pole.

He's not a bad looking guy, she thought. The water tasted heavenly. Redheaded guys didn't have the same mystique as redheaded women, but Trey seemed different. He was a nice guy, although not really in the dweeby way most analysts she knew were. There was a passion that was there, buried deep down. Probably what won him a girl like his wife. And ambition, too, although she figured he was just realizing it was there himself.

"And you're never gonna get into the field, my friend," she muttered, pushing herself off the bar. She didn't care what kind of deal he'd made with Vincent; analystsnevermade that transition. Not successfully, anyway. He was being played for his wife and Liz was helping that along. She didn't like it any more than she liked her boss.

Fresh air hit her as she pushed out the door into the Hawaii night. She could smell the hint of sea salt in her nostrils and breathed it in even harder. She loved it out here; it was one of the main reasons she'd insisted on locating the C.L.O.A.K. training facility so far from LA. It gave the agents a time to relax, to focus on what needed to be done without distractions.

Liz flipped open her phone. It was getting on two in the morning. The ballet would just be getting out. She hit speed dial and let it ring twice, then hung up. Thirty seconds later, her own phone rang.

"Looks like tomorrow will be rainy. Should I bring an umbrella?" she asked without a hello.

"I heard sunshine." Liz breathed a sigh of relief. "Sunshine." All was going according to plan.

"Are you secure?"

"Of course," the voice sounded impatient. "I wouldn't call otherwise."

"I'm sorry. I've had a little to drink." As if to prove her point to herself, she wobbled a little in her tall heels, steadying herself on the railing of the club's balcony.

"Have you taken care of his phone?"

"Battery dead. Yes." She'd switched out Trey's completely charged phone battery with a drained one when he wasn't looking. "He won't be calling home tonight. You shouldn't be interrupted." She still hated herself for being party to this.

"Good."

"Has phase 2 begun yet?"

"Not yet. But soon. And you?"

"My sister can't seem to help herself. She's practically fucking him on the dance floor."

"And you think that will translate into the bedroom?"

Again, she felt disgusted. "I think so. I don't know. She's making a pretty tempting argument." Kathy's club wear consisted of one of the lowest-sitting jeans Liz had ever seen, coupled with a sequin-lined halter top that left her back and midriff tantalizingly bare. Trey couldn't take his eyes off her.

"Keep us posted. Check in tomorrow." The phone went dead with no further salutation. Liz flipped it shut, finished off the last of her water, and then reopened it.

***

Carlos did as he was told, practically tearing his clothes off as his "date" freshened up in the bathroom. Sarah had reserved a suite at the Hilton, a far cry from the cheap motel he'd been envisioning when he set this up last week.

His cock was rock solid as he thought about what was about to happen. He'd fucked a few B-list actresses in his time, but he was modest enough to admit that the model he'd just finished dinner with was out of his league. Then a friend of a friend introduced him to Erin Small and the madam had made his wildest dream come true.

This was the second "date" he'd gone on through; his first had been fantastic, the call-girl was classy and smart and did everything just right, but she'd been a call-girl. When Erin inquired if he was interested in something a bit more exclusive, he jumped at the chance.

Tonight had floored him. Sarah was incredible. In addition to being the blonde bombshell right off the glossy pages of her lad's magazines, she turned out to be an incredibly sweet girl. When they talked about her background, where she grew up, what brought her to LA, he found himself stuck to every word. She was the girl-next-door. She exceeded his wildest dreams.

"I see you can follow directions," Sarah said, interrupting his thoughts as she sashayed into the room. "I like that." She giggled at his open-mouthed reaction to her outfit: a bra and panty set of black lace that contrasted wickedly with her creamy skin. She spun, giving him a glimpse at the way the boy-shorts clung to the firm cheeks of her buttocks and the imprints of her gluteal dimples, low on her back.

This was the outfit she'd worn for her Maxim spread, from the lacy push-up bra to the open-toed stilettos. Even her belly piercing was the same: a string of colorless stones that matched those that dangled from her ears.

She posed for him in the doorframe, one arm raised above her, the other resting on her cocked hip. "Ready to fuck the Hometown Hottie?"

Carlos's mouth went dry. Was this really happening? And when was he going to wake up? He nodded quickly.

Her full, glossy lips curled up in a devilish smile. "Tell me, Carlos, have you masturbated to my pictures?" His heart skipped a beat. He nodded again. She seemed to unravel from her pose in the doorframe, like she was stepping out of a magazine, and slowly sauntered toward the bed. "Show me," she whispered huskily.

Carlos's hand automatically started to stroke his cock. He'd do anything to please this girl – no, this woman. She licked her lips as her eyes drifted down to his member. Good girl or not, this blonde wanted cock.

She crawled onto the bed. His eyes zeroed in on the deep crease formed between her tits. When he shifted back to her face, she looked amused. "Want to see them?" she asked as she edged in between his legs, bringing her just a foot from his jacking hand. "Want tofuckthem?"

"Oh God..." he groaned, feeling his balls shiver.

The blonde inched forward. A bead of pre-cum formed on the tip of his cock. Sarah lapped it off. Carlos closed his eyes as he felt his orgasm rise. Her wet mouth descended over him, her swirling mouth quickly shoving him over the edge. She swallowed his cum like a pro, tugging at his balls to get it all out.

When he was spent, she pulled back, sitting on her shapely haunches, and wiped her mouth. "Delicious. I may be a good girl, but I've always loved that taste." If she kept talking like that, it wouldn't be long before he was ready to go again.

"I have a little present for you." She reached into the cup of her bra and drew out a tiny blue pill. "Actually, it's kind of a present for the both of us."

"Oh, that's not necessary," he said as she placed the Viagra tablet on her tongue. He'd never needed help to keep it up with a girl before, and there was no way in hell Sarah was going to be any kind of exception. But as she leaned forward and planted her mouth against his, he was forced to accept it.

"You have no idea what kind of night you're in for," she winked, leaning back once again. She reached behind her back, thrusting her chest forward as she popped the clasp. Her tits looked huge on her slim build, although whoever did them did a very good job.

Sarah pushed him back with her fingertips, then crawled up along his body. Her skin was smooth and warm where they touched. She dragged her breasts along him, letting her hard nipples scratch their slow path up. "I've been horny all night long. It's my turn for a little fun..."

She shimmied out of the lacy panties as she moved higher up his chest. He felt her silky wetness as it passed along his semi-erect member, making a damp trail across his stomach and chest.

"I like to both give and receive, remember?" she winked as she settled on his face, her lithe thighs clamping on either side of his head. It was a quote from her magazine interview, one that he'd read and re-read again and again. At the time, he fantasized about giving. Now it was actually happening! A thrill shot through his body as he bent his neck forward and ran his tongue across her clean-shaven pussy.

"Yes!" she cried, grinding her clit down onto his lips. He curled his arms under her thighs, groping at the taut swell of her ass. He felt her muscles flexing as she rode his face. Her moans gave his cock new life.

"Fuck, baby, so good!" She leaned backwards, resting one arm on the bed as the other circled his bouncing erection, still wet with her saliva. She jerked him in time with her hips, giving him the best handjob of his young life. "Ngh! Cumming!"

Sarah crushed him between her thighs, drowning his mouth and nostrils in soft, quivering flesh. The blonde didn't wait for her body to recover from her orgasm. Still half delirious, she swiftly moved back down his body. His cock slipped easily into her snug sex.

"God, I love cock," she cried, kissing him on the lips. Her breasts felt full and warm as they pressed into him.

"Well, you have mine as long as the night lasts."

"Mmm..." she smiled, a lock of blonde hair falling across her face. "Don't worry, I plan on putting it to good use."

***

Trey's ears were ringing. It had been that way since they'd left the last and final club of the evening. He smelled like booze and cigarettes and sweat; the tinny music off the cab's radio sounded flat and far away.

He rocked his head back and looked out the back of the cab, upside down. The stars were so bright out here. The air so clean.

"Fuck, I'm drunk!" Liz said, rolling the windows down and shouting her proclamation to the Hawaiian night.

Her sister giggled on the other side of Trey. She'd been flirting with him all night. The fact that she was probably only doing it because she thought he was Liz's didn't really bother him. He was married, so this was only sightseeing, anyway. What did it matter if this particular sight was an attractive, freckled brunette that liked to rub her taut young ass against him as she danced?

When they pulled up to the palatial beach house, Liz slipped out first, throwing a bunch of bills into the front of the cab. As Trey moved to follow, he felt Kathy's hand on the inside of her thigh. She slid it up against his crotch, where he immediately began to stiffen.

She brought her lips right up against his ear and whispered, "You know, my sister's about to pass out. I've seen this before. I know you're able, but are you willing?" She nipped at his earlobe.

Color flooded Trey's face. He wriggled away from her, jumping out of the car and quickly adjusting himself. Liz gave him a little smile, seeing the action. Maybe she wasn't as drunk as she was claiming to be...

Kathy giggled behind him as he stumbled toward the door. He needed to get to bed. He suddenly felt very tired. This whole day had been too much. And to make matters worse, his phone had somehow run out of batteries. Alicia was going to kill him.

There was no getting ready for bed. They hadn't even unpacked and Trey was in no shape to go rooting through his stuff for a toothbrush. He followed his "girlfriend" into their bedroom, where she'd flopped down onto the bed and thrown off her heels.

"My feet are killing me!" She said, beginning to rub them. The redhead was wearing a pretty short skirt and tank top combo, and as she crossed her legs, the skirt rode up her thighs. Trey couldn't help himself, his eyes zeroing in on the shadow between her legs.

To snap himself out of it, he sat down beside her and took her foot into his hand. He used to do this with Alicia when they had gone out dancing – that felt like so long ago.

Liz seemed hesitant at first. Guarded. She'd flirted and acted like his girlfriend all evening that the distance seemed strange now. At first, even insulting. "Come on, let me help."

He pulled her foot up into his lap and rolled his thumbs along her arches. She had such little feet, he thought, but then again, she was little herself.

"You have fun?" she asked, reluctantly letting him continue. She sat back on the bed, resting her unworked foot on the ground. Trey made sure to keep his eyes either on her foot, or on her face.

"Yeah. And I think we were pretty successful in convincing Kathy."

"Mm... yeah, maybe. She's a pretty big flirt. What did she say to you in the cab?" Trey related what it was and was surprised to see her jaw set. That wasn't jealousy, was it? Maybe this competition thing went both ways... "You want to fuck her? I won't tell anyone if you do. I'm sure she's out there, waiting."

Yeah, she was jealous! Trey blinked, unsure of what was going on. "No!" he whisper-shouted, worried that Kathy might be listening outside. "I didn't say that at all."

"Then do you want to fuck me?" Her smile was playful as she cocked an auburn brow. She shifted her foot forward, digging her toes into the seat of his pants. "Mm... who's that for? Kath? Or me?"

He pushed her off and stood so fast that all the blood rushed to his head. He nearly passed out. What kind of surreal world had he stepped into here?

He blinked, his vision widening from the funnel he'd been in. And she was there, standing right up against him. Staring up at him with those swimming grey eyes. And right now, they were swimming with lust.

"No one needs to know, Trey," she whispered, her parted lips hovering just under his. Her freckles were cute, offsetting that sultry mouth.

His mind warred. Go, stay, kiss, run! She smelled good. Some kind of spicy perfume. And her lips were moist. Kissable. Get out! Do it! Go! Like a roulette table, his thoughts spun and spun. Settling on... on...

Before he could slow his thoughts down, she reached behind his head and pulled his mouth against hers. Their tongues swarmed and devoured one another with a surprising, fresh passion he hadn't had in many, many years.

As quickly as the storm came, it was gone. Liz backed away and giggled. "You're a good kisser, my 'boyfriend.'"

She coyly turned her back on Trey. "There are some extra sheets in the closet. The sofa's pretty comfortable, supposedly." She waved her hand about, encompassing the off-white sleeper sofa under the window and the bank of closets next to the door. "Or," she said, looking over her shoulder at me, "we can share the bed, but I warn you, I sleep in the nude."

With that, she pulled her tank top over her head and tossed it to the floor. She hadn't worn a bra all night – something Trey had definitely noticed – and now, he could see the pale slopes of those wonderfully full breasts on either side of her slender torso. The little wrap skirt went next, leaving her naked but for her g-string. He managed to look away before she doffed that article, too.

Women, he muttered. First his wife acting crazy the night before, then these two sisters. He groped around for a sheet to cover him and threw himself onto the sofa. It was lumpy and smelled a little of mildew, but it would do. There was no way he was crawling into that bed. Now, if sleep would only come quicker...

***

"What are you doing, girl?" Alicia asked as waited for Vincent to return from the bathroom. They'd moved from the ballet to a swanky lounge named Pop, just a few blocks from her apartment complex. She'd passed it nearly every day and had never been in. When Vincent suggested they check it out, it seemed like a great idea at the time.

Two cosmos into the evening and she had to admit that she hadn't had this much fun in a while. She had a few friends in LA, but she spent most of the time with her husband and they'd stopped going out for drinks years ago.

Also, true to his word, Vincent didn't try anything inappropriate with her. Not that he really had to. Just being around him sent her back to her first few months in LA. Like then, it felt like everything had a fresh coating of gloss on it.

The ballet had been even more magical than she'd read in the reviews. As they left, it was strange to talk to a man who shared her love for Baryshnikov. Trey was a wonderful man and had been patient enough to take her to the ballet in the past, but it was for her. She'd forgotten that Vincent actually enjoyed it.

She checked her phone as she waited for him. 12:30 and no message from Trey. On their night. It must have been late in Hawaii. Had he forgotten to call? Or was he still out?

A sharp jolt of jealousy tingled through her. Her husband wasn't capable of having an affair, right? And how did that tickle of doubt get there? She'd never had it before. Maybe it was her own guilt...

Alicia glanced again at the restrooms. Where was Vincent? Left alone, reason began to creep into her. She shouldn't have accepted his invitation for drinks. She should have ended the evening on a high note. Now... now, she didn't trust herself.

She glanced at the bartender. He was busy shaking up someone else's drink. She could just leave some cash on the counter. She could do that really quickly and get out of there...

"Sorry that took so long. Got a call on my way there," Vincent said, returning.

Alicia sighed. Too late.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

She shrugged. "I don't know. Trey hasn't called yet is all. And... tonight was supposed to be special."

"I'm sure there's a perfectly reasonable explanation. Maybe his phone ran out of batteries. Did he pack a charger?"

Alicia laughed, her mood lightened by this strange new Vincent. "You really are different, you know that?"

"A nasty divorce'll do that to you." It was good that he could joke about it.

"So what happened?" It was a question she wouldn't have been comfortable asking earlier in the night. Even now, she couldn't believe it came out of her mouth, but there it was.



Vincent shrugged. "You?"

Alicia stared at him, a little confused, but not enough that her pulse didn't quicken. Had she misheard?

"Jesus, I'm drunk. I shouldn't have said that." He ran his hand across his scalp. He looked good with his hair cut short like that. More distinguished, somehow. "I swear I'm not coming on to you, it's just that... I was never the same after we broke up. When you were gone, I realized what I'd lost."

She felt weak in the knees. Was she swooning? She thought she was one of those women that didn't do that kind of thing... Still, she liked hearing it. "Go on," she said flirtatiously. Warning bells were going off in her head, but she ignored them.

"You're the complete package. Not only are you drop-dead gorgeous, but you're smart and funny. You love to do things like go the museums and the ballet, and... I think I realized I was falling in love with you."

Wow. Bombshell. She had to catch herself on the bar top.Nowshe was swooning. "Um... I..."

"Don't know what to say?" he finished for her. "Don't say anything. It's in the past."

She tossed back her Cosmo once she had confidence that she could stand on her own. "Another, miss?" the bartender asked. Of course he'd show up now, Alicia thought.

"No thanks. I think I've had one too many."

Vincent nodded at him. "I'll pay my tab now." The bartender nodded and retreated. "I guess that's why I had to see you. I had to get that off my chest."

"Feel better?" she asked, still feeling shell-shocked.

He laughed. "I do, actually. It's a lot to get off my chest." He looked down at her, reaching out to rub her bare arms. Her skin shivered as goose bumps formed at his touch. "Don't worry, you're married. I know. I'm not going to—"

Alicia surprised them both by leaning forward and kissing him hard on the lips. Even with her height and her heels, she had to pull him down into her. It was a thrilling feeling. Their mouths opened to one another, their tongues danced. Even after five years, he felt familiar.

"What was that for?" he asked when she stepped away. He was breathless; her chest was heaving.

"For the past," she said coyly. "Thanks for this evening, Vince... It was good seeing you." She nodded, unable to help herself from smiling.

"Can I drive you home?"

"You better not. I can walk from here." She picked up her purse and turned to the door. "See you around."

She felt giddy as she stepped out in the warm summer night. She looked over her shoulder in time to see Vincent wave at her through the window. She took a long, deep breathe, feeling the goose bumps form on her arms once again.

Her phone chirped, half way to her apartment. It was from Trey. "I love you; sorry again for not being there tonight."

A wave of love and nostalgia for her husband overtook her. She loved him so much, she wished he was there, but she knew that things were different now. They'd been changing for a little while. She slipped her phone back into her purse without replying. In the morning... in the morning...

***

Trey couldn't sleep. He was too drunk and the couch at Kathy's was too stiff. The bright moon in the cloudless night sky didn't help, either. He'd checked on Liz. Her breathing had been slow and steady, her face serene. The woman was beautiful.

He'd fuzzily made his way outside, grabbing his recharged cell phone on the way out. It was beautiful here, he thought again, the fresh air on his face helping him get over his initial nausea. Alicia would love it here. He imagined the two of them sitting on these steps, looking out at the ocean as it swallowed the stars. Here, they could work things out.

He picked up his phone and sent her a text. She was most likely sleeping. Hopefully she wasn't pissed. Hopefully his text helped a little.

"Can't sleep?" a woman's voice asked behind him as he finished sending the text.

"Not inside," he replied, turning around to see Kathy standing over him. Unlike him, she'd changed into her sleep attire: pink, skin-tight boy-shorts and a matching camisole top that barely contained her large tits. "You?"

The brunette took a seat next to him, shaking her head. "I can't sleep when I'm horny." His gaze, which had been centered on her full, freckled cleavage, shot up to look her in the eyes. They were the same eyes as her sister's: gray and playful.

"Um... so how long have you been living here?" he asked awkwardly, ignoring her dancing eyes, or the way her fingers traced the delicate strap of her top.

She shook her head and looked out at the ocean. She kept smiling.

"What?" he asked. He studied her a moment longer. She was just as pretty as her sister; younger, now that he really looked at her, but she also had that cute-sexy thing down.

"Nothing. Just... I had a lot of fun tonight." Whatever it was that she was going to say, that wasn't it.

"I had fun, too."

"So who are you texting?"

"My brother," without a moment's hesitation.

Kathy cocked her head to one said, her highlighted dark hair sweeping across one shoulder. "If you're cheating on my sister, I'll tear your balls off."

Trey's mouth fell open. That wasn't the reaction he was expecting. She giggled. "I'm just playing with you. You know, you seem different than the guys she normally dates."

"Oh yeah? How so?"

Kathy shrugged. "I don't know. You seem less... impulsive. Like you think more or something. About stuff." He sighed. She was right. It was one of the reasons he wasn't out in the field. He had the mind of an analyst. That would have to change if he was going to make it.

He looked up, catching a twinkle in her grey eyes as she leaned in. Her kiss took him completely by surprise. He opened his mouth in protest; her tongue flooded in. Her kiss was much more aggressive than her sister's, much more impetuous.

He felt a hand between his legs. Reason begged him to stop, but his cock had been tortured enough that night. The dancing. The kisses. The teasing. Kathy broke the kiss and smiled. "What's this we've got here?"

"We shouldn't..."

"No, we should. Don't think, Tom. Kathy's going to teach you about being impulsive..." She gave the front of his pants another squeeze and kissed him again. His body put up little resistance.

The swelling waves almost covered the rasp as she lowered his zipper. Almost. "No, no, no," he mumbled, pulling away from her full lips in protest. She didn't say a word; just smiled and sank down between his legs, resting on her knees a few steps down.

She fished his cock out of his fly. It flexed in her hand. She looked up at him, stared him in the eyes, and swallowed it halfway into her mouth. "Nooo..." he groaned, not really meaning it. Her mouth was small and unfamiliar. It was wet and tight and erotically so different than Alicia. His wife. "Oh, stop, stop!" he cried, feeling his balls tingle.

Unbelievably, she did, pulling her sensual mouth away with a pop. She slid up along his body, whispering, "Come on, baby. No one has to know." She peppered him with little kisses as she tempted him. "We're all alone out here. You're hot, I'm hot. We're both horny..." She pushed her tongue back into his mouth and found his slick cock with her fingers.

"Just... stop... thinking." She whipped the tight cami over her head, leaning back enough to give him a good look at her naked chest. Her breasts were full and juicy, the freckles gathering in the valley and leaving the rest of her pale flesh unblemished.

She smirked at his slack-jawed reaction and sank back down to his cock. All he could do was lay back on the stairs and watch her dark tresses bounce enthusiastically in his lap. But it wasn't right. It didn't look right at all.

He reached down, meaning to push her away. Her freckled skin was so soft – so hot to the touch. She misinterpreted his signal, slurping off his cock with a smile. Her fingers made quick work of his belt, yanking his pants open and down his thighs.

"Yes," she hissed. "I knew you'd come around." Her tight body crawled back up him, her back arching forward to let his shaft drag through her cleavage. She swallowed his groan in another hard kiss.

Without letting up, she nearly tore his shirt open, rubbing her supple tits against his bare skin. They felt so wonderful, so full and soft. He pushed her off him; this needed to stop.

Athletically, she used the momentum to twist them around. He ended on top of her. She laughed as she pulled his head down into her chest, shoving his pants down his legs with her heels.

Feeling a nipple invade his mouth, he clamped down on it, suckling it. Biting it. This girl was insatiable. She moaned loudly as he brutalized that hard, spongy nub. "Yes, yes, bite them! Fuck!"

She shifted under him, shimmying out of her boy-shorts. Suddenly, his naked cock was rubbing directly against her velvety smooth cunt. She rolled her hips, stroking him with her slick furrow. "Put it in me, Tommy. Fuck me!"

The tip of his cock sank into her and she groaned. It was like sinking into liquid sunshine. She felt good. Really good. Too good.

He rocked forward, sinking deeper into moaning girl. Her heels found purchase on his buttocks, pulling him down into her. "Jesus, Tommy. You're bigger than you look!" she whispered in his ear.

He looked up the stairs, catching their reflection in the panes of glass of the French doors. The woman beneath him wasn't his wife and he could no longer pretend that she was. Her breasts rose full and firm off her chest as her dark hair broke across her pale shoulders. He was about to fuck another woman! About to cheat! Alicia—

"No!" he cried. He pulled himself away from her clutching limbs, her sexual, naked body. He almost succumbed again as his eyes raked down her nudity. The brunette had a bikini-bottom tan-line of even paler skin, barely large enough to cover her hairless mound. The swollen folds of her sex had blossomed where his cock had touched and teased. All he'd have to do it kneel back down and he could be ball-deep in her.

"No," he repeated, more for himself than for her. He reached for his pants, but she kicked them away.

"Where the fuck do you think you're going?!" she snapped. "You need to finish what you started!"

"I'm sorry... this shouldn't have happened. A mistake... a mistake..." He stepped away, licking his lips like a wild animal. Kathy was blocking his path back into the house.

She spread her legs wider, clutching her large tits in her tiny hands. "You didn't think it was a mistake when I was sucking on your cock! You didn't complain when you chewed on my tits."

He grabbed his clothes, but didn't bother putting them on. He had to get out of there now, before things gotreallyugly.

Kathy threw her head back and groaned in frustration. As he passed her – careful not to actually look at her – she said, "I'll be in my room if you change your mind. Just follow the sound of my vibrator if you can't find it."

Trey swallowed, feeling his cock twitch, and then pushed back into the silent house.

Next Chapter: Gabrielle Dubois
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Chapter 4: Gabrielle Dubois

"Rise and shine, Tommy dear."

When Trey opened his eyes, he had two questions: where was he, and why was the sun so bright? "Alicia?" he asked. The brightness was translating itself into pain in a very efficient manner.

"Not today. Get up, Trey. We need to get on the road."

The hues of orange and yellow resolved themselves into a smiling Liz. Her red hair was wet and she smelled fresh. "You have time for a shower if you want, but we need to be out of here in 30."

He vaguely remembered last night. His mouth tasted foul, vaguely of tequila, mostly of morning breath. His body felt even worse, although a shower would help.

"What time is it?"

"One o'clock. Which means you've gotta move!"

In the shower, memories of what he'd done began to return to him like partiers straggling in after a long evening. The dancing. The kisses. Liz's sister's mouth as it slid along his girth.

He emerged from the bathroom, more tattered than he'd gone in. He felt sick to his stomach, and when a chipper Kathy offered coffee, he nearly lost it.

She was still in her night clothes – a delicious little pair of boy-shorts and a cami top that had tempted him the night before – and was sitting on the couch with her long legs pulled up against her full chest.

"I can't believe you watch this reality garbage," Liz told her little sister as she fixed herself a cup of coffee. Trey shook his head when she held the pot in his direction.

"This is quality TV!" the younger brunette argued. Trey rubbed his eyes and tried to focus on what they were watching. The couch looked so tempting, if it weren't for Kathy's tight little body. "It's so much better than America's Next Top Model…"

"It's the same thing, only with a French model instead of an American one!"

Kathy ignored her sister, thrusting her nose in the air as she went back to the 50-inch plasma.

Apparently there was a marathon of the last season of Supermodel. Alicia watched it on occasion, so inevitably Trey had caught a few episodes. It really was a bit smarter than Tyra Banks' show, although only because Gabrielle Dubois was less of a diva than her counterpart. Otherwise, it was your standard reality show: 12 girls picked at the beginning; each week one is eliminated after a couple challenges that involved some silly bit of modeling; a lot of camera time devoted to the inter-personal relationships between the girls.

The famous French model was the host and one of the judges, although she was pretty hands-off other than introducing each episode and wrapping it up.

As Trey leaned against the island counter in the sisters' sun-filled Hawaiian beach house, watching reality television off a screen that wouldn't fit inside his living room, the surrealism of the moment struck him like a flash of lightning. What was he doing here? Was this really what he wanted? Was this the life of a spy?

Kathy did a good job pretending that nothing had happened the night before, although he'd catch her grey eyes sweep down between his legs when she thought he wasn't looking.

Thankfully, Liz moved things along, getting them out of there before the episode of Supermodel had run its course. "I had fun," Kathy whispered as she hugged him, making sure to push her full breasts against him. Despite his guilt, he couldn't help it when his cock stirred to life. Leaning close enough that her sister couldn't hear, she added, "Next time, I won't let you get away."

As they drove out, Liz asked, "What did she say?" Trey just shook his head, feeling his face fill with color.

On the road in one of Kathy's spare cars – a new Mustang convertible with the top down – Trey finally began to feel like his former self. "I don't think I'm cut out for this work," he said after a long period of silence. The redhead turned to him, her expression blank behind her over-sized sunglasses.

"What, my sister didn't try to jump your bones when you went outside last night?" Busted. Trey felt his stomach drop out. She knew… "Yeah, I saw. Hope you had fun last night." Was that sarcasm? Was that jealousy?

"N—nothing happened."

She barked a laugh. "If getting your cock sucked then sticking it into her is nothing, I'd love to hear what you think is something." Now she was teasing him.

"We didn't fuck…" was his only weak defence.

Liz shrugged. "Point is, she fell for our ruse. You passed, 'Tommy Geffin.'"

Trey sighed. "I guess that's the point. I don't think I'm cut out for this…" Could his wife ever forgive him for what he'd done? Would he ever be able to tell her? Just the thought brought a blush so hard to his face it felt like he'd dunked it in boiling water.

Liz watched him out of the corner of her eyes as she drove, finally saying, "You made your choice before we got on that plane. There's no turning back now."

Eventually, both receded back into their private thoughts.

***

It was well into the afternoon and Alicia still hadn't talked to her husband, other than that quick text the night before. He hadn't called her and she hadn't worked up the nerve to call him back. Her thoughts were a maelstrom of confusion, and she was still trying to resolve what was at the center: Alex or Vincent, Trey… herself?

She spent most of the day running chores and working out. An hour in the tanning booth, three at the gym, another half hour swimming. Anything but doing nothing.

Her phone rang at around 4 and for a moment, she froze up. Was it Alex? Could she have that conversation?

The number was blocked. "Hello?"

"Ah, so good to hear you again." Alexander Mishin's smooth, lightly accented voice greeted her on the other line.

"Alex!"

"Expecting someone else?"

"No, not really. How can I help you?"

"Well, my dear, actually, we can help each other. You see, I have a certain visitor in town that would love to meet you. Gabrielle and I are going to the Green Fairy Lounge tonight, say around 11:30…"

"Who?" Things were coming too fast. This conversation felt like she was having it in a dream.

Alex laughed, half-covering his mouth piece as he said, "She asked who you are, honey. Here, you give it a try."

There was some fumbling and a new voice came on. A female voice, heavy with a French accent. "Alicia, oui? Alex has talked so much about you. I am only in town for the night, but I would love for you to join us."

Okay, now she knew who "Gabrielle" was. There was no mistaking the voice of Supermodel. It was unmistakable.

"Um… sure!" Alicia said, hesitantly excited. She couldn't very well say no to the woman she's looked up to for the past couple of years. Gabrielle's astonishing success was what all models aspired to. There was nothing sleazy about it, no spreads in Maxim or even Victoria's Secret. The woman was a classic star, the likes of which the fashion world hadn't seen in a while.

"Magnifique. Alex will have a car sent tonight!"

She'd never heard of the Green Fairy Lounge, but anywhere that Alexander Mishin and Gabrielle Dubois were going to hang out at must be both exclusive and discreet. "What should I wear?"

"You are a sexy woman, Alicia." The woman pronounced her name "Alisia." The blonde liked it. "So dress in something sexy. I look forward to meeting you in person!"

Alex came back on and gave her some directions on what the car would look like and how to get into the club. She half-listened, glancing at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror that reflected back at her. She was still in her tight work out clothes, sweaty and exhausted. Her mind was already racing through her wardrobe. Nothing would do. She'd have to go out shopping once again.

"I'll see you tonight."

***

The training facility was actually located on an island a few miles off the coast. Liz garaged the Mustang in the boathouse and they climbed into a speedboat for the last leg of the journey. It was nearing dark when they finally arrived.

"I thought it was just you and me?" Trey asked. A single light illuminated the otherwise dark set of low buildings, as though accidentally left on. Another boat was moored to the dock as they tied up.

"Me too," Liz said, producing a sidearm from God-knows-where. "Follow closely, but stay quiet."

She moved with deadly efficiency, quick and soundless. Was this the same woman who'd been falling down drunk just the night before? They crouch-ran along the path leading up to the side building, where the light was coming from. They went in through the back, only the muffled click of the lock ringing out as they infiltrated in.



Trey tried to keep up, but for him, moving silently was a bit more difficult. Once they were inside, the redhead held her fingers to her lips and signaled for him to stay there. Without waiting for a confirmation, she slipped around the corner.

The thirty seconds that passed felt like hours. Trey's heart thumped loudly in his ears and his heart reacted to every little sound. He kept waiting for gunshots, or the sounds of struggle. He was psyching himself up to run in there when Liz shouted out, not in pain or fear, but annoyance.

"Jesus Christ, Vincent! I nearly fucking shot you!"

Trey waited a moment longer, still confused, when Liz called him in. As his nerves began to settle, his surroundings began to sink in. They were in what must have been the living quarters of the place, judging from the way it was decorated. The room that he entered was an office, with a wide window that looked out over the ocean. The sun was a sliver of orange on the dark horizon.

Sitting in a high-backed chair behind the desk was Vincent Silva, dressed garishly in a pair of khaki shorts and a bright Hawaiian shirt. "Good to see you, too, partner."

"Don't," she stopped him. "I assume you two have met?"

"Trey," Vincent nodded. "How is this little one treating you? Hope she's not being easy on you just because you're new."

Trey shook his head. "I can assure you, she hasn't."

After the last 24 surreal hours, it was almost comforting to see Vincent's familiar face. Like picking an old friend out of a crowd of strangers. Yet, Vincent wasn't his friend. He realized that as soon as he asked about his wife.

The man nodded, although gone were the friendly formalities. He tapped a red dossier on his desk. "Funny you should ask. Something's come up…" He paused for dramatic effect, looking from Liz to Trey. "It's top secret. Only a few people know what's in it. This is the real deal, not some training mission."

Liz, who'd taken a precarious seat on the edge of her chair, objected. "I don't think Trey's ready for—"

"It's an easy one," Vincent said, cutting her off. "Honestly, he can't screw it up, and if he does, well… you'll be there to bail him out." As he took a seat behind the desk, Trey watched as Liz's mouth tightened. She seemed to hold her tongue, though, sitting down across the desk in what would be a visitor's chair. "Besides, this could possibly be an alternative to using his wife in the field. How's that for motivation?"

His smile at Trey didn't touch his eyes. That was a detail the analyst-turned-agent didn't miss.

The pictures on the very orderly desk were of family members and what must have been friends. One of those pictures was of Kathy. Suddenly, Vincent's position behind what must have been Liz's desk took on a new meaning.

"So what is this easy assignment?" The sassy girl didn't even attempt to conceal her annoyance.

Vincent flipped open the folder and drew out a profile, much like the one Trey had seen on himself. He also reached for a remote and clipped on the monitor against the wall. The wood Venetian blinds closed automatically, locking out the night and any prying eyes.

The picture on the monitor matched that on the file in front of them. Liz took the papers into her hand, pouring over them as Vincent gave his brief.

"This is Erin Small," he began, referring to a snapshot of an attractive female wearing a pair of dark, designer sunglasses as she stepped out of a café. The trendy cut of her strawberry blonde hair and the tailored look of her suit suggested that this 35-year-old was successful – or at least wealthy.

"She was a supermodel in her younger years—"

"35's not young anymore?" Liz interrupted.

"Relax, Ms. Agitated. No, in the modeling world, 35 is not young. Anyway, she now runs some of the most trendy clubs in LA. Turns out, the former model had a real knack for business… of all kinds. Ms. Small also madams the most elite escort service on the West Coast." The next slide depicted the slender woman in a group of very attractive young women. "If you've got money and, more importantly, connections, she's the woman to talk to."

"What, we're going after a prostitution ring?" Liz asked, a bit incredulously. "I thought we were here to fight arms dealing and other matters of national security." Trey barely heard it. He was thinking of his wife, of Mishin Inc.

"I'm getting there," Vincent said, handling her more patiently than she handled him. The next slide was another distance shot of Erin Small, this time having lunch with a pale blonde that looked somewhat familiar. "We've been watching her for a few months now on a tip that she has some connection with Alexander Mishin. Just last week, we had our confirmation. This was taken three days ago. The other female in the picture is Sarah Ellis, currently under contract with Mishin Inc. The man is Mishin, of course."

That confirmed it. Trey shivered as he thought of his wife getting mixed up with that man.

"And you think Sarah Ellis's working double duty for Erin Small?"

"Not quite. We think Erin Small is working for Mishin. The circumstantial evidence supports it, but we need hard proof for the connection."

"And that's where we come in?" Trey asked, finding a voice at last.

Vincent nodded. The next still was a shot of the young model, Sarah Ellis, presumably shopping along Rodeo Drive. "We can't confirm how many of Mishin's models have been recruited for Ms. Small, but we know that at least Ms. Ellis is among them."

"She's our mission objective?"

Vincent hesitated. "Well, yes and no. A stranger can't just walk up to Ms. Small and order up a Maxim model to fuck. It's too obvious. No, you need to prove yourself as a wealthy couple looking for fun, whatever the cost. Once you get your 'in,' the next step is Sarah."

"I don't get it…" Trey said. Was Vincent implying—

"It's easy. You go out with a regular call girl first, then you can get to Sarah."

Trey's jaw dropped. "I can't—"

Vincent waved his protests away. "Relax. We have a plant inside. She hasn't been able to get us any good information, but at least she can keep your wedding vows intact." He could swear he detected a bit of sarcasm in his voice. "Just ask for a blonde by the name of Kelly."

"And me?" Liz asked.

"You'll monitor from the next room."

Her lips tightened. "Vincent, you can't really think that he's ready? He's not even had a week of training and—"

"I'm ready," Trey said bluntly. Anything he could do to get his wife out of there would be worth it. Even…

Vincent smiled happily at Trey's response. "Liz, I know your reservations, but believe me, this is something guys were borne to do. And he won't have to do anything but some idyll chit-chat with a pretty young woman. How hard could that be?"

"I still don't think it's a good idea."

"Well, we could have someone sent to your room if you want a little action. Kelly swings both ways, I think."

Liz rolled her eyes. "So once we establish that Trey's a good, honest paying customer, then what?"

"Then you'll get your next set of instructions."

Trey could feel the battle of wills between these two. For a moment, he thought that Liz was going to explode. But then it passed and she pushed back in her chair. "Let me show Trey around the grounds. There's still a little time for exercises before dinner."

Trey groaned. She was in a mood, and he had a feeling that her "exercises" weren't going to be a few jumping jacks and push ups.

***

The black Lincoln with its dark tinted windows pulled up in front of her apartment building. Alicia laughed a little at her own nervousness, like she was in some spy movie or something. She imagined herself the victim in some intricate web of intrigue and espionage.

"Don't be so blonde," she said aloud, rolling her eyes as she slipped into the cab of the car. The driver wore a little black cap and dark suit. He gave her a curt smile and pulled out into traffic.

The Green Fairy Lounge was in a much seedier part of town than she'd expected. It was unmarked, nothing more than a door squeezed in between a couple of office buildings. Not even a bouncer. "You sure this is it?"

"I dropped them off here earlier," the driver responded, shrugging. "They went in."

She got out of the car and glanced up and down the street. There was very little activity happening under the lamp lights, and what was happening just outside, she didn't care to think much about. The cars that rolled slowly up and down the cracked pavement were large and old, a few cabs mixed in.

"Well, this is an adventure," she laughed to herself, once again fantasizing about that "spy movie" she was starring in. I wonder if there's some kind of password to get in.

No password. Just a firm tug at the grimy looking door. A placard next to it read simply:

Welcome to the

Green Fairy Lounge

Dress code enforced

Immediately inside was a curtained-off reception area where a bored looking woman sat in a booth. She looked up when Alicia came in, giving the young model a once over. "$100 please."

"Excuse me?"

"Cover's $100."

"Um… I'm Alicia Kennedy? I think I'm expected." The girl just stared at her blankly. "Um… Alexander Mishin's friend?"

Now a reaction. A slow nod, followed by a playful little smile. "Ah, his friend… Of course, go right on in." Alicia didn't like the way she snickered. She very nearly turned around and left. But then, what kind of woman of mystery would she be?

The curtains were heavy, dark red velvet. The kind that sound died on. Still, as she pushed between them, she was surprised at the loud crash of conversation that assaulted her.

She didn't know what to expect, but it certainly wasn't this low-ceilinged, smoke-filled dive bar. Was the dress code bit a joke? No, she answered her own question, looking around and seeing everything dressed to the nines. Everywhere she looked, she saw designer clothing: Prada, Gucci, Louis Vutton (the real stuff, not the knock-offs). Her dress had set her back $300 and she felt like she might as well walked into the room wearing her sweats.

"Are you Alicia?" a beautiful, older woman with strawberry blonde hair asked as she gawked like a tourist fresh off the bus.

"Yes?"

The woman nodded. "I'm Erin Small. Welcome to the Green Fairy. Please, follow me. Alex has been expecting you."

The lounge was long and narrow, filled with nooks and alcoves armed with booths and curtains – many of which were closed. And everyone, it seemed, had a glass of milky green liquid in front of them, served in clear latte cups.

Alicia almost asked, then decided that doing so was uncool. She'd never felt so fish-out-of-water than now. Nothing in high school had prepared her for this level of high society snootery.



She was led to a set of narrow stairs, illuminated by a set of gas lamps. The effect of the exposed brick made Alicia feel like she was spelunking into the depths of some cave, rather than descending into the most exclusive section of the club. No bouncer was present, but she got the feeling that security wasn't too far away. At the bottom was a narrow, beaded archway. She could hear laughter on the other side. A woman's laughter.

"They're right in there. Have fun!" The woman's knowing smile mirrored the front desk girl's. Alicia shivered.

Alicia crept forward nervously. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and ignored the frenetic tingling that sizzled along her skin. The beads clattered as she stepped into the small round room.

"There she is!" Alex said in his light Russian accent, more English prep-school than Soviet bloc. "And what a stunning dress! Give us a spin."

The handsome man was relaxed in the high-backed booth, his legs crossed, a glass of that green liquid balanced on his knee. God, he was a beautiful man. Next to him was an even more beautiful woman. Gabrielle Dubois. The Gabrielle Dubois.

She twirled in her heels as she was instructed, feeling the cool air sneak up between her legs. She'd purchased a bright red cocktail dress, shorter and tighter than what she normally wore, but nothing her body couldn't handle. She was in the mood for red, and the little halter dress jumped out at her.

"It is a pleasure to meet you," Gabrielle said in a thick French accent. "You are even more stunning that the proofs Alex has shared." The supermodel sat demurely on the couch next to Alex. Her silver dress was even tinier than her own, so short that if she ever uncrossed her legs, Alicia would know exactly what color panties she'd slipped into.

The thought made her blush. When she looked up and saw that little smile on Gabrielle's perfect face, she blushed even more. The woman's haunting blue eyes were playful.

Alicia had never really thought about other women like that, beyond a casual curiosity. She'd been immersed in the modeling world for years, so of course there had been plenty of opportunities.

But now, she found herself reacting to the way this woman was devouring her with her eyes.

"You saw my proofs? With Daniel?"

"Mmm, Daniel… isn't he a… pleasure to work with." She was smoking a cigarette through a long, black filter. With her dark hair woven up like that and her long lashes, she gave off a modern Audrey Hepburn vibe.

Alicia nodded, although she didn't miss the sexual innuendo.

"Sit, please, join us!" Alex said, breaking the edge that had built up like a sauce left too long in the open air. "What would you like to drink? We have absinthe, and… absinthe…"

So that's what this was, Alicia thought. "Isn't this supposed to be illegal?" she asked naively as she slid into their booth on Alex's side.

In the center of the table was an ornate, silver bowl, raised up on the arms of a nude female statuette. At the base of the bowl were four taps, and one empty glass.

The two exchanged a look. Alex responded. "Aren't all the best things illegal?" He uncorked a dark brown bottle and filled about a third of the empty glass with clear green liquid. "But really, this establishment is completely legitimate. The absinthe is imported from France, where it's legal, and have all the proper licenses to distribute it."

As he spoke, Gabrielle held out a slotted spoon with a sugar cube over the top of the cup. With her other hand, she twisted open one of the little spigots. A thin stream of clear liquid steadily filling the rest of the glass. "To louche. Gabrielle has mastered it. Water and sugar mixed with the absinthe turns it cloudy, unlocking its true flavor." It was like an episode right off of the Food Network. She watched the liquid in the cup turn milky green.

As the absinthe chilled, the dark haired model dropped a little white pill into its murky depths. The drink bubbled a little before it dissolved.

"What's that?" Alicia asked uneasily as the other woman handed her the drink.

"Now that," Alex answered dramatically, "is illegal. But trust us, you're going to love it." He winked and sipped his glass of emerald liquor.

Alicia felt like her heart was trying to hack its way through her ribcage. Her family hadn't been overly strict, her upbringing not filled with moralistic teachings, but drug-use was something she'd been taught was bad her entire life. It had always set her apart from the rest of her "cool group" friends in high school and college, but it was also something that made her special. Or so she thought.

But this was peer pressure unlike any she'd ever had before. The rich and successful business mogul and one of the biggest supermodels the world has ever seen looked at her expectantly.

"Trust, remember?" Alex prodded. "I swear on my agency and my reputation as a business man that I will not take advantage of you. I respect that wedding band you're wearing, I promise." Alicia knew one thing: she could not trust Alexander Mishin. If anything was going to keep him out of her pants, it wasn't his word.

"It's just a little Ecstasy," Gabrielle said reassuringly. She placed a hand on Alicia's. The other woman's fingers were hot and exciting. "Come on, I'll do one with you."

The blond didn't dare move her hand. If she did, she knew it would be shaking. Her teeth were practically chattering as the other woman fixed another glass of absinthe, laced with E.

"Cheers," she said, holding her glass of louche to Alicia's. "To being two of the most beautiful women in the world." The woman threw her drink back and drained it. Alicia, still feeling numb that she was actually going to do this, followed suit before she could back out.

Alicia expected some kind of fireworks in the moments following. As she set her empty glass back down on the countertop, she waited for that "holy shit" moment when her brain would explode into lights or something. It didn't come, although her throat did burn from the strong alcohol. It tasted like liquorish. Smoldering liquorish.

Alex smiled at the two of them and began refilling the glasses – this time minus the pills. "Now that we've toasted, you really should enjoy the absinthe. It's quite good. Just sip it, like Scotch or a good tequila." Alicia had never tasted Scotch – unless it was mixed with soda – and had only ever had bad tequila, but she nodded anyway. She didn't want to see them share that judgmental look again.

True to his word, the drink did taste better as she drank it slower. Still strong enough that she could feel herself getting drunk before she'd finished her second glass, but better. There were nuances beyond the taste of anise that came out as she let it roll in her mouth.

"Is that your latest scent?" Alicia asked, searching for conversation. She could smell it beneath the menthol smell of cigarettes: sweet and fresh.

"Yes. I call it, 'Nudity.' Your shoot with Daniel will be part of its launch campaign."

Alicia raised her brows in surprise. She hadn't expected that kind of high profile product. "I don't know what to say…"

"Say 'thank you.'"

"Thank you."

"Mmm… a girl that follows orders. Beautiful and obedient. I like you." Her pale blue eyes clicked down along Alicia's body. The blonde's heart skipped a beat. Gabrielle smoked her cigarette. "Tell me, did the photo shoot with Daniel turn you on?"

She remembered the way his rich black cock had stiffened along her pussy lips. She remembered his callused palms as they cupped her breasts, and the way her nipples hardened at his touch.

"You don't have to answer," Gabrielle said musically, flashing her a knowing smile. "The first time I posed with him, I felt the same way. Went home and fucked my boyfriend at the time silly. Cigarette?"

"Sure," she said weakly, taking an unlit cigarette from Gabrielle's silver case. Alex was there with a lighter. "So you've worked with him since?"

"A few times, yes." There was that smile again, coy and hidden.

"He seemed very considerate."

This time, Gabrielle's amusement wasn't so subtle. She threw her head back and laughed. "That's an excellent way to put it."

Alicia felt confused, her hand returning to the glass of absinthe that she realized was quickly emptying.

"After the second shoot, I didn't just want to imagine it. I'll tell you this much: he was very considerate back at my place, too. Although I don't think I got much sleep that night, so I guess you could count that as rude…"

Alicia blanched. How could this woman be so bold? Speak so casually about sex? And how must that have felt, feeling Daniel's thick, porn star-sized cock split her open. She'd never had one so big – or even close – and it had both scared and excited her in the days following the shoot.

"Go on, ask it."

"Did it… did it hurt?"

"Only when he fucked my ass." She winked as Alicia nearly spit out her drink. "Do I shock you?" Light laughter followed.

"I'm sorry. I'm just not so used to such…"

"Forwardness? I learned a long time ago to speak my mind. Life is easier that way."

"Excuse me. I need to go to the ladies room."

"It's further back," Alex informed, pointing to the shadowy corridor on the opposite side as the stairs. "We'll have another glass for you when you get back."

Alicia didn't really need to go to the bathroom. She just needed to get out of that room. The exposed brick walls of the VIP chamber seemed to be collapsing in around her. She stood on wobbling feet, realizing just how drunk she'd become since her arrival, and carefully made her way into the warren that made of the rest of the small VIP Lounge.

As she stepped out of the main seating area, it seemed like the floor decided to lurch up at her. She felt disoriented. Was she on a ship? Had the ship just hit a swell in the ocean? She clutched at the narrow walls to steady herself. Lights made trails across her vision and suddenly, everything felt so… wonderful.

Walking was a strange yet beautiful thing. And her long legs – they wanted to move!

"Hi, how's it going!" she asked a young waitress coming out of the bathroom. Her voice was as enthusiastic as a cheerleader at Homecoming. She didn't know this girl, but for whatever reason, she felt like she wanted to; she felt an instant kinship.

"Hey," the exotic looking brunette replied with a bright smile as she slipped around Alicia.

Alone in the bathroom, Alicia bounced over to the sink and placed her palms face down on the cool marble counter. Damn, even that felt good. She stared at herself, seeing a beautiful, vibrant woman staring back.

Her mind drifted like a dandelion petal in the breeze. She thought of Daniel and his dark, ebony skin. "And his cock," she said aloud, breaking down into a fit of giggling. He was so sweet, so gentle. He apologized for his arousal, how many guys did that?! She wished he was here so she could thank him for being so kind. So she could wrap her arms around him and…

…and kiss him. And feel his cock grow against her again. Against her smooth pussy. Only this time, she'd reach down between them and guide it inside her. She'd always been curious about what it would be like to feel something so large buried in her, thrusting inside her, fucking her…

Alicia bit her lip as her body trembled. Was she cumming? Without even touching herself. Impossible. But whatever it was, her body felt good. So fucking good.

"Everything OK, Alisia?" It was Gabrielle Dubois. The Gabrielle. And she was so perfect looking. Supernatural, even.

"I'd hardly call myself supernatural," she replied, laughing. Alicia blushed, realizing she'd said it aloud, realizing how silly she must sound. But she also didn't care. She wanted Gabrielle to know how she felt. To know what she was thinking.

"I can't believe I'm standing here, a few feet away from you!" she said excitedly. "Your name has been like huge since I started modeling! I never thought… never…"

The dark haired beauty sauntered across the trendy washroom, stopping just short of the babbling girl. "Yes?" she asked. Her expression was right out of a fashion tear sheet: one meticulously plucked brow raised, the corners of her full lips turned up in amusement, those pale blue eyes sparkling with mystery.

"Never thought I'd meet you."

"And yet here I am."

"Yes…"

Gabrielle raised a hand to Alicia's face. When her fingers caressed her cheek, it felt magical. "Do you find me sexy, Alisia?"

"Yes," she sighed. It felt good to say, felt electrifying to confess.

"I think you're very sexy, too." Gabrielle was slightly taller than the blonde; tall enough that she had to tilt her head up a little to look her in the eyes. "Go ahead…" she whispered breathily. "Kiss me… I know you want to."

Alicia felt light headed. Was this really happening? Was this fashion icon really inviting her in for a Sapphic kiss? Only one way to find out.

She scooted closer, tilted her head, and brought her lips to the other woman's. Gabrielle pulled back at the last moment, keeping her smiling lips a fraction of an inch away. "Tonight is going to be so much fun," she murmured.

Alicia sighed as she felt the other model's hand wrap around the back of her neck. She let herself be pulled against Gabrielle, let her mouth be kissed by another woman for the first time in her life.

The blonde felt her body shiver. The supermodel's mouth was like candy, sweet and so bad for you. Her tongue was soft and wet – very playful. Gabrielle pulled away again. Their noses nuzzled. She flicked her tongue along Alicia's lips, but when the blonde moved to take it back into her mouth, the taller woman retreated again.

"What—" she began to ask when Gabrielle mauled her once again. She found herself pinned against the sink as they made out like rabid animals. Gabrielle was somehow both softer and more demanding than any man she'd ever kissed before. And the feeling of a woman's breasts pushing against her own was a thrill she'd never anticipated.

The brunette kissed off her lips, moving quickly to Alicia's neck. She sighed as Gabrielle did everything right. Her touch was perfect, wet and mischievous as it worked the blonde's erogenous zones.

"Up, up, cherie," Gabrielle whispered, nipping the other woman's earlobe. Alicia felt a hand slide up the inside of her thigh. She gasped, hopping up onto the dark countertop. "Do I make you hot? Do I make you wet?" Her whisper was thick and husky.

"Ah!" Alicia cried as the French model slipped her fingers beneath her thong. The woman's touch was scintillating, skimming along the ridge of her plump labia. It teased her clit without touching it, circling the swollen bud. She rested her head on one shoulder, exposing her neck. Gabrielle took her up on the offering, kissing and sucking the tender flesh.

At the same time, she stiffened two fingers and pushed them into Alicia's oily pussy. "Uh goddd," she cried as her senses went into overload. Gabrielle lightly thumbed her clit. She may as well have flipped a detonator. Slack jawed yet face tight, Alicia practically crawled up the mirror behind her as she came.

"GAH!" Her shriek was torn violently from her throat. Her body bowed like a marionette being yanked to the ceiling. Gabrielle continued to fondle the blonde's overworked sex until she couldn't take it anymore. "Stop, stop! Please…"

She felt the other woman's touch pull away and breathed a sigh of contentment. That was one of the best orgasms she'd ever experienced, and it wasn't with a man. Gabrielle kissed her again, the soft lips reminding her of that fact.

"If I knew it could be like that, I would have experimented a lot earlier!" she said, wiping her brow. The French model kissed her lightly, snaking her tongue once more into her mouth.

"So you've never done this before? Magnifique!"

"I thought you weren't going to take advantage of me," Alicia asked, giggling as they straightened up their little dresses.

"Alex said that. I made no such promises!"

At the mention of his name, Alicia suddenly thought of the Russian and his cool, good looks. It was because of him that she was frolicking with the likes of Gabrielle Dubois. How could she ever repay him? Suddenly, the thought of being taken advantage of wasn't so unappealing.

"Come on, let's go take advantage of him!"

The women kissed again and Gabrielle squeezed her hand with promise. "I'll give you a moment to freshen up. Don't be long." She sauntered through the door.

Alicia slumped on the edge of the sink. The world seemed to be stuck in fast forward; she knew she should be frantically searching for a way to slow it down but at that moment, high on Ecstasy and fresh off her first bisexual orgasm, she wasn't sure she wanted that.

She reapplied her lip-gloss, checked to make sure her fancy blonde twist wasn't out of sorts, and followed her new model friend back into the little lounge.

***

Liz had set up the C.L.O.A.K. training facility herself. She didn't come outright and say it, but Trey picked up on the clues as she led him from building to building. She was proud of her achievement, as she should be.

In addition to the living quarters of the first building – kitchen, sleeping rooms, a lounge, and her office – there was an enclosed gym with all the high tech gadgetry Trey had come to expect from the black ops, a shooting range, and a building filled with computers that had something to do with electronic surveillance and subterfuge.

They had just enough time at the tail end of the evening for her to run a few more physical tests on him. By the time she showed him his cramped little room, he knew sleep wouldn't be far behind.

Only, it was. The harder he tried to sleep, the more it eluded him. Every time he closed his eyes, he thought of Kathy. Guilt followed. He'd let her take him into her mouth. Alicia had been the only woman for him through all the years he'd known her, and now…

An hour passed, filled with nothing but watching the red LED clock tick off the time. He pulled himself out of bed, hoping that a walk would put his mind at ease.

The air outside was cool, despite the Hawaiian summer. The wind felt good, although he wished he'd grabbed a coat as he began to wander the lightly wooded grounds of the facilities. The island was bigger than it had appeared as they'd approached it – an island paradise of white sand and palm trees. Trey laughed, thinking of how tomorrow he could be shooting an automatic rifle where any sane person would be sprawled out under the sun.

It was late, nearing one, so he was a little surprised to see lights on in one of the rooms as he returned to the living quarters. Curiosity got the better of him. He took the longer path back to the front, one that passed between the building and the ocean, and, conveniently, right in front of the window.

What he saw set his heart beating. Any fatigue he'd built up from the walk fled as quickly as the wind in the palms.

It was a bedroom, much larger than his own. A king size bed dominated a pretty neutrally decorated interior – like a high-class hotel, maybe, rather than someone's actual living quarters. Trey guessed it was the guest room, although based on Vincent Silva's use of Liz's office, he couldn't be sure who was staying there.

The point was moot, regardless, since they were both there, engaged in a very steamy embrace. Vincent was shirtless, wearing a pair of loose pajama bottoms that did little to conceal the bulge of his erection. Liz had on a short, silky robe that didn't cover much of her shapely legs.



***

"Welcome back," Alex said, tossing back a glass of absinthe. He was reclined where she'd left him, relaxed in the plush brown booth. At first, Alicia thought he was alone. Then she saw Gabrielle's dark brown hair bobbing in his lap.

The model looked up at Alex's salutation, smiling in Alicia's direction. She kept her right hand wrapped around his large cock and held her left out to the blonde. "Join me," she offered.

"I…" She shouldn't. Alicia knew it. But her body had other ideas. She wanted to crawl in there and fellate her new boss.

Alex helped her out. "I won't take advantage. A promise is a promise. But join us. I've fixed you another drink." Gabrielle smirked and lowered her lips back to his erect penis, sucking it into her mouth.

Alicia had never seen something so erotic. She'd given her fair share of blowjobs, but outside of a few porno's Trey had brought home, hadn't ever seen one given so close. It made her mouth water; she wanted to feel the soft, pliable skin slid over this man's firm cock. Feel it with her mouth.

Uneasily, she took a seat next to Alex. Her fingers shook with excitement as she sipped at the anise-tasting liquor. He rubbed her back, drawing a long sigh from her. As Gabrielle sucked, the perfect bone structure of her face became more pronounced. How could this woman look any more beautiful?

"Stick with me, Alicia, and I'll make your dreams come true. Anything you want, you can have. Even things you'd never imagined can be yours."

Gabrielle slurped away and offered it to the blonde. Alicia looked at Alex, who shrugged. "I said I wouldn't take advantage of you, but if that's what you want…"

The blonde lowered her head to his wet cock before he could finish the sentence. So eager to suck Alex's manhood that she didn't see the smile the two exchanged above her.

"Can life get any better than this?" Alex postulated. "Ah, you're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" His refined accent made the crude statement sound articulate.

Gabrielle brushed the back of the other woman's head and kissed the side of her neck. "I know how we can make life better…" She slipped in under Alicia, swallowing Alex's ball sack into her mouth.

"You two are incredible," he said, his voice strained with pleasure.

The girls worked their double blowjob, switching places at first, then sharing the shaft itself. They ran their tongues along the side of his stiffness, kissing one another as their lips met at the curve of his crown. "That is so hot," he whimpered as the peck turned into a full-blown French kiss. Gabrielle didn't forget about him, jacking him off as she kissed the other model.

The girls returned to the man between them, working him over with their enthusiastic tongues and tantalizing lips. Alicia marveled at how good it felt to suck this man. She loved everything about it: the throbbing veins, the plush ridge of its head, his masculine musk. The hot flesh, dark like the rest of his tanned body, rose from a nest of light brown, tightly cropped curls. Below that, his balls were shaved – probably for moments just like this.

She took it into her throat and nearly came at the erotic sensation. She even knew it was the drug racing through her veins, but that only made her want more of it. How could anything that felt so good be bad?

Gabrielle rubbed her bare skin as they shared Alex, sometimes running the smooth palm along her shoulder blades, sometimes tickling her long nails up her spine. Her touch sent shivers across her body. She thought of those fingers pushing between her pussy lips, groaning around the mouthful of cock.

"That's hot," the French model whispered in Alicia's ear, "but I think Alexander needs pussy." Alicia's sex trembled at the thought of this beautiful thing slicing into her. The other woman pulled her off the cock and kissed her passionately, reaching behind her and unsnapping the clasp of her haltered gown.

Gabrielle was already naked, her silver dress sitting in a tiny pool on the table. The woman was even more perfect naked than she was clothed. Alicia couldn't take her eyes off her taut, bare flesh. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on the woman. Everything was tight and feminine, from her full, high breasts to her flat, toned stomach to the gentle curves of her hips.

"See something you like?" she asked, her pale eyes locking onto the blonde's browns as she climbed into Alex's lap, her back to him. Alicia felt a pang of jealousy as the other model took the saliva-coated cock in her hand and placed it at the mouth of her cunt.

The supermodel was shaved bare but for a little tab of black curls at the top of her slit, small enough to prevent anything from escaping even the smallest of outfits.

"Ahh…" the girls sighed as Gabrielle sank down on Alex's thickness. Alicia could practically feel it inside of her. Her body tingled with built-up passion. She reached between her legs and slipped her fingers into her thong, watching as the brunette writhed on the Russian's lap.

"I think she's horny," Alex whispered to Gabrielle, loud enough that all three of them could hear. He cupped the supermodel's round tits from behind.

"Need some help with that?" she asked the blonde, licking her lips as she flicked her eyes down between Alicia's legs.

Alicia's heart trembled. She'd had offers, but this wasn't some drunk sorority girl, or some coked up, eighteen-year-old model. She was up on the table before them, sliding her panties down her legs before her mind had time to catch up.

"Told you tonight was going to be fun," Gabrielle Dubois said as she leaned down between Alicia's spread thighs. "Now just enjoy it."

Alicia's jaw tightened, but no sound escaped her gaping mouth. The feeling of the brunette's lips and tongue on her sex was paralyzing. Her first orgasm was instantaneous. Flying high on Ecstasy and the thrill of being part of a double blowjob, she was like dry kindle in a forest fire.

The blonde had propped herself behind her, but as she came, her elbows buckled. She flopped onto her back, knocking the absinthe fountain onto its side. Gabrielle pulled her mouth away long enough to laugh. "Good thing this room is sound proofed!"

It was like hearing her words though a fog. Alicia felt so good. So safe and wonderful here. She opened her legs wider, feeling the woman return to her pussy. This time, the supermodel's fingers joined her lips, stroking the clutching inner walls of her vagina.

She came so many times. Too many to count. Her mind rolled like a ship on a choppy, yet exciting, sea. During her moments of hazy lucidity, she'd catch Alex's blue eyes watching her. Her nipples prickled under that gaze. The thought of his cock inside her instead of Gabrielle's fingers sparked another orgasm.

At last, the French woman threw her head back and came, her eyes closed, her long lashes forming perfect fans. Alex's face was twisted, too, although his eyes continued to bore into Alicia's. The blonde looked away, down where they were joined. His shaved balls seized as he dumped his cum into the supermodel's neatly groomed snatch.

Her pussy buzzed, aching to feel what she was feeling. Cum leaked along Alex's scrotum. Alicia licked her lips, but couldn't find the strength (or courage?) to taste it.

Instead, she slinked back down into the booth, melting against his side and kissing him deeply on the mouth. His slender chest was smooth and wet, almost hairless. "I want that," she whispered into his ear, nipping at it playfully, glancing down between his legs.

Gabrielle groaned as she sat up, finding a seat on the other side of him. His cock was still semi-hard, coated in their sticky mixture. The blonde lowered her head to it, swallowing the tangy, salty cock. She'd gone down on Trey after they'd made love, but this tasted different. It was the closest she'd come to tasting another woman. Alex began to rise under her gentle ministrations.

When he was hard again, he gently pushed her head away and ran his fingers through her soft, blonde hair. She sighed. It felt so good. Everything felt so good.

Carefully, he pushed her back into the booth. It felt warm and fuzzy on her naked back, she thought, propping one foot on the edge so she could spread her legs. Thoughts of Trey drifted lazily through her mind. Her loving husband. Her sweet, kind husband. But right then, the heady mixture of drugs, drink and these two beautiful people had overridden every logical thought.

Cock in hand, he positioned himself over her. "I promised not to take advantage," he murmured into her ear. "So tell me, Alicia. Do you want this?"

"Yes…" she sighed, her eyes going all heavy-lidded.

He wasn't taking advantage of anyone. "Ahh…" she groaned, placing a limp hand on his shoulder as he thrust forward, burying his curved length into her tender sex.

"Jesus, god…" Alex grunted as he filled her. So good. So fucking good! "Enjoying yourself?" Gabrielle whispered. She loved this woman. She loved this man. She turned her head. Even that, she loved to do. The other model's mouth slipped over her mouth; the girls enjoyed a wet, open kiss as Alexander pushed in and out of her oily slick cunt.

"This is so… awesome…" she sighed, moments before cumming. "I love you guys."

Alex kissed her. "You're one sexy girl, Alicia," he said, wrapping her up in his accent. In his mystery. She squeezed his product-laden hair, feeling his balls tighten. Feeling his strange, new, brilliant cock shudder. Then heat. Then red. Then bliss.

What came next were fragmented. A slide show of emotion and sensation. Gabrielle had to leave them. She practically cried as they said their goodbyes in warm, sensual kisses.

Then she was in the back of Alex's limo, straddling his lap and looking out the back window as they fucked again, the world receding in psychedelic brilliance.

Then she was in a strange bed with satin sheets that felt like liquid sex beneath her skin, swallowing Alex's cock as he mercilessly tongued her sweet pussy. She remembered more pills. Little white ones. And blue ones. She remembered thinking they were like little miracles. She remembered thinking how she hoped this feeling would never end.

And at some point, they did. At some point, she fell into a restless, troubled sleep.

***

Trey crept closer, noticing the window was open. Liz pushed Vincent away, her face twisting up in anger. "You're a jackass," Trey heard her mutter.

"You like it," the director of C.L.O.A.K. grinned, stepping close to her. She backed up, holding a hand where his defined pecs came together. The hair on his chest was peppered like his goatee, although his body defied that bit of gray.

"How's the wife and kids?" she asked sarcastically.

"Not that it ever stopped you before, but we're now divorced." It would have been a normal conversation had Vincent not been making half-hearted grabs at the diminutive redhead's flimsy robe. Her full breasts had started to push open the front of her robe, and now that Trey was close enough, he could see the bumps formed by her nipples high on the silk.

"She catch you with one of your 'assistants'?"

He offered a hollow laugh. "In fact, I told her I couldn't live without you," he replied sarcastically.

His answer seemed to momentarily stun her. Vincent made his move, stepping right up against her and sliding his hand inside her robe. She opened her mouth in protest, but his lips were there, swallowing up any objection she may have tried to voice.

At first, she struggled. Trey expected the slap to come shortly. It never did. She tore her mouth away from Vincent's, looking up into his eyes with her flashing grey stare. "You're a jackass," she spat. And then, to Trey's great surprise, she jammed her lips back against his, pushing her tongue back into his mouth.

Vincent's hands slid the rest of the way inside her robe, easily pulling it open and off. She was naked beneath, her ripe breasts looking fantastic on her toned upper body. She had small, coral pink nipples that sat high and tight on her tits. Vincent palmed them both, turning them roughly between his fingers.

Trey was hard as he watched them go at it. He looked around for a hiding place, wondering if that was really what he should be searching for. The right thing would have been to go back to his room, to pretend he never saw any of this. But that wasn't about to happen.

Vincent tossed the redhead back onto the bed and pulled the drawstring of his loose pants free. His cock rose thick from the trimmed thatch of dark hair between his legs.

"God, I hate you," Liz groaned, tossing her hair as she opened her legs for him. She ran a hand down her lean body and through the short red hairs of her shaved down pubic triangle. Her bare labial lips were glossy and pink with arousal. She lewdly opened her engorged folds wider with her fingers, slipping one inside.

"Yeah," he grinned, crawling up onto the bed, "but you also love me. Admit it, baby." Cock in hand, he teased her with the ridge of its crown, running the spongy head along her silky furrow.

"You asshole," she moaned, arching her back and pinching her nipples.

"Admit it, Liz. Admit that every time you see me, you think about fucking me." He continued to tease her.

"Fuck you!"

"Admit it or you don't get some of this…" He dipped his cock into the moist opening of her cunt before drawing it back and passing it across her clit.

"AH! You asshole—" He did it again; she cried out even louder. "Stop teasing me and do it!"

"Not until you admit—"

"Goddamit, fine! If that's what it's gonna take, I want you. As soon as I saw your smirky little face, I thought about fucking you. That good?"

"That'll do," he said smugly, pressing his hips down and forward as he sank into her tight pussy. Immediately, she wrapped her legs around him, helping him pound her faster. They grunted with each forward thrust, rutting madly like animals right there on the bed.

Trey couldn't help it. Kathy had worked him to the brink last night, and all day he'd been staring at Liz's tits. Now, here she was, getting plowed like there was no tomorrow in the first hate-fuck Trey had ever witnessed.

His hand squeezed and stroked his erection through his shorts, watching from the bushes. They switched positions, Liz going onto all fours, facing the windows, as Vincent nailed her from behind.

When Vincent came, he shoved her head down into the mattress so just her perky ass was in the air. Sweat glistened beneath the dark hair that covered his trim body.

As a last indignation, he pulled free of her cunt just before exploding, launching his milky jism messily all over the redhead's arched back.

"You bastard!" she cried, turning around lightning fast and covering the pulsating cock with her mouth to catch the last few bursts. She kept on blowing him, long after he'd settled back down. Her goal was quickly made clear as he began to grow between her lips.

It was time for Trey to go now. The show was over for him; he could finish up the rest of his business alone in bed.

"God, how do you do that?" he heard Liz say as he began to creep away.

"It's one of my many talents," Vincent explained as they rearranged themselves once again. The hairy man laid back on the bed as the petite redhead straddled him, sinking his newly revived cock back into her. Trey was just out of earshot when he heard Vincent say, "So have you fucked your handsome new partner yet?"

Trey felt his stomach shudder. "Go to hell."

Vincent groaned, but didn't let up. "But isn't that what you do with all your partners? Certainly the way it happened with me."

"Biggest mistake of my life…"

"But who's fucking who? You're still here…"

"Shut up and fuck me!"

"Ah, I miss that charm. We made such a good team."

"Vincent?!"

He sighed. "How's the newbie?"

"Green. And… I think he's having second thoughts."

"Didn't pass your little test?"

"Yea, he did," she said. "That's kind of the problem. He's growing a conscience."

"Well, this next mission'll clear up how he feels, one way or another," he chuckled. "But Liz, you know he doesn't have a choice… If you can't distract him with this… 'agent' training, then you're going to have to figure some other way."

Trey felt his stomach bottom out. What were they talking about?

"I like you better when you kept your mouth shut."

"I can think of a few other things I can do with my mouth," he said, Liz's loud moan quickly following. He listened to them fucking for another five minutes. The talking part of their night was over. He sulked back to his room where sleep was even further away than it was an hour earlier.
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Chapter 5: It's Just Sex

Alicia woke up in a strange bed in a strange room, her naked body half covered in white satin sheets. As she sat up, the sheets pulled fluidly away from her breasts and suddenly, bits of the evening before returned.

"Oh my God!" she practically screamed, covering her mouth in horror. Her memories were like fireworks caught on a cheap home camera: streaks of colored light more than anything substantial. One thing was certain, though. She was with a man that wasn't her husband.

She whipped her head around, her long blonde hair fanning about her as she searched the king sized bed. It was empty. She was alone. On the nightstand, tucked under a full glass of water, was a note.

Dearest Alicia,

Sorry I could not stay, but my business has called me away. My home is your home. Ilena, my housekeeper, can fix you something to eat. I had a wonderful time last night.

Yours,

Alexander

Alicia wanted to cry. She crumpled the note in frustration and flung it across the room with a shriek. How could she be so stupid?! She hastily dressed, annoyed that all she had was her skimpy cocktail dress from the night before. "FUCK!" she shouted.

A pretty young woman with light brown hair pulled into a severe bun popped her head in. "Miss?" she asked with a thick, Eastern European accent.

"Nothing," Alicia groaned, waving the girl away. She must be Ilena. The head disappeared as fast as it had appeared. The blonde crumpled her face into her hands, rubbing her temples. The more she thought about last night, the more surreal this morning became. Gabrielle Dubois in the bathroom? Gabrielle Dubois between her legs?

Her throat was parched, even though she remembered downing bottle after bottle of water. She gulped down the glass Alex had left for her. God, the drugs! She wanted to flop back into bed, fall back asleep, and hope that this whole thing passed. But it wasn't going to.

On her way out, she realized she had no way of getting home. "Ilena?" she called out, hoping the girl was within earshot. She was. "I need a cab."

"Certainly, miss," she answered deferentially, bowing her head.

It would have weirded Alicia out had she not been freaking already. "I'll just, um, wait outside," she mumbled. Outside was one of the most posh neighborhoods in Beverly Hills, an area she'd only ever seen when she'd taken a bus tour of famous homes in Hollywood. God, now she was sitting on the curb, wearing her party dress from the night before like some tramp.

"That's what you are!" she warned herself. She'd spent most of the night getting her brains fucked out by a man that had nothing to do with the ring on her left hand. She nearly took the thing off and flung it away – she didn't deserve it.

"Was I raped?" she finally thought, although she certainly didn't feel that way. No matter how mortified she felt, when she recalled certain parts of last night, it wasn't all shame that she felt. Sure, she'd been high on drugs and she wanted to use that as an excuse, but when she asked herself if things would have been different had she been sober… well, she didn't want to answer that question.

"You didn't need Ecstasy to suck his dick." Her thoughts were cold, although even that memory warmed other parts of her.

Alexander Mishin was a bad boy, through and through. The kind of guy she thought she was over – the kind of guy that only stupid, naïve girls fell for. So different than Trey. More like Vince. Or the Vince she'd once known, anyway. And there was a very good reason she'd broken things off with him; that she'd chosen Trey over him.

Her cab pulled up at last. First thing she was going to do was soak in a tub with a tall glass of water. Second thing was sleep. She needed to escape the crushing guilt she was feeling. At least for a little while.

***

"Hey, Alicia. Guess we missed each other again. Things are good here, although I think this deal is going to take at least another week. Hopefully I'll get home by next Sunday or so. Love you!"

Trey flipped his phone shut and sighed. He hadn't actually talked to his wife since leaving Friday, other than a series of voice messages back and forth. Not that such a thing was all that appealing; every time he thought of his wife, he thought of Kathy Friday night…

"Ready to go, tiger?" Kathy's older sister, Liz, asked.

"Where are we going?" he asked.

"You'll find out soon enough. Come on, the boat's all gassed up and ready to go."

***

A few days after waking up in Alexander Mishin's bed and Alicia was on another job. "We're doing another shoot for Nudity, so…" Mercifully, it was the photographer, Isobel, that was delivering the instructions, not Alex.

"So time to take off all my clothes?" Alicia finished with a wry smile. Getting naked seemed a hell of a lot better than thinking about anything else in her tumultuous life. "And is it just me today?"

Isobel smiled, leading the blonde back into the studio. This was more like what she was used to: a set, a canvas with lamps, props. Not like her last shoot out at the Malibu home. "Well, you don't have to get completely naked at first. I've left your outfit behind the changing screen." She chuckled a little, but left it at that. "And the other model's already here."

Alicia got the joke immediate as she slipped behind the Japanese folding screens. Hanging on an empty rack was a plush white robe and a tiny, nude-colored g-string.

"Very funny," she shouted, hearing Isobel's laughter on the other side.

Alicia slipped out of her clothes quickly. Last week, she wouldn't have been able to do this. Now, there was no hesitation. The g-string lived up to the name, a tiny little thing that sat low on her hips.

"So who's the other mod—" she stopped as she stepped into the open. She was expecting another male model. Another hunk like Daniel. In fact, she half expected it to be Daniel. Not another woman.

The curly haired blonde was intimidating in her beauty. She looked young, despite her hourglass figure, and had a pair of tits that practically pulled the robe open.

"Hi, I'm Sarah," the girl said, her voice low and scratchy. "You must be Alicia." She had green, dilated eyes, and while Alicia was certainly no expert, she recognized when a girl was high or not. Sarah was definitely on something.

It slowly dawned on her that she was going to be getting naked in front of this girl. She'd posed with other women before, but never nude.

"So you work with Mishin, too," the older of the two blondes asked as Isobel led them to the photo set – simple white drapes with no props or furniture.

"Yeah," Sarah said distantly. "You're new, right?"

Alicia nodded.

"I've been working with Alex for a few months," Sarah continued. "Mostly catalogue stuff. But when he offered me something for Gabrielle Dubois, well…"

"Couldn't resist." Alicia nodded, suddenly remembering her steamy encounter with the French supermodel. She felt her cheeks burn as her thoughts turned back to her heavy guilt. "Have you met her?"

Sarah shook her head. "No, she's on a different plane than me. Best I can do is shoot for her products."

It was strange. Despite her words, the young blonde seemed almost disinterested. Detached.

Isobel stepped in then, getting them ready for the shoot.

"Off with the robes, ladies! Let's see some tits!" Alicia liked the pretty photographer. This was her third session with the saucy Latina, although her previous shoot – last Sunday, in the aftermath of her guilt-riddled mistake – hadn't gone so well. Isobel had agreed to reschedule, and mercifully didn't ask any questions.

Sarah didn't hesitate. Her fingers went right to the knotted tie, shedding the robe fluidly.

Alicia couldn't help gasping a little. She was no lesbian, and despite what she'd done with Gabrielle – or let Gabrielle do to her – she didn't really consider herself into women, but the teenage model was truly breathtaking.

The girl was destined for Playboy. Lush, tanned body. Large, buoyant breasts that hung firmly away from her lean body. Her stomach was flat, of course, her narrow waist giving way to wide hips that completed the hour-glass analogy.

She also wore a little g-string that covered the slight rise of her mound. Alicia felt her body warm between her legs and brushed those thoughts aside, pulling her brown eyes back up to her friend's face. The other blonde smiled, for perhaps the first time, and raised a manicured eyebrow at her.

Alicia felt her face color. It was her turn. Closing her eyes, she pulled open the only real covering she had. She was proud of her body, what was there to be ashamed of?

"OK, today's theme is sex," Isobel said, her camera already clicking to life. "But judging from the way you two are looking at each other, doesn't seem like that's going to be a problem."

Alicia blushed, breaking her gaze and looking at the floor. More clicks. "Oh, too perfect, Alicia! Now, let's get started!"

***

"Your assignment is simple," Liz explained as she opened the garage just off the boat dock where the Mustang was housed. "Your look is new, but it's all cosmetic. It's time for you to disguise that good boy mentality of yours."

"What's that supposed to mean?" Trey asked, catching his reflection in the mirror. The blue iris contact lenses still threw him off.

"Oh come on, Trey, don't play stupid. You know exactly what I mean. Tell me, have you ever picked a girl up in a bar? Hm?"

"No, but what does that have to do with me? Or disguise? Or anything?"

"It has everything to do with it. When you go undercover, you take on a role. You're not just changing your look, but you're becoming a different person. And this particular person – "Mr. Trenton Dean" – is the kind of guy who can pick a girl up in a bar. So that's what we're going to work on today."

"But… I can't! I'm married. And so is 'Trenton Dean.'" The identity they'd created for the long term assignment was that of Trenton and Elizabeth Dean, rich socialites just moving into the LA area. But all of this was new.

"Which is why we're doing this exercise. You've tied sex and love together in a neat little bundle. But Trey, it's not so neat! Trenton loves his wife, but he also loves to fuck. He likes variety and he's confident enough to know how to get it. You've got the look – now we need to get you the attitude."

"Liz, I'm not cheating on my wife."

The redhead rolled her eyes. "I'm not asking you to. I'm just asking you to pick up a girl or two at a bar. We'll see how it goes from there."

***

Isobel started the photo session with some pretty tame poses. The blondes standing next to one another, covering their breasts with their arms or some strategically placed hair.

Alicia couldn't help thinking just how good the other model looked, standing confidently in front of the camera in nothing but a g-string, her curly, golden hair falling across her full breasts. She'd excused herself to get a glass of white wine, standing next to Isobel as she sipped it.

"Hot, isn't she?" the Spanish woman asked with a suggestive smile. Again, Alicia couldn't help thinking that this woman could have been a model as well with her long, glossy black hair and slim, tall body.

"She's pretty, that's for sure," Alicia agreed. She wondered if she had this much confidence when she'd burst onto the modeling scene when she was Sarah's age. She would have been almost the same age as Sarah. Watching the nearly naked girl work the camera with those full, pouty lips and teasing green eyes, she knew she hadn't.

"Glad you think so. Time for things to get a little more intimate."

Alicia felt her heart twitter a little as she finished her wine. "Sarah, I want you to put your arms around Alicia. That's it, face each other. Right there, hold it."

Sarah's arms felt so soft where they touched her skin. The woman's fingers glided across her back, down to her hips. She shivered. "Right, Alicia, I want you to put your arms around Sarah's neck. A little higher. Elbows down… there!"

Alicia did as she was instructed, feeling her nipples harden as they came in contact with the underside of the other blonde's. Could Sarah feel that? Was her new friend feeling the same way?

Their eyes met. Alicia saw lust swimming in the other model's green irises. That dull, bored look was gone. Her heart skipped a beat. "Sarah, lean in. Like you're going to kiss her." Alicia's throat went dry as the other woman tilted her head to one side, dipping her face forward. "There, hold that!" The blonde whimpered, closing her eyes and turning her head to accept the kiss. She could feel Sarah's shallow, hot breath on the tip of her lips. "Perfect! God, that's great!" More clicking. "Hold it! Keep holding it."

Alicia's muscles ached. She was so tense, and holding such a sensual pose was making her even stiffer. "OK, got it. Now, I want you to repeat it, only this time…" Isobel paused to switch out her film. "This time, Sarah, I want you to get behind Alicia, and Alicia, I want you to look over your shoulder, like you're about to accept a kiss."

"Got it," Alicia said, trying to sound confident, like she did this all the time.

"And Sarah, cover her breasts with your hands," she said, snapping her camera shut as the bustier blonde moved behind Alicia.

"My pleasure," Sarah whispered huskily, her warm hands cupping Alicia's chest. Her nipples came to life at the soft touch and she tried to regulate her breathing. It was coming as fast as her pitter-pattering heartbeat.

"Yes, just like that. Now, get into it, girls! Show me what Nudity means to you!"

***

Alexander Mishin groaned as the girl between his legs slurped his shaved balls into her mouth. He ran his fingers through her light brown hair, clenching his fists as he tried to control of her bobbing head. Ilena was a great cocksucker – that was a must for a good housekeeper. The other, for Alex, was a working knowledge of surveillance cameras.

Playing on the giant high-def television before them was a scene he'd watched countless times already. At this point in the video, Alicia was lying back on her shoulders, her long legs wrapped around Alex himself, who was sitting up on his knees and drilling down into her tanned and sweaty body. He held her hips; she squeezed her tits, twisting her swollen nipples as she cried out.

The picture switched to a second camera, this one trained on her sculpted face – now twisted in ecstasy. Even grunting, she was perfect: eyes shut tight, teeth clenching, her nostrils flaring. The camera panned down her body, the quality high enough to catch each bead of sweat roll off her silky skin.

"You have a wonderful eye," he grunted to Ilena as she shifted back to his curved shaft. She'd been manning the monitors that night and this movie lived up to all the others.

His pretty housekeeper smiled around his cock, but didn't stop her blowjob. She knew better.

Back on screen, Alex's breath caught at the close up: his meaty girth sliding easily in and out of his new model's perfect, bald cunt. She'd felt so good, so snug and warm. A velvet glove for his hard cock. The best he'd ever had.

"Gahhhh!" he cried, filling Ilena's mouth at the same time his recorded self filled Alicia's pussy. The blonde model's cries over the speaker's overwhelmed his own, spurring him on.

He'd stayed away from Alicia, but he knew he couldn't hold out much longer. She'd become his drug, and he was completely addicted. For now, though, he was satiated. But how much longer before he'd need to call on Ilena? How much longer could he put off the inevitable?

***

"Ok, we're almost done," Isobel said as the three of them took a break. Alicia and Isobel finished up the bottle of wine. Sarah had excused herself to the ladies room, although judging by the way she rubbed her nose and the heavy dilation in her pupils, there was little doubt what she was really doing.

"Thank God for that," Alicia blurted, feeling a little buzzed.

"Is it that bad?" Sarah asked, sounding a little hurt.

"No, it's not," Alicia quickly apologized, sipping her wine nervously. "I guess that's the problem!" All three laughed.

"Doesn't have to be a problem…"

Alicia ignored her, rescued mercifully by Isobel. "OK, for the last few snapshots, I need you to really get naked. No panties. Lying next to one another, profiles, that sort of thing."

"You said no full nudity," Sarah said, finally showing a little unease.

"I said no full frontals. We're not shooting a porno here. These are ads for Vogue and Vanity Fair! But the scent is called Nudity, and, well… I need you nude."

Sarah glanced at Alicia before the photographer added, "Besides, aren't you shooting for Playboy next week? Think of this as a warm up… So, lose the panties, ladies!"

This time, Alicia went first, opening her robe enough to tug the little g-string down her legs. Sarah did the same, tweaking her nose again before pulling off her robe.

Alicia didn't want to look, but couldn't help stealing a glance across the other woman's nakedness. Her pussy was plump and perfectly smooth like Alicia's own. She bit her lip and turned her suddenly lust-filled mind to other things. Like getting through this shoot.

Isobel had the girls lie together, draping their naked bodies over each other in some of the most provocative poses Alicia had ever done. The one that would haunt her darkest fantasies in the days and nights to come had her lying on top of Sarah, one leg tucked between the other woman's thighs.

She'd propped herself up with an elbow on either side of the other girl's body strategically, hiding their soft breasts from the camera. Her mouth was poised no more than an inch from Sarah's, capturing the moment before what promised to be the kind of sensual embrace that only females could share.

Alicia could feel the other woman's body, balmy like an unbearably humid day; she could feel the silky caress of the girl's sex against her leg; she could see her tongue waiting just inside her open mouth.

And then Sarah surprised everyone. She completed the action, picking her head up off the draped floor and pushing her tongue into Alicia's mouth.

Alicia's mind spun. Her mind went back to Saturday night and her bathroom liaison with Gabrielle. Her first girl-girl kiss. She blamed it on the wine, of course, but at that moment, with Sarah's mouth caressing hers and the quick rise and fall of their heaving breasts pushing against one another, she wanted this girl.

When Alicia went to pull away, she realized that Sarah's hand had found the back of her neck, holding her in place. Suddenly, she felt caged. All of it was too much. Sarah's nipples scraping against her skin. Sarah's smooth sex against her thigh. She struggled, yanking her head away.

"Alright, I think we got it!" Isobel said, fanning herself. "I can leave you two if you want to… keep getting acquainted."

Alicia's face burned with embarrassment. She nearly jumped back into her robe. Sarah tittered, lying back on the white drapes, her legs still spread open. "Thanks, Isobel, that was without a doubt the hottest shoots I've ever been on."

"Then you should have seen her and Daniel last week," the photographer said, winking at Alicia. The blonde's face was on fire.

"Mmm… the African? Now that's a cock," she said absently, both hands converging on her shiny labial lips.



Isobel laughed. "Well, I'm hungry. Either of you want a late lunch? You models do eat, don't you?"

"I'll take a rain check. Have an appointment this afternoon," Sarah said absently, once again falling back into that medicated, yet sexual, absence.

Alicia couldn't wait to get out of there, and needed to get away from the young blonde. For all kinds of reasons. And food sounded great. "Can't speak for all of us, but I love to eat!"

***

The late lunch meant more drinking, of course, although at least this time it wasn't on an empty stomach. The two women drank Cosmos as they sat in the outdoor café, getting to know one another.

"So…" Isobel started during a lull.

"So…" Alicia replied, for some reason feeling her heart rise in anticipation of where the conversation was going.

"You could have fucked her. Hope you didn't stop because of me…"

There it was. Alicia felt her blush rise, this time accompanied by shivers. "No, it wasn't. I'm… I don't know…"

"Not into girls?"

"Yeah."

"Sure," Isobel said, unconvinced. "One day, you're going to realize that you're special. Girls like Sarah? They're everywhere. I've shot plenty of them. Beautiful, yes. Sexy as hell. But they don't have that… aura. They don't have what it takes to go from just a model to a supermodel."

"I'm not sure what you mean," the blonde said a little uneasily. She picked up her drink, swirling the pink liquid in its martini glass.

"Sure you do. You've got that quality, whether you realize it or not." Isobel plucked her cherry from her Cosmo and bit it off. Her dark eyes flashed as she regarded the other woman. Now that they were out of the studio, the Spanish woman had let her hair down. It hung long and straight over her shoulders, down into her prominent, olive cleavage.

Alicia shook her head, running her fingers through her hair. Jesus, what was wrong with her? I need Trey to get home before I lose it! she thought, although deep down she knew she didn't really mean it.

"But you have to be careful, Alicia. I love how innocent you can be. It's that sexy naiveté that's going to earn you a fortune."

Alicia thought about last weekend, and what she'd done with Mishin. She suddenly couldn't contain her secret anymore. "I slept with him," she blurted. "With Alex, I mean." For the first time, she felt like she'd found someone she could really open up to. "Last Saturday and… then into Sunday morning, I guess." Suddenly bashful, she glanced down at her empty drink, brushing her fingers once again through her loose hair.

"But Alicia, you're married!" Isobel said sarcastically.

"I was—" she stopped herself, suddenly worried what this woman would think of her drug-use. "It was a mistake. I shouldn't have… I don't know what to tell Trey…"

Isobel gave another hearty laugh. "Honey, it was just sex. Don't get so worked up over it."

"Just sex?! I made a vow to him. For the rest of our lives…"

"You made a vow to Alex, too. On your knees, in his office." Alicia's eyes grew wide. She knew? Isobel chuckled. "Honey, it's not only models that need to show their… 'loyalty.'" She paused long enough to let the implication sink in. "Things change, Ali. You need to be able to adapt to those changes. Maybe…"

"What?"

"Maybe it's time to think about life without him. You're not going to get anywhere if you don't take a risk."

Alicia was floored. The thing was, Isobel wasn't saying anything she hadn't been thinking of all week – she just didn't want to give voice to those thoughts. She wasn't the same woman Trey had married. And even worse than that, she'd betrayed him.

"But I love him." Alicia felt the tears building along her mascara-lined lashes. If she didn't, this decision would have been easy. If she didn't, she wouldn't have been racked with such guilt. "I can't just leave him…"

Isobel shared a sympathetic grimace, reaching out to comfort her new friend. "It's your decision. It's your life. I'm just giving you food for thought."

"Thanks. I appreciate it." She sniffed, but held back the tears. "I better get going before I fall apart. We should do lunch again. It's… good to be able to talk to someone about this stuff."

When Isobel hugged Alicia, it was like getting folded into the arms of her mother after a long, hard day. It was like a great weight had been plucked off her shoulders. She wasn't a new person, not by any means, but she finally felt more like herself.

***

Trey's first few attempts at picking up a girl were miserable failures. The first had laughed in his face. The other was gentler, but the condescending look in her pretty eyes was almost as bad.

"Look, you can't use a line!" Liz laughed as he returned to her table after his last failure. "I don't know anyone who's fallen for something like, 'Do we know each other from somewhere?' Who says that?"

"I do, I guess."

"How did you meet Alicia? I'm guessing you didn't use a line like that."

"No. She was actually working for an army fundraiser that I was at. We just sort of started talking."

"Why don't you try that?" Liz suggested. "With her." She'd been pointing prospects out all evening, always choosing cute, if not drop-dead gorgeous, women. He knew he shouldn't compare them with his wife, but he couldn't help it; and none of them held a candle to her.

The woman walking into the bar – the woman Liz was pointing to now – could have given Alicia a run for her money. Her skin was warm olive, her hair was midnight black, and her body was sex incarnate.

The woman paused at the entrance to the bar to scan the crowd. Trey wondered if it was for dramatic affect, to give all the guys here a chance to ogle and hope. She wore a short sundress that offered her full, delicious bust up like food on a platter. One that Trey went back to again and again.

The voluptuous target ran her left hand through her loose, dark hair. A ring caught in the light. A fat diamond ring. Trey was only partially relieved that he was off the hook – she was married, so any chance he thought he had was gone.

"Go get her, tiger," Liz whispered as they watched her cross the room. The muscles of her long legs danced as she took long, confident strides, sliding into an empty stool at the bar. She crossed her legs, reached into her purse, and lit up a cigarette.

"I can't…"

"Don't let that ring scare you. She's available."

"But how do you know?"

Liz shrugged. "A woman just knows. Now don't come back until you've got her number."

***

Liz felt a little guilty for what she was doing. Trey was a good man. A really good man. If he wasn't married and so dedicated to his wife, she would have snatched him up.

But they couldn't get their mission accomplished with his boy scout mentality. They were about to head into the lion's den. Into Erin Small's world. He had to convincingly set up a liaison with a prostitute, and if he tried to do that now, she would see right through him.

The petite operative sat back once again in her booth and watched her protégé approach the saucy brunette. It was a setup, of course. And Caroline had shown up on cue. They'd talked about it. The brunette would put up a bit of a struggle with Trey, flirt a little with him, and in the end, "succumb to his charms." They didn't have a lot of time; Liz needed to speed up this process. This seemed like the best idea.

Trey appeared to ask the woman for a light. She gave him a quick once over before drawing out her silver lighter. So far, so good, Liz thought. Maybe he could have done this on his own…

The two of them chatted through two more drinks. Liz couldn't hear what they were talking about, but he didn't appear to be giving her any cheesy lines. Not like the others. Caroline did a wonderful job appearing really into him. And for his part, he maintained steady eye contact – although he did let his gaze slip down into her healthy cleavage. "Not a bad thing, necessarily," she whispered to herself, thinking of the warmth that formed between her legs when he did much the same to her.

A man approached her table as she watched, distracting her for a moment. Liz had been hit on a couple times that evening, but had been able to brush them off as easily as those earlier girls had brushed off Trey. This one was a little different. He was hot.

"Can I buy you a drink?"

"I have a drink," she replied coyly, indicating her half finished martini.

"I see that. You've been nursing it for the last ten minutes. And there's nothing worse than a warm martini…" He had dark eyes and a dark complexion like a true Hawaiian native.

She laughed. "True enough. Sure, you can buy me a refill."

Glancing over his shoulder, the conversation between Trey and his "target" continued. A little fun of her own couldn't hurt…

She watched the guy go back up to the bar, her eyes lingering on his broad shoulders. Working so closely with a guy that looked as good as Trey for the past half week without any release had her at boiling point.

The brunette and Trey were talking close. She had moist red lips that were probably begging to be kissed. Trey kept glancing at them, unaware that he was licking his own lips. She leaned close and whispered into his ear. This was the play, Liz thought. This was the true test.

Trey looked stunned, frozen in his stool as Caroline slipped off her own. She took his hand in his and pulled him along, heading for the door. "Fuck," Liz muttered, glancing wistfully at the hunk ordering her another drink. If she only had ten more minutes. Fifteen…

She sighed again, threw back the rest of her martini, and followed the couple out the door before her suitor had a chance to see her leave.

She made it out just in time to hear Trey's good-boy self emerge. "I can't do this. I'm so sorry…" he begged off. Caroline had him pinned against her Range Rover, her bare, toned arms on either side of his head, her red lips whispering into his ear.

"Leave him alone, Car, he's had enough," Liz interrupted. The brunette pouted, but stepped away. "How'd he do?"

"He had me convinced," she said, the woman's voice thick with a Southern drawl. She winked at a confused Trey. "Hell, I'll still fuck him if he's up for it."

"Caroline!" Liz scolded.

"What's going on?" Trey asked, finding a voice.

"Sorry. Trey, allow me to introduce you to Caroline Aurora Turner. She's my surveillance expert and handles almost all the support for my missions. She's sometimes good for other things, too."

"Oh, you know you love me!" the Southern belle laughed. "Why did you come out here, anyway? I saw the guy you were chattin' up."

"Mission first. You know that," Liz sighed.

"Go on, have some fun. I'll take this one back to camp."

Liz bit her lip. It wasn't protocol, but it sure was tempting. A quick roll between the sheets was just the thing she needed to get her mind back on track. And there was almost nothing more thrilling than strange cock. Looking at Trey, she shook her head. Almost nothing…

"OK, but be good, Caroline. He's had enough for one night."

"Not nearly," she winked. Liz knew she could trust her comms expert, but sometimes, the woman's teasing went too far. "Have fun!"

As Liz turned back to the bar, she thought to herself, Don't worry about me…

***

"Here are those files you asked for, sir," the saucy blonde smirked, tossing the stack of red folders onto Vincent's desk.

The director of C.L.O.A.K. glanced up at his office manager, who remained leaning forward on the opposite side of his desk. He could see the leopard print of her bra. "Thank you, Emily."

He reached for them, flipping the first open. In it was a series of photo proofs that had been lifted from Alicia's last shoot. Unfiltered and uncensored, they showed off the blonde's nudity from all angles. He'd enjoy these later.

"Have you brought her in yet?" Emily asked, sitting on the edge of the desk. Her short, black skirt rode up her thigh, revealing a sliver of tanned skin above her black stockings.

"Not yet. She's not ready." He paged through the 8 x 10s, stopping on one of Alicia and another blonde model engaged in a heated kiss.

"Looks like she's pretty fucking ready," Emily laughed, adjusting her plastic-framed glasses. Horn-rimmed today. She'd once confided to him that she only wore the horn-rimmed ones when she was horny. Vincent felt his cock stir.

"She's ready when she's ready. This can't be rushed," the dark haired man said, a little too roughly. In truth, he was a little worried about revealing his true identity. Alicia was a smart girl, one that didn't tolerate being used. He had to strike when she was at her lowest. Then, she'd be forever in his debt.

"And you've been a good little boy?" Emily asked, her voice going up one teasing octave. She swiveled around on the desk, unraveling her crossed legs and causing her tight skirt to slide higher on her thighs. Vincent saw the garters holding her stockings up now.

"I have been," he nodded, although that wasn't quite true. He couldn't help himself last Saturday night with Liz. The fiery redhead's insubordination always got him worked up. "Although it's been so… hard…"

"Oh yeah?" Emily asked, rolling her shoulders back and her chest forward as she pealed off her blazer. "I know a little about being hard." She winked, tapping her fingers across her visible nipples. "Maybe I could help."

Vincent licked his lips as he surveyed the blonde's hard body. With the quick tap of a button, the blinds of his office shut and the door latched. Emily had her blouse open, exposing the animal print bra to her boss's lecherous eyes. Her skirt quickly followed, uncovering her matching thong and garter belt.

Leaning back, she sprawled across his desk – a feast of flesh and curves. "Or maybe," she said huskily, "you need to help yourself."

Taking his time, Vincent ran his hand across Emily's flat stomach, tracing the starburst tattoo that encircled her pierced belly button before moving higher. As his hand covered the full swell of her breasts, he lowered his lips to hers. She hungrily returned the kiss.

Vincent felt her hand cover the front of his pants as she nibbled down on his lower lip. "Thought you needed help with your hard problem…" she tantalized as she groped him. She snapped her teeth up at him as she awkwardly lowered his fly.

"First, I'll help myself," he replied, pulling away from her mouth, he yanked the cups of the leopard print bra down and attacked her swollen nipples. Almost chewing on the eraser tips, he drew a long moan out of her. She liked it rough and he was in a rough mood.

Vincent plunged his hand inside of her panties and assaulted her hooded pleasure center. The blonde's back arched, compressing her tits against his mouth as she moaned louder. This wasn't about teasing, or loving. His fingers went right for the finish line and didn't let up until the hot office manager's body was damp with her sweaty orgasm.

Only then did he climb up onto the desk and take care of himself. Jerking the thong to one side, he buried his cock between her buttery soft folds. "Uhn, yess…" the girl with the short blonde hair cried out, not quick recovered from her climax.

"God, your cunt feels good," he groaned as she squeezed her pussy muscles around him.

"I know you wish it was hers. Don't you, baby?" she asked, her deep voice taking on a shrill, hysterical quality. "You can tell me. I won't be mad."

"Fuck, Em…"

"I know you're going to jack off to the pictures of that blonde model. I still can't believe you haven't fucked her yet. Haven't fucked that tight pussy of hers. Haven't felt those full lips wrap around you…"

"Jesus Christ!" Vincent hissed, barely holding himself back as images of Alicia flooded his mind. Some memories, some fantasies. Everything Emily was saying, he wanted.

"She'd do you, too. I've seen the tapes. She's into you, Vincy. And she's already fucked Mishin like a high-class callgirl. What are you waiting for—FUCK!"

"ARGH!" Vincent growled, jamming his hips hard into the blonde as he emptied himself into the taunting blonde.

When he came down, his body soaking through his shirt, which he'd neglected to remove, Emily was there, stroking his face. "Why are you still waiting, Vince? It's just sex…"

***

"So how was he?" Caroline asked enthusiastically. Caroline, Liz, and Trey were sharing lunch outside the training grounds, overlooking the endless blue ocean. "You looked pretty beat yesterday morning…"

"Not enough to run me into the ground," Trey muttered. For such a small woman, Liz had a lot of pep. He also was feeling a little hot under the collar and couldn't explain it. Surely he wasn't jealous.

Liz blushed a bit, but answered. "It's been a while since I've had a cock so big."

Caroline's eyes lit up. "Really?" she said, leaning forward. The movement didn't go unnoticed by Trey, whose eyes immediately went to her breasts. The Georgia peach of a comms expert was wearing a brown string bikini that barely contained her large breasts, and a little pair of cutoffs.

"Still have his number?" the brunette went on.

"I don't know how you guys do it," Trey interrupted.

"Do what?" the two women asked at once.

"Be so cavalier about sex."

"It's just sex, Trey," Caroline laughed. Her free spirit made Liz seem like a nun. At least the redhead was quiet about her sexuality.

"Trey's a romantic."

Now it was the only male present's turn to blush. Why should he be the one to feel ashamed? "When you two meet the one, then you'll know where I'm coming from."

"I have, remember?" Caroline replied, holding up her hand to show off her wedding band.

"That thing's real?" he asked incredulously. He'd convinced himself over the last two days that it was part of her cover.

"Sure is. Henry and I have been married for ten years. We know all about love," she said sincerely. Then a wicked grin spread across her face. "But that doesn't make me enjoy sex any less!"

"And he's OK with that?"

"He loves it! Doesn't he, Liz?" she winked. Liz averted her eyes, pretending not to hear the question. "Come on, Trey, don't keep your head in the sand. Sex is sex. People do it all the damned time. Your wife is in the modeling world, don't tell me you think she hasn't had a fling or two…"

"She hasn't," he growled, suddenly very tired of this conversation.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught Liz's quick shake of her head to the other woman – one that said, "Don't go any further." Was it because his trainer was looking out for him? Or wanted to protect him… Alicia loved him. She'd never…

"Well, either way, it's just sex. You need to lighten up a little, toots!"

***

"Harder! Fuck my ass harder!" Isobel screamed. Her naked, sweat-slick body writhed on all fours as Alexander Mishin drilled down into her tight asshole. He loved how vocal she was when they fucked. He loved it about as much as he loved her willingness for anal sex. It made him feel like a rock star. Which, he often thought, he was, in a sense.

"Fuck, Alex! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she cried, craning her neck to look back at him. Her dark hair clung to her damp brow. So sexy. He plunged against her swiftly, feeling his swollen balls bounce across her plump labial lips.

She buried her face in the bed sheets as she came. Alex wasn't too far behind, although as he shut his eyes and barked out his climax, it wasn't Isobel's ass he was dumping himself into.

"So, did you have a good session with Alicia?" he asked once he'd recovered his voice. His throat felt raw.



"You always ask about her. I think someone has a crush," the photographer teased in her exotic accent.

"Don't," he warned.

"Yes, it was good. But she's always good. A natural, that one. And so sexy…"

"Maybe I'm not the only one with a crush? Maybe you're projecting."

She rolled her eyes but didn't deny it. "Maybe…"

She rolled onto her side, her black hair fanning out on the soft pillow behind her. She bent an arm up over her head and sighed, reveling in her nudity.

"God, you're sexy, Isobel. You belong on the other side of the lens." Even after their session, he felt himself grow at the sight of her. She had wonderfully full breasts for such a slender frame. What he said was true; she really did belong on his payroll as a model.

She laughed huskily. They'd had this conversation before. Plenty of times. "But then you'd just see me as one of your bimbo models. You'd start thinking you could fuck me whenever you wanted!"

His eyes drifted down to her cleanly shaven pussy, the skin a warm brown like the rest of her body. "Yeah, that would be hard to get used to," he said sarcastically. "And I don't think my models are bimbos. Quite the opposite! I don't hire bimbos."

"I know, I know. I'm just playing with you, Alexander." They basked in the afterglow of their orgasms. "I think I'm going to invite Alicia to Erin's thing at Condo. You should come."

"You two friends now?" he teased.

"Sure. Why not?" she asked with a bit of Latina attitude. "She seems lonely. Her husband's MIA. I figured she could use a little fun."

"You mean sex."

"Did I say something else?"

Alex laughed. "You know she's married…"

Isobel smirked. "Such a gentleman." She tapped him on the nose. "Doesn't fit you."

"I figured I'd try. How did you get on the list at Condo, if you don't mind me asking? I thought you had a falling out with someone…"

"Gabrielle set it all up. She said it would be fine."

"Gabrielle, huh? Interesting…"

"She's actually the one who suggested I bring Alicia. I think something's going on between those two…"

The image of Gabrielle eating the blonde's sweet cunt as he fucked her came unbidden to his mind, along with the resurgence of his cock. "Doubt it. She's in Paris… but it's a nice thought."

"I see that," Isobel purred, reaching down to stroke his growing member. She leaned back and spread her legs. "I don't mind it if you fantasize. Just get that thing back in me." He mounted the tawny senorita, spread her legs further, and pushed back in.

Next Chapter: Partying Like a Rock Star
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Chapter 6: Partying Like a Rock Star

"I want you to imagine that you have just been reunited with your lover. You have been apart for too long. You've dreamt of his touch, his smell, his body. He takes you into his strong arms. He leans in to kiss you, and… perfect. Now hold that pose."

Isobel's sing-song Spanish accent brought Alicia into the mood. The blonde model felt her nipples tighten visibly through the thin silk of her black, flowing gown.

She'd done as the photographer had instructed, imaging her lover in the moment before his kiss. Her heart had seized up as she did so, her skin flaring hotly at the vision. It wasn't Trey she imagined, despite the fact that it had been more than a week since her husband had left for business. And Isobel probably knew it wouldn't be.

"You're a natural, Alicia!" Isobel encouraged as her camera clicked rapidly. "Surprised and sexy. Naughty… It's the perfect look for Les Petite Mort…"

This was her fourth photo shoot since she'd signed on with Mishin Inc., and this time, she knew exactly what it was: the new ad campaign for Gabrielle's flagship perfume. The supermodel herself had requested Alicia. So Alexander Mishin had claimed.

Thankfully for her sanity, she hadn't run into either of them since that fateful night at the Green Fairy Lounge. She knew she'd been high on drugs and drunk on powerful liquor -- even that Alexander Mishin had taken full advantage of her impressionable state. She should have hated him for it -- and the rational part of her did -- but she wasn't denying that part of her liked it. Part of her wanted to feel his cock inside her again.

"No blushing. I need sexy, not cute," Isobel interrupted, breaking her from her thoughts. The woman winked, seeming to read her thoughts.

"Sorry, Izzy," Alicia apologized.

They'd had a few more lunches and the Spanish beauty hadn't let up when it came to talk of sex. She regaled the blonde of her free lifestyle, every time speaking of marriage as though it were a bad word.

And then there were her lunches with Vincent. Her heart twittered as she thought of yet another man in her life that shouldn't have been. Their lunches had remained innocent. They'd stuck to the sidewalk cafes and always arrived separately. But when she was alone at night…

"There it is. Hold that!"

Trey had called a few times since he'd left. A year ago, she would have been distraught at how little she'd heard his voice. Now, while she certainly missed him, she was OK with the lack of communication.

When he returned, they'd talk. She just didn't really want to think about that particular conversation. She still wasn't quite sure where it would go.

"I think we're done for today," the Spanish photographer said, putting a cap on her lens. "You seem more distracted than usual today. Still struggling with your silly guilt?" She winked.

Alicia closed her eyes and shook her head. "He's coming home tomorrow. I… I don't know what to do. What to say to him."

Isobel made a tsking sound. "Don't say anything. You could always leave a note. Stay with me if you want."

The woman spoke of leaving her husband so matter-of-factly, it was hard to believe she was talking about anything more serious than the weather forecast. "I can't do that…"

Isobel rolled her eyes. She had such large, pretty dark eyes. "Why not? Life's short, Alicia. Sometimes, you need to do what feels right."

Unsure of what else to say, Alicia slipped behind the changing screen and changed the subject. "Want to grab some lunch?"

"Actually, I've got plans today, but want to go to a party tonight?"

Alicia pulled on her loose fitting sundress. "I don't know, I think I'm too old for parties…"

"You're only 25! If you're too old, what does that make me?" It had become a recurring joke between them. Isobel was only a month older than her, but she'd become the "old woman." "Come on, it'll take your mind off all that other stuff."

"Well, OK. I guess so…"

"Excellent. I'll pick you up around 10? I know a pre-party we can hit up before!"

"A pre-party at 10? That seals it, I'm old."

"Nah, you're just married." Isobel's head popped around the screen. The pretty woman bounced her eyebrows suggestively. "But not for long!"

Alicia actually laughed at the woman's persistence. "You're too much!"

***

Trey turned his head slowly, amazed by the reflection in the mirror. He hardly recognized himself. He brought his hand to his face, feeling the unfamiliar scratch of week-old beard along his normally clean-shaven jaw. His pale skin was now sunburn red, lending to the surfer-guy look Liz had fashioned for him.

But it was the hair that really transformed him. He'd trimmed back the orange-red curls he'd sported since he'd left the military, covering his buzz-cut with a high quality wig of tangled, sun-bleached hair.

"Hey there, rock star!" Liz greeted as she walked into the room. "Here, try these on." She handed him a pair of large, gradated shades that were more for fashion than sun blockage. "Like a young Brad Pitt… or Kurt Cobain, back from the dead." He slipped them on and checked himself out.

"You're some kind of miracle worker," he said, catching her eyes in the mirror. "Even Alicia won't recognize me!"

Liz had transformed herself as well. Unlike Trey, she actually tanned pretty well, although with a mess of freckles. Her high quality wig of long, straight brown hair had surprised him at first. For a moment, he thought she was her sister, Kathy.

"You packed, Trenton Dean?" She giggled at the fake name C.L.O.A.K. had devised for him. "Absolutely, Elizabeth Dean. You have the tickets?"

She held out her left hand, glancing at the enormous diamond ring she now wore. "God, I'm not going to want to give this back!" She slipped her designer sunglasses down over her eyes, grabbed her wheely bag, and rolled it out to the dock.

They were flying back to LA. It had been almost a week since he'd been home. In fact, tomorrow night, Friday night, would be a week. He was amazed at how much progress Liz had been able to make with him. They spent the morning hours working on physical training, and the latter hours going over the technical details. Having Caroline there to lend her expertise helped, although the woman was a constant flirt.

Liz seemed a little wary of the mission that was to come, but she did her best to conceal it. Tonight should be easy enough. Erin Small was hosting a party at her most exclusive clubs -- an underground soiree at Condo. They were to make an appearance, introduce themselves as a rich couple from Hawaii -- the Deans. Then Trey was supposed to get her alone and ask about Kelly, maybe setting something up while he was in town.

Easy. Only now that the day was finally here, Trey was terrified. If he made it through tonight and tomorrow, then he'd finally get to go home. He could sleep in his own bed, kiss his own wife, and pretend things were back to normal.

Just two more nights…

***

As soon as Alicia walked into the spacious apartment, she knew this was a mistake. Isobel had spent the whole ride over assuring her that the girls were cool, that this was a great idea.

The blonde had used the money from her last job to buy her outfit: Juicy Couture jeans that were way too low for panties, a backless top that covered less than the hundred dollar bills she'd spent on it would have covered, even more expensive spiked sandals, and an entirely new assortment of jewelry to match.

A month ago, she would have been shocked at the price tag on her outfit. Now, wasn't it just part of the lifestyle? Isn't this how the girls did it these days?

As she was led into a strange apartment -- hip-hop blaring from a state-of-the-art stereo system -- by a self-proclaimed slut, she was suddenly overwhelmed by how out of place she felt. And the models taking turns doing lines of cocaine off the coffee table didn't help, either.

"Um… I don't think this is a good idea," she whispered to the Latin photographer, stalling in the archway of the living room. A gorgeous Asian had just taken her turn with the coke. She tossed her long black hair back and pinched her nose as the powerful narcotic washed through her.

"Relax, you don't have to do it. No one's pressuring you," Isobel tried calming her friend. It wasn't working. Alicia's stomach was clawing its way up her throat.

"You've done it?" she asked, feeling naïve.

"When I go out, sometimes," Isobel shrugged. "But I won't tonight if you won't."

"I'm not going to!" Alicia practically shouted. The last time she'd done drugs -- the only time -- she'd completely lost control.

"Something wrong?" a husky voice asked. The Asian girl had joined them, a haughty smirk twisted on her stunning face. Alicia instantly recognized her: Michelle Park, the winner of season two of Supermodel.

"Michelle, it's so good to see you," Isobel said, her voice guarded. Michelle's almond-shaped eyes quickly sized Alicia up, and not in the most friendly of ways, either.

When she spoke, though, she sounded cheery. "You were never good at lying, but thanks for the effort." Written off, just like that. "And now I get to finally meet Gabbie's flavor of the month. Alicia, right?"

Alicia hated this woman instantly. She exemplified all that she despised in the world of modeling -- and LA in general. She was shallow, fake, and catty. She didn't need to put up with this shit. "Alicia, yes. I just signed with Mishin Inc."

"What a trip that must be for you," Michelle commented, her face lighting up in faux excitement. "Come on, let's go celebrate!" She grabbed the blonde's hand and pulled her into the room before Alicia knew what was happening.

Alicia found herself sandwiched between Michelle and a young hunk whose toned body was warm against her own. He was just sitting up from the drug-covered table, holding the rolled hundred in front of him like an unlit cigarette.

"Shit, that's good stuff," he commented to Alicia, giving her a white-toothed smile. He smelled good, she thought as he offered her the paper tube.

"No, I don't think so," she declined. Her face burned as she felt the attractive young man's dark eyes judge her, but last weekend's blunder was still fresh in her mind. "Thanks though."

"What the matter, sugar pie?" Michelle asked, her sweetness now blatantly put on. "A coke virgin?" The Asian model rubbed Alicia's shoulders in encouragement as she cocked her head to the proffered bill.

"Michelle, lay off." It was Isobel that butted in. "What are we, in high school?"

Michelle gave the photographer -- who was standing across from them with both hands on her hips -- a scathing glance. "If we were in high school, what would that make you? The wannabe cheerleader who never gets picked?"

Isobel just rolled her eyes. "You don't even know how ridiculous you sound. Did you ever watch yourself on Supermodel? Come on, Alicia, let's get out of here."

"Bitch," Michelle said to those around her.

Isobel didn't look back. She took Alicia's hand and the two of them quickly left. The blonde's face burned even more.

***

Caroline, who'd gone ahead to set up their base camp, was waiting for them at LaGuardia. It was getting on 10. Things weren't supposed to start until closer to midnight, but Liz wanted to get there a little early so they'd have their best shot at being noticed by the club owner.

The flirtatious southern belle drove them to the Four Seasons Beverly Hills, telling them all about the luxurious spread. Not too shabby for a headquarters hotel, Trey thought, although it had to be upscale to go with their cover. The rooms were already wired up, the smaller of the two being filled with a mini-surveillance center.

Despite Liz's rush, she did take time to shower and do her make up while Caroline and Trey sat around, waiting. "You nervous?" she asked in her thick drawl. "You seem it."

"First mission jitters, I suppose."

The brunette was playing with some radio equipment, leaning over enough to give Trey a long, hard look down her black tank top. "Not that I know much about these kinds of things, but I've heard one piece of advice. In order for others to believe your cover, you've gotta believe it. Make sense? So, do you feel like a rich, young dilettante?"

"Not right now," Trey admitted, honestly.

"Well, sugar, you should. Here's what we're gonna do. When your 'wife' comes out of the bedroom, I want you to sweep her into your arms and plant a big, wet smooch on her lips." Trey thought of Alicia emerging after spending a half hour on her make up, and how mad that would make her. But then, a guy like Trenton Dean would do that, wouldn't he?

"Liz's not my wife."

Caroline chuckled. "Tonight she is. Your wife'll forgive you. But if you're found out and end up in some bad guy's back room, smacked around, she might not have a chance to forgive…"

Liz chose that ominous moment to make her entrance. Both spectators sat dumbly on the couch, watching her beauty radiate. The cute little redhead was gone. Not even a trace of her remained. "Elizabeth Dean" was hot in a very untouchable way. She was a starlet, complete with bright red lipstick, long, unfettered hair, and short baby-doll party dress that practically added a foot to her short frame. The four-inch spikes helped with that, too, Trey noticed as his eyes scanned her long, shapely legs.

"Wow," Caroline whistled, nudging him a little.

Trey stood, channeled the rockstar Trenton into him, and pulled "his wife" into his arms. She smelled good; looked even better. Her grey eyes danced as he leaned her back dramatically. "You're breathtaking, wife," he said, and kissed her.

It started as a bit of a play kiss. In the end, it transformed him into Trenton. He reveled in the soft, unfamiliar feel of her tongue against his. Her scent was new. Her taste was different. Even the way her hands curled up around his shoulder blades was fresh.

He'd stood as Trey; he pulled away from Elizabeth as Trenton.

"Now I'm going to have to redo my lips," she whined, although her grey eyes continued to smile. She felt as exhilarated as he -- as she should, he thought. I'm a rock star!

***

"I'm sorry for that. I didn't realize it would be that kind of pre-party," Isobel said over Cosmos. They'd retreated to a small cocktail lounge that the attractive photographer frequented.

"Oh, no problem. I'm used to catty models. Wouldn't be the first time I'd been in that situation." Drugs and modeling went hand-in-hand, but she'd always been able to resist temptation in the past. And without any of the embarrassing peer-pressure. What she didn't tell Isobel was that this was the first time she'd actually stopped and wondered what it would be like.

"Michelle and I never got along. I don't know if you ever watched the show, but we had a pretty heated televised fight on one of the episodes."

"No, I never caught much of it, but I can imagine."

"She came off as an outrageous bitch on that show, and only a little bit of it was editing." The black haired woman sipped her drink thoughtfully. "Tony looked good though." There was that mischievous glint in her eyes again; the one that meant trouble.

"Tony?"

"Tall, dark, and handsome sitting next to you."

Alicia blushed as she thought of the hunk. "Yeah, he smelled nice."

Isobel laughed hard enough that she had to cover her mouth. "Girl, you need it bad!"

The blonde's face turned bright red. "Is it that obvious?"

"Maybe we can arrange something between the two of you. Tony's one of Erin's friends, and he's always up for a little no-strings-attached fun."

"Izzy, you know I can't…"

"It has nothing to do with 'can' or 'can't'. At least be honest with yourself… Now come on, finish up. We've got a party to go to!"

***

Trey knew exactly why Condo was so exclusive. It was basically a condo building that had been converted into a club -- although "converted" is a bit loose of a term. Most of the rooms remained intact: the bedrooms were still bedrooms, for the most part; the kitchens were kitchens (although bartenders manned them now, mixing drinks and pouring beers); and the living rooms became the congregation points for conversation and dance.

The club was more a warren of rooms than what Trey typically thought of as a club -- big open spaces like warehouses filled with flailing, sweaty dancers. The unusual venue turned out to be a blessing, as the smaller spaces provided the ideal environment to people watch and remain pretty inconspicuous.

They arrived just a little after 10:30, which in club-time was early. "Elizabeth" and "Trenton" made their rounds, socializing with LA's rich and famous. They got a feel for who was who, and kept their sights set on Erin Small.

The attractive club promoter and alleged madam moved through the crowd like a fish in water. This was her element; this was her world. She made it a point to socialize, to be one with the guests. Liz and Trey quickly figured out that they wouldn't have to approach her; if they waited long enough, she'd come to them.

Trey tried not to gawk at the celebrities and personalities they were brushing up against. He channeled some Trenton -- some rockstar -- and started to believe that he fit this crowd.

"Look who it is," Liz whispered. Trey followed her eyes into the next room, where a DJ was spinning dance tunes for a small crowd. At first, he didn't recognize the young blonde. She had tight ringlets that just barely brushed her shoulders, and was wearing a silver cami and what was a poor excuse for a skirt.

"Who?" he started to ask, and then she turned. Sarah Ellis. Of course. The only confirmed Mishin model in Erin's little ring. And their eventual target. My God, she's got a body, Trey couldn't help thinking.

"Her boy-toy's going to have fun tonight," Liz whispered as they watched the blonde grind on a tall, handsome man whose hands were all over the taut expanse of skin between her little top and her little skirt.

She pulled his head down to her and whispered something into his ear. The guy nodded enthusiastically and allowed himself to be pulled off the dance floor. Trey watched her discreetly as they passed through their room, toward the stairs that went up into a part of the club he hadn't yet explored.

"Think she's working tonight?" he asked as he sipped his Jack and coke.

"Maybe. Who knows?"

"If she is, she seems to enjoy her work…" he said.

"With clients like that, who wouldn't?" the disguised redhead joked.

Liz's eyes shifted beyond him, her expression changing into what Trey now recognized as her "game face."

"I don't think we've met," a woman's refined voice said behind him. "I'm Erin Small."

Trey turned. The madam had found them at last. He didn't even have to take his usual pause, his composing breath. He was Trenton Dean now, and he could do this.

"We know who you are, Erin Small. Your clubs are all the talk where we're from," he opened confidently.

"And that is…"

"Honolulu. Hawaii. My wife and I are here on business. Had to pull some strings to get in here, but so far, it's definitely been worth it."

Erin looked at Liz. "Hi, I'm Elizabeth Dean, and this is my husband, Trenton. I should apologize for him, he sometimes forgets that his ego isn't as big as he'd like." Erin laughed at her quip.

"I'm sorry that I don't recognize that name, but welcome to Condo."

"It's lovely," Elizabeth said demurely. After spending the last couple weeks with her, she really had transformed herself. Where Liz was tough and strong, Elizabeth was calm and feminine.



"What's up there?" Trey asked, glancing in the direction Sarah and her man had gone.

"Ah, that's where the guests can go for some more… privacy."

"Ah, that's where the real action is," Trenton inferred, bouncing his eyebrows suggestively. "Honey, we should take a tour."

Liz rolled her eyes. "I'm going to get a refill. Want another?"

"Sure thing, Lizzy. Jack and Coke, but you can hold the Coke this time."

He watched Liz go, wondering who she was wiggling her little ass at. "She's gorgeous," Erin commented.

"So are you," he smiled, turning to the older woman. He knew from her profile that she was 35, but she was a very youthful 35. Only the small wrinkles around her sharp blue eyes betrayed her.

"Mmm, a charmer. I like that." She took a sip of her martini. "Do you really want a tour of upstairs? I can arrange that."

Trey laughed. "No offense, Erin, but no matter how nice this place is, our suite at the Four Seasons is far superior."

Erin nodded slightly, but added, "I'm sure, but I wasn't just thinking about you and your wife." She plucked an olive from her glass, rolling it on her tongue before crushing it between her teeth. Trey felt his cock flex.

"Actually, I've heard some things about you…"

"Yes?" she asked, cocking a strawberry blonde brow in interest.

"Yes. That you're the woman to talk to when it comes to finding beautiful… companionship."

Erin laughed. "Really? And a man like you, with a wife like that, needs help?"

He suppressed his blush. That wouldn't do. "When time is short," he winked. "Tomorrow night, for example. Elizabeth is flying home, but business is holding me here one more day. I was thinking…"

"Yes?" Erin asked innocently.

"A friend of mine mentioned a woman named Kelly. I was hoping you could help me find her."

Erin's smile grew even wider. "Ah, Kelly. Yes…"

"What?"

"She's a popular girl. Tomorrow night, you say? I think I may be able to find her… I assume you're not worried about rates and costs and such?"

"That's what I pay my people for," Trey big-timed. "My only concern is about having fun."

"I don't imagine that's much of a problem…"

"Not in the company of a woman like you."

Erin rolled her eyes. "You're staying at the Four Seasons under Dean?" Trey nodded. "When are you free? And were you thinking dinner, or just… straight up to your place."

"Would I be a gentleman if I didn't offer dinner?"

"Are you a gentleman, Mr. Dean?"

"Good point. How about my room, around 9."

"All night?"

"Always."

Erin giggled. "You won't regret it. Now, please excuse me. Time to be a hostess again. It was a pleasure talking to you, Trenton Dean." She placed a soft hand on his shoulder. Trey shivered, once again feeling a reaction between his legs. "And if you or your wife would like to see upstairs, find me."

As LA's infamous madam moved on, Liz's voice whispered over the comms, "You did good, kid. She ate it up."

"I think that's not the only thing she'd like to eat up."

Liz walked back into sight, holding their drinks before her. "You're a pig," she said when she was in earshot, winking.

***

Alexander Mishin sat at the bar, brooding over his glass of Scotch. Something was going on. He just couldn't put his finger on what. The feeling was in his gut; it was the same feeling he got when he uncovered the next cover girl, when he found the next diamond-in-the-rough. Something about Gabrielle. Gabrielle and Erin? Isobel?

A warm hand behind him drew him back to his surroundings. The bass of Condo's dance floor once again enveloped him. The din of the beautiful people around him returned. "Drinking alone?"

"I guess so," the Russian replied, swirling his glass on the bar top. The hand belonged to Michelle Park, whose fifteen minutes of fame still hadn't worn off.

He gave her a quick once-over. The Korean American was certainly hot, he admitted, particularly clad in the tight black tube-dress that stretched along her hard body. But she was no supermodel, despite the title she'd earned. She didn't have that… diamond quality.

"Mind if I drink alone beside you?" she asked, raising a playful eyebrow in his direction.

"I do," he said, signaling to the bartender. "But I wouldn't mind the company." He'd fucked her once, during a threesome with Gabrielle, and while she wasn't supermodel quality in his book, she certainly was fuckable. Besides, maybe he could do something about that nagging feeling he'd developed since he'd been with Isobel. Maybe she could give him a few clues.

"I'll have a vodka tonic then," she smiled, slipping up against him.

"How about having one upstairs with me?"

"Mmm… even better."

***

"What's upstairs?" Alicia asked Isobel as she took a breather from the dance floor. That last guy had his hands all over her and wouldn't take a hint, no matter how many times she moved them.

"Why do you ask?" the Spanish woman asked in amusement.

"Mr. Party Shirt asked if I wanted to check it out."

Isobel laughed at the name they'd come up with for the last round of gentlemanly suitors. The two of them had been there for close to an hour and had already gone through three sets of guys.

"That's where you can go if you find Mr. Right-for-Tonight."

"You mean…"

"…condos have bedrooms, too, you know."

"That's disgusting!" Alicia exclaimed, thinking of how many people must share the same, used bed. It felt worse than cheap. It felt out of place here, with all these celebrities around.

"Not everyone can get in. I seriously doubt your Mr. Party Shirt would have had a chance. I think he was in some soap in the 90s? But if you really wanted a go, I'm sure we could talk to Erin…"

"Talk to me about what?" an attractive, older woman asked, appearing out of the crowd. To Alicia, she looked oddly familiar, although she couldn't place her.

"Erin! There you are. I'd like you to meet Alicia Kennedy, Alex's latest model."

"Alicia, so nice to meet you again," the woman said, her smile showing a row of perfect, white teeth. "I believe we met briefly at the Green Fairy Lounge…"

The memory was still vague, but it seemed plausible. She tried not to dwell too much on that evening, and anything that came before the drugs and sex seemed hardly worth remembering.

"You've caught the eye of Gabrielle Dubois, in case you don't already know." Did she know something? Had she heard them in the VIP room? What was that sparkle in her eye?

"She's been shooting for Gabrielle's new scent, so I think she's got an idea." The brunette turned to Alicia. "Erin runs this club, the Green Fairy downtown, and a few others around LA."

She runs it? She runs the Green Fairy? Then she must know what happened there…

"It's nice to meet you," she said bashfully, quickly adding, "again."

"Would you like to see upstairs?" The woman laughed at Alicia's startled look. "A quick tour. Come on, it's my favorite thing about this club."

Isobel nodded her head to Alicia, urging her to go along with it. Reluctantly, the blonde followed Erin Small into the back. She looked back, surprised that Isobel was staying behind…

***

Alexander used Erin's suites whenever he pleased. That was one of the many perks she gave him. In exchange, he looked the other way when it came to her other… business excursions.

"Vodka tonic?" he asked, crossing the contemporarily furnished living room to the fully stocked bar. Michelle didn't respond immediately, and when he turned back, he discovered why.

"A vodka tonic would be lovely," she said, posing for him in nothing but a g-string and her platform heels. She'd discarded her small black dress on the cherry, hardwood floors. "Although I think I'd rather drink your cum."

Alex laughed at her forwardness. "A girl who likes to get right down to business. I can get behind that." He leaned against the counter, watching the olive-hued Asian saunter across the room. Half-way there, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and stepped out of them.

"I hope you can… get behind that…"

The girl's naked body was even better than he'd remembered. Her full breasts still sat high and perky with all the grace of youth, and her velvety smooth pussy was already wet with anticipation.

Michelle dropped to her knees before him without so much as a kiss on the lips, quickly unzipping his trousers and fishing out his up-turning cock. With one quick glance -- the kind a sculptor gives when sizing up an unformed block of clay -- she practically lunged forward, taking the engorged member deep into her throat.

Alex had to grip the edges of the bar behind him as her skilled mouth glided away. The probing could wait a little, Alex reasoned. For now, he'd have a little fun.

***

"'Upstairs' is our version of the VIP lounge. Lounges, I guess," Erin explained on their way up the stairs. "Condo is all about intimacy. And sometimes, a celebrity or a high profile guest wants an even more intimate setting than the public rooms. A home away from home. You know?"

At the top of the stairs was a wide hall, lined with alternating, beveled doors. Each were numbered as though this were a true condo complex, although one that Alicia could never afford. At least not yet…

"That one there is the Lohans'," Erin said as they walked down the hall. "That's Paris's, although they sometimes share." She pointed to one that didn't have a number but a little bunny head. "That's Hugh's, but he's rarely there. It's mainly for his girls." Alicia nodded, still a little shocked as she thought about what all these celebrities must do behind the doors. Were they doing it now?

"And this one's mine," she said, stopping at the last door on the hall. Number 01. "I'll readily admit that I chose the biggest suite, but why shouldn't I?" She winked at the blonde, fishing out a silver key and opening it quietly. "Hope no one's home…"

The door opened into an enormous living room -- two times the size of her own. The floors were glossy cherry wood. The rich looking furniture was dark wood, stunning against its white upholstery. It was like a page out of a Crate & Barrel catalog -- although Alicia got the impression that this room cost a whole lot more.

"Well, well, looks like someone's been sleeping in my bed," Erin whispered, reaching down and picking up a discarded black dress. The blonde's breath caught. She quickly searched the room, but it was empty. A tiny g-string sat on the floor in the middle of the room. It looked like whoever was there had begun to fix a drink at the bar, but had left that behind, too.

Erin quietly crossed the room, nudging the panties with her toe. She put a finger to her lips for quiet, then pointed to the bar once again. In addition to the open bottle of Stoli, there was a round mirror, an unrolled bill, and a credit card. A pink baggy sat just off the mirror.

"Looks like we're crashing someone's party," the older woman murmured, stepping up to the counter. She picked up the credit card, reading, "Alexander Mishin," for Alicia's benefit.

The blonde felt her cheeks go red and her heart flutter. He was here? She glanced toward the closed doors that led to… bedrooms? Was he in one of those? As if in answer, the two heard a loud cry pierce the stillness of the room -- the unmistakable sound of feminine pleasure.

Erin poured some of the powdery contents of the pink baggy out onto the plate and carved them into two rows. Alicia felt her mouth go dry. Her entire body was tingling. Get out, get out, get out! a voice cried. This isn't you, this isn't right.

The strawberry blonde woman re-rolled the bill and quickly did a line. She sniffed sharply, rubbing her nose and licking her lips. She handed the bill to Alicia, who took it in her unsteady hand.

This time, Alicia didn't have a choice. Erin wasn't some bimbo model. And she wasn't some silly slut like Michelle Park. She didn't want to see that judgment in Erin's blue eyes. This time, she took the bill, leaned over the mirror, and snorted her first line of cocaine.

Life would never be the same.

"Come on, let me show you another reason I love this place," Erin whispered, grabbing the blonde's hand even before the chemical buzz hit her. When it did, the older woman was unlocking one of the doors, pulling her into a dark room without any windows.

Fuck, she felt good. It was like all her insecurity, all her doubt, was washed away. In the darkness, she felt empowered. "This is the viewing room," Erin said, no longer whispering. "Don't worry, it's sound-proofed."

She pulled open a black curtain. Alicia's breath caught once again. This time, however, the overwhelming feeling was jealousy, not nervousness. "That bitch," she muttered.

On the bed, facing the two-way mirror, were Alex and Michelle. Erin flipped a switch and the room was filled with the couple's loud fucking. The Asian model was dewy with exertion, her sinuous muscles dancing as she flexed and gyrated in Alex's lap.

"Don't like her?" Erin asked, turning her amused look away from the show before them.

"I can't believe he'd fall for a skank like her," Alicia whined, aware that she was saying things she normally reserved for her inner dialog.

"Well, Alex isn't the most selective of men," Erin said, strolling back to Alicia's side. "But, if you'd like to get back at her, I know one way…"

Alicia shivered as she felt the other woman's soft fingers trace down her bare back. She wasn't suggesting… and how could that be a way of getting her back…

"You're so beautiful, Alicia." The compliment hung in the air between them. The blonde didn't dare move, instead focusing on Michelle's full breasts as they bounced with each thrust. She licked her lips as her eyes fell lower, to the way Alex's swollen balls hung and the way his cock sliced into the Asian's hairless cunt.

"She has a boyfriend, you know," Erin whispered. "A guy named Tony… who's about as discriminating as Alexander there. Catch my meaning?"

Alicia licked her lips. A revenge fuck. But could she do that? Her skin formed goose bumps at Erin's touch. "Want me to set it up? He's just a phone call away…"

"I…" She wanted to do it. Especially if the Tony was the one at the party. If this bitch thought she could fuck her Alexander, isn't turn-about fair play? Her Alexander?

"You need to get fucked, sweetheart."

"OK. Yes. Why not?" Saying it felt good. Not right, exactly, but good. Like the drugs. Good enough that it didn't matter if it was right or not.

Erin had her cell phone out immediately. "Hey, Tony. This is Erin… Yes, you, too," she laughed. "Listen, I've got a friend that could use a little help… Yes, of course she's hot! Can you meet us in the disco room? Great!"

She snapped the phone shut. "Come on, let's go!"

***

Trey and Liz were doing their final rounds, making sure that Erin saw them once again. Trey stirred in his pants every time the blue eyes of the hostess looked his direction. Tonight would be yet another night of jerking one out. He was so wound up he felt like he could punch through a wall.

"A water please," he said, leaning against the bar. They'd danced a few numbers, but Trey wasn't much for dancing. Even in the "Trenton" persona, he couldn't get beyond that. They'd been standing all night, though, and with the long plane ride earlier that day, he felt stiff.

"You've really impressed me, Trenton," Liz said, leaning next to him on the bar, but facing out. He glanced at her, sneaking a peak into her freckled cleavage. Yeah, he could definitely punch through a wall. "You've gone above and beyond."

"Well thank you, Elizabeth." He gulped down the plastic bottle of water, offering her the last half.

"Thanks," she said, wiping the sweat from her brow. Her strange dark hair stuck to her forehead. "It's definitely hot in here…" The way her voice trailed off didn't sound right. If he didn't know better, that was the closest thing to a choke he'd ever heard from the espionage expert.

"What?"

"Don't move. Stay where you are. And… try not to react…"

"What is it, Liz—abeth…" He did as he was told, although forcing himself not to look was excruciating. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the short girl's eyes locked onto something.

"Barkeep, two shots of tequila!" the guy next to him asked. Trey could smell his sweat beneath the heavy waft of cologne. "And none of that lime, salt shit."

Trey laughed at the guy's machismo. He turned to say something in passing, a friendly guy-to-guy comment, but the words died on his lips. There, standing not three feet from him, was his wife.

At least, he thought it was. She sure wasn't acting the part! Trey had never seen the outfit she wore, and in any other situation he would have to pick his jaw up off the floor if she walked out of the bedroom like that. Instead, the feeling was more akin to being punched in the stomach.

The black apron halter-top didn't leave much to the imagination -- including the precise location of her erect nipples or the flatness of her washboard stomach. And those jeans… if she had any pubic hair, it would have been showing over the extremely low waistline.

Yet it was the way she practically hung off the young, handsome guy with the cologne that really added mustard to the blow. The way she looked at him, her warm brown eyes swimming with need. And the way his hand rested on her ass like it belonged there.

Liz touched his hand, bringing him out of his staring match. He felt his fist clench as the two shots arrived. "To an unforgettable night," the guy toasted, slamming the potent liquor back. Alicia followed him, shooting it quickly, although with less practice.

The stranger collected Trey's wife in his arms and pulled her against him, their lips meeting in a flagrant, passionate kiss. Trey felt bile rise in his throat, but willed it down.

"Let's go," Liz whispered. If they stayed any longer, it wouldn't be a wall Trey would be punching through. The redhead had to pull him back before he could raise his fist.

"Let's go upstairs," the guy said to Alicia. Trey chanced a look back, seeing his wife blush. Did she hesitate? She glanced around the bar, seeing if anyone heard. His heart froze as her eyes skipped right by him. His disguise held. If only for a moment.

He watched her nod her head. He watched the man take her hand and lead her into the back. Towards "upstairs." Again, he felt ill. Again, he held back the vomit. The tears.

Composed, the two made it into the night air. Once again, Trey was a changed man.

***

Michelle Park was flying high. Really high. She had no idea how many orgasms she'd had, but who the fuck was counting anymore? Why bother when she had this beautiful man's cock filling her.

She was on her back now, her legs pinched up over Alexander's shoulders as he drilled into her pussy. She growled as she felt another climax well up. Sucking him off had been brilliant, but so were most of the things she did in life, right? He was able to last so much longer now. Take her so much harder.

"Fuck me, baby. Fuck my hot pussy," she moaned. Michelle loved to talk dirty. She knew what it did for guys like Alex. Stroke their ego and they'll stroke you back.

She ran her fingers through the man's tussled blonde hair. He was nearly there. She could tell. Could see it in his sparkling blue eyes. His heavy balls slapped harder against her tender sex, forcing a heavy grunt with each thrust. "You're close?" she begged, hysterical.

"Yesss," he hissed, his face tightening into a cringe.

"Do it!" she snarled, crossing her ankles behind his head and yanking. The weight of his body compressed her even more, driving his cock deep into her cunt.



It went off like a depth charge, filling her slick walls with wet, satisfying heat. She rolled her head back and screamed until her throat went raw.

His slender body dripping with sweat, Alexander flopped down on the bed next to her, panting heavily. "Jesus Christ!" she huffed, running her fingers through her own hair and finding the dark tresses wet around her forehead.

"Yeah, that was fun," he agreed.

It only took a couple minutes of silence before Michelle started to feel restless, although Alex seemed content. She was already thinking of bumping up, of getting dressed and getting back on the dance floor. But she knew how important it was to keep the man at her side happy, so she bit her lip and kept lying there.

"So what do you think of Gabrielle's new girl?" he asked out of the blue.

She closed her eyes and tried to stay cool, although she knew her lips had pursed tightly. Alicia Kennedy, of course. That bitch. That newcomer. "She's not exactly Gabbie's girl," Michelle responded jealousy. "Not yet, anyway."

Alex laughed. Michelle didn't like it. "Well, Gabrielle has personally requested her for her new scent," the insolent man continued. Michelle started to feel hot -- and it wasn't due to sexual energy this time.

"If that skinny blonde is Gabbie's new favorite, then why's she staying at my place?!" the Asian model demanded. Part of her knew she'd said too much, that her supermodel lover had specifically asked that her latest visit was a secret, but suddenly she didn't care. This man needed to be put in his place.

"Oh really? I didn't realize she was in town."

Great, she'd definitely said too much. "She's here incognito. She does that from time to time." Deeper and deeper. But she couldn't help herself. "But she always stays with me. Alicia may be the flavor of the month, but Gabbie knows who her real friends are."

"Of course," he said. Why did he sound so smug? Michelle could feel a tantrum coming on. Before it could erupt, though, her phone went off.

"Fuck! Who the fuck?" she screamed, rolling over and flipping open her cell. It was a text.

FYI TONY'S UPSTAIRS WITH BLONDIE

DAMAGE CONTROL TIME GIRL

"AH!" Michelle screamed, kicking her legs before sitting up. Not only was that girl moving in on her place in the modeling world, but she was going to sleep with her boyfriend?! Fuck that! "I have to go, Alex. Time to teach someone her place!"

Alex didn't move to follow her. He continued to watch her with interest, her eyes thoughtful. "Good seeing you, Michelle."

She grinded her teeth, already thinking of how good it would feel to pull that pretty golden hair of Alicia's.

***

Alicia allowed herself to be led through the various rooms of the club, back up the now familiar flight of stairs, and into one of the private suites of Condo.

She felt like she was a cloud in the middle of a windstorm. She floated, but was unable to control her direction. Her movement. Her body still tingled from her first hit of the coke, although that chemical confidence was fading -- had been fading since they'd left the "viewing room."

Alicia wanted to feel that rush again. If Tony had laid out a couple lines, she would have taken her turn. She saw how it could be so addictive.

But he didn't do any of that. Instead, he pulled her through the tidy living room and into the sole bedroom of the place, practically slamming the door behind them in his urgency.

The room was luxuriously furnished, more like the set of a five-star hotel than a real bedroom you'd stumble upon in a condo complex. That was the point, Alicia thought: this whole place felt like a set. Too perfect to be real. Too staged.

She let her mind dwell on the surreal nature of the club because she didn't want to think about her current situation. She wished her body felt as numb as her mind, but it didn't. It was on fire. Her heart fluttered, her skin tingled, and her sex was wet.

She allowed Tony to pull her into his thick arms. She looked up at him, at his strong, chiseled good looks and the way his dark eyes danced with need. She allowed herself to be kissed, to be consumed. And she consumed back.

"You are so fucking hot," he whispered in her ear as he nibbled along her jaw, down the side of her neck. She sighed as he kissed and licked her most erogenous zones.

They kissed again. Control was slipping away. She caught her reflection in a full length mirror over his shoulder. It was like watching two strangers going at it. His shirt came off, floating to the floor. God, he was like an Adonis: a perfect, male upper body.

She threw herself against him, running her nails down his back as their lips and mouths clashed, their tongues dancing wildly. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her through his jeans. It throbbed. She moaned, feeling his fingers draw open her halter. The last bits of her modesty were slipping away.

Soon, she'd be this man's -- this stranger's. She'd be an adulterous, and this time, her betrayal would be complete.

***

"Why?!" Trey cried, punching the inside wall of the van so hard it shook. His hand barely registered the pain. "WHY? WHY? WHY?!"

Caroline glanced in the rearview mirror as she drove them back to the hotel, but didn't say anything. Liz did her best to soothe him, holding him like a weeping child as he bawled, all the while her mind was racing with the same question. Why?

One thing kept repeating itself again and again. Something that Vincent had said when they were together, back at the training facility. Well, this next mission'll clear up how he feels, one way or another.

Is this what he meant? Had Vincent played a part in Alicia Kennedy's act of cuckoldry? She had to find out.

***

"No, I can't!" Alicia's mind cried, even as she felt her top slip away from her breasts. Tony ducked his head enough to swallow her left nipple. She clung to his full head of hair, drawing him closer even as she fought to get away.

If she didn't stop this now, she'd never get away. Not until she felt his cock inside her…

His cock. The thought sent a shiver down her spine. The thought of his strange flesh parting her, invading her. Of being taken. Of being one with the forbidden.

You can't… the voice of her conscious sounded feeble. Illogical. Why couldn't she? She was young and beautiful. She was the next thing. The shit. Guys like Tony fell over her. They'd do anything for a chance to be with her.

Her knees buckled against the edge of the bed. Suddenly, she was sitting. Even more suddenly, her fingers were opening Tony's pants, feeling his pulsing excitement beneath her hands.

She looked up along his muscled body, the toned contours of tanned flesh. Her left hand traced his six-pack just to see if this visage was true. It was. His abs were as real as the thick cock she pulled from his boxer-briefs.

He looked down at her, his dark eyes glimmering with need. She was his fantasy as much as he was hers. She bit her lower lip. Do it. Don't do it. She stroked him with her right hand as her mind warred. God, he was thick. Could she even get her mouth around him?

A bead of pre-cum dribbled out across the swollen head of his beautiful member. She leaned forward. Her heart skipped a beat. And then she had it in her mouth.

I can't, I can't! she continued to protest, even as her sex warmed to the feeling of his hot flesh against her tongue. She kept her soft brown eyes on his face. She was making him grunt. She was causing those muscles to flex. Such power. All hers.

"I can't," she cried, tearing her mouth from his erection. Before he could even register a thought, before that inevitable moment of confusion, the door flew open. The maelstrom had finally found them.

"You fucking BITCH!" a woman was screaming.

Black hair and a skimpy dress launched itself at her, tackling the stunned blonde back on the bed. Her scalp burned as the girl's hands clawed at her hair. It was like she was being attacked by a wild animal. She only caught snippets through the hysterics. "My man!" and "you slutty cunt!"

Tony restrained her. Or someone did. Suddenly she was free. She grabbed her top. Blocked out the pain in her head. She blinked. There were people in the doorway. Amused people holding half-empty cocktails.

She pushed between them. Fled from the room without looking back. She needed to get out of there before the angered female could make pursuit.

She tied her top on the way down the stairs, somehow not getting lost as she navigated the warren of rooms and dance floors. Out into the street, the merciful night air filled her flaring nostrils.

She hailed a cab. "Get me out of here!" she practically cried as she jumped in. She looked back, half expecting to see Tony or that crazy lady waving a fist in the air, the crowd of beautiful gawkers laughing. But there was no one. The street was empty aside from a bored looking bouncer and a cab station.

The night wasn't over. She had a lot of things to do before the sun rose. Packing. A letter to write. And a world of change to accept.

***

"Thanks for the update. Seems like everything's going according to plan." Vincent Silva hung up the phone without a goodbye, allowing himself to sit back in his lounger and relax. Things really were going well.

He held his bourbon to his lips and sniffed the heady aroma. Patience had won the day, it seemed. He could certainly be patient when he needed to be.

Just before taking his sip, the front doorbell chimed. He checked his watch. "Who could this be?" he asked aloud, setting the glass down and pulling himself up. It was nearly 1:30 in the morning. He thought about putting a shirt on, catching a reflection of himself in the mirror, but decided that anyone coming to his door at this time of night would have to deal with his shirtlessness.

Checking the peephole, he was glad he'd made that decision. "Liz, what brings you here tonight?" he asked as the door swung open. He'd seen her as a brunette before, but she'd never looked this good. And that short little baby doll dress of hers…

"Was in the neighborhood," she winked, sauntering past him.

"Love the hair."



"You always know just the right thing to say to a girl." With her back to his, she unzipped her dress and let it fall to her ankles. He stroked her with his eyes, loving the aquamarine bra and matching thong.

"Can I get you anything?" he grinned.

"I think so," she smiled back, leading the way to the bedroom. God, Vincent, he thought, your life is good.

Next chapter: Turning Point
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Chapter 7: Turning Point

My dearest Trey,

This isn't a goodbye or an end. It's just a pause. Things are confusing for me right now, and I can't keep hurting you like this. I need to figure a few things out on my own. I love you more than ever. It's why this is so hard. Some day, I hope you can forgive me. I love you.

Alicia

***

Liz's perfectly round breasts bounced with each downward thrust. Vincent watched her muscles flex and dance beneath her sweaty, freckled flesh. God, she knew how to fuck. They'd already done it three times the night before, and he'd awoken with his cock shoved half-way down her throat. She was insatiable.

"Ngh!" she cried, tossing her long dark hair. She raked her fingers through the sweaty locks and grinded her pussy down against the root of his cock.

"You know, you fuck even better as a brunette," he teased as she came back to earth. Liz laughed, returned to her slow, rhythmic gyrations. "But I'm on to you…"

He looked down at their union, where the dark curls of his pubic hair entwined with her trimmed auburn triangle.

The wig-wearing redhead rolled her eyes. "I think your inspection's a bit more thorough than most."

"What about Sarah Ellison? What's the model-gone-call-girl going to say when she goes down on your enlightening bush?"

"Now why would that happen, Vincent? I thought the plan was that it wouldn't ever get to that…"

"You never know. Plans change. Account for every angle; isn't that what they taught us?"

"You just want to see me with another woman."

Vincent laughed. It was true. They'd been lovers practically since their first assignment, but he'd actually never seen her compromise herself, men or women alike. Now that he was the one calling the shots, maybe he could use his power… "Maybe…"

"You're so full of yourself! Now come on, finish up. I need to get back to base camp…"

They shifted on the bed, Vincent moving in behind his petite lover. As he looked down at her body, back bowed forward, on all fours, he imagined the voluptuous blonde model, Sarah, at her head, legs splayed as she pulled Liz's mouth against her cunt.

"Oh fuck," he groaned at the fantasy, jerking faster into her. When Sarah became Alicia, he came.

***

Alicia sighed as she pulled her red Mercedes convertible up to the curb. What a mess she'd made of her life. Just a month ago, she had a loving husband, a stable household, and a clear picture of her future.

The tall blonde pulled her two suitcases from the trunk. Was this what her life amounted to now? A few pieces of clothes and toiletries shoved into a couple wheelie bags?

She'd meant what she wrote in her letter. This was something she needed to work out on her own. But she wasn't quite ready to even think about a future without Trey. Not yet. The other possibility – of never seeing him again – was too grim.

"So why here?" she asked aloud, forcing herself back into the here and now. She looked around at the empty street, lined with thick palm trees. She took in the modest sized, yet overpriced homes. She stood at the end of Vincent Silva's driveway in Larchmount. Truth was, she had nowhere else to go. She'd briefly thought about Alexander Mishin's, but after what she'd seen last night, he probably saw her as just another pretty face. At least Vincent cared for her.

Still uncertain as to whether this was the right thing to do or not, she rolled her bags up to Vincent's front door and rang the bell. She almost fled as she waited, tapping her heeled foot nervously on the concrete stoop.

A cute little brunette opened the door. Not Vincent. For a moment, Alicia thought she'd come to the wrong place. The girl was wearing an oversized men's shirt, her shapely bare legs emerging from beneath the tails, and her long dark hair was mussed.

The brunette's gray eyes went wide for a moment as the two women looked at one another. "Vincent, I think it's for you," she shouted over her shoulder, quickly disappearing without a word to Alicia.

The blonde was stunned. So this was Vincent's house. And… who the fuck was this woman?! She felt hysteria creeping in. He never mentioned anyone else, but why would he? He was a male. And he'd never been a faithful one at that. God, she felt so naïve!

"Alicia, wait!" she heard her old lover say as she turned to go.

She stopped, but kept her back to him. "Why?" Her voice was barely a whisper. "Why, after all these years, did you come back into my LIFE!?" By the end of her sentence, she was screaming. "Fuck, I should have known! I should have FUCKING KNOWN!"

Tears were streaming down her face as she dragged her bags back out to the street. Fuck, so stupid! Everything started to annoy her. The palm trees and their unsatisfying shadows. The bright, unflinching LA sun. The way her bribe-bought convertible chirped happily as she unlocked it. How she could ever trust a rat bastard like Vincent Silva!

"Alicia, hold on. Let's talk about this!" Vincent said, following her out of the house. He was shirtless, wearing nothing but a pair of loose pajama pants, but that didn't seem to stop him.

"Stay away from me, asshole!" she screamed, slamming the trunk shut once again. She could barely see through her tears and fumbled with the handle. "Fuck," she muttered.

Vincent was behind her before she could get it open, his strong arms wrapping themselves around her, pinning her to the car. He smelled good, although not fresh. He smelled like a man. Because…

"Why? Why Vince? Why, why, why?"

She felt him look over his shoulder. At that brunette? At that whore? "Let's drive around," he said at last, his voice calm and soothing. "There's a lot I need to explain." He stepped away, but stopped her when she went to open the door. "And… I think it's probably best that you let me drive…"

***

Trey re-read the crumpled note again. Not an end… He stared around his bedroom. It looked like it'd been turned over by a burglar. Drawers were half open, feminine clothing spilling out. "Not an ending?" he said aloud. "Then what the fuck is it?!"

He balled the paper up again and threw it across the room. Again. Things were hard for her?! Things were a little bit complicated for him, too!

His mind seethed as he thought of her lover. That young, handsome guy from last night. Were they together now? Laughing at him as they fucked?

Trey punched the wall, sending his fist through the drywall with a satisfying crunch. His phone rang. He didn't recognize the number.

"A note?!" he answered, assuming it was his wife, calling from her lover's place.

"Excuse me?" a woman's voice asked – not Alicia's.

"Oh, I'm sorry, I thought this was someone else…"

"Is this a bad time? I can call back later." Through the fog of his rage, he recognized the voice. Erin Small. The part of the night before he'd spotted his wife started to return. The part that had to do with work.

"No, I'm sorry. I just learned that one of my employees quit on me. Thought you might be him."

"Ah," Erin said. Trey hoped she bought it. "I'm sorry. I just wanted to let you know that we're on for tonight. 9 o'clock?"

"Of course. My wife has already left." He couldn't keep all the bitterness out of the statement, but he got most of it.

"Lovely. 9 then. Drink plenty of fluids beforehand!" With a laugh, she hung up.

Work, he thought. Always work. He glanced at his right hand. His knuckles were raw, some of the skin giving way to blood. He'd need to wrap it, but delighted in the burning throb of pain. That much was real. That much he could cling to.

He sighed. He needed to check in. He could sort out his marriage later.

***

"Let me get this straight. You're CIA? And you're… recruiting me for some investigation?" Alicia asked incredulously. The whole situation was made even more absurd due to the fact that the man explaining it was driving around town wearing nothing but a pair of pajama pants. "Forgive me if I find that a little hard to believe…"

Vincent nodded. "I thought you might feel that way. It's why I'm going to prove it to you."

"Oh yeah? Going to show me your badge? Going to show me some… documents?" She laughed. Fuck, this wasn't the explanation she'd expected. At least it made her self-loathing and anger seem a little absurd. At least she wasn't crazy like this guy.

"Not quite. I'm taking you to CIA headquarters."

"This ought to be good," she said sarcastically, thinking they would pull up to some hokey looking movie set.

Instead, they pulled up to a very official looking security gate. A man in uniform came out, glanced at Vincent Silva's state of undress, and said, "Sir, this is a restricted area. Please turn your vehicle around and—"

Vincent produced a badge, drawing a scoff from Alicia. But still, she looked on curiously. The guard took the badge from him and returned to his booth, picking up the phone.

"Shouldn't they know who you are if you work here?" Alicia asked sarcastically. She felt numb. Nothing mattered anymore. She was being a bitch but didn't care.

"Well, that's a bit complicated. You see, I run a black ops division. I try not to come here unless it's an emergency."

"And I'm an emergency?"

He looked at her, his face deadly serious and nodded. "Oh yes. Very much."

"Sorry about the confusion, sir. Go right ahead," the guard nodded and the gate rose.

Vincent pulled in, driving up to a low sitting Federal building. Still could be a set, she thought. Vincent seemed to read her mind. "I suppose you could think all these people are extras," he said, parking her Mercedes right at the front doors. He scratched his five o'clock shadow thoughtfully. "Go ahead and talk to them. I assure you, this is all real."

Alicia actually did question a couple on their way in. They seemed to give intelligent questions, rather than the blank stares she'd assume an uninformed actor would. If this was a set, it was the best she'd ever seen. The gold emblazoned crest of the CIA spread itself across the floor of the reception area. The blonde was beginning to think this was actually legitimate.

A few of the workers gave them an odd looks – particularly Vincent and his lack of clothing. They bypassed the line at the metal detector with another flash of Vincent's badge (although not without going through the detectors).

At last, Vincent escorted her into what was his office, overlooking the green CIA campus. He had an extra shirt in his closet that he pulled on before settling in behind his desk. "Believe me now?" he asked. Alicia was surprised he wasn't smug about the whole thing, but tired instead.

She sat uneasily on the edge of one of the chairs in front of the desk. "I'm starting to," she said hesitantly, looking around the room. Pictures of Vincent with various important looking men hung on the wall. His family, including his ex-wife, Karen, sat on the window behind him.

"Look, Alicia, I'm endangering the entire mission by bringing you here, as well as my cover, but I got the feeling you wouldn't believe me any other way."

Alicia didn't say anything. He was right. And still, despite all the evidence working against her, she was skeptical.

Vincent unlocked a drawer in his desk and extracted a file. "We need your help. This is kind of a last resort deal here. We don't like involving civilians, but we've run out of options."

He opened the file. Inside was a photo of Alexander Mishin. "We've been watching Mishin for a while. Even tried to get someone inside, but that failed. When I saw your name come up on the list of models he had under contract… I know it's a lot to ask, but I also know you can do this."

"Do what, exactly?"

"Nothing much. Act as what we call a 'confidential informant.' A 'CI.' You don't need to do anything differently than you'd normally do. Just keep your eyes and ears open."

"Open for what? I'm sorry if I'm being dense, but I'm not sure what you could possibly be watching Alex for…"

Vincent sighed, mouthing the word, "Alex." "Alexander Mishin may appear harmless, but I can assure you, he's anything but. He's involved in gun trafficking, prostitution, and blackmail, to name a few things. But what we're most concerned with is his information dealing."

"Oh my God? You can't be serious. Alex couldn't…"

"We've been watching him for a while but have never been able to pin anything on him." He hesitated, as though uncertain whether he should continue. "So we leaked him a list of CIA operatives currently working black ops in the US."

"I thought the CIA only operates out of the country?"

Vincent's blank stare was answer enough. Alicia's face colored in her naiveté. "The list was meant to be a dummy, but…"

"It's not. How?" Alicia finished for him.

"We have a mole inside," he sighed. She suddenly saw the exhaustion in his features. This thing had been stressing him out for a long time. "No, not 'we.' I do. Inside my unit. I… I can't trust any of my agents. But I think I can trust you."

Alicia stared at him, her soft brown eyes wide. "Yes," she whispered.

Vincent nodded, his face softening. "From what I've learned, Mishin is looking for a buyer, and plans to sell it. Soon. Maybe as soon as the next week. We're still gathering intel, but things are urgent now."

"What can I do to help?" Alicia asked, clinging to his every word.

"Well, there's an outside chance…" He hesitated again, looking out the window.

"Yes? Outside chance?"

"As I said, Mishin's interests run all over the place. His high end call-girl service comes right out of his contracted models…"

"No…" Alicia said, her mouth dropping.

"Unfortunately, yes. And there's a chance you might be approached next."

Alicia started to shake in her chair. He wasn't asking… he couldn't be implying… "I can't…"

Vincent shook his head. "And I'm not asking you to. I just need you to pretend, OK? We've never had someone so close to his inner circle. We're desperate. If that list gets into the wrong hands…"

"But you're asking me to…"

He shook his head. "We have agents all over that operation, just not… inside it. You'll never have to 'compromise' yourself, understand?."

Alicia rubbed her eyes. Jesus Christ! Too much information, too fast. "I need to think about it."

Vincent nodded thoughtfully, but said, "We don't have much time. If you can't do this, then I'm going to have to figure out another way. Those agents only have two weeks left, max."

Oh, God, what was she getting herself into? She felt like she was falling deeper and deeper into a well with no bottom. "OK, I'll do it. Where do I sign?"

Vincent relaxed, his shoulders slumping back into his seat. "Thank you, Alicia. You… you have no idea what this means to me. To the United States." He flipped the file closed and filed it away. "No signing. This conversation never happened. I'm not even supposed to have an office here."

The blonde shivered one last time, this time at the intrigue. She'd been looking for adventure, for something different. Here it was. Was she ready?

***

The CIA headquarters in LA, Liz thought again, going over the facts that she knew so far. Why had he brought her here? Seemed a bit much just to secure a confidential informant…

And why had Alicia Kennedy shown up on Vincent's doorstep in the first place? Liz almost screamed in surprise when she opened the door to her new trainee's wife.

Things weren't adding up, and she was determined to figure out just what the fuck was going on. So she followed them. They'd meandered through LA, seemingly randomly, although Liz recognized what he was doing: trying to flush out any tails he might have.

But the redhead was good at what she did. The best, even. It's why she'd come out of the field to train other agents. Even Vincent Silva wouldn't have spotted her; of that, she was 99% sure.

Now, she waited outside the gates. She waited for close to an hour before Alicia's red convertible pulled away. She nearly followed before she realized that the blonde was the only passenger. It wasn't Alicia that she was curious about. Not anymore.

An unmarked, dark blue Ford followed about ten minutes later. The driver behind the wheel was Vincent, who'd picked up a shirt somewhere, and a couple of dark shades. She let him get a couple blocks away before pulling away from the curb and following.

One thing was certain: he wasn't heading home…

***

Alicia barely made it out the gates of CIA headquarters before she started to cry. The gravity of her situation finally hit her. Her life was in tatters. No husband. No one she could trust. And now, she couldn't even share this with anyone but Vincent, who instructed her to stay away until he contacted her.

And now, she really had no idea where to go. Alex's place was out – the thought of the young mogul and all of his secrets still made her stomach go queasy. Vince's was off-limits. Certainly not her own place.

Her cell went off just as she was wondering what motel to check into. Caller ID read, "Erin Small." She glanced at it, wondering how the club owner got her number, before picking it up.

"Erin?"

"Alicia! How are things?" The woman's refined voice sounded so welcoming. The young blonde felt her tears begin to well up.

"They've been better." Her voice wavered a little.

"Is something wrong? You sound… are you crying?"

"Maybe…" She sniffed.

"I heard about what happened last night with Michelle. Don't let that slut trouble you any longer. She's been black listed by all my clubs and—"

"No, it's not that," Alicia interrupted, although she couldn't help but feel a little happy that the former "Supermodel" would have a little harder time partying from now on. "I… I left my husband."

"Wow." Erin's voice was stunned now. "I guess… I had no idea you were even married!"

Alicia didn't even really hear her. "I feel so lost. I don't know what I'm doing. I'm just driving around and I have no place to stay and no one to talk to and I feel so tired. And I just want to stop for a minute…"

"Shh, shh, honey. Look, I'm actually on my way out of town for the night, but you're welcome to stay at my place."

"Really?"

"Really. I'll leave the keys under the mat. Do you have a pen? Write this address down."

"Hold on," Alicia said, pulling off the road and rooting through her purse.

"I'll be back around noon tomorrow. Make yourself at home and… don't mind the boxes. I'm in the process of moving."

"Thanks, Erin. You have no idea what this means to me."

"Stay put until morning, dear. I'd like to talk to you about something when I get back."

***

Trey listened for it: the collective groan of nearly everyone in the bar as "I Will Survive" (the Cake version) played yet again on the jukebox. He didn't laugh. He hadn't dumped ten dollars in requests into the machine to be funny.

Trey had shifted into full, self-pitying mode. The spoken lyrics of Cake's version helped drive that feeling home. His chips were down – way down. He'd lost the love of his life. But he'd survive. Right?

"There you are!" a woman's familiar, yet still surreal, Southern lilt chided. He looked, feeling his vision blur as he did so. Caroline Aurora Turner slid into the booth next to him. "You haven't been answering my calls. Shit, sugar, no one has! Had to track you via the GPS in your mobile."

Trey shrugged. "I've been taking it easy." He waved his waitress over for another. Caroline shut that down fast.

"No more, hon. We've got work to do tonight. You're meeting up with Kelly, and while it's all in the script, I think it's best you're sober."



"Too late for that," Trey said solemnly, trying to drain a few last drops from his pint.

"What's up with you, anyway?"

He looked up at the brunette. She had such beautiful eyes, the color of a forest at midnight, and she wore her make-up well. "Alicia left me." He figured he'd just come out and say it, and was pleased to see alarm in her eyes. He'd half-expected her to know already; such was the way a life of intrigue had made him think.

"When? Why?"

"This morning. Said she had some shit to work out, or something. But really, we both know why..."

"You don't know if last night was… I mean, appearances aren't always what they seem…"

"She was all over that guy. And we both know what goes on upstairs. So let's cut the crap."

Caroline bit her lip. "Are you going to be OK going on? With this mission?"

Trey rolled his eyes. Always the mission. He'd made too many compromises for his not-quite-James-Bond life. What was the difference if he made another? "Meet up with a hooker, pretend to fuck her all night, and get in cahoots with Erin 'the madam' Small? Sure, I'm game."

"Then let's get you freshened up. A cold shower will help."

As she pulled him out of the booth, he wondered why it was Caroline looking for him, not Liz. "Where's the little one?"

Caroline shook her head. "I don't know. Her phone's been off all day. But… she'll check in. I'm sure of it. Always does."

***

Liz followed Vincent down into Orange County. Tailing him through rush hour traffic was easy. As traffic began to thin in the suburbs, it became a little harder to remain inconspicuous. Liz gave him a longer leash, hoping that he'd feel secure that he wasn't being followed.

At one point, the redhead (still wearing her brunette wig) thought she'd lost him. She rounded a corner and his dark blue sedan was gone. She'd given him too much of a buffer.

And then she remembered that C.L.O.A.K. kept a safe house about five minutes away. Taking a chance, she swung by the generic looking hovel of a place, smiling when she saw the familiar plates parked in the driveway.

She parked herself down the block, kitty-corner to the safe house, and waited. Patience was her mantra. Sooner or later, she'd learn something new.

***

"We have a problem," Caroline's southern drawl warned over the comms.

"What?" Trey asked, the mics of the room picking up his voice. He'd just stepped out of the cold shower and was pulling on his slacks. He was still definitely feeling the effects of all the beers from earlier, but at least he wasn't falling over himself anymore.

"Well, your 'date' is early. She's on her way up the elevator right now."

Trey pulled his shirt over his shoulders. He didn't really see the problem; this was all just a show – a put on. They'd sit in the room, chat about their lives, and go off on their separate ways. "So? I can get dressed before she's here."

"Well, you better. But… it's not Kelly."

"What?"

"Looks like Erin Small decided to come instead." Trey's heart just about stopped.

***

The keys were just where Erin had said they would be. At least some things were working out, Alicia thought as she let herself into the female club owner's spacious LA home.

On the hall credenza was a second set of keys, a note, and four little light blue pills. Alicia's heart fluttered. What was this all about, her cynical mind wondered as she picked up the letter. A woman's elegant script adorned the floral paper:

Alicia,

Please, make yourself at home. I'm sorry your first night will be alone, but I was unable to rearrange my plans. The keys are yours to keep, just be sure to lock up the house when you leave. The pills are a little something to help you relax. Take two before you go to sleep, and two in the morning. Trust me, you'll feel a lot better.

I'll be home around noon. We'll talk then. In the meantime, sleep, relax, enjoy the pool. Should be beautiful tomorrow.

Erin

The young blonde sighed as she caught a reflection of herself in the mirror over the table. She looked like shit. Bags under her eyes; her hair was greasy in its functional ponytail; and a crease of worry marred her high forehead. She hadn't had a good night of sleep for too long, and had barely slept the night before.

Shrugging, she swept up two of the pills and popped them into her mouth. They tasted like sugar, which helped her dry-swallow them. "What could it hurt?" she asked her reflection before wheeling her bags into the house.

As Erin had warned on the phone, some of the house was boxed up, although it looked like the moving process had just begun. She barely noticed and certainly didn't care.

By the time she pulled the sheets back in the guest bedroom, whatever the pills were had taken effect. There were no fireworks. They weren't some kind of mind-altering drug. But they did the trick. She felt better, more relaxed. Almost… out-of-body. Her troubles were still there, but for now, she didn't need to worry about them.

***

"Erin," Trey said, mustering all the fake surprise he had as he opened the door. The strawberry blonde had a short fur coat on that left most of her shapely legs bare. It was cinched around her bosom, but sat just off her equally bare shoulders. "This is a surprise."

Her blue eyes glittered. "I must apologize, Trenton dear," she said, cocking her head to one side as she spoke in her refined, upper-crust accent. Her short reddish-blonde hair spilled to one said, brushing the tanned skin at the base of her neck. "Kelly called and cancelled."

"And you came all this way to tell me that?" Trey asked, hoping that was the case, even as she stepped past him without an invitation.

"Not just that," she said, lingering just inside the door. She glanced at him over a shoulder. "I had you checked out. You are who you say you are, it seems, and we'd hate to lose a future customer such as yourself…"

"Well, honestly, I understand. These things happen…"

His voice trailed off as she took two more steps into the hotel room, opened her fur coat, and let it fall to the floor. Her slim body was naked beneath, not a stitch of clothing above her stiletto heels.

"They do, but you still need to be taken care of."

"You need to go with it," Caroline whispered into his earpiece. "And you need to get this thing out of your ear. Act quickly."

Trey felt his cock harden as Erin's paced across the room nude, stopping at the bar. She had a great body that spoke of hours in the gym. "Scotch, right?" she asked, once again regarding him over her shoulder.

"You have done your research," he said, forcing himself to fall into the role of Trenton Dean, not Trey Kennedy. Considering the promise of what was to come, it was harder to do than it was at the club. This time, no one was playing…

Erin poured two glasses of Scotch and turned to him, pausing to let his eyes drink in her naked form. Despite her deep tan, she didn't have any visible bikini lines. Trey's eyes traveled the contours of her small, perky breasts down to her narrow strip of light brown hair that adorned her compact – and very wet – labial lips.

Trey's cock pushed uncomfortably against the seat of his pants. He couldn't help getting aroused. Erin Small was beautiful.

She sauntered her way across the room, her sensual nudity oozing sex and temptation. "I hope I'll do," she whispered, handing him the glass.

Trey's throat choked on his reply. "To tonight. All night." she whispered, tipping her glass against his and then throwing the amber liquid back in one gulp. Trey did the same, the Scotch burning against his throat.

"All night?" he asked, rasping.

She curled her manicured fingers around his neck and pulled him against her body for a wet, deep kiss. "All night…" Her blue eyes glittered with promise.

Oh God…

***

Vincent watched the seduction from his own secret room, miles from the Four Seasons. Erin Small was incredible in all her naked glory. Trey had no chance.

They kissed for a while. Trey's hands, which remained paralyzed at his sides at first, came alive as he gave into his desires. They started at her shoulder blades, making their way down into the small of her back, finding the dimples just above her ass.

"Go on," she whispered, breaking the kiss for just a moment. She sighed as he moved them across her taut little ass. She grinded her cunt against his confined erection and forced her lips back onto his.

Vincent checked his watch and looked once again at the locked door. Running late, he thought, as he unzipped his pants. The strawberry blonde madam led his unwitting agent to the bed, pushing him back onto its edge before sinking to her knees between his legs.

"These two aren't going to wait," he muttered to himself. "So I'm not going to." He slowly began to stroke himself as the woman on the monitor freed Trey's cock. Their eyes met and for a moment, Vincent thought the analyst-turned-agent was going to grow a conscious.

Then Erin's mouth descended over his shaft and the resistance died. He rocked his head back, rested on his hands, and moaned.

***

Erin Small could suck a cock. It was about the only intelligible thought Trey could form as she bobbed away in his lap. And amazingly, she created the sensation of heaven with her mouth alone. One hand held herself upright on the bed. The other cupped and manipulated his balls.

Her silky, strawberry-hued hair teased his thighs as he felt the head of his cock tickle the back of her throat. He was normally not a fan of ball play, but in Erin's hands, he could become a card-carrying member.

And when he felt his balls seize – when the sensation of slamming through the road-side barrier and careening over the edge overwhelmed him – those practiced fingers somehow stopped the flow. He came – he felt his cock pump and his scrotum tighten – but nothing but a single dollop of cum emerged.

"What the fuck?" he groaned, feeling his body sweat through the shirt.

"No cumming," she chided, shoving him onto his back and tearing open his shirt. "At least, not yet."

She crawled up onto his body, dipping her chest low as it passed across his saliva-bathed cock. The hand on her scrotum slipped higher, tugging at the straining member as she settled her thighs over his.

Oh God, he needed to stop her, but knew he couldn't. He closed his eyes, thinking of Alicia. Thinking of his wife. Instead of a disappointed frown on his wife's imagined face, he saw her with that stranger last night. He saw her sucking face with some hunk closer to her age.

"Ah!" he cried as the slick sensation of a woman's pussy enveloped him. So very different. So very fucking good.

He felt fingernails on his chest, and when he opened his eyes, it was to the strange face of Erin Small. With her arms stretched out before her, her little breasts pushed together in a tight line of cleavage, capped with swollen nipples.

"Oh fuck!" he whined, each thrust of her hips driving another nail into his proverbial coffin. She felt good. She fucked like a goddess. The walls of her cunt did things he didn't think possible, caressing and squeezing him like a practiced, velvet-gloved hand.

"Yes, please!" she whispered, delighted at his reaction. She leaned forward and kissed him. Trey could do nothing but kiss back, his hands moving robotically across her ass.

No, not robotically. There was nothing robot-like about his touch. Trenton Dean had taken over. Trenton Dean began to thrust his cock back up into Hollywood's hottest madam. This woman fucked him like the rock star that he was.

"No condom?" he asked as he fought back his climax. He knew she wasn't going to stop him this time.

She giggled. "I had you checked out, Trenton. None of my girls use condoms. It's one of the things that makes them the best." She cooed as she intensified her bouncing hips, driving herself closer to her own release.

"What else makes you the best?"

"Sweetheart, we offer it all. I'm in the fantasy business, and I have yet to disappoint…"

***

Trey was growling out his orgasm when Vincent finally heard the key in the door outside. He didn't move to cover himself. He didn't even stop the slow stroke of his cock.

"About time," he said, a trifle impatiently as Gabrielle Dubois sauntered into the room.

"Could not wait, mon cherie?" She had such a sexy French accent.

"You're a half hour late, and Erin was early," Vincent said, his focus shifting to the supermodel as she slowly unzipped the back of her dress.

"So sorry, Vincent dearest. I had to calm Michelle down. Apparently Erin's blacklisted her." The designer dress slid to the floor. The French woman posed for him, naked except for her lacing-topped stockings. Thighs together, hipped cocked and hands brushing through her sassy black hair, she somehow looked demure in her nudity.

"So all is going smoothly?" She slid into his lap, facing the surveillance equipment. Vincent's cock pushed easily into Gabrielle's soft sex.

"Like clockwork." He took hold of her hips as she began to gyrate across his length. "Tomorrow we'll bring Alicia in fully, but she's as good as ours already."

"Mmm… can't wait for that initiation," Gabrielle purred.

***

"So what if I wanted… a Victoria's Secret model. Could you do that?" Trey asked as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of Erin's buttery sex. They'd returned to the business of fulfilling fantasies, and in a flash of brilliance, Trey figured out a way to set up his transaction with Sarah Ellis.

"Mm… a little harder, yes, but doable," she replied, shifting her slim body beneath him. "Any one you had in mind?"

"Wow, you don't play around." He pretended to think for a few minutes as he slid in and out of her. "Not really, I suppose. One of the blonde ones."

"Mmm… younger, or older?"

"Younger. Definitely."

She rolled her eyes. "And what's wrong with older? We're not all bad, are we?" She wrapped both legs around his torso, pulling him into her with pressure from the backs of her heels.

"Nope. But what's wrong with a little variety?"

"I'm only kidding. This cock belongs to all of us, young and old." Trey blushed at the compliment. "That it? Sex with a Victoria's Secret model? Nothing else in your untapped fantasies?"

"Can't underestimate the allure of celebrity," Trey said, although he did have one other task. He needed to figure out a way to get Liz involved.

"What?" she asked, sensing he had something else to add, but reading it the wrong way. "Tell me. There's nothing you have to hide from me."

"Well…"

"Let me guess. You'd like a threesome. Two girls…"

Erin was good. Fortunately, she wasn't a mind-reader. "Kind of. I'd like my wife to be involved."

"Ah… interesting. She's very striking… Has she ever been with another woman?" Now there was a stimulating thought; no matter which "wife" she was talking about.

"No. Not that I'm aware, anyway. She'd have to be seduced."

"Mmm… I'd love to seduce her…" Erin mewed, closing her eyes and really digging her heels in. "But that's not quite your fantasy, is it?"

"Close, but not quite."

"OK, hm… when would you like to do this?" Just like that. Trey's cock surged at this woman's casual handling of sex. He knew the meeting would never make it to the sex part, that he merely needed the money transaction to go through so they could trace it, but the thought of Liz getting it on with that voluptuous blonde…

"My wife's back in LA Sunday for some charity event. Is that too early?"

"Trenton, you practically doubled in size! Someone's into this…" He didn't say anything. Instead, he began to fuck her faster, feeling his climax mount. "The charity doesn't happen to be LA's Most Eligible Bachelor, does it?"

"Yes!" he huffed.

"That's my charity," she said in amusement.

"Oh yeah?" he asked, feigning surprise. It had all been set up to coincide with Erin's event, of course.

"I'll need to check with the girl I had in mind, but it should be perfect!" She slipped a hand along her his as he fucked her. "Nice big tits? Silky, blonde hair? Youthful, shaved cunt?" she goaded him. Trey could feel his balls slapping against her slippery vulva with each jam of his hips. He found reserves of energy he didn't know he had, his pelvis taking on a mind of its own. "Yeah, I know just the girl. And lucky for you, she's bi."

Her words were like fuel on a fire. Trey passed the point of no return. He was coming and nothing could stop him.

"Then again, what model isn't bi these days?"

That did it. As his cock erupted into the sexy madam's bought pussy, his mind was fixed on Alicia, his wife and soul mate, engaged in a rabid 69 with an equally sexy, faceless woman. Was it possible? She was fucking other men now. Why not other women?

Erin's svelte body lurched beneath him, her back bowing up and off the bed as she joined him in blissful orgasm. "Oh fuck, baby! FUCK ME! AH!"

Trey surprised himself, his erection holding even after his balls had done their thing. He'd already pumped her for information. Now it was time to have some fun.

***

Liz sat stunned. Gabrielle Dubois and Vincent Silva? It didn't make any sense, right? What did the high profile supermodel have to do with her boss?

Liz had staked out the safe house long after the sun had set. Around 9:30, a cab pulled up to the curb and a woman wearing heavy shades had emerged. It wasn't hard to recognize the body that had adorned so many glamour magazines and billboards over the past few years.

At first, Liz thought it was some kind of freaky coincidence. That the woman was going into the next, dingy house over. It was as unlikely as it was untrue. She watched the model extract her own set of keys and disappear through the front door.

She'd seen all that she needed. She had the clues. Now she just needed to puzzle out the connections. She also knew she could no longer trust anyone.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a soft tapping on the driver's side window. She turned to look, seeing a face smiling down at her. She vaguely recognized his bald scalp and black, plastic-rimmed glasses. He made a gesture to roll down her window.

She thought about starting the engine and ignoring him. Then she saw the gun in his hand. He smiled again, far more chilling now that she understood the situation.

The passenger side door opened behind her. She jumped, reaching for her own pistol at her side, but a powerful hand pinned her shoulder against the bucket seat.

It was Alexander Mishin, shaking his head as if scolding a small child. "No, no, girl, none of that. I don't like striking beautiful women. Now unlock your door please."

Adrenaline pumped through her veins. She had only a couple moments to act now. A couple moments before her hopes were dashed.

"I know you," the pretty-boy gangster said slowly. "You auditioned for me. Only… you were a redhead…"

Slowly, he reached for her hair, her dark brown wig. Liz recoiled from his touch, pretending to go for the lock on the door like she'd been asked to. She saw the man outside, recognizing him now as Mishin's assistant, Roy.

"Who are you, sweetheart?" he asked calmly.

"Not as sweet as you think!" she answered. At the same time, she threw open her door, catching Roy by surprise. His gun went clattering to the ground as she twisted out of Mishin's grip. She slammed the door against Roy again, clearing him out of the way as her elbow arched in Alexander's direction.

It met nothing but air. When she met his expressive blue eyes, they were filled with disappointment. He shook his head sadly. It was the last thing she remembered. She didn't even see the strike coming. Only blackness.


Models and Super Spies Ch. 08

Chapter 8: Questions and Answers

Alicia felt pretty good. Not great, but for the first time in weeks, she felt pretty good. She'd slept until 10. Slept all the way through the night. A shower later and she felt alive.

Erin's sugar-coated pills helped, too. They gave her that detached, content feeling that had been with her through the night. As she lounged by the pool in her tiny red bikini and oversized designer shades, she cast her mind back over the last month of her life.

She'd landed a dream job with Mishin Modeling. She'd met the Gabrielle Dubois. She'd been unfaithful for the first time in her life. Tried Ecstasy and cocaine. Modeled for an international ad campaign. Started a rivalry with the current It girl. Been recruited by the CIA. And left her husband.

Those merciful little pills helped her digest it all without judgment. They were things that happened. Life would go on.

She flipped onto her back and untied her top. Normally, she tanned in a booth, in the nude, but even in her foggy brain, she knew that probably wasn't appropriate at Erin Small's home.

She felt lazy in the sun. Felt like sleeping again. Maybe she did. She woke to a shadow passing across her closed eyes.

"Feeling better?" Erin asked above her.

Alicia twisted in the lounger, shielding her eyes despite the shades. "So much better. Thank you for letting me stay here."

The older woman's silhouette waved her hand dismissively. "I'm sorry I couldn't have been there for you last night." She had a couple champagne flutes in her hand. She held one out to Alicia as she took a seat on the lounger opposite. "I fixed us a couple mimosas. Hope that's OK with you."

Erin had changed into a bikini as well; a cream colored designer suit with delicate gold lace-work on the straps. It looked graceful with her matching gold waist chain. And like every stylish LA woman, her sunglasses dwarfed her pretty face.

"It sounds wonderful," Alicia said, turning onto her back. She didn't bother covering up her bare breasts. It wasn't anything Erin hadn't seen before, nor something the blonde was ashamed of.

The women enjoyed the drinks in silence for a few moments. Alicia felt like she needed to say something more. About her situation. About leaving Trey. But where to start. "I…"

"Shh, don't worry about it, honey. Tell me when you're ready."

"Thanks."

"Oh, but this may interest you. Looks like Michelle Park's star is falling."

For some reason, the news warmed Alicia. She didn't think of herself as a vindictive person, but she really didn't like the Asian model. "The Hollywood Reporter had a whole spread on your little fight. They're curious about you, Alicia Kennedy. Play your cards right, and you could take her place."

The blonde's heart trembled at the suggestion. More and more, she liked the thought of that idea. Fame. Even celebrity. It sounded nice.

"Michelle was never right for the mantle, anyway. She didn't play by the rules. Not like she should have. Not like Gabrielle, for example."

"And… what are the rules?"

Erin didn't answer right away. She took her time to enjoy her drink, but Alicia knew she was being studied. She suddenly wished she'd put her top back on. "Aren't you worried about tan lines?" the woman asked at last.

"A little. But I can make it up in the booth later."

The strawberry blonde shook her head. "Don't let me stop you." She set her glass down. "Michelle wasn't interested in fostering her public image." Back to the previous subject. "I blame that reality TV show. It doesn't let you hold anything back, so she never bothered to after she won."

"What do you mean? I thought partying was part of that lifestyle."

Erin waved her hand. "It isn't just the partying. It's shit like what happened at Condo. She has no control. Drugs and promiscuity are fine – even expected – but it still needs to be discrete. Michelle was anything but."

"So you think she's through?"

"Oh yes. Her fifteen minutes are up. In one month, no one'll care about her. Maybe next year, Dancing with the Stars or celebrity Big Brother will pick her up. Who knows?"

"So how can I be different?"

Erin glossy lips curled into a large smile beneath her dark shades. "I like the confidence!" She laughed. "Well, first, you need to make sure you surround yourself with the right people."

"And those are?"

"Me." Another laugh. "And Alex, I suppose. We're good for you."

The blonde felt her blood quicken. She was reminded of her conversation with Vince at CIA headquarters. Mishin was bad. Call-girl service. Did Erin have something to do with that? "I'll do what it takes."

"Be careful what you promise, my dear. The fact is, there are a lot of things that will surprise you about this business. Want to know how the most successful models at Mishin make it? A good body and a pretty face'll only get you so far…"

"Tell me."

"I run a service." Alicia was glad she wore her sunglasses. Her eyes doubled in size. Erin didn't just know about the prostitution – she was at the heart of it! "The rich and powerful come to me when they want a particularly… 'special' time."

"Hookers? The models are hookers?" Only some of Alicia's incredulity needed to be faked.

Erin chuckled. "Not exactly 'hookers.' Think more 'companionship.' I supply a fantasy they can't get anywhere else. I supply them with the world's top models, the most beautiful women alive. It's not just about sex, it's about so much more."

"But sex is expected."

"They aren't paying ten grand for a conversation, if that's what you're asking. They're paying for intelligence, beauty. Discretion. And sex, yes."

Alicia looked away from Erin's coy smile. She should have run screaming from the yard. Sex for money? With strangers? She didn't do that. Couldn't do that. Right? Even though she knew this was coming, that she'd be approached – and even under the haze of her narcotic detachment – she wasn't prepared.

"So what do you say, Alicia? Think you have what it takes to be the next It girl? Hollywood would love you…"

She took a deep breath for strength. "Yes. But… I'm going to need some more of those pills."

Erin laughed. "Stay right there. I have something better."

***

Liz jerked awake. At first, she thought she was in a dark room. A pitch black one. Her body felt as fuzzy as the dark. Her teeth felt swollen. Never a good sign. She tried narrowing down the possible drugs that were in her system, but whatever it was made even that process run like a backed up sewage drain.

"She's awake," a woman's voice said. Eastern European, or Russian. Liz glanced around, squinting her eyes to try to see through the dark.

Then she realized she was blindfolded. She could feel the velvet across the bridge of her nose, compressing in the soft waves of her hair. She tested her wrists. Bound behind her. In a chair. Also soft. And… she was naked!

"Ah, you're awake!" A very familiar voice remarked. "I'm very sorry for the knock on your head earlier. But it was for your own good."

"Alexander Mishin!" she shrieked. "You have no idea who I am!"

"No, I don't. That's why we're here. Tell me, girl, who are you?" His voice was pleasant. Like they were having this conversation over tea.

"Elizabeth Dean." She gave her cover name, the one he must have had if he'd searched her purse. But she had a hunch he knew that was BS.

"Mm… that's what this nice little passport says, but I seem to recall the last time I saw you, at my studio, you were a redhead. The evidence before me backs that up." Liz tried to shut her legs, realizing what he must be looking at, but couldn't. Her ankles were also tied to the chair legs. "And if your passport is fake… well, not many people have access to fake passports as nice as these. So, what's your real name?"

"Elizabeth Hawkins," Liz answered truthfully, much to her own horror. Sodium pentathol. Truth serum. That's what was making her feel like a stuffed animal turned inside out.

"Look it up," Mishin whispered in Russian. She heard the door open and close. Turning his voice back to her, he asked, "Who do you work for?"

"C.L.O.A.K.." Jesus Christ, stop!

"Black ops. Fuck. U.S. or Russian?"

"U.S." Even as fucked up as she was, she knew that was a weird question for an alleged ex-KGB agent. Shouldn't he know?

"Hm…. CIA?"

"Yes."

The door opened and closed again. There were some whispers she couldn't quite make out. Whispers in Russian between two men. Liz wondered how many were around her, already mapping out a game plan for escape.

"Why are you after me?" For the first time, she detected something more than the level-headed calm. He sounded troubled, bordering on being exasperated.

"Come on, stop asking me questions you already know. The list." She'd found her attitude at last. The drug was lifting. Or her body was finally able to fight back. Intelligence had discovered that Alexander Mishin was in possession of a list of CIA agents and their whereabouts. He was shopping it around for a buyer. C.L.O.A.K. had something to do with it, too, although Liz hadn't puzzled that out yet, other than that they were charged with retrieving it.

"List?" He didn't register awareness. "What list?"

"Names. CIA operatives."

The chair he was sitting in creaked. No one spoke for the longest time. "I don't have such a list. I'm just a business man, where would I get something like that?"

"So you're not behind the money laundering, weapons trafficking, and high-end call girl service in this area?" Liz practically scoffed. She felt like she could easily get out of her bonds. After that, she had no idea.

"No." His answer was as simple as it was truthful. Liz knew she couldn't trust him, but in that moment, she knew he was telling the truth. Could have been the drug, but she was pretty certain it wasn't.

She felt someone get close to her. Pull her blindfold away. She blinked as light flooded in around her. She was sitting in a parlor room. It was morning. She was still naked and tied to a chair, but suddenly the bare concrete cellar she'd been imagining felt like a rapidly fading dream.

Alexander Mishin was sitting directly across from her, his normally cool-styled blonde hair a tangled mess. He hadn't slept. His assistant was stepping away, holding her blindfold. And at the door was a pretty young woman with light-brown hair. Liz recognized her from Mishin's profile: Ilena Petronov, his housekeeper.

They all looked frazzled.

"Why were you outside that house last night? The one Gabrielle Dubois entered?"

Liz sighed. She was lucid enough now that she could fight the truth serum, but why bother anymore. "I was following a lead."

He nodded. Not the full answer he wanted, probably, but it was enough. "Get Ms. Hawkins a robe, Ilena. Please." He scratched his week-old pretty-boy beard. "Things aren't exactly as clear as you'd thought them to be, are they?" She didn't need to answer. He was already pacing. "For me, either. I've known about the prostitution thing for a while now… a couple years, anyway. I just didn't know how deep it went."

"You mean you're not behind it? They're your models…"

He laughed bitterly. "No, I'm not a pimp. I'd never use my girls like that. But…" He shrugged. "They were getting high profile jobs. I was getting a name for myself as having a premiere agency. I didn't see too much harm."

"So what's different now?"

He stopped his pacing and looked at Roy. "If I let you go, you need to promise me you won't run. I need to finish this conversation. OK? I need a few more answers."

"As long as you give me mine."

He nodded. Roy moved behind her, loosening the ties that held her there. For a moment, she thought of fighting back. She could easily overpower Roy. Maybe even Mishin. But then where would she go? And she still had questions to ask…

***

Things were going better than Erin had anticipated. Vincent Silva had done his part, of course, just as she knew he would. Alicia had no choice. But the thing that really got her blood flowing was the very real excitement she detected in the 25-year-old. She had a hunch that Alicia would have gone along with this even without the elaborate trap.

She returned to the poolside with a hand-held camera and a small, covered silver platter. She knew the girl would love the oxycodone. The young model's life was falling apart and the painkiller was just what the "doctor" ordered. Erin had found that drug addiction was the most effective way to control her girls. The camera was her other.

Erin was pleased to see that the girl still hadn't covered up when she returned, although she was a little disappointed that the little string bottom was still in place.

She placed the platter on the table beside Alicia's lounger, pulling the lid away like a master chef. "The bottle of oxies is yours. There's 24 pills, but I'd suggest you use them sparingly." Erin suppressed her smile; she knew how addictive those little blue pills could be. "The cola comes compliments of the house."

Alicia's mouth parted in a silent gasp. She knew the girl had been clean until that moment at the club. She also knew the blonde wouldn't be refusing another taste of it. She'd cut up two long lines of the white powder before coming out (and after doing one herself). The girl would be out of her mind by the time the film started rolling.

The topless model hesitated just a moment more before reaching for her scrunchy. She gathered her silky golden hair into a ponytail to keep it out of her face and bravely reached for the short, silver straw. Her fingers trembled just a little. Erin breathed in deeply as she felt the rush that came whenever she corrupted a pretty girl. That never got old.

Seeming to realize there was no turning back, Alicia bent over the dish and snorted the cocaine. One powdered row for each nostril. Her dark brown nipples hardened as she gasped, feeling the rush hit her.

"How do you feel?" Erin asked, switching on the camera and pointing it at her subject.

"Great!" the blonde said cheerily. She rubbed her nose, writhing topless on the lounger. "What are you doing?"

"I'm going to ask you some questions. Mind if I tape it?"

"Will anyone else see it?"

"It's just for my records. It'll remain between you and me."

"OK then," the girl agreed. Erin grew wet. She could have fucked this girl right now if she wanted to. But business called. Temptation would only get her into trouble.

"What's your name?"

"Alicia Stiles Kennedy."

"And how old are you?"

"25."

"Occupation?"

"Model and… escort, I guess?" She let out a stoned little giggle. This couldn't get much more perfect.

"Could you please rephrase the questions in your answers?"

"Sure. I'm a model and an escort." Her laughter was infectious.

"Good. What are your measurements?"

"My measurements? I'm 34B, 24, 32. 5'8" and about 115."

"Are you natural?"

"You mean are my tits real? Yes."

"Do you shave?"

"Everything but what's on my head," Alicia laughed. "I'm sorry. Yes, I'm fully shaved. No hair but on my head."

"I see you're wearing a ring. Are you married?"

Alicia didn't answer right away. It was the first pause since the taping had started. "I am married. For now, anyway."

"Mmm, some of the clientele might like that. Have you ever cheated on your husband?"

Again, another hesitation. She nodded. "Yes, I've cheated."

"Did you enjoy it?"

In a small voice, she replied, "Yes…"

"You're doing fine, Alicia. I'm going to ask you a few questions about your sexual history. Just answer truthfully." The girl nodded. "Number one guy fantasy first. Ever been with another woman?"

Alicia bit her lip. "Kind of."

"Go on."

"I've been in a threesome. A guy and another girl."

"Anything happen between you and the girl?"

"Yes," she said shyly. "We kissed and… she went down on me."

"Did you like it?"

"Mm hm. It was incredible."

"But you didn't return the favor?"

"No, she left before I could."

"So you'd consider yourself bisexual?"

"I don't know." She giggled. "I guess more bi-curious right now." God, Erin was soaking. This girl was like a ripe peach, ready for someone to sink her teeth into.

"What about two guys? Ever done that?"

"Two guys would be fun, but no, never tried that."

"How about anal sex?"

"No, never." Again, a short giggle. "Not yet, anyway."

"What about your tits?"

Alicia grabbed her apple-sized breasts. "Think they're big enough?"

"I do."

She laughed. "No one's tried that."

"What's the craziest place you've ever had sex?"

"The craziest place is probably in the backroom of a club. Same place I had the threesome. Although the girl and I kind of fooled around a little in the bathroom, too."

"Very nice. So what's your favorite position in the bedroom?"

"I guess I'm kind of traditional in that way. I like the guy on top."

"Like being dominated then? Is that the kind of men you like?"

"I never really thought of it like that. I guess so. I like confident guys, bordering on… on cocky."

"Bad boys? Guys you wouldn't want to take home to mom and dad?"

"Well, yeah. Generic, huh?"

"Not at all. Is your husband like that?"

"No," she laughed. "But he's a sweetheart."

"I'm sure he is. Does size matter?"

"Yeah, it does. But too big isn't good. I like to feel full, but not stuffed."

Erin laughed. "Then you just haven't been fucked by the right big cock."

***

"Where did your intel come from on this list? Your black op, or the official guys in Langley?" It came from Vincent Silva, as far as she was aware; Vincent, who was cavorting with Gabrielle Dubois, for some reason. "Tell me," Mishin asked, leaning forward.

"It didn't come from the CIA, I don't think."

He nodded. "My guess is that you have a mole in your division. I think that's your guess, too. For now, let's keep this meeting between the two of us." He held up a hand to stop her protest, knowing how it must sound. "Just for now. Until we know who to trust."

What a funny statement, coming from the guy who'd pistol-wiped her last night. The same guy who was Tango Number One until just a half-hour ago.

They'd moved into a sunroom where they actually were talking over tea. Alexander Mishin had even made a show of sipping the tea first, to show it wasn't drugged. The robe she was given wasn't a fluffy white one like she would have preferred, but the silk felt good on her skin and at least it wasn't dangerously short.

"I think I know what the list is, although it's not exactly what you've been told."

"Nothing is, I'm learning," Liz said dryly.

Mishin nodded. "I'm sure you're aware of my connection with Erin Small, yes?" Liz nodded. "She keeps something she calls 'The List.' But it has nothing to do with CIA operatives."

"A blackmail list. Names in her rolodex…"

"Not just names. This is the 21st century. Erin's got photos, video, recorded conversations. She records everything – even herself. She's not Heidi Flische here. If that list gets exposed, no one on it will get off clean."

"Including your models." So there was Mishin's concern. He didn't strike Liz as the type of man to care about whether his own name was associated with prostitutes, but he had an entire stable of employees who couldn't afford it.

"Exactly."

"So why's she going to sell it?"

Mishin shrugged. "Money is my guess. That kind of knowledge comes at a premium. Any of the big names on the list is probably worth millions. The thing in its entirety… she wouldn't have to work again."

"You've known about this list for years. Why the concern now?"

Alex Mishin sighed. "I've found my crown jewel. A girl to build an empire on."



"You're talking about Alicia." Liz felt stupid as soon as she said it; she didn't normally state the obvious like a blathering idiot.

"Yes. I haven't seen a talent like her since… well, since Gabrielle Dubois. I could care less about the rest of the girls I have on contract. None of them have the right… charisma. The right mix of beauty and personality."

"Maybe she'd be immune to the dirt of Erin's list."

Mishin laughed, shaking his head sadly. "What is it Gabrielle says on that Supermodel show of hers? 'In the world of style, easy come, easy go?' No matter how perfect you are, the world is always ready to judge with a thumbs down."

***

"Sugar, don't beat yourself up about it. It's just part of the job," Caroline's Southern accent made everything seem sunny. Even when Trey was nursing a hangover the size of the state of California.

He was slouched in a booth at Mel's Diner, eating greasy food and drinking stale coffee. The curvy brunette watched him motherly as he ate.

"I cheated on my wife last night," he said around a mouthful of pancakes. "And I liked it."

"Oh, I could tell," she teased, taking a sip of her own cup of java.

"You watched?" Trey asked, his face coloring. Somehow, the hole he felt he was in got deeper. He looked across the table at Caroline as she laughed.

"Well, maybe a little…"

"I'm married," he stated, trying to get his self-loathing back on track.

"So am I, sugar." She said it demurely, like a Southern belle. She even placed a hand against her breast. It didn't help that the lady-like gesture drew his eyes into her bountiful cleavage. They nearly fell out of her peasant blouse, tied low and loose. "But sometimes, you've gotta do what you've gotta do."

"You've, um, 'compromised' yourself?"

"I have, yes. And I'm gonna let you in on something." She leaned forward, calling even more attention to her breasts, which Trey was quickly suspecting were braless. "It's not always as good as what you had last night. Erin Small is hot. Some of the guys I've had to be with…" She shuddered.

Trey's stomach turned. The more he saw of the espionage world, the less glamorous it got. And the more eye-opening. "Has… has Liz…"

"Fucked for her cover?" Caroline finished in her usual, blunt way. "You know, she's kind of an exception. She hasn't. Least, not that I'm aware of."

Trey nodded, thinking about how averse she was to the upcoming mission: the entrapment of Sarah Ellis. Thinking about the potentials there gave new life to his cock, even though he knew that it was both wrong and would never happen.

"Nice job, by the way. Setting up the meeting. You may be green, but you're showing more experience than a lot of others I've worked with."

Coming from Caroline, it meant a lot. "I just get lucky, I think," he said modestly.

"Please! Where's Trenton Dean? I wouldn't mind sampling his… cockiness."

"Um, have you heard from Liz?"

"No. She's been flying dark. No phone, no communication."

"You don't sound worried."

"You don't know Liz. She'll be in touch when she needs to be. 'Sides, we don't need her cute little body around 'til Sunday, right? Why not take today to relax a bit? I think you've earned it."

Thinking of his empty home was a lot of things, the last of which was relaxing. He was about to say as much when Caroline's phone went off. Two rings. Then nothing.

"Speak of the devil," Caroline said, opening her phone and punching in a number. She listened for a moment, then said, "I heard sunshine," into the mobile. "Where the hell have you been, girl?!"

***

Something wasn't adding up, Alexander Mishin thought as he watched Liz from C.L.O.A.K. step onto his patio to make a phone call. Erin's motives were pretty obvious: money and a chance to retire from her crazy world. But why drag Alicia into this sordid business if she was so close to "retiring?"

And what, exactly, was Gabrielle's role in all of it? Clearly she was being manipulated. She'd been the one to suggest Alicia Kennedy in the first place. Was she setting the woman up to take a fall? Why bother setting her up at all?

All the talk of conspiracies and blackmail was giving him a headache. Truth was, he was a pretty simple man and liked simple explanations. He felt that there was one here, too, but he didn't have all the pieces yet.

Liz came back into the room, her phone in hand. She was a very attractive woman, although a little too short to make it as a model. Glancing at her cleavage – full even without support – he changed his mind: maybe a lingerie model.

"So what did you find out?" he asked, refilling her cup of tea.

She hesitated, studying him wearily. Alex understood. He would have done the same were he in her shoes. "I'm risking everything just sitting here with you." She paused. "There's a mission. Tomorrow. The objective is to track a payment made to Erin Small, see who the money's going to. The plan is that it never reaches an actual meeting, but that the money will be processed beforehand."

Alex was shaking his head before she finished. "Two problems with that. One, Erin never charges a client until the following morning. It's her version of a 'satisfaction guaranteed' policy. Second, if you've got a mole, then chances are, Erin knows about the trap."

The redhead looked crestfallen, although didn't show it. "Luckily, you've got me," he gave her a winning smile. "You don't need to track the money. You need to track the data. No one will expect you to even know about that. Find the source, and you can shut it down before she can sell it."

"That simple, huh?" the woman said dubiously.

"I like simple things. And in most cases, they're usually the best."

She sighed, running her fingers through her red hair. Her robe slipped open a little, showing the edge of her pink nipple. Even though he'd seen her completely naked just that morning, he found himself more excited by the tiny peak. "OK, so how do we track the information?"

"Leave that up to me. You just make sure this meet goes off without a hitch. And remember, it's almost certainly going to be recorded, so the actors here will have to keep acting. Can't let anyone know that we know."

Liz's freckled face went white. She looked as if she'd been punched in the gut. "What?" he asked, concerned that she might throw up right in front of him.

"I can't go through with it… Not… the way it's set up now."

"Why not? I'm guessing one of your operatives has set up a meeting with one of Erin's girls. Right? Trust me, your agent's not going to be complaining about…" And then it dawned on him. "You're the agent." She nodded, like a woman acknowledging her death sentence. "And you never thought you'd have to go through with it."

Another nod.

"Well, my advice is to have fun with it," he chuckled. Liz shot him a glance that made him realize this wasn't a girl that liked to be teased. "What's the worst that could happen? You enjoy it?"

Her face colored and she looked away. "It's not that simple. I can't… I'm not… it just seems so wrong." She swiveled her head back to him, her jaw setting.

"What does? Fucking another woman? Or fucking for your country? Or fucking because someone orders you to?"

"Yes," she replied sharply. "All of that. I don't do women, I've never compromised my ethics, and I don't follow stupid orders."

And she wasn't going to fool anyone with that attitude. Alex laughed at her fiery expression. She looked ready to pounce on him. He stood up, his chair scrapping across the floor, and circled the chaise she was in. She watched him warily with those quick, grey eyes, but didn't move.

"Liz. Relax." He put his hands on her shoulders, feeling her body cringe at his first touch. "Relax," he said, more sternly. His attitude would never work with kids, would certainly never work with a wife or anything long term. But in the short term, he knew how to deal with women. This one needed to be tough because of her profession, but sometimes, she also needed to let go.

He worked his fingers across her neck, massaging her tight muscles. She had some knots, that was for sure. "You're playing a character, right? This 'Elizabeth Dean'? Tell me about her."

She was quiet at first, letting his hands work their magic. Her robe fell open even more, exposing her beautiful pair of breasts. He loved the way her even, tanned flesh was mottled in slightly darker freckles.

"Elizabeth is the wife of a rich man who's… pretty full of himself. He gets what he wants when he wants." She leaned forward, allowing Alex's hands to walk across her back. "She puts up a fight, but is charmed by her husband and lets get away with things. She knows not to take her life of leisure for granted."

"Mm… I see. We need to get you into that role then. And I think I can help."

"I bet you'd like to try," she said coyly. Her robe fell around her waist and she did nothing to cover herself. She stared up at him defiantly.

"Tsk tsk. Now would Elizabeth Dean have that kind of attitude?"

"If someone other than her husband was looking at her tits like you are, she would." Even Liz broke into a smile.

"Then you're going to have to pretend I'm your husband." Liz rolled her eyes. "Just for tonight. I'm going to wine you and dine you…"

"Sixty-nine me?" she asked with a laugh.

"I'll leave that to you and Erin's girl tomorrow," he shot back with a wink. "Tonight, we'll get you relaxed. Tomorrow, Elizabeth Dean's getting pampered. And I know the perfect spa."

"You don't have to do this, Alexander." Good, she was calling him by his first name now, he thought. "I've gotten into character hundreds of times. This isn't even the first time I've been Elizabeth."

"But it'll be the first time for other things." Getting a girl as strong as this to blush felt empowering. Fucking her was going to be so much fun. "Trust me, Liz. You've trusted me this far. You need this. OK? Say it."

She sighed. She was finally relinquishing a little control. "Fine, I need it." Well, at least that was a start.

***

"And we're all done," Erin said, setting the camera back down on the table.

Alicia breathed a sigh of relief. She was burning up from the questions. Most had been easy to answer, although some required a bit of dancing around to give the reply she thought Erin was looking for. Having her head heavy with cocaine made it easier, too, she begrudgingly admitted.

"Mind if I jump in the pool? I need to cool off," Alicia asked, rising out of her lounger. Stretching felt fantastic.

"Only if you do it nude."

"Of course," Alicia giggled. "Wouldn't want to get my bikini wet." It felt good to be naughty, Alicia was quickly figuring out. And what could be naughtier than getting naked in front of a woman who'd just asked her if she could deep throat a cock (yes, of course she could!).

She pretended to ignore Erin's glittering blue eyes as she shimmied out of the red bottoms. In truth, she flaunted herself in her naked skin, giving the older woman a good long look before diving fluidly into the water.

The water felt glorious. Cool enough to satiate her burning skin, yet warm enough to that she was instantly comfortable. She glided through the water like a nymph. She turned and flipped in the water, doing a quick lap up and down the pool before pulling herself up to the pool's edge.

Erin was gone. She searched the patio. No where.

And suddenly, she felt warmth behind her. Softness. A pair of breasts, hardened nipples. A husky voice, whispering into her ear, "You're very graceful in the water."

Alicia shivered. She felt hands curl up around her own breasts. The lips kissed the back of her neck. Then the top of her shoulder. She sighed, tipping her head to one side to give the other woman access to the rest of her neck. Erin took it.

The hands squeezed and pinched. She held onto the edge of the pool, fearing she'd drown otherwise. Drown in the bliss of this other female's touch. So different than a man's, yet still so good.

Erin turned her in the water. The older woman was so beautiful. Her short, water-darkened hair was brushed back across her scalp. Water trickled around her pronounced cheekbones, catching on the soft pout of her lower lip.

Alicia moved first, tipping her head just so. Their noses touched, nuzzling before their lips met. The blonde felt a moan rise up, getting caught in her throat as she pushed her tongue into Erin's hot mouth. She felt her new madam's fingers between them, lingering against her sex. It was the bathroom all over again. She came almost as soon as the other woman's slender fingers passed into her.

"So, bi-curious, huh?" Erin asked, her voice heavy with desire.

Alicia nodded, knowing she wouldn't be curious much longer. "Let's do something about that," Erin continued, hoisting herself from the chlorinated pool. Water cascaded along her oiled nakedness, falling fast in beaded rivulets. The blonde watched them like they were fireworks. Falling across her small breasts. Her flat stomach. Her parted thighs.

The older woman perched on the rim of the pool, setting one foot up next to her as the other dangled lazily in the water. Her toenails were painted pink. Like the blossoming petals of her neatly trimmed pussy.

"Go ahead, Alicia. Taste me."

"I don't know…" the blonde hesitated. Her heart was skipping every other beat. She'd never thought she'd be here, inches away from the parted lips of another woman's sex. And she'd never have guessed how excited it would make her.

"Eat me, baby. You know you're want to."

The girl nodded, taking a deep breath before lowering her head to Erin's sex. Her first lick of another woman was timid but explorative. She savored the buttery-soft texture of her labia, starting low and ending at the peak of her narrow landing strip.

Erin shuddered as the girl's tongue passed over her clit. She did it again. And again. Alicia felt fingers lace through her hair and the other woman buck her hips forward. The blonde licked faster, changing up her pace. She knew what she liked, so she did that to Erin.

"Oh, God, that's good, honey." Erin's strained voice filtered down to her, muffled by her taut thighs. The hands left her head. The woman leaned back on the concrete as she opened her legs wider.

Alicia let her body float in the water and hooked her arms around Erin's thighs, planting her head deeper between her legs. Erin had juicy cunt lips that begged to be sucked one at a time, like slices of ripe peach. That practically sent her over the edge. Practically.

"God, honey, you've never done this before?" she asked as the blonde pulled back, letting the other woman cool off. Alicia blushed at the compliment, pulling herself out of the water long enough to share a quick kiss with her female lover. "Next, why don't you try using your fingers…"

Alicia was glad she was in the water. She'd be overheating if she wasn't. "Like this?" she asked sweetly as she twisted two fingers into Erin's tasty pussy.

"Now the – yessssss…" Alicia didn't need to be instructed next. She circled Erin's clit with her tongue. The other woman wouldn't last much longer. A thrill passed through Alicia as she thought to herself, And that just meant less time before I can do it again.

***

Trey decided to head into the C.L.O.A.K. office. As lame as it sounded, he'd relax a lot better at work than at home. At least at work, he could throw himself into something that had nothing to do with his wife.

But then his mind started working through the past few weeks from a new perspective. He'd been so preoccupied with training, each night going to bed more exhausted than the last. Mind and body, he was worn out.

But all of this started with a trade-off. Training for allowing C.L.O.A.K. to use his wife; to bring her on board as an insider to Mishin's world. Something didn't add up.

"Wow, the prodigal analyst returns!" one of the few people in the office on a Saturday greeted warmly. Emily Lester, C.L.O.A.K.'s official office manager. And she'd always been nice to him, smiling from her desk through her black, plastic rimmed glasses.

"I've returned to take you away from this windowless place," he flirted, putting off the confrontation he didn't want to have with the black op head.

She giggled. Her sassy, short blonde hair had streaks of black and a few bolts of pink today. "Amorous mood, Mr. Kennedy. I like!" She leaned back in her chair, glancing up at him over the top of her glasses. The uncrossing and recrossing of her legs drew his attention there, where her short skirt betrayed the dark tops of what must be black silk stockings.

"You're working on a Saturday?" he asked, feeling his lips go dry but not daring to lick them.

"I'm running a few reports for Vincent. Actually, they have to do with you, Trey, and the mission you're on. Great job so far, by the way. You've impressed the ones that matter."

"Let me guess. You're talking about you."

She laughed heartily. "Of course me! Who cares about what that old spook in there believes when someone like me thinks you're hot shit?" Again, she uncrossed her legs. This time, though, she left them slightly parted. The skirt slipped a little higher, revealing a sliver of tanned thigh and the clips of her garters.

"So he's in?" Trey asked, suddenly wondering what was worse, in there or out here?

"He's always in, Trey." She caught him with her playful blue eyes. He saw her legs spread a little more from the corner of his eye, but resisted the temptation. He turned to go, hearing her say, "I like the beard, red. It suits you."

***

"You know what I think?" Erin asked, sliding back into the pool next to the sexy blonde. Her body still felt rubbery from the incredible orgasm she'd just received. Floating weightless on the edge of the pool was about all she could handle at the moment.

"What's that?" the girl asked with a cute smile.

"I think you need to strike when Michelle's chips are down. Don't let her rebound. She's on her way out, but I've seen a few comebacks in my day."

"How do I do that?" Alicia didn't seem to like the idea; she was too good and pure for that. But she'd go through with it. The appeal of celebrity was too great.

"I'm glad you asked. I'm holding a charity event tomorrow. I'm auctioning off the hottest guys in LA and, well, of course Tony's one of them. You come to it and 'win' him in front of a very talkative crowd. It's the killing blow." Erin knew she was brilliant. Trey would be there, too, but she was pretty sure a preoccupied Alicia would never recognize her disguised husband.

"How much do guys go for?" she asked uneasily.

Erin laughed. "It doesn't matter. Just make sure you win him. The money is paid to my own foundation. I'll just make sure your bill's fully paid."

Alicia thought about it quietly. "So… when?"

"It's Sunday night. Tomorrow! Don't worry, it'll be fun. You two could even finish what you started Thursday." She floated up against Alicia, rubbing their warm, soft bodies against one another. "And that reminds me… you can stay here as long as you'd like, but if you want to be the next It girl… well, I'm kind of infamous in these circles. Might not want to be seen too much with me."

Alicia nodded in understanding. It was true, she made it a point to be known by all, but close to none. It uncomplicated things for all parties.

"But we have the rest of the afternoon to take advantage of this privacy." Alicia was stiff beneath her, clearly not liking the idea of going out with Tony again. Her tapes told her that it wasn't a lack of attraction that was making her nervous. Now she needed to relax the girl again.



"Come on," she said, pulling herself up out of the water. Her energy was back. And that meant sex. "I'll give you the official tour of the house."

***

Vincent Silva watched as Alicia was led, naked, by the hand of another woman. The blonde was the girlfriend who never should have gotten away. The closest to perfection he'd ever seen. Intelligent, funny, genuine, and sexier than she had a right to be. And most remarkable of all? She pulled it off like she was just another girl, living next door.

And soon, if all went according to plan, she'd be his again. This time, no more Trey Kennedys would get between the two of them. She'd ascend to the top of the modeling world (with Gabrielle Dubois's mentorship). He'd take unrestricted leave from the spy world. And they'd live as a beautiful, successful couple in Hollywood's shadow.

If all went according to plan.

But first, there were a few things he had to deal with. Erin's list being the biggest. It had been a stroke of genius to set C.L.O.A.K. off on a wild goose chase for a catalog of CIA operatives. It served two different but important purposes: he could call his best agents to rescue the encrypted data from Erin and destroy any trace of it from her files; and it also set the cunning madam on edge as she worried that the CIA were on to her.

Erin could set LA on fire with her little list – ruin a lot of lives, including his own. A list like that wasn't safe in her hands. So he "leaked" to her that the CIA was watching her, even showed her photos of her meeting with Sarah Ellis and a few other pieces of surveillance he'd had done on her. He also offered her a plan to get the made-up heat off her: set up Alexander Mishin.

By the end of the week, he hoped to be in sole possession of her list, have Erin out of the picture entirely, and have Trey Kennedy take the fall for what was going to be a very messy aftermath. It was nice that his plan also freed up a soon-to-be grieving widow in Alicia.

Vincent glanced at the monitor. Alicia was lounging on the other woman's bed, stretching her long legs out before her. Her blonde hair hung dark and wet around her shoulders and her body still glistened with the oil she'd put on earlier.

Erin went digging into the nightstand as the younger woman looked on curiously.

"You've got them all fooled, don't you," Vincent said aloud as she watched the former supermodel remove a plastic dildo. She lures them in with your promises, and then…

"Vincent, Trey's here to meet you," Emily buzzed over his intercom.

Begrudgingly, he cut off the video feed, checking to make sure the red recording light was on. He could watch this later. "Send him in."

Trey had changed since the last time he'd sat in this office. Changed a lot. Vincent had seen him in his surfer boy disguise, but this was different. Trey didn't just look different. Trey was different.

His curly copper hair had been cut down close to his scalp. That change alone made him look far tougher than the soft analyst who'd made the deal with the devil. His beard and his sunburned face hardly made him recognizable. But it was his eyes that revealed just how much the past few weeks had transformed him. They were hard and wary. They'd seen too many things.

They were the eyes of a spy.

"What's up?" Vincent asked calmly, knowing this wasn't going to be a pleasant conversation.

"Why?" Trey's voice was soft, but there was an accusation there. Maybe even a threat.

"Why what?"

"Alicia. Why did you bring her into this?"

Vincent nodded. He was finally getting wise to the game. Trey had caught on a little faster than he'd hoped, but it this was salvageable. "We need her, Trey. You know that. We need someone on the inside to—"

"But you've got someone on the inside, don't you? At least one that I can think of. 'Kelly,' or whatever her name is. So why my wife?"

Vincent shifted uncomfortably. Because I want your wife? The truth sent a shiver down his spine. Because we need someone to take the fall for this botched operation? "Because she can get us closer than any agent we've got in our books. She's a natural, Trey. As an informant, but more importantly, as a model. A guy like Mishin would never have a clue she's on our side. All he'd see is a pair of legs and tits and dollar signs."

"Did you ever stop to think about what it would do to her life?! To mine?!" Trey stood, his face going as hard as his eyes. Spittle danced on his lips.

Vincent gave him a sad look, but didn't move a muscle. He appeared as calm as Trey was animated. "I'm truly sorry, Trey. We knew that certain… aspects of the LA scene might rub off on Alicia, but we didn't realize… it's unfortunate."

"Unfortunate, you say?! My wife is fucking other guys and God knows what, and all you can say is that it's unfortunate?!"

"Trey, sit down." Vincent could command a mule to move when he needed to, but it took two orders before the ginger-haired man settled back in the seat. "Alicia's decisions were hers. Not ours. When she's in danger, we've kept her safe. But she's a grown woman, and we're not a bunch of babysitters."

Trey pouted like a kid just told he couldn't have ice cream before bedtime. This would have been humorous if the situation wasn't so delicate. "The operation is almost over. A week more, give or take a few days. After that, I'll grant you a leave of absence for you to sort things out. But you're not going to fuck anything up until then, you understand?"

The agent rubbed the back of his scalp, feeling the short hairs of his crew cut. He wasn't totally convinced. "Understand?!" Vincent asked, raising his voice for the first time since Trey had come in.

"Yes, sir," Trey said, slow and resentful.

"Good. Now get out of here."

***

Sweat poured off Alicia's naked body as she rolled through her orgasms. She thrust her heaving chest forward, rocking up so that just the top of her head and the curve of her ass touched the mattress. Her toes curled; her fingers clawed at the linens; and her throat screamed itself raw.

Erin Small had been working on her for what felt like hours. Long enough, at least, that her strawberry blonde hair dried itself out. Long enough that the blonde knew she'd sound like a life-time smoker she'd be so hoarse.

The older woman buzzed her magical tongue around Alicia's clit just lightly enough to keep her climaxes stretched out. The 8-inch rubber dildo made sure that those climaxes kept coming. It felt almost as good as a real cock. The woman's mouth and fingers made her not care.

"I love your pussy," Erin confessed, keeping the slow thrust of the dildo going as she gave her tongue a rest. "It's as perfect as the rest of you."

Alicia let her body relax a little. As her back returned to the sheets, she realized how sore she felt. Or would feel, once she came back to reality.

"God, I never knew it could be so good…" the model panted. Her voice was definitely hoarse. "…with a woman."

As Erin kissed up her flat stomach, Alicia's abs danced. She'd be sore there, too, she knew. "Ah…" she sighed. The other woman had reached the slopes of her breasts, stopping there to suck on them for a moment before continuing up her neck.

"And this is nothing," Erin whispered as their noses nuzzled. "Now, we're going to explore my favorite number." A peck on the lips. "69."

Alicia felt her body melt as they French kissed. The cliché about the paradox of bad things feeling good enough that they couldn't be bad occurred to her as her first female lover repositioned over her, straddling her head with her slender thighs.

Alicia curled her tongue up along Erin's cunt, this time exploring in the reverse direction as before. First starting with the trimmed stripe of pubes, she skipped the other woman's clit to trace the tangy juices that had collected along her moist cleft. She felt Erin's moan blow across her own sex. It empowered her more. Lifting her head to bring the full caress of her mouth against her lover's pussy, she tried to mimic everything that Erin had been doing to her.

The dildo slid free, but was quickly replaced by three of Erin's fingers. A fourth pressed against her anus, greasy from spit and girl-cum. The blonde fought back her imminent climax, but knew it was as futile as an umbrella in a hurricane. As Erin pushed that finger up her ass, she screamed.

When sense and sound returned like a record being played backwards, Alicia found her face and head smothered in the other woman's pussy. Erin had sat up on her haunches as she humped the girl between her legs. The blonde could feel the other woman add her own fingers to the mix. Could feel her delicate joints stroke and dance every so often along her chin.

The touch strayed down to her breasts. Her nipples that couldn't get any harder got harder. She could hardly hear anything through Erin's pincering thighs, but she swore she heard a low, rhythmic grunting from the other woman.

Alicia's pussy pulsed with each moan she elicited from Erin's lips. She'd always gotten off on pleasuring her lovers, often cumming as she sucked Trey's cock. For whatever reason, with another female, the feeling of mutual satisfaction was so much stronger.

Unbelievably, as she dug her tongue along Alicia's swollen furrow, she felt her abs tighten with her pussy. She was going to cum again!

"Fuck, Alicia! Tongue fuck me harder!" The soft touch of Erin stiffened above her. Her thighs grew hard, squeezing her harder. "AH!" She let out a muffled keen. The blonde licked faster, her lips and tongue dancing like a troupe of ballerinas across the supple flesh of the older woman's labia.

Erin came in an explosion of grunts and expletives. She grinded her hips down onto Alicia's face, smothering her in her climax. When it was over, all it took was one pass across Alicia's clit to set her off. Erin went above and beyond. She leaned back down, grabbed the dildo, and rammed it into the model's tight cunt.

***

"Time for phase two of the operation," Vincent explained to Emily Lester, who'd come into his office once Trey had left.

The sexy "office manager's" eyes lit up. "Oh, I like phase two."

"I know you do," he smiled. She always made him feel like he was dealing with a wild animal, just tamed enough. And it wasn't just the sex. "Tomorrow night. You're going to go to this… gala thing that Erin's set up. You've still got access to the expense account?"

"I do." Her smile got even broader.

"And you know what to do?"

"Oh yes. It's making me wet just thinking about it."

"You've wanted to fuck Mishin since the plan came together."

"Someone jealous?" she asked, standing up in her chair. As she circled behind his desk, she pulled her short skirt up, exposing her garter belt.

"Emily, I need to make sure you stay focused. Too much is on the line."

She squeezed herself between his chair and the inside of his desk, lifting a heeled foot onto the armrest. The skirt slipped high enough that he could see the glint of metal where her hood was pierced. "Baby, I'm always focused. But why don't you show me how important it is again." She glanced down at his crotch. Vincent took the hint.

"If that's what it takes," he said dramatically, reaching for the zipper of his pants. "And Emily, it's really important." She giggled and crawled up into the chair. So much for getting any work done.

***

"I've had a wonderful time," Liz admitted begrudgingly as the limo returned to Alexander Mishin's mansion in the Hills. True to his word, they'd had a very relaxing – and more importantly, discreet – evening.

The restaurant they'd gone to was nearly empty except for a handful of the old Hollywood crowd. No danger of being recognized there. Alexander had ordered for her – something she hated, but also something Elizabeth Dean probably expected. They'd shared a bottle of wine and some very friendly, non-work related conversation.

Alexander even made her put her wig of straight, dark hair back on as she got ready. Ilena, his housekeeper, helped her with her make up as well as laying out an outfit for her. When she put on the slinky halter dress, she'd instantly suspected that Alexander had a hand in it.

When she came downstairs, fighting the desire to pull the short hem down to cover more of her legs, and saw his grin, she knew he'd picked it. But instead of protesting, or making a snarky comment about his misogyny, she just smiled and said she was ready to go.

By the end of the night, she found it even easier to be Mrs. Trenton Dean. She just hoped it would carry over into tomorrow night.

"Would the lady like a nightcap?" Alexander asked as the limo waited for the gates of his driveway to open.

This was where a little bit of Liz needed to reintroduce herself. She'd watched this man smooth-talk countless women into bed, and knew she was his next target. Yet part of her was curious. Part of her liked his cockiness; and the way he looked at her with those confident blue eyes was electrifying.

"Sure, that sounds lovely," she returned pleasantly, staying in the role of Elizabeth. She let herself be helped from the limo, slipping her arm into his like it belonged there.

While they'd been gone, someone had transformed the back patio into something out of a movie set. Paper lanterns marked the perimeter, beyond which the dark landscape fell, rolling out before the glittering lights of all of LA. She had a cocktail in her hand before she could even take it all in – a fruity thing with the soft bite of rum and pomegranate.

"I hope you enjoyed the evening, Elizabeth," Alexander said, standing next to her and enjoying the view.

"I did." She hadn't felt this relaxed and comfortable in a long time. "You're a real gentleman."

He smiled quietly, sipping at his amber-colored drink. "That means a lot, coming from a woman as stunning as yourself."

It was all a game, Liz knew, but she didn't care. And Elizabeth certainly wouldn't. "I hate that it has to end." She actually felt shy as she drank her cocktail. Shy! How long has that been?

"It doesn't have to end yet." She'd opened herself up for that line, and shivered when it was inevitably delivered. She let her glass be taken from her. She let herself be gathered into Alexander Mishin's strong embrace. "We have all night."

His kiss was powerful – a real man's kiss. The scruff of his unshaved face reminded her of Trey's kiss – or Trenton Dean's, anyway – only that shared embrace was a formless shadow compared to Alexander's. She'd patterned Trenton off of Mishin, yes, but she never thought such a man could be so authentically masculine.

Liz felt herself melting into Mishin. Their prime suspect! A man who could still very well be lying to her for personal gain. Not 24-hours, he'd knocked her out to a blow that was still sore on her head. And now, she felt her knees grow weak as his tongue passed between her lips.

He scooped her up in his arms and carried her into the house. She clung to him, arms tightly around his neck. She was a bride on her wedding night, about to taste the forbidden. About to be fucked for the first time.

They ascended the stairs on the way to the bedroom. Alexander didn't seem strained. In his arms, she was as light as a pillow. She nuzzled his neck, kissing the squareness of his jaw. It had been long since she felt so… infatuated with another man.

"I want you," she whispered as they entered the master bedroom.

"I know." He set her down on her heeled feet, collecting her head in his hands like an oversized chalice and dipped back down to her. This time, his kiss was harder, more possessive. She clung to his shirt, fearing that if she let go, she'd fall.

He untied the oversized bow that held her halter dress in place. She felt that thrill run down her spine as he stepped back, taking her in. Her outfit fell around her ankles, leaving her nearly naked. Exposed. She had on nothing but her heels and a lacy pair of black boy-shorts.

Alexander nodded in approval. His eyes centered on her full breasts and her nipples grew longer. He unzipped his pants, brazenly fishing out his cock. The gentleman was gone. But wasn't the womanizer so much hotter?

Liz didn't miss the irony of this moment. She'd been faced with this choice not one month ago when he demanded "loyalty" from her. At the time, she wouldn't do it then; wouldn't compromise herself like that.

Now, she knew what was expected. Knew it and loved it. She sank to her knees, staring up into Mishin's blue eyes as she wrapped her lips around his full cock. It curved up slightly, as if designed to be sucked. And she did her best.

"Oh fuck, Elizabeth. That's a good little cocksucker." She fell into a rhythm, bobbing her head along his length. Growing accustomed to it. She carefully played with his shaved balls, knowing how sensitive that was for a man and not wanting to displease him. Judging from his grunts, he seemed to like it.

Alexander unbuttoned his shirt as she blew him, stripping off his tight white muscle shirt with a dramatic yank. She glanced along his nearly hairless torso. He wasn't as beefy as Vincent, but on his slender frame, he didn't need to be. He had a well-defined chest that looked so sexy against his narrow waist. The long body of a swimmer. And while tattoos weren't normally Liz's thing, she got off on the inked artistry around his thick biceps.

"Play with yourself," Alex ordered, though strained. Liz didn't need to be told twice. She took her left hand off his balls and slipped them into her panties. Her balmy cunt cried out to be touched. She was soaked.

"Mm!" she moaned as she came, her cries vibrating around the cock lodged in her throat. Her eyes fluttered shut as her vision exploded with colorful pleasure. Alex's hand clenched in her hair, dislodging the dark wig as he croaked.

Liz felt his manhood seize and swell. She slid it out, tickling the underbelly with the tip of her tongue as she got in position to receive his cum. She had time to swirl the head once before her erupted into her mouth.

The redhead speared to fingers into her pussy as she drank his seed, her orgasmic pleasure pulsing with each salty blast. Alex flung her wig across the room as he finished, still hard. When she stared up at him, she didn't see the gentleman who'd taken her out. She saw a beast, ready to feed.

He pulled her to her feet and tore her panties away like they were tissue paper. She moaned at the show of strength. "You like that, Elizabeth? You like being dominated?"

She felt her breath catch. Her pussy started buzzing. Roughly, he shoved her onto the bed. She flopped on her back as he pounced, spreading her legs wide. His cock filled her pussy, splitting her open with hard, hot man-flesh.

"YES!" she cried, cumming again before he could pull back even once. She reached behind her, gripping the slates of the bed rest as she prepared herself to get fucked.

Alex stared down at her with crazy animal eyes. "Your cunt is mine," he growled, ramming his cock so hard into her that she grunted at the force. He pulled her legs to his shoulders, folding her tight body in half as he drilled her again. Her pussy seared. He was hitting her in places she wasn't used to. It was almost painful. Almost.

"God, yes!" she cried as they rutted away. His hard body grew hazy above her as she fought for consciousness. She felt so good. So out of control. Like a swimmer kicking on the surface of an erotic ocean. She knew she wouldn't be able to stay afloat much longer.

"Never!" he cried with a thrust, "forget!' another thrust, "this!"

She tried to say never, but her voice came out a warbled mess. Her brow was stuck in a permanent furrow as he gave it to her. Again and again. She closed her eyes, feeling the last bits of sanity pulling away. Nothing mattered anymore but her pussy and his cock.



"AH!" a man groaned, somewhere far away. Her pussy filled with liquid fire. She dipped beneath those waves. That heat. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream as blackness over-took her.
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Chapter 9: LA's Most Eligible Bachelor

Alicia had hoped that a shower would help, but it didn't. She still felt it there. A softness around the edges of her reality. It was a medicated feeling that had been there long before her first taste of the oxies.

Although those certainly added to the feeling. She hadn't intended to take any of the miraculous little blue pain pills. Not at first. But then she got her coffee and started thinking about Trey and the mess she'd made of her life. And how she'd woken up spooning the nude body of another woman. And how the soft skin against her turned her on.

Erin had fucked her again in the kitchen as the coffee brewed – eating her snatch as she perched her model-perfect ass on the corner of the black granite countertop. The older woman whispered things to her. Things that were going to happen tonight. Things about Tony, the Latin hunk from the club. As she came, her mind filled with Tony's face, Tony's body, and how good it could feel if she just let go and let him fuck her.

When Erin left and she poured herself her coffee, the whole thing overwhelmed her. Time seemed to have unhinged itself from the foundation of her life. She saw her bottle of comforting blue pills and told herself that it wouldn't always be this way; just this one time; just to get her through today. After today, she'd deal with it.

Yet in the shower, forbidden thoughts rose like the hazy tendrils of steam from the shower head. Bad thoughts that felt good. Thoughts of sucking cocks and eating pussies. Thoughts of that initial rush off a hit of cocaine. Thoughts of success and being seen as a supermodel.

She fucked herself, secretly praising herself on how good she was with her fingers. And how hot she was and could be. How many men wanted her? How many women? How many guys would one day jerk themselves off to her face? Her body?

The good girl in Alicia wasn't permitted to think those thoughts. She wouldn't allow it. But things were softer now. The rules had been relaxed. In this new world, she could finally take her deserved place at its center.

And then she got out of the shower, saw her nearly drained mug of coffee cooling on the countertop, and started crying. Crying for her life with Trey that she'd thrown away. Crying for the girl she once was. Crying for her own lost innocence.

"I can't go through with it," she said between sobs on the phone. She couldn't sleep with Tony, no matter how hot he was, or how much it would make her a star, or for whatever exciting job the CIA had lined up for her. So crazy. It was all crazy! Were all those thoughts jumbled together like that?

"What? Tell me, Alicia… what can't you go through with?" It was Vincent Silva's confused voice on the other end of the phone. Why had she called him?

Because there was no one else she could trust now.

Half crying, mostly hysterical, she explained to him Erin's plan for her to go to the auction, to be seen in public with Tony. To… to take him back to her room and…

She couldn't even say it! Yet she could think it. And it made her feel hot and terrible and guilty and wet all at once.

"Shh, shh… I have a plan," Vincent soothed on the other end of the line. So far away, yet he sounded so close. Vincent was a good man. Why had she ever left him? Alicia was so confused she didn't even see the irony in that thought. "There may be a way for you to go through with it, but not have to… you know… compromise yourself. No one, not even Tony'll know."

"How?"

"I'll leave you instructions. Go to Locker Room B at Union Station at noon. I'll leave something in locker 1105. The key'll be under the bench in front of it."

"Thank you, Vince."

"You're doing a good job, Alicia. Stay strong." Click. Her crying didn't stop.

***

The clouds were white pillows that belonged more to a neo-Romantic era painting than in this day of Liz Hawkins' life. Your name is Elizabeth Dean, she reminded herself as she adjusted her stylish, floppy hat.

Wind whipped the dark mane of long hair that was now hers. She held the hat, watching the island spa recede behind her in a foamy wake that cut across the crystal blue water. The speedboat came compliments of the resort, along with the limo ride back to her hotel. If that didn't make her feel like a celebrity, nothing would, right?

She'd had extensions added and her hair rinsed and dyed. She was officially a brunette, and the Brazilian bikini wax had taken care of any possible evidence she might betray on that account.

Her three-hour massage session had relaxed her and (almost) helped her forget what was to come in the evening, and once her nails and face were done, she'd never felt more pampered. Alexander Mishin had promised her a day of relaxation and the man, despite all his faults, had delivered.

He'd let her sleep in; he'd had a helicopter drop her off at the off-shore spa and wished her good luck with a wet kiss goodbye. If the man wasn't their prime tango and a known playboy, she could see herself falling for his European good looks. But that was neither here nor there.

Right now, she needed to pick an outfit for the night's gala. As she climbed into the limo and let the driver know where to go, she hardly recognized her voice. It was haughtier than she had a right to be, a voice that admired itself.

Maybe she could be Elizabeth Dean, after all.

***

Caroline adjusted the bowtie of Trey's tuxedo, stepping back to admire the handsome young agent. They'd worked hard to make sure his wig of sun-bleached hair was secure, but it was the best they could do. It was too late in the game to grow it out or change his look. Besides, it seemed to have worked with Erin Small.

The brunette support expert grew warm thinking about what she'd watched on camera. She'd thought the slightly naïve, redheaded family man was cute in that Mrs. Robinson-meets-Ben Braddock kind of way, but after his performance two night back, she'd begun fantasizing about what it would be like to have his cock in her mouth.

It didn't help that she hadn't been taken care of since she'd started this assignment, other than a few phone sex conversations with her husband. Maybe a quickie with Trey wasn't so inappropriate after all?

"You there? Caroline?" the man asked, and she suddenly realized he was talking to her.

"I'm sorry. What was that?" She cursed to herself. She rarely let her libido get the better of her.

"Have you heard from Liz yet?"

And there was that tone again. Concern. Gentlemanly affection, perhaps? Whatever it was, she'd heard it in his voice when he spoke of his wife and his partner, and she grew jealous each time she heard it. Her own husband was a wonderful man and supported her very open lifestyle, but she was also beginning to think that monogamy wasn't just some sham.

Whatever. He'd already fucked one woman silly, would have fucked her silly, and was about to get it on with two gorgeous young girls. Whatever fairy tale Trey had stepped out of was about to come crashing down.

"Yeah, she phoned in this morning. She'll be meeting us by the bar at 1800 hours."

"And… she sounded OK?"

"She didn't use any code words, if that's what you mean. She's fine. I told you, she's a tough girl. Whatever she was up to was for the better."

He nodded. "You've briefed her on tonight?"

Caroline nodded. This was a good sign. He'd been uncertain about proceeding at all. He'd questioned the legitimacy of the mission. It was good that his mind was there, and he was making sure all the details were accounted for. "I did. She's to make a show of bidding you up, but let Sarah Ellis 'win' you."

"And… she's OK with all of this? What's to… happen?" As uncertain as he sounded, there was nothing uncertain about the swell in his pants.

"She's anxious, but knows what needs to be done." Caroline stepped close to him, making sure that her full breasts brushed along his tuxedo shirt. She couldn't help it, but what was a little harmless flirting, right? It got the blood flowing, and there was nothing wrong with that. "Trey, you know she'd never done anything like this before, but you have. It'll be the first time you have an edge. I'd have fun with it."

Their lips were inches apart. She could feel his heavy breathing wash across her face. He was as stiff as a board. "Want to practice being Trenton Dean on me?" she asked huskily, running her fingers across the seat of his pants. His hard-on twitched at her touch.

He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. He was as white as a sheet.

Caroline laughed, stepping away and tossing her curly dark hair about her shoulders. "Trenton wouldn't have hesitated. Make sure you don't tonight."

***

Alexander Mishin loved everything about a sexy woman. He loved the way they looked in and out of clothes. He loved the way their skin could feel so smooth it was like running your fingers across silk. He loved kissing them, holding them, caressing them… but most of all, he loved fucking them.

He'd never been a discriminating man. Never been one to even consider settling down with one girl. So why did he keep going back to his night with Liz Hawkins?

Forcing his mind off the redhead's tight little body, he looked at Ilena, his "housekeeper," as she got dressed for the evening. "You're very tempting, my baby doll," he said in Russian. She blushed and tucked a loose strand of her light brown hair behind her ear.

Alexander said a lot of things to women to elicit that reaction: the shy blush, the willingness to be seduced. But in Ilena's case, it wasn't a line. Watching her roll the nude-colored stockings along her shapely legs brought a stiffness to his cock that should have been dormant after last night with the insatiable Liz.

At his instruction, Ilena had dressed herself in classic lingerie. He didn't need to touch it to know the brown lace was soft and expensive. He just admired how it stretched across her hour-glass curves and complimented her light tan. She clipped the stockings into her garter belt, turning her taut buttocks to him as she set her foot upon a chair. The matching thong scooped between her legs, sheer enough that he could make out the padded contours of her vulva.

He traced the graceful lines of her back. She hadn't yet fastened the gossamer bra, letting her large breasts hang free beneath her like ripe fruit ready for picking. Ilena was smiling over her shoulder as she watched his reaction.

"Would you like me to take care of that before I put on my dress?" she asked sweetly in Russian, staring at his crotch. When she straightened, her large nipples were hard. She was excited.

She had full lips, perfect for dick-sucking. Not to mention how well she could use her tits to get him off. But time was short and there were still things that need to be done. Important things.

"I'm sorry, Ilena darling. I need to take a rain check."

Most of the women Alexander surrounded himself with would have thrown a tantrum. A haughty blaze of disapproval. Not Ilena. She just nodded in subservient understanding, fixed her lacy bra beneath those pendulous breasts, and went about preparing herself for the gala.

Turning away from her, he flipped open his phone and called the lying bitch of his prima model, Gabrielle Dubois.

"Allô?" the sonorous voice of Supermodel answered.

"Gabrielle, so nice to hear your voice. It's been too long."

"Alexander. It is nice to hear you as well. 'Ow have things been?"

"Oh, you know. Up and down. I've been on the phone with Estee Lauder all day about your new fragrance."

"Nudity?"

"Yes. They're in love with Alicia, but wanted a shoot with the woman behind the scent. I was thinking how wonderful it would be to get you and Alicia together."

"Mm, I thought you already have," she laughed.

Despite the hatred he was feeling towards the French model, he couldn't help but stir at the memory. He glanced at Ilena, who'd slipped into her chocolate brown evening gown. Maybe he would have to get some quick satisfaction before he started to get ready himself.

"You're in Paris now?"

"As usual." Deceiving bitch!

"Then this week's too early to make it back here for the shoot? How about next week? Monday or Tuesday?"

"I'll have to check with Renee." Her personal assistant. "Perhaps I'll get in the night before and the three of us can get together to go over what Estee Lauder wants…"

Alexander Mishin adjusted his cock, then crooked his finger towards Ilena. "I like your business sense." He laughed.

Ilena rolled her eyes, knowing exactly what was going through her employer's mind. She always did. That's what he loved about her. Without a word, she unfastened the long gown and let it pool around her ankles.

"We will talk in the next few days," Gabrielle said.

"Looking forward to it." Alexander fished his cock out as the brown-haired Russian girl unfastened her bra. Her large breasts bounced as they came free. A nice tit-fuck would be fun, but right then and there, he needed pussy. He impatiently waved his hand at her thong, which she'd put on over the garter belt. Smart girl.

Ilena gave an exaggerated sigh, slipped her thumbs into the panties and paused. He ended the call and speed-dialed Roy. "Run a trace on my last phone call. I want to know where Gabrielle is." He snapped the phone shut before his own personal assistant was able to respond, and tossed it into the corner. "Now, get that cunt over here!"

She giggled, loving the feeling of subservience, and stepped out of the lacy undergarment. Beneath the barely there triangle of short brown pubes, the swollen lips of her already full vulva were glistened with need.

She hopped up into Alexander's lap, impaling herself on his cock with the practice of a Russian gymnast. Her snatch was just what he needed: snug and warm and slippery. He could be a little late for the charity event. Right? He wasn't needed until the end…

***

Alicia felt like Cinderella as she stepped into the ballroom at the Four Seasons Beverly Hills. Well, a Cinderella who wore an evening dress short enough that stockings were out of the question, anyway.

Everything was fairytale. The crystal chandeliers. The gilt-inlaid columns. The beautiful people. Servers in white tuxedos filtered through the crowd holding trays of champagne and passed hors d'oeuvres. A minuet played by a live, three-string orchestra floated in an atmosphere so thick with decadence that she felt like she could swim away in it.

And guiltily, she had to admit how much she loved it. Flash bulbs greeted her as she'd stepped into the ballroom, but the limited press knew not to ask questions. They were there to record the beauty – and maybe catch a little gossip – nothing more.

"That's such a beautiful dress!" a young girl she didn't recognize commented as she stepped into the hall. "Gaultier?"

"Thank you. And yes, you've got a good eye." The woman blushed and returned to her conversation as Alicia sauntered in.

The blonde felt alive. For a second, she was Cinderella. Everyone was looking. Everyone wanted to be her. Or wanted her. Her body tingled with the rush of their stares.

But was all a cover, right? She was doing this to bring justice to those who deserved it. Not to find fame and fortune. It was wrong, but she could play along. Just for a little.

Unlike her panic attack at Condo, somehow the contradictions were as harmonious as a duet. Her thoughts danced through the air, weaving and spinning around one another in a beautiful waltz.

That was most likely the pills she'd taken before arriving, but if they helped her get through moments like these, how could they be wrong?

Vincent had remained true on his promise. He really had changed. He really was a good man. He'd left her a small bottle of what looked like eye drops with a set of typed instructions. Get him drink. Put three drops in his final drink. He'll think he had the night of his life.

There was nothing to worry about tonight. It was no less of a show than walking down the runway. She had nerves of steel for that. She could have nerves of steel for this.

"Hey, Alicia, you're looking GOOD!" Tony commented, stepping away from the little clique of beautiful people he was chatting with.

"You're not so bad yourself," she returned, just as confidently. He wore a tuxedo with a mandarin collar, like he thought he was Will Smith. Internally, she chuckled to herself. Even with his classic tall-dark-and-handsome looks, he looked like a faker. How had she ever fallen for him last weekend?

"I'm on the auction bloc, you know."

"I know. First up," she smiled. "It's why I'm here." She winked and sashayed past him with an extra sway in her step. She didn't need to look back to know where his eyes were.

***

Erin Small could smell the anticipation of sex in the air. Such a nice smell mixed with wealth and celebrity, she thought. In some way, she controlled them all. When the rich and beautiful needed to scratch that itch that couldn't be satisfied any other way, she was the one they all turned to.

She ascended the stage, ready to start the annual auction of LA's most eligible bachelors. It was a bit ironic that when she gave away her money, she sold off men. When she made it, she sold off women.

Getting on the invitation list was something to brag about. It was exclusive. Most faces were recognizable, or would be in a year or two. Models, actors, rich executives. But this wasn't some public charity. This was an excuse for LA's finest to fuck.

The crowd quieted as Erin took her position behind the delicate glass podium. Minglers turned to her as a hush settled across the room. She waited for the murmurs to die down, her blue eyes taking it all in.

Walking up to the front of the room was Alicia Kennedy, her latest (and possibly sexiest) conquest. She wore her hair up, away from the scandalously short (for any other gathering) trapeze dress that bounced and fluttered about her thighs with each long, confident stride. She looked natural in a room of beauty and youth. This was her element.

Landing her was going to prove bigger than Gabrielle Dubois in the end, she knew, and her claws were already in too deep for the innocent girl to ever get away.

On the opposite side of the room, near the back, was Alicia's husband. He'd been a good fuck. Too bad he was being set up to take the fall, but someone needed to get the Feds off her back. Or whoever it was Vincent said was on her. By his side was his faux wife, the small brunette with a body that Erin couldn't wait to see on her surveillance film. She sighed, wishing she could trade places with Sarah Ellis for this one night.

"Thank you for coming, everyone," she said, shifting back to the opening presentation, now that the crowd had quieted. "I hope you've all enjoyed yourselves so far." There was a murmuring of approval. "All proceeds from tonight's charity auction go to helping victims of domestic abuse nationwide. It's a really great cause." Of course, no one here cared one iota about where the money was going, but she had to put on pretenses, after all.

"We've got 15 very eligible bachelors tonight." She could practically hear the women salivating. "As in previous years, we'll be holding auctions in sets of five. And ladies, you're buying a date. I can't promise any more than that. The rest is up to you."

That was met with cheers and whistles, from both men and women. "So let's begin. Our first bachelor is Anthony Garza, and if you know LA's party scene, you know who I'm talking about. Tony, come on up here!"

***

Trey didn't know where to look. So much eye-candy. Too much! And Liz certainly didn't make it any easier. When he walked up to her at the bar, it took him a moment to connect the dark haired vixen with C.L.O.A.K.'s trainer of secret agents. With her petite stature, rounded face, and freckles, the former redhead had always been cute-bordering-on-beautiful. Now she was in the untouchable realm of hot women.



Maybe it was her dark brown hair, curled and half up in a way that swept it off a neck so graceful he was surprised he'd never noticed. Maybe it was her dress: long and slinky, the haltered top dropping deep between her breasts before coming to a close. Or maybe it was her arrogant poise; the one that said: I'm the shit and any man should consider himself lucky just to look at me.

For the first few minutes, he couldn't stop staring, something that seemed to amuse the short woman.

But Liz wasn't the only one dressed to impress. Every female that had flesh to show was showing it, and all the men seemed to be doing their best to flirt them back to their rooms.

He kept searching for Sarah Ellis, but couldn't find her. He hoped that she didn't flake out. This operation needed to go off without a hitch. Vincent's scolding was still fresh in his mind.

Trey was so distracted that he hardly paid any attention as Erin Small began to speak on the raised dais. He wasn't due up until the second round of auctions in another couple hours, so the proceedings didn't interest him.

Until he happened to see who was being auctioned, anyway. He recognized the man instantly. "Tony," as Erin called him, haunted his dreams. Tony with his hands all over his wife. Tony who kissed her like no man other than her husband should.

"We'll start the auction at $1000. Do I have an opening bid?" Tony posed up the stage, his legs shoulder-width apart like a military cadet in his finery. The man's thick neck and square jaw gave him an almost superhero like quality, and when he smiled, Trey practically expected to see a sparkle off his white teeth. He clenched his fists and breathed heavily through his nose.

"One thousand!" an Asian woman said, just a few clusters of people away from Trey. She looked familiar, although so many of this crowd looked familiar. Probably a reality TV star from some show he never watched.

"I hear one thousand from Michelle over there. How about $1250? Ladies, anyone?"

"$1250," another voice said, although Trey couldn't see this one.

"$1250 from Nicole there. Do I hear $1500?" Erin had a calm, playful auctioneer-voice. She wasn't rushed, and she clearly enjoyed goading these women on.

"$1500," a voice said from the front row. Trey felt his stomach flip at the sound. He swung his head to confirm, wanting to believe that he was wrong. But he wasn't. It was Alicia, holding her hand up limply as she bid on her new bedfellow. Trey nearly doubled over.

Liz made the realization only a second behind him. She touched his shoulder, looking at him with grey eyes that said, "I'm so sorry."

The Asian woman made another bid at the auctioned hunk. Alicia quickly countered. "I'm sure this is all part of some mission…" Liz said, although she didn't sound convinced herself.

"Alicia has bid $2000. Do I hear $2500? Michelle? Anyone?"

"2500!" the Asian scowled.

"$3000" Alicia responded even before the crowd could swivel their collective heads in her direction.

Trey felt sick. It was like watching the world from the bottom of a pool. The Asian model's face twisted in disgust. She mouthed something that looked like, "She can have her," to her friends, then turned and stormed out of the room.

"Tony Garza going once for $3000. Twice. And sold to Alicia Kennedy in the front!" She smiled, pausing for dramatic effect, then added, "You two will look too perfect together."

Trey's stomach turned. "I need to… the bathroom…"

Liz nodded, but added, "I'm going to investigate this. Something's not right. I'll be back before you're up."

"I'm up." He took a deep breath. "Right." How much more twisted could this shit get?

***

Tony could not believe what just happened. He'd only volunteered for this auction for Michelle, who thought it would be funny to see how many girls wanted him before she took him home. When that shit went down at Condo last week, it was too late to pull out – at least that's what Erin said.

Now, he'd just been auctioned off to the goddess Alicia! He was having trouble keeping his cock from growing too large before he could descend the stage.

The blonde hotty was waiting for him at the base of the steps, smiling up at him with her coy grace. He could still remember the wet feeling of those lips wrapped around his erection, and couldn't believe that he'd get to feel that again. And so much more!



"Looks like I'm yours for the night," he said, flashing her his practiced smile.

She rolled her eyes but nodded. "You are. Excited?" He nodded a little too quickly, drawing a giggle from the tall model. "Come on," she said with a hand over her mouth. "Let's get a drink."

He scanned the crowd for signs of Michelle, but couldn't find her. Hopefully she went home, he thought, but the longer he stayed here, the higher the risk was of being interrupted again.

"Sure. How about from the bar in my room?"

Alicia's face actually colored at his suggestion. How she pulled off that aura of sexiness mixed with innocence, he had no idea, but it had him licking his lips for more. "How about you get me a drink here, first. Then we'll talk about our second."

He looked around for Michelle again. Still no sign of the fiery Asian. One drink couldn't hurt. He stole a glance down Alicia's dress at those perfectly formed tits. Especially for that, he thought. "Sure, what'll you have?"

"Why don't you get me a sex on the beach?"

His cock flexed once again. He even swallowed, trying to wet his quickly drying throat. "I'd love to," he winked, putting his best, cocky-face on, and wandered over to the bar.

***

By the time Trey got to the restrooms, the moment had passed. His urge to vomit was gone, replaced by a cold emptiness. When he was honest with himself, he had to admit that he wasn't a completely innocent bystander. No one had tied his arm to cut a deal with Vincent Silva. No one had forced him to fuck Erin Small.

When he didn't find Liz immediately, he went for the bar, where it looked like Tony was just getting his order.

Trey felt his skin crawl and his hands shake. "Can I get a bourbon and Coke. And make it a double," he ordered, stopped right beside his new nemesis. If only the guy knew… "You're one lucky man." The words fell out of Trey's mouth before he could stop himself.

Tony was about to leave, but Trey knew a man's man like this wouldn't be able to resist the compliment. "Thanks, bud. I think so, too."

"Think you'll get lucky?" He tipped the bartender and took a long sip of his strong drink.

"I'd say my chances are pretty good," he grinned.

Trey wanted to punch him. Instead, out of some masochistic impulse, he found himself goading the guy. "Oh? Why's that?"

"Girls like that," he said, waving vaguely in Alicia's direction with his glass, "like pretending they're untouchable, but get them in the bedroom and it's a whole different game."

"You sound like you're talking from experience." Half of Trey's drink was already gone, emptying into a butterfly infested stomach.

"Oh, I am." The way he said it chilled Trey's blood. "I should have her on her back before the next set of guys even gets on that stage. One hundred percent. Now, take care, bud."

The wink nearly did him in. He nearly lashed out, putting all his training in action. Instead, he finished his drink and ordered another.

"Slow down," a feminine voice whispered behind him, reaching around to put a hand on his wrist. "Don't want to be totally out of it." At first, he thought it was Liz, but the perfume was wrong, and he could feel her breath on the back of his ear. Too tall to be the former redhead.

"Sarah, I take it?" he said, channeling Trenton when he thought the rock star of a man was lost to despair.

"You can call me whatever you like." Trey turned, feeling his jaw loosen just a little at the sultry sight of the blonde Victoria's Secret model. "Tits" was the first thing that came to Trey's mind. Big ones. Sarah Ellis's champagne sequined halter dress didn't cover much of her full bust; her tanned cleavage wanted to burst out of the plunging neckline, which was held in check by a keyhole clasp.

"How about we stick with Sarah."

As Trenton Dean, he found his wife's betrayal easier to deal with. Fuck her, Trenton would think; he could also fuck this girl. Or anyone else here.

"I saw you with your wife… she's very pretty." From distraught to aroused in less than a minute. His emotions were as wound up as his stomach. "So, is she just going to watch us? Or…"

"I like 'or.'" He saw his mischievous smile reflected back at him in hers. "But it's not going to be easy. Elizabeth has never done that before."

Sarah smiled. "Gotcha. Even better. Just follow my lead and our chances will be pretty good." Said with the same confidence that Tony had when talking about Alicia. What kind of fucked up world had he stumbled into? "And Trenton," the curvaceous blonde squeezed his arm, "slow down on the drinks. I promise it'll be worth it."

He shivered again, watching her go. The glittery dress was even more revealing from behind. How such little material could cling to her ridiculous body was beyond Trey, but he silently applauded whatever designer thought it up. Nearly her entire back was left bare. It dipped low enough on her rounded hips that it showed off the dimples just above her ass, where a stylized butterfly tattoo sat. And Jesus Christ was it short.

The blonde model must have sensed him looking. She turned and winked at him, the act designed to expose the side of a succulent breast. Trey smiled, nodding at her in approval. She bit her lower lip shyly and went on her way.

***

Liz realized that she was putting all her energy into watching Trey's wife and the dark-haired flirter because she didn't want to think about her own situation. Puzzling out someone else's was so much easier.

And things were a puzzle here. Alicia was going through all the motions. She seemed to come off as an infatuated flirt. She touched his arm when she talked, batted her long, dark lashes when she listened. She laughed, she looked concerned. She did it all.

And yet, unless Liz's female instincts were completely off, the blonde wasn't into him. In fact, if Liz's hunch was right, Alicia didn't even really like the guy. It was a show; and the former redhead knew quite a bit about shows.

Their conversation centered on shallow things with little substance. "Look at what so-and-so is wearing." Or, "Can you believe he came with her?!" It was the LA equivalent to talking about the weather.

Tony steered the blonde towards one of the corners of the room over the course of the next hour. Alicia was a smart girl. She knew what he was doing, but much to Liz's surprise, she let herself be steered. And when he snuggled against her, whispering things that Liz couldn't hear over the clink and hum of conversation, she didn't cringe or push him away.

Maybe it was the booze? The two had shared a number of drinks since she'd been watching, so maybe Alicia was trying to build up some liquid courage (something she herself should be thinking about doing). But liquid courage for what?

They slipped around one of the grand columns, where Alicia suddenly found herself pinned up against the wall. The agent glanced around, seeing at least a few eyes on the amorous couple. And one telephoto lens. She tapped her lips in thought.

When she looked back, Tony had closed his lips over the tall blonde's. The model's fingers tightened inside his tuxedo as she returned the passionate kiss. His hands wandered, pawing the sides of her short dress. She pulled away just before they reached her breasts, whispering something to him.

Tony grinned, mouthing, "My room?"

Alicia nodded, taking the moment to slip out from beneath him. Before he could protest, she slipped her hand in his and pulled him to the exit. As they passed by Liz, the agent noted that the girl's roguish smile didn't touch her eyes. It was still a show. But how far was it supposed to go?

"I'm following. How much time do I have?" she whispered over the closed circuit radio system they'd set up.

"Second set of auctions are coming up," Caroline replied. "Not much time."

"Who are you following?" Trey asked.

Liz hesitated. This was not a good time for him to learn what she knew, but she had no choice. "Caroline, what room is Anthony Garza registered to?"

"Is he going up with Alicia!?" Trey asked, loud enough that Liz hoped he was alone.

"That's what I'm trying to figure out. Now shut up and remember your mission."

Liz heard a groan, but no more protests. "He's in room 12029."

"Thanks, Caroline. I'll report later." She stepped into the elevator and punched in the 12th floor. She'd given the couple enough lead time that she wasn't going to be bumping into them.

On the 12th floor, the doors slid open just in time for her to see Alicia disappear around the corner. Now it was the leggy blonde being led by the hand, but she was still the one in control.

Room 12029 was just around the bend. Liz was able to get close enough to hear what they were saying, shielded around the corner. "God, you're so fucking hot," he heard Tony whispering between what sounded like heated kisses.

Alicia giggled. "Are we going to do it here in the hall, or are you going to open that door?"

"I was about to fuck you against the wall downstairs!" he said, although the triple beep of his door unlocking let Liz know they were finally going in.

"That's sweet, Tony," Alicia said sarcastically as they stepped into the room. "Let me fix us a drink," she heard the blonde say just as the door shut.

It seemed straight forward enough. Alicia wanted Tony, she had cash, and it was a sure way of getting her into Hollywood's spotlight. But the paparazzi and gossip would kill Trey. Would kill their marriage. Liz turned, convinced that there was someone else behind this mess. Vincent, perhaps? Or had Erin already started to work on her?

She stopped just before she reached the elevator lobby of the 12th floor. Someone was there. Someone she recognized immediately. It was Vincent's personal assistant, Emily Lester.

The sassy blonde was inexplicably dressed for the ball, of all things, in a long, black strapless gown held aloft by her buoyant breasts. Her plastic-rimmed glasses were gone, and with her make-up, Liz almost thought she was mistaken. Almost.

The former redhead watched her step onto the elevator, her shapely legs parting the high slit up the dress's front. Liz was pretty sure she wasn't spotted.

Now why would Emily be at this function? She was primarily an office manager, right? At least, that's the party line. It was pretty common knowledge that she was sleeping with Vincent, but Liz suspected there was a lot more to the young woman. She moved with the trained grace of an agent. And her eyes saw too much for a civilian.

She thought about radioing Trey and Caroline, asking if they knew anything was up, but decided against it. She didn't know what part either of the agents played in this ever-expanding web of intrigue, nor did she know who else was monitoring this channel.

Instead, she pulled out her phone and dialed Alexander Mishin. It was odd that he was the only man she could trust. Checking her watch, she was running out of time. The second round of auctions should have started by now.

"Alexander," she said, hitting the down button on the arrow. "There's someone you need to watch out for…"

***

"OK, I'm back," Liz's hurried voice announced over the com unit as Trey took the stage. She hadn't checked in since announcing that she was investigating… upstairs…

Trey restricted his rage to the almost imperceptible clenching of his jaw muscles. This time, he managed not the clench his fists or tighten his eyes. He couldn't do that. Not in front of all these people, looking on, expecting to see a handsome young dilettante without a care in the world.

"Trenton Dean comes to us from Hawaii, and while he's technically not available for marriage… well, ladies, we all know he's available, right?" Erin announced, hawking him like an exotic animal. The crowd laughed and their cavalier attitude toward marriage irked him. Were there no morals at this level of society? No social boundaries that couldn't be crossed?

"I'll pay two grand for him!" someone started off before Erin was even done with her introduction.

"Well then," Erin laughed. "Bidding starts at $2000. Do I hear $2250?"

"You here it!" Liz shouted from beside the bar, where she was getting another drink.

"Ah, so the wife is defending what's hers! Excellent. But ladies, we're not going to let her take him home now, are we?"

"$2500," another woman's voice offered. Trey found its owner: Sarah Ellis, of course. And so it went. Trey was surprised at how the women bid him up. A lot of it was a playful back and forth between Liz and Sarah, but they weren't the only females present interested in a night with a married man. It made him both sick and, well, a little good about himself. Two of the bidders were staged, but to think that someone not in the loop might pay upwards of $10,000 for him certainly put a feather in his cap.

His final selling price was for $16,500. Liz stopped bidding at fifteen thousand, saying that was as high as she'd go. The crowd ate it up, laughing as she raised a glass to her blonde rival.

Sarah was waiting for him at the stairs as he descended, a naughty smirk on her face. Again, his eyes dipped down into the healthy cleavage offered by her sequined dress. Again, he thought about how Trenton Dean would get off on this power.

You're Trenton Dean, he reminded himself as he checked out the young model's long legs. He'd been so mesmerized by the plunging neckline before that he hadn't fully appreciated how short the sheath dress was.

"I'm yours for the evening," he said with Trenton-like confidence. "Although I have to admit I'm a bit surprised. I didn't think anyone would outbid my wife." He gave her a wink. The conversation was for the listening minglers who were looking for gossip on the mysterious couple.

Her hair was different than the pictures he'd seen of her. The pale blonde locks were normally straight and long; tonight, they fell in curled tresses around her sweet looking face. She was the ultimate girl-next-door, looking to score on her prom night.

"Well, I like married men…" she winked, glancing over Trey's shoulder at something. She smiled out of the corner of her mouth before adding, "and married women."

Trey turned, just in time to see Liz approach them. Trey offered his arm to the blonde and the two of them glided over to meet her, intercepting a tray of champagne on the way.

"Elizabeth, I found someone who values me more than you do, apparently!" he kidded, offering the brunette one of the flutes of bubbly.

Liz rolled her grey eyes as she accepted the drink, smiling at the blonde on his arm. "With his ego, you can have him," she chuckled. She had transformed herself into Trenton Dean's rich and cultured wife. She was a marvel. "I'm Elizabeth Dean. And you look familiar…"

Sarah smiled warmly and held out her hand. "Sarah Ellis. Pleased to meet you. Um, I've done a bit of modeling for Victoria's Secret?"

"Ah, the Devilish line," Liz nodded. Then to Trey, she said, "Looks like you're in for a memorable night." Trey felt giddy. How could he not, with tonight's prospects, right? The dark part of his mind added, Alicia is certainly having her fun…

Sarah spoke for him before he could retort. "It's early and I'm itching to dance. Why don't you join us, Elizabeth? Please?"

"You paid more than fifteen grand for him; he's your date," Liz said slowly, looking right at Trey. She knew what she was supposed to do, but that didn't mean she liked it. With a final, wary look, she glanced back at the blonde. "But I also love dancing. Will anything be open on a Sunday night?"



Sarah laughed. "This is LA, something's always open. But on a Sunday night, there's no hotter club than Condo." Trey thought about the private rooms, all of which were almost certainly bugged by Erin Small. It made sense for Sarah to take her clients back there, whether she knew the real reason behind it or not.

"Should we change?" Liz asked, searching for a way to prolong the inevitable.

"And get out of that dress? No way. Come on, you guys are dressed perfectly!"

The agents gave each other a look. No slowing down this train…

***

Alicia felt the rush of adrenaline as she surveyed Tony's room. This spy thing is easier than I thought, she mused as she stripped the catatonic man's clothes from his over-muscled body. He never saw it coming.

It had been so easy to lure him back to his room. Flirt a little. Give him a little kiss, a quick feel. It was even a little fun, now that she realized that she had all the control. So different than her last encounter with the man, high on coke and sexual frustration.

"Let me fix us a drink," she offered once they were inside his suite, twisting away from him as he pawed for her ass.

"Why don't you take that dress off and I'll fix myself a drink!"

She giggled, more amused with how single-celled he was coming off as than at his suggestion. "Settle down, big boy. Take a seat on the bed and you'll get what you deserve." She ran her tongue across her white teeth, feeling the rush of excitement as he quickly moved to obey.

She poured straight vodka into two glasses, dropped a single ice cube in each. She was a spider. A black widow. She'd lured him here with her beauty; now it was time to strike.

Her heart raced as she secretly applied three drops from the vial Vincent had left for her. She felt a nearly drug-like rush as she turned on her expensive heels and handed him a glass.

Tony took it, but made a drunken grasp for her with his left hand. She dodged it easily, stepped just out of reach as she lifted her own glass to her lips. "Uh, uh, uh," she said after taking a sip. "First, I want you to tell me how much you want me."

"God, baby, you've got no idea!" he laughed, leaning back on the bed. He rested on his palms, the drug-laced beverage forgotten in his right hand. "You are the hottest girl I've ever laid eyes on. You couldn't be more perfect!"

The blonde smiled at him over the rim of her glass, which she hadn't lowered in a mock show of shyness. His compliments warmed her more than the aroma of the expensive vodka. She felt her pussy tingle. Reflexively, her eyes sought the bulge he was presenting in his pants.

He saw the glance, too, and flashed his too-perfect white teeth up at her. "Want me to really show you how hot you make me?"

She took another sip and nodded silently. Her brown eyes sparkled with excitement. She knew the moment was approaching for her to pounce. She felt the tension riddle the air between them, although Tony mistakenly took it as his time to get lucky.

He unzipped himself, stopping just before he fished his cock out. "It's only fair that you show me your own excitement." His eyes dropped to her tits, where her nipples were spearing through her thin cocktail dress.

She finished off her drink and tossed the glass into the corner of the room. "Drink up, lover, you're gonna need your strength!"

With that, she reached behind her and untied the flimsy top, letting the trapeze dress pool on the ground. Tony's breath caught at the site of her near nudity. She wore nothing beneath except a wispy little thong, more for fun than function. "Is this what you wanted to see?" she asked, sliding her hands over her breasts. Her skin was soft and her nipples stood out like knobs on an old fashioned radio. She twisted them as Tony fished his cock out.

She remembered it. Remembered the thick member and how it filled her mouth. Her pussy watered, but it wasn't at the thought of repeating that act. His cock was hard for her. His mind was cloudy with lust. For her!

"Drink up," she encouraged, slipping her right hand down inside her thong. She curled a finger down into the slippery cleft, shuddering as she brushed past her clit.

He tossed the vodka back, downing it in one gulp – drugs and all. As she rode the razor's edge of her orgasm, balancing there like a fever, she wondered how long it took for the thing to take effect.

Then she was coming. For a moment, she didn't care.

When the fog of lust had finally lifted, Tony was passed out on his back, his cock sticking straight up like a rocket prepared for take off. Alicia snickered to herself. She pulled her dress back on went into the bathroom to wash off her fingers.

She made a mental list of what needed to be done before she left. Strip him, of course. Mess up the bed, and maybe other parts of the room to really make him think they had a good time. Write a note that told him how good a time she had.

She found a bunch of condoms in his wallet. How tacky, she thought as she tore them open, one by one. She flushed the condoms, but made sure to leave the foil wrappers about. Two in the waste basket, one by the night stand. Perfect.

Her heart fluttered when she found a little black satchel that contained a little baggy of white powder. She thought about the lines she'd done with Erin. That, too, was cover, right? To play the part?

Opening her purse, she tucked the tiny Ziploc into the inside pocket, telling herself that she'd flush it later on. "He'll think we had a really good time if that's missing," she giggled, pouring herself another glass of champagne as she made sure she covered all her bases.

Her heart was racing so fast it was causing her body to shake. She bit her lip as she contemplated the coke she'd just pilfered. Maybe there needs to be a little bit more evidence that we'd actually done it, she reasoned, reaching back into her purse. The satchel contained a square mirror and a razor blade.

Still shaking, she carved herself a couple lines and rolled one of his bills into a tight tube. This way, he'd see the mirror and draw the obvious conclusions. It made sense, she told herself before snorting up the powdery drug. It was all for cover.

Alicia tipped her head back with a loud sniff and let the rush run through her. OK, you're allowed to like that feeling, too, she giggled, rubbing her nose before going back for the second. You're young, hot, and everybody loves you!

She surveyed the room a final time. Everything was bathed in the shimmering glow of fairy fire. The note was written. The evidence was set out.

And then she was free. For the first time in far too long, she actually felt like she was in control.

***

Trey found Trenton Dean. It wasn't hard. Not with two hot women gyrating on him. In front of him was Sarah Ellis, who could grind her body in a way that would give a saint dirty thoughts. She tossed her long blonde hair, keeping a hand on the back of his neck and her eyes on his face the whole time. He felt like the only guy in the room.

Behind him, Liz did equally dirty things with her body. She held him close with a hand on either hip. He felt her gyrate up and down his body. And those tits on her back were making it difficult to keep his erection at bay.

"I need another drink," he said when the last song came to a close. They were in one of the larger dance rooms of Condo. The DJ was currently spinning hip-hop, which wasn't Trey's favorite music but made dancing with pretty girls fun.

Liz turned to follow him when Sarah caught her hand. "Let him go, we don't need him to have fun," she said as the next tune started up. The former redhead glanced at Trey in hesitation. Sarah leaned into her and whispered, "He won't mind, promise."

With a wink to Trey, Sarah pulled the smaller girl into her arms. He let them go, knowing that it was now or never for Sarah to work her magic. It seemed like Liz didn't need to feign her hesitation as the blonde began to move to the lurid beat. She gave a half-hearted attempt at dancing, clearly looking uncomfortable.

When Trey got to the bar – designed to look like the kitchen in an open-floor-plan apartment – Sarah was whispering something. The sexy agent nodded, glancing around and catching Trey's eyes. The young lingerie model moved around behind her as they began to get a feel for the music once again.

Trey just watched. One song transitioned into the next and the two women began to freak. It was an amazing thing to witness. Liz reached for the clasp in her hair, releasing the dark waves of long, shimmering tresses like a stripper. She tossed it forward, resting her hands on her knees as she bowed her back. Her freckled tits spilled out of her black-haltered dress.

She threw her hair back as she straightened up, leaning into the blonde, who's hands traversed the agent's washboard stomach. The brunette spun and their bodies linked, teasing and twisting as they bounced to the hip-hop.

Their legs intertwined, Liz's emerging through the high slit in her dress. Sarah's light, sequined outfit rode up as well, revealing the tops of her nude-colored stockings and the champagne colored clips of her garter belt. With sinuous grace, shoulders and hips moved in time to a rhythm designed to make every man hard.

At last, they emerged from the jungle of the dance floor, Sarah leading the way in the long, confident strides of a model. Trailing behind her and holding her hand was Liz, who looked flushed and bashful.

Trey could see the sheen of sweat on their skin. "You two caused quite a scene," he said in his best, cocky voice. Liz blushed, averting her eyes.

"That's the point," Sarah said with a wink. She glanced at the bar, where Trey had ordered them a round of tequila shots. Her smile turned mischievous. "Body shots?" she asked, her blue eyes glittering.

"If you don't mind," Trey responded. In truth, he hadn't even considered body shots, but instantly loved the idea. She rolled her eyes at his consideration and he made a mental note not to do that again. "Lady's first…"

"Go for it, Elizabeth," Sarah offered, touching the shorter woman's bare shoulder affectionately.

Trey got a kick out of Liz's timidity. He'd never dreamed the fiery redhead could blush so much, let alone hold so much anxiety in those wide-eyes. Trey gave her his best, winning Trenton-smile as she reached for the shot of tequila.

"Where…?" she asked like a little girl, lost in the woods.

"Let me help," offered the blonde, taking up the salt-shaker. "Come here, big boy." She curled her fingers around Trey's head, pulling him close like she was going to kiss him. He could smell that spicy perfume again over the heat of her body. She brushed her lips over his, diverting her mouth to his neck.

Trey gasped, feeling her wet tongue lick a broad swath across his jugular. Before letting him go, she pulled him tight against her and whispered, "I can't wait to eat your cum out of your wife's pussy."

Trey nearly came at the sultry promise. She was sprinkling salt onto his wet neck before he snapped out of his daze. Liz seemed to draw some strength from his bewilderment. She smirked a little as she placed a lime wedge in his mouth. She stepped right up against him, mimicking Sarah's move by pulling him down to her face.

"We're in this together," she whispered low. "You better not leave me out to dry, asshole." And with that, she licked the salt from his neck, did the shot, and plucked the lime from between a stunned Trey's lips.

"My turn," Trey announced. He needed a drink to keep his cock – and his guilt – at bay. "On the bar, my lady," he instructed Sarah.

The blonde raised an eyebrow in a mix of confusion and amusement, but did as she was told. She pulled herself up onto the bar top, crossing her shapely legs in front of her to keep a little modesty. The tight, short skirt rode up, nevertheless, revealing not just the tops of her stockings, but a sliver of bare thigh. Perfect.

Trey grinned up along the ludicrously curvaceous lingerie model's body, meeting her dancing eyes as he stepped forward. He ran his hands from her calves up over her knees and out along her thighs. "Someone's naughty," he said as he touched the soft lace edging of the nude stockings.

"You haven't seen anything yet," she assured him with a giggle. She leaned forward enough to let him catch a mouth-watering glimpse down her dress and whispered, "I'm not wearing panties."

Trey swallowed and blinked as she sat back up, laughing. She rubbed her silk-clad knees together and for a moment, he thought she was going to show him. Needing to seize momentum, he pushed his fingers up just beneath the hemline of her skirt, baring more skin.

He didn't need to lick her thigh for the salt to stick, but that was most of the fun, right? He felt her body shiver as he lapped twice at the smooth skin. He could smell her arousal. It only spurred him on.

"Here," he said, setting the lime against her lips.

Trey felt eyes on him, and not just Liz's. He wondered how many guys envied him at that moment. He was the shit. He felt his body pulse with testosterone.

The tequila burned the back of his throat, barely dulled by the taste of salt and sweat of the blonde's taut thigh. When he turned his head up to take the lime wedge, he was amused to find the vixen chewing on the green meat of the fruit. She tossed the rind behind the bar and leaned down to meet him.

Her kiss was tart and wet. She let the juice flow from her mouth to his as her tongue wound playfully down his throat. And she didn't pull away until the taste of the lime was a distant memory to the heat of the embrace.

"Now, my turn?" she asked, hopping off the bar and turning her playful gaze in Liz's directly. The petite girl actually took a step back as she glanced fearfully at Trey for some kind of support.

Trenton wouldn't give her any. Neither would Trey. Instead, he handed the blonde the salt shaker, keeping his eyes on his faux wife. He was uncomfortably hard, but didn't dare adjust himself or break the spell. Instead, he just leaned back on the bar and watched. Like everyone else.

Sarah Ellis, of Victoria's Secret fame, shimmied up to the wide-eyed brunette. She reached out, touching the other woman's face gently. Liz batted her long lashes as she looked up at the blonde, tilting her head to one side. Sarah brushed a dark lock of hair behind the shorter girl's ear, exposing the softness of her neck.

Sarah licked her lips, gave Trey one last, devilish look, and leaned forward. She ran her tongue slowly across Liz's neck and dribbled a little salt on her trail of saliva. She whispered something to Liz that caused the woman to blush heavily, her dark lashes forming a sagging half moon as she closed her eyes and looked away.

The blonde placed the lime in Liz's freckled cleavage, damp with perspiration. Liz's grey eyes shot open in the last moment before it happened. Neither agent had time to comprehend it. Things went that fast.

Sarah licked the salt off the other girl's neck. Then did the shot. Then bowed down to nip the lime from between Liz's plush tits. The crowd cheered. She leaned forward again, whispering in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, "Mm, I love the taste of your sweat." With a crooked smile, she crushed the lime between her white teeth.

"You have a room here, I assume?" Trey asked presumptuously.

"I do. Want to see it?" The question was directed at Trey, but her blue eyes remained on Liz.

"I would," he replied. Liz gave a barely imperceptible nod.

"Come on. Let's have some fun."

***

"Need a ride?" Vincent Silva asked on the other end of the phone line. Alicia's heart trembled at the sound of his voice.

"Sure," she said, standing up and pacing across the room. She'd snuck away to her own room at the hotel, leaving Tony passed out and naked in his, although she knew she couldn't stay here. When he woke up, some time in the early morning, she had to be gone.

"Meet me downstairs in exactly 15 minutes. I'll pick you up by the side entrance. There shouldn't be anyone around at this time of night."

"You're my savior again, Vince."

He laughed. "See you in 15."

Alicia couldn't stop moving. She was wired. Her hands shook as she filled a third glass of water, wetting her parched throat. She rubbed her nose, which still tingled furiously from the quick lines she'd snorted in Tony's room.

The blonde went to the mirror, thinking she'd see a strung-out and scared little girl with large, raccoon-lined eyes. Instead, she just saw herself, composed and beautiful. Deep breathes. She'd get out of here. Soon. Soon.

She blinked and things moved. Her heart was in her throat as she rode the elevator down. Would someone see her? Would someone recognize her and wonder why she wasn't in Tony's bed?

No one did. No one was around on the backside of the hotel. No staff. No patrons. And most importantly, no reporters.

"So where to?" Vincent asked as he reached across and pushed open the passenger door of his dark blue sedan. Not his own car. A work car. An Agency car. Alicia shivered.

"I have no idea!" she laughed. It suddenly occurred to her that she had no where to go.

"Well, where did you come from?" he asked, smiling at her bewilderment. He had such a nice smile. She loved the strong lines of his jaw; always had.

"Um, Erin's, but…" She felt her body grow warm, thinking about the strawberry blonde and the way her short, silky hair felt between her thighs.

"Yeah, don't want to go back there," Vincent finished for her, although he probably didn't get her true hesitations. "Well, you could stay at my place. I have a second bedroom and… I'll be a gentleman—"

"Yes," Alicia said, so quick she cut him off. Right now, she needed a strong man in her life – even if he was just a friend. She needed someone she could lean on, because she felt like she'd been doing a lot of leaning recently.

"OK then," the 40-something undercover agent laughed, changing directions and heading toward his Larchmount home. They drove in silence for a few minutes, both embroiled in their own private thoughts. Alicia felt herself crumbling as into the silence. An emotional landslide.

She almost started crying over the same old worries and regrets. How had her life come to this? When was it going to end? Would she ever feel secure again?

"So did those drops work?" Vincent asked, breaking the atmosphere.

Alicia felt the tears well up. "Thank you so much, Vince," she whimpered, shifting closer to him so she could rest her head on his shoulder. He felt warm. He smelled good. "You… you have no idea how much I—"

"Shh, shh. Alicia, sweetheart, there's no need. That's what I'm here for." He put on a comforting, yet official voice. "That's my job. To protect you."

She felt her emotions swing from hopeless to adoring. She knew she was all over the place, but in her hyperaware state, it didn't matter. She kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you, again. You're a… you're a good friend."

When he patted her on the knee, Alicia shivered. His hand felt good there. She wished the quick caress of his thumb across her bare skin lasted longer. She felt dizzy with adrenaline as they pulled into Vincent's home.

"Let me show you the guest bedroom," he said as he pushed open the front door to his home. The blonde remembered the last time she was here. She'd never forget how surprised she'd been when the door opened to Vince's lover. How foolish she'd been, thinking his life hadn't moved on in the last five years. Her cheeks warmed even now at her own naiveté.

"There are towels in the linen closet if you want to shower," he explained, flipping on the recessed lighting as they walked through his spacious home. "And—"



"Vince," Alicia said, catching his hand before he could retreat further into the house. His palms felt sweaty to the touch. He stopped, but didn't turn to face her. The blonde felt her cheeks burn. She felt first date jitters.

The model's life was fucked up right now. Some of it was her fault. Some completely out of her control. And no matter whose fault, she seemed to be handling it like a burning plane falling from the sky.

"Vince," she repeated, squeezing his hand with both of hers. The man turned, looking down at her with dark, expressive eyes. He was holding something back. What? Lust? Pity? Disgust? "Am I an awful person?"

She hated herself for even asking the rhetorical question. It was designed to boost her own ego, but maybe her ego needed boosting just now? "Of course not." He gathered her into his arms as she felt herself begin to cry. He smoothed his gentle hands through her long, silky hair. "You're stronger than you realize."

It was the perfect thing to say at the perfect moment. She felt a surge of… something… love? It was warm and inviting, encapsulating her body like bourbon on a cold day. She pulled back just enough for her to look up into his eyes, and shivered when he returned the stare.

Then she moved her lips over his, kissing him slow and deep. His touch was familiar – the goatee scruff, the tongue that was gentler than any man's should be. The way his arms held her tight.

"No," he said, stepping back. Breaking the kiss. "It's not… I'm not going to take advantage of you."

"But Vincent…" she said, taking a step toward him. Reaching out with one hand. He stepped back again. The more he resisted, the more she needed him. The more she respected him. "We're both adults."

Alicia could see the conflict in his face. He wanted her, but he wanted to be a gentleman. And now, out of selfishness, she'd put him into this situation – this awkward fucking situation. Goddamn her again!

"I'm sorry. Fuck," she cursed herself. "I'm an idiot."

"No, don't say that." Where had this man been five years ago? "Let's just… talk. I'll stay up with you as long as you'd like. But…"

The model nodded. "Alright then, but I'm going to need a cigarette."

Vincent laughed. "I think I can fix you right up."

I bet you can, Alicia thought. She held her tongue, although couldn't help the flush. This was going to be one long night…

***

Trey could practically see Liz's hand shaking in Sarah Ellis's grasp. He followed the two women up the stairs, his eyes bouncing from one well rounded ass to the other. When he adjusted his cock, the bouncer saw him, giving him an envious nod of approval.

Sarah's keys clattered in the handle as she pushed open the door to her private "condo." The tall heels of both women clicked as they crossed the hardwood floor. Sarah didn't even bother with the lights of the living room. Their destination was further in.

"Trenton, your wife is so fucking hot," the blonde said as she opened the door to the bedroom. "Her hands are sweating bullets!"

"I'm sorry," Liz apologized, her head sagging.

"Why? I think it's cute. Don't you, Trenton?"

"I do," Trey croaked.

At the edge of the darkened king size bed, Sarah stopped and turned to the girl she was leading. "Tell me," she said, reaching out to touch Liz's softly freckled face. "Tell me that you've never been with another woman."

Trey watched from the doorway. Liz shook. "I haven't, no."

"That's so hot." Sarah looked past her at Trey, her eyes wide with excitement. Liz leaned her head into Sarah's touch. "You know, from the moment I saw you two together at the auction, I figured you'd be worth it. The way I see it, I'm getting two for the price of one."

"You… you planned this?" Liz asked innocently. Even Trey believed her naiveté, even though it had to be faked.

"Sweetheart, I don't plan. I see things I want, and I go for them." Her other hand joined her first on Liz's face, her thumbs making little circles along the girl's cheekbones. "And right now, I see something I want…"

Liz gasped. The blonde leaned down and pulled their lips together. Trey didn't move. He suddenly worried that anything – the creak of the floorboards or a shift in his body weight – would break the vision of these two women kissing.

Sarah pushed her tongue into the other girl's mouth. Liz took it, kissing her back. Her hands hovered uncertainly behind the blonde's head, as if trying to make up her mind whether to push the girl away or pull her closer. As the kiss intensified, she decided to pull her closer. She laced her right hand through Sarah's curled, golden hair, sitting up on her toes as she pushed her mouth harder against the other woman's.

Her left hand told a different story. It made a desperate "come here" wave in Trey's general direction, pleading for Trey to at least join her.

Finding the will to move at last, Trey unlimbered himself from the doorframe and stepped up to the two beautiful women. He could hear their soft lips as they kissed, wondering what kind of bizarre world he'd stepped into. Then he remembered. This was Trenton Dean's world.

He sidled right up behind Liz's petite body, feeling the hard curves of her ass and shoulder blades against him. The hand that had been waving for reinforcements quickly sought out the seat of his pants. Did she need to feel cock to feel secure about what she was doing with Sarah?

Trey kissed her neck, pulling her soft dark hair away and trailing kisses over the clasp of her dress. Her grip squeezed his erection as he undid the tie of the halter, but it was too late. The deed was done.

Trey peeled the little black dress away, pushing it down over her hips before doubling back. He skimmed across the flat plain of her midriff, closing in on the female spy's pendulous swells. He'd dreamt about cupping her tits ever since he'd laid eyes on them – although only now, in the heat of the moment dared he admit it.

Liz gasped as Trey squeezed the soft flesh, breaking her girl-girl kiss, She glanced over her shoulder at her "husband." The fear in her grey eyes mixing with fire. The buxom model lowered her lips to Liz's exposed breasts. The sexy agent's eyelids grew heavy with lust.

"God, you're sexy," he grunted, craning his head down to kiss her passionately. She squeezed his cock in approval, reaching back with her other hand to curl it through his wig.

The kiss was sloppy as the three lovers groped and moaned. Trey pinched the nipple that wasn't getting attention, twisting it hard.

"Ngh!" the former redhead moaned, breaking the kiss for a moment. She grinded her shoulders back into Trey as she arched her back, thrusting her chest into his hands and Sarah's mouth. The blonde switched nipples with a loud suckle.

Trey watched the action down along Liz's body. The model-escort had rested her hands on the brunette's hips, her thumbs playing with the edges of the other woman's thong. As Liz's mouth found his again, Sarah began to pull the tiny black panties down her thighs.

As if in self-defense, Liz turned in Trey's arms, her small body melting against him as they embraced. The kiss was unbridled and intimate and hard and good in all the right ways. Trey wanted Liz to know how much he appreciated her – as a teacher, as a partner, and soon to be as a lover. For the moment, nothing else mattered.

The kiss was broken by a loud pop across the room. The agents stopped, turning in Sarah's direction at the same time. Her racy dress lay on the floor halfway between them, and true to her word, she wore no panties beneath. Only her champagne colored garter belt, her stockings, and a pair of tall heels adorned her lush form.

The blonde had opened a bottle of champagne and was busy filling three glasses when she realized the couple was looking.

"You two make a great pair," she said, turning to them in all her full frontal glory. "But I must say, I'm getting a little jealous."

Trey's heart skipped a beat. Her hourglass body was too good to be real. Flawless, tanned skin. Full, perfectly spherical breasts that could have been real, but most likely were not. Even the satiny sheen of her sweat looked airbrushed.

"Want a taste?" she asked Trey, holding up a glass of the sparkling wine. Before he could move, she emptied its contents across her chest. It ran rivers down through her cleavage, leaving a trail of bubbles along her sculpted torso. Trey watched it break around her belly ring and snag in the lace of her garter belt. At last, the fizzy liquid slid across the perfection of her bald cunt.

"Come and get it," she said huskily, sitting half up on the table and opening up her legs.

***

Alexander Mishin was a little surprised when the bid of $50,000 rang out through the lavish ballroom. He wasn't the only one. Gasps and the murmur of conversation rolled throw the crowd like a bunch of startled geese. The plan had been pretty simple: Ilena would be there to outbid anyone else interested. That would free him to follow the information trail and pinpoint where Erin kept her files.

He grinned at the sudden amount of attention he was receiving, scratching the week's worth of scruff on his jaw. Alexander was the final man to be auctioned that night – save the best for last, right? So why not have some fun.

There was a plan B. Always have a plan B in this crazy world he'd somehow got himself mixed up in. Scratching his jaw set that plan into motion. Ilena would back off and let himself go to Ms. 50K. Roy had been briefed on what to do. He'd follow the video feeds. Alex would follow a lead of his own.

The Russian entrepreneur wasn't at all surprised to find that his "purchaser" was the woman Liz had phoned him about. She was a perfect match, from her teased, short blonde hair right down to the belt of Orion tattoo on her right shoulder. A hunter, right out of C.L.O.A.K.'s office. Tonight was going to be fun.

As Erin wrapped up the night on stage, Alexander met his mysterious suitress. Her bright blue eyes flashed dangerously as she sauntered up to him, one leg crossing over the other. The slit up the front of the dress was high enough to hint at the darkened tops of her stockings.

"Well this is a pleasant surprise," he said, taking her hands into his. She was nearly as tall as Alicia, although a good portion of that came from her spiked heels. "I don't think we've ever met…" He didn't even know her name.

"Emily Lester. And no, Mr. Mishin, we haven't. But I hope that by the end of the night, we'll be on more intimate terms." She winked, leaning into his ear and whispering, "The kind that involves your cock in my pussy."

Alexander grinned as she stepped away. "You don't play around."

"I can play if you'd like."

A girl after his own tastes. "Then let's go play." Her hands were slightly callused, the kind of hands that were familiar with the press of a bar bell or an exercise machine. And she had sculpted shoulders to go with that grip.

"I have a room here—" she said as he led her toward the exit. He was sure she did, although he had no intention of going there. He knew this was a trap, but the risk was part of the excitement.

"I have a limo just outside. And I'm willing to bet my house has more toys than your room." She looked ready to protest. Clearly this wasn't part of the plan, whatever that was. But she was good. She knew how to improvise.

"You better," Emily replied, allowing herself to be whisked out of the room.

"For $50,000, I can have any toy you want. Just give me a list."

***

Trey remembered himself. His role. Trenton Dean. He quickly unglued himself from his spot near the bed, squared his jaw, and advanced on the naked blonde. Sarah's eyes flared with excitement.

He attacked her mouth with his, jamming his tongue hard down her throat. His hands went for her full tits, surprised at how supple the flesh was. Still not as soft as Liz's, but nearly as good as the real thing.

Following the still moist trail of champagne, he licked his way down the rises and falls of her body. She squeezed her heavy breasts around his face as he moved through her cleavage. As he sucked and licked lower, he felt her abs tighten. Glancing up, he was surprised to see Liz had joined them and was enthusiastically sucking on the other woman's tightened nipples.

Encouraged, Trey slipped his tongue along Sarah's swollen cleft. She had large, soft pussy lips that hid her inner pink shyly. He made it his mission to coax it out. "Ha—God!" she shivered. She felt her fingers touch his hair and he nearly pulled away – if she dislodged his wig, no matter how secure, things would be over.

Liz acted quickly. She pulled the woman's hand away from Trey's touch and diverted her kisses down the inside of the blonde's forehand. Trey looked up at his partner and mentor. Her eyes were closed as she drew her lips away from Sarah's wrist. She took a deep breath as her face flooded red, and then guided the other woman's hand down between her legs.

Trey couldn't see what happened, but had a good idea based on the rapture that suddenly clouded the freckled woman's face. Her plump lips parted in a silent gasp. She'd done her part; now Trey had to do his.

He pushed the blonde a little bit more onto the table edge and sank his tongue back into her velvety snatch. He darted his wet touch up over her clit, coaxing it from its swollen hood. She moaned over him, spreading her legs as wide as she could while keeping her feet planted on the ground. Trey introduced his fingers – one, then two – as his tongue began to concentrate on her sensitive button.

He glanced up, catching the two girls engaged in a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss. Both were moaning into it, neither able to keep the other's lips locked down.

"Oh fuck!" Liz moaned, drawing back as she succumbed to her first orgasm with another woman. Sarah pulled her face against her, intensifying the strangeness of the climax.

Sarah came next, fading away from the brunette as she arched back on the table. She picked one leg from the ground and draped it across Trey's back as she wailed out, "Eat me! Fuck me! So fucking good!"

Trey staggered back at last, feeling like he'd been pummeled rather than played with. His hair – his high quality wig – was a mess, but it was good enough to look like a natural mess. And he was sweating through his tuxedo, which he realized he was still wearing.

Trey looked at Liz, who appeared just as haggard as he did. Her chest was still rising and falling with heavy breathing and her grey eyes looked vacant yet and lazy.

Sarah slipped off the table and took his hand into hers. He had no idea where she got her strength, but he applauded her for it. "Now it's your turn." Her voice was low and scratchy from her vocal orgasm. The kind of voice that made his cock twitch.

The model-turned-escort led him to a plush armchair on the opposite side of the bed. "Sit," she instructed. "You're wearing far too many clothes." Getting on her knees between his legs, she began to work open his pants. She paused when he didn't do anything, saying sweetly, "Well, come on, help me out here!"

Trey had his shirt off by the time she dragged his pants down off his knees. He yanked the undershirt away with pride, showing off his now well-muscled upper body. "Very nice," the girl complimented, running her long fingernails up through his sun-bleached chest hair. "This isn't so bad, either…" Her other hand curled around the base of his cock.

Trey kept looking between her dancing blue eyes and her deep cleavage, where here tits were mashed up against his thighs. "You want to fuck 'em?" she asked, wiggling her chest against him. Trey licked his lips. "Maybe later."

Without further fanfare, she dropped her mouth onto his cock and swallowed the length easily into her mouth. Trey's body jerked, sitting straight up in the armchair. She slithered her tongue along the ridge of its head, zig-zagging it down the sensitive vein as it plunged into her throat. At this pace, he wasn't going to last long.

He searched the room for something to take his mind off the skilled blowjob. Liz had climbed up into the king-sized bed, where she watched them with her hands between her legs. Her shiny long hair cascaded across her rounded breasts just enough to tease.

The furrowed brow, covered in freckles, looked even paler against the dark bangs that stuck to her sweat. Her moist lips panted beneath the heavy lids of her eyes. That vision certainly didn't stymie his lust. But it was a temptation Trey couldn't turn away from. He dragged his eyes lower, where her abs rippled. And lower…

"Oh, Jesus…" he groaned, feeling his balls tighten and his cock seize up. Liz had three fingers inside her. Her other hand was making tight circles around the wet flesh of her clit and hood. And that little triangle of red pubic hair, Trey realized for the first time, was gone!

"FUCK!" he cried, jamming his cock farther down Sarah's throat as he filled her mouth with his cum. It took the blonde by surprise, her nostrils and eyes shooting open as she choked. But Trey didn't let her up for air. He grabbed her honey-colored locks and pulled her even harder against him, until her pouting lips mingled with his pubes.

When it was done, he felt like a marionette with its strings cut. Lifeless, he slumped into his chair. It was damp from his own sweat, but he could care less. Sarah sat back on her heels, swallowed his load, and gave him a slow, sexy lick across her upper lip.

"Why don't you take a break," she said sweetly, standing up to her full, naked height. "Elizabeth and I can entertain ourselves while you recover."

***

"I think you're going to be approached soon. By my mole. They know we're getting close." Vincent took the cigarette from the wide-eyed girl, who flopped back onto his sofa. She looked adorable in the extra pajamas he'd given her. On her lean body, she was like a small, bright-eyed teenager. What a transformation from her vixen-like cocktail dress.

"Approach me?" she asked nervously.

Vincent nodded gravely. He suspected that his scapegoat, Trey, was on the verge of cracking. After his "mission" tonight with Sarah Ellis and whatever the tabloids are going to say about Alicia and Tony (he still steamed over Erin's little set-up), the agent was bound to break his silence. Vincent needed to make sure that when he did, Alicia was conditioned for it. "The list we're after—"

"Of names of spies."

"That's the one." Of course, there was no such list, but that was Vincent's grand old lie, right? Keep all parties on their toes. "Erin's beginning to get antsy. I think she may suspect something." That much was true, although her anxiety was there because Vincent was feeding it. "And if she knows, then her agent inside my group probably knows."

"So what does that have to do with me?" she asked, taking the cigarette back and drawing on the last of the tobacco. The image was so incongruous with her baggy outfit.

"I need to be able to trust you, Alicia. Whoever this person is, they've been able to hide themselves deep in my organization. And they're going to do a lot of harm if they get away with it. I need to know who it is."

The blonde exhaled and stubbed the cigarette out, immediately going for a second. "I can do that," she said, giving a quick, jittery nod. "And I should probably keep my involvement a secret?"

Vincent shook his head. "If he works for me, then he knows already. He may even try to turn you against me. Just… don't give him too much."

"Like this conversation?" she smiled.

Vincent nodded. If she had any idea that it was her husband that was the "mole," she wouldn't be taking this as easily as she was. But Alicia was a shrewd girl, and he could patch up any doubts; an encounter with her husband was bound to be very traumatic, no matter how strong the girl was.



He didn't have all sides fooled on luck alone.

Vincent shifted as he watched Alicia contemplate her situation. She looked so sexy when she was lost in thought. The orange bud of the cigarette glowed in the dim light of the living room. Resisting her had been nearly impossible. If she hadn't backed off, he wasn't sure if he could have.

And it was important that he did. He didn't want a quick fuck with this woman. He wanted her heart. He wanted her future. To get that, he needed to be the gentleman of her dreams. He needed to truly be her savior. If Trey approached her and suddenly, the man she'd been living with for five years became a monster, then Vincent would be there.

Just a few more days and she'd be his forever.

***

Trey's deflated cock immediately began to recover as the model focused her curves on Liz, who was still playing with herself. Sarah crawled up onto the bed to join her, stalking up to the agent like a cat.

"I can help with that," she said as she moved between Liz's legs.

Here's where Trey expected Liz to object. To shake her head, to finally say enough was enough. His cock jerked painfully when she didn't. Instead, she opened her legs and moved her hands to her tits. Sarah studied the brunette's flawless pussy, reaching out to gently trace the bare skin of her mons.

"You must have just waxed this," she cooed. "It's so soft…"

Liz gasped as the other woman's fingers circled lower, finding the pink nub of her clit. "AH!" she groaned when Sarah pinched, her entire body rocking as a mini-orgasm crashed through her.

"I love freshly waxed pussies," Sarah said huskily. Then she dropped her head into Liz's lap and Trey's partner experienced another bisexual orgasm.

"Nngh!" she cried, belted out sounds more than words. Her body arched up. Her head thrashed to the sides. She pinched her nipples and fought for air desperately through her nose. Sarah didn't relent, her blonde hair bouncing lightly as she ate the sexy girl's cunt.

"Too – ahhhh – much…" Liz protested, trying to pull Sarah off her. The blonde felt the girl's hands on her shoulders. When she looked up, her chin and lips covered with Liz's juices, she launched herself at the protesting girl. Their heads butted as their lips found one another in a ravenous embrace of lips and tongue, girl-cum and spit.

Sarah waved Trey over to join them without breaking the kiss. He was hard again, and this time, his erection wasn't going away. Shaking the young man climbed onto the bed, staring at the two very hot and very naked women going at it next to him.

Trey jerked his cock slowly. He could wait for the girls to have their fun. Pondering which girl to fuck next, now that was something he could think about forever.

Keeping her lips on the other girl's, Sarah opened an eye and glanced sideways at him. Reaching out, she pulled his head down to theirs, drawing him into a three-way kiss.

Their bodies were drunk with lust. Everything felt sticky and hot as they rubbed and nuzzled in a collective fever. Sarah pushed him onto his back, next to Liz's burning body, and climbed into his lap. Liquid heat encircled his cock as the blonde sank down onto him.

She leaned forward, her store-bought tits grazing across his lightly haired chest. "You fill me just right," she whispered, licking his scruffy chin lewdly before kissing him. He felt Liz shift beside him.

"God, that looks so sexy," she sighed into his ear. "I've never seen it… so close, you know?" She was clearly watching the slow penetration of man and very sexy woman.

"Mm… feels as sexy as it looks," the blonde moaned between her wet kisses. She pushed herself back up to a straddle and stretched. Two sets of eyes stared at her tits hungrily. She laughed. "Go on," she said to Liz, "you've already sucked them once."

Liz licked her lips, pausing just long enough to shoot Trey a quick glance. Then she lowered her mouth to the lingerie model's hard nipple. Sarah shuddered, her pussy rippling around his cock.

Trey just lay there, watching the erotic site of the two beautiful women before him. He reached up and touched Liz's soft back, assuring her that her lustful feelings were OK. At least for tonight, it was OK. The freckled brunette switched breasts, setting her hand on Trey's hip as she leaned across the copulating bodies.

Sarah opened her eyes, catching Trey's eyes as she set a hand on Liz's head. Gently, she guided the other woman's head down the slopes of her tits. The petite woman took the hint and was past the point of hesitation. Sarah leaned back, giving way as the girl kissed across her stomach.

Trey just kept fucking – and being fucked. Liz's head traveling down. His ears filled with the sound of her little wet kisses.

"Ah," Sarah gasped, her shoulders going back and her nipples hardening as Liz reached her balmy sex. Trey felt Liz's silky hair on his lower stomach and the heat of her breath every time his cock pulled from the blonde's snatch. She didn't neglect him, either. She teased him, lapping across his rod. He wasn't close to coming yet, but shit like that was going to bring him close.

Liz's ass was jutting high in the air beside him, a tempting sight. As she wrapped her lips around the base of his cock, he reached out and touched her thigh. She tensed for a moment. Then opened her legs just a little. A hint. Trey took it.

Her powerful thigh muscles crawled beneath his fingertips. She had the body of a predatory cat, he thought, skimming his hand up between her legs. "Ah!" she cried out, her breath feeling humid in his crotch. Her soft pussy flesh was as surprisingly slippery, covered in a mix of Sarah's saliva and Liz's juices. "Fuuu…" Trey slid two fingers along her wet slit, exploring her excitingly unfamiliar sex.

The blonde bended backward, supporting herself on the bed behind her while somehow maintaining the up-and-down momentum of her hips. Trey's cock dug into her balmy furrow, nudging right across her g-spot. She gritted her teeth and thrashed her hair as she came to Trey's cock and Liz's tongue. "FUCK YEAH!" she barked, pushing her tits to the ceiling.

Liz hit her own high as Trey corkscrewed three fingers into her fleshy well. He thumbed her exposed clit, working the girls until they were rubbery with excess.

Sarah flopped limply onto the bed, opposite Liz, laughing as she sought air. "You've never done that before? Fuck girl!"

Liz blushed, looking at Sarah shyly. She hoisted herself up over Trey, took his pussy-drenched cock in her hand, and guided it easily into her still-quivering opening. It happened quickly. So quickly that Trey almost missed that this was their first time. Casual sex with girls like this. Trenton Dean was the man!

***

Emily Lester threw her body against the handsome Russian, pinning him against the front door with a loud bang. Alexander liked her impatience. It was almost good as the way her breasts pushed against him.

He searched for the knob blindly behind him. He'd been able to unlock it before his feisty date attacked him. When he pulled down on the brass latch, they fell into the foyer with a grunt. Emily betrayed whatever training she had; easily bracing her fall on his body, she ended up straddling his torso.

"My bed's more comfortable," Alexander grinned. He ran his palms along up her toned thighs, pushing the evening gown up her legs. The silk of her stockings felt wickedly smooth. Her skin above the lacy tops was even smoother.

"Your house is too fucking big," she said, her blue eyes never once looking at the actual house. "I can't wait that long." She tore open his tuxedo shirt, scattering buttons across the marble floor.

Alexander pushed the dress up around her waist, drinking in the site of her neatly shaved sex. Tattooed right next to the postage-stamp-sized brush of pubic hair was a little scorpion, its barb pointing at her swollen clitoris. "Looks like I forgot to wear something," she teased, racking her fingers across his bare chest.

She grinded her fleshy folds against the seat of his tuxedo trousers and bite the full pout of her lower lip. She reached behind her and unzipped herself. The tight bodice of the black strapless dress gave way, uncovering the top crescents of her large areola.

Alexander helped her strip further, pulling her dress down until it was bunched up around her waist like a bulky belt. "So what do you think?" she asked as he checked her out. She had another tattoo of a barbed rose curling along the contours of her right breast, and a starburst pattern around her pierced belly button. "Think I can be one of your models?"

"Is that why you bought me?" he asked as she fished his very erect cock out of his pants.

"Gotta love tux pants. No belt," she giggled, wrapping her fingers around his girth. She had a ring on each finger, he noticed for the first time, including one of a skull on her thumb. "I bought you for this," she said as she placed him against her cunt and let her weight do the work. "But I hear the modeling gigs are pretty sweet, too."

"Oh yeah?" he groaned as she began to ride him with the athleticism of a trained equestrian. "What have you heard?" God, she felt good.

"Well, good money, first of all—"

"But that's not something that concerns you."

"Right." She leaned down, an arm on either side of his head, and let her full tits bounce across his face and chest. "Good sex. Hot coworkers. Exclusive parties. And notoriety."

"You mean fame?" he asked as she fed him her rose-etched breast.

"I mean notoriety. I don't want to be Gabrielle Dubois or some lame shit like that. I want to be Michelle Park. A girl who knows how to party! Think I know how to party?" She gyrated her hips to emphasize her point. All Alexander could do was nod around her nipple.

"Good," she said, straightening up and tearing away from his suckling lips. "Now, hand me my purse. I'm going to show you a really good time."

***

"Oh, Jesus, Tre—Trenton!" Liz cried, catching herself before she screamed Trey's true name. Sarah had moved behind the girl, helping her bounce on Trey's cock. Her pussy felt tight after Sarah, a compact pocket of slippery, rippling flesh. "So… fucking… good!"

Sarah kneaded the other girl's bouncing breasts and nibbled on her sweat-dampened neck as their soft female bodies ebbed and swelled in unison. Their lips joined in an open, wild kiss. Trey watched the girls swap spit with fascination. They were hungry for each other.

"I want you to eat me while your husband comes in you," Sarah whispered, her fingers pinching Liz's nipples. Trey's cock shivered as the two beautiful women locked lips once again. They nuzzled one another, Sarah resting her sweaty brow on the brunette's. The two shared a deep, meaningful glance, long lashes batting at long lashes. Then Liz gave the barest of nods and Sarah's face split in a wide smile.

The blonde untwisted from the freckled girl's body and crawled up to the head of the bed. The faux couple watched her as she eased her legs open, lewdly displaying her cleanly shaved snatch.

Liz looked quickly at Trey, a wild edge in her greys, and then sat up off his cock. She leaned down, kissed him gently on his lips, and whispered, "Don't judge me." With that, she crawled between the other woman's legs and lowered her head.

"Oh, yessss," Sarah hissed as Liz began to eat her out. "Lick my cli—it! Like that! Faster! YES!"

Trey squared up behind the former redhead's tight body and easy reintroduced his cock to her pussy. She wiggled her ass as he sank in, bowing forward as she let a long moan out. When he was ball deep in her, he heard the quick slurping sounds as she went back to work on the blonde.

Sarah's blue eyes met Trey's dark ones. She smiled wickedly as if to say, "We got her." And Jesus Christ, did they get her. The former redhead thrummed the blonde's clit with the tip of her tongue with lightning speed. She shifted her weight to her elbows so she could jam two fingers knuckle deep into that sweet slit.

Trey braced himself on her slender hips, drawing back until nothing but his cockhead penetrated her opening. She whined, trying to stretch her body to keep her mouth and pussy on both her lovers.

"This what you want?" he snarled, lunging forward. His swollen balls bounced on the padded rise of her waxed mound. Her sharp moan encouraged him to do it again. Her body shook with the violent thrust. Again, he slammed forward, feeling his balls buzz each time they rebounded off her smooth cunt.

She tried to pull her head away from Sarah, but the blonde wasn't having it. Her fingers spread through Liz's dark locks, holding her there. "I'm close," she moaned, using the girl's head as leverage to begin humping her hips up. The muscles in her neck tightened as she rocked on Liz's face.

Trey matched her rhythm with his thrusts, like he was fucking the blonde through the redhead. Faster he pumped. Faster she moaned, her fingers balling into fists of Liz's dyed, brunette hair. "AH JESUS! AH FUCK!" she cried, throwing her head back and her tits up. "YES! YES! YES! AHHHH!" she screamed, crushing her female lover between her stocking-clad thighs.

Trey felt Liz struggle as she quickly ran out of air. She tore her face away, trying to breath through her mouth and nostrils at the same time. "Holy fuck!" Sarah commented, her voice drained. "Fast learner." She reached down and limply stroked Liz's cum-drenched lips. "Did you like the taste of pussy?" As if in answer, the special agent sucked the girl's fingers into her mouth, drawing a giggle from the model-turned-escort. "She's a naughty girl."

Trey had slowed up the pace of his fucking, watching the exchange in fascination. He'd never expected this kind of transformation in the petite brunette. "Kiss each other," he ordered, no longer needing to think to channel the Trenton Dean.

Liz glanced over her shoulder with a sinful little smile. "My pleasure," she giggled. Trey kept his cock buried to the hilt inside her as the two shifted up along the sweaty landscape of Sarah's curves. The two women slid their tongues together before their lips even touched, eager to taste each other's sweetness.

The girls shifted, entwining their legs so they could rub their pussies together in a greasy exchange of skin on skin. Trey pulled out of Liz and pushed into Sarah. Liz slurped off of her deep kiss to complain when her clit brushed up against Sarah's.

"Uhhhh my Godddd…" she groaned, her painted eyes fluttering shut in pure, unadulterated pleasure.

"Good, huh?" Sarah giggled, shifting her pussy against the other woman even as Trey's cock plundered away. "I'll show you tribbing if we can ever get your husband to cum."

"I have no idea what that is, but I'm game!" Liz laughed, raking her damp hair back. She really was breathtaking with all that dark hair around her freckled face. The women nuzzled their noses together as they gasped, their lips hovering close enough to touch if they could just catch their breath.

Trey switched pussies, fluidly pulling out of Liz and pushing into Sarah. She huffed at the unexpected entry, closing the distance at last, drawing her back to a loud, wet kiss.

Trey pumped Sarah hard for a few strokes, then pushed right back into Liz. Each time he switched, he fucked harder, moving from girl to girl faster and faster. Their cries mixed like the dubbed track of a porn film, cranked up and in his face. Liz with her snug velvet vice. Sarah with her rippling inner pussy muscles. Liz. Sarah. Liz.

"Oh fuck," he grunted, his cock missing the mark and slithering into the hot and sticky pocket formed by their pussies as they grinded one another. He bisected the slippery point where their clits touched and teased, eliciting an immediate moan from both sets of lips. Their gyrating mounds crushed his erection with soft, supple flesh like he was fucking both of them at the same time.

"Are you close?" Sarah asked as he adjusted and entered her. Both Trey and Liz nodded. "Me too. Trenton, remember what I told you earlier? Just before the tequila shots?"

Trey nodded. She couldn't wait to eat his cum from Liz's pussy. His balls trembled at the memory. "Don't let me down."

Unsure if he had the willpower to last through another transition, he took a deep breath and buried himself into the ex-redhead's steaming sex. The soft tightness of her opening squeezed him as he entered. That and the sensation of his scrotum tickling against two fleshy clitoral hoods sent him teetering over the edge.

"Uh, god!" he cried, the rest of his sentence breaking down into a primal bellow. His balls emptied themselves into Liz's warm opening. Liz followed loudly behind. Sarah pulled the girl close, their tit flesh digging into one another as she, too, came.

The threesome continued to hump and grind and slide sweatily along each other's bodies until Trey was spent and the girls had found their personal nirvanas.

Trey pulled his limp dick out of Liz and sat back clumsily on his ass, nearly falling off the wide bed in the process. Sarah brushed a sweaty strand of Liz's dark hair and whispered something in the girl's ear, keeping her blue eyes right on Trey.

Liz nodded, rolling onto her back and opening her legs. Trey's cum oozed from the loosened gully of her pussy. A pussy he shouldn't have come to know. A pussy that he'd never forget.

Sarah crawled over her, lowering her own newly familiar pussy to Liz's face. She let Trey watch Liz enthusiastically tongue her own slightly stretched folds. She winked at him before lowering her lips to return the favor. As Trey watched his first, live girl-on-girl sixty-nine, incredibly, he felt his cock begin to stir.

Trenton Dean wasn't done yet.

***

Alexander Mishin lay prone on the floor, just inside his Beverly Hills mansion, and couldn't feel a thing. Numb and paralyzed, he had to roll his eyes down to see the sassy assassin still straddling him. From her purse, she'd pulled out a needle, filled with a clear liquid that couldn't possibly be good.

So stupid, he chided himself. He'd known from the beginning that this was a trap, yet he played the whole thing like a game of chicken. How far could he last before he sprung it? Not as far as he'd thought, apparently.

The skull ring on her thumb had contained some kind of short term, paralyzing poison. Already, he could feel pinpricks in the tips of his fingers as sensation returned.

"Why?" he asked, his tongue feeling like a soggy sponge in his mouth.

Emily laughed over him, tapping the needle like a doctor preparing to administer a flu shot. She hadn't bothered covering herself. Her nipples were still hard and it took him a moment to realize she was still fucking him. "You're redundant, Mishin my dear. I'm afraid you've outlived your usefulness."

"What… the fuck?" The prickliness started to run down his forearms. He could wiggle his toes now. He could also feel the slippery warmth around his cock.

"God, it's such a pity to lose such a fabulous male specimen," she laughed cruelly, biting her lower lips as she neared climax. Alex glanced at the dripping syringe, knowing exactly what was going to happen if she ever made it that far.

"Look, we can talk about this," he said. The words came clearer. His tongue loosened up.

"Mmm…" she moaned, biting her lower lip. "No more talking." Her blue eyes danced below her furrowed brow. The needle hung above her. A drop of the clear poison fell from its end onto the marble floor. He could move his fingers, but not his wrists. Shit!

"Yes! Oh, God, yes!" she shrieked, raising the needle higher. Her long lashes batted shut. She rocked her head back and moaned.

Alex willed his hand to move. Now or never. Do it! He curled his fist into a limp ball. Sensation kept returning. Too slow. Too fucking slow! He felt beads of sweat along his scalp. He felt it roll into his hairline.



"Oh, baby, YES!" she cried, the muscles of her pussy clenching and squeezing around his erection. The needle rose higher. Her eyes flew open. Death was in those blue irises. Alex caught his breath. He was too late.

The needle fell.


Models and Super Spies Ch. 10

Chapter 10: Confrontation

Liz pulled her black, stylish trench around her even tighter, despite the summer morning's warmth. Her rendezvous point with Alexander Mishin had been set at an unused shipyard, where they should have had plenty of privacy. But now, every time Liz glanced around, she saw potential places for snipers to hide.

She cast her eyes out over the water, where a couple tankards floated on the horizon like bloated lozenges. She heard the foghorns as the ships sailed in and wondered how she'd been able to get up so early after last night.

After last night… Liz shivered again, but it had nothing to do with the temperature. She'd woken in bed at Condo, naked and in the arms of an equally naked Trey. She could feel his erection pressed into the crease of her ass and, despite the amount of sex she'd last night, she felt her body craving more.

Mercifully, Sarah had slipped away during their heavy slumber, but the memory of the blonde's soft body twisting with her own was still fresh.

Another foghorn brought her back to the present. She glanced behind her and saw a dark Mercedes slowly pull up to the concrete pier. She was surprised when the man getting out of the car wasn't Alex, but his assistant, Roy.

"Where's Alex?" Inwardly, she blushed at herself. He'd gone from Mishin to Alexander to Alex. Next she'd be making calls late at night just to hear him say, "Hello."

Roy looked like he'd been up all night. His eyes were red and bleary beneath his indy-looking glasses, and his bald scalp looked paler than usual. "I don't know where Mr. Mishin is," he said with a hint of worry. "We went with plan B. Mr. Mishin wanted to have some fun last night instead of tracking the data. So that job fell to me." He sighed. "I was kind of hoping he'd be here, too."

"He's not at home?"

Roy shook his head gravely.

Liz didn't like last minute changes, especially at this stage of the game, but there was nothing to do about it now. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and pulled the belt of her coat tighter. "Did you learn anything?"

"I did. I was able to track the videos going out last night, and the money this morning." He took a deep breath and paused.

"And?" Liz asked impatiently. She glanced back out at the water.

"And it's more complicated than we'd thought. See, the information isn't being kept in one place. It's being kept in three, each site dependant on the other."

"So if we go after just one, it wouldn't mean anything without the other two."

"Right."

Liz thought about it. That wasn't the end of the world. After all, it seemed logical that if they destroyed one third of the data, then it would be equally worthless to Erin. She said as much to Roy, who was already shaking his head before she could get it all out.

"It's highly doubtful that Erin wouldn't have some other form of insurance, in case one of the sites was destroyed. She must have some kind of master primer to rescue the parts independent of one another. And the chances of her sharing that code with anyone else…" Roy shrugged.

"Where are they?"

"Condo, the Green Fairy, and Solstice. Each of Erin Small's exclusive clubs. Couldn't have been more obvious, huh?"

"I know about Condo and the Green Fairy, but what's Solstice?"

"Erin's newest nightclub. She purchased a small cruise liner last year and has just completed renovations on it. It's supposed to be a floating party and is being billed as the most exclusive club in LA."

"It's not open yet?"

"Grand opening is Wednesday night. Summer solstice. Clever, huh? It's sort of a masquerade party with a very southern California flair." Roy reached into his jacket and pulled out what looked like the invitation to a very chi-chi party. The matte black paper had the subtle impression of a woman's body. A string bikini and a masquerade mask were stamped in gold foil, along with the words, "You are invited."

"Cute," Liz said, handing it back to Alex's assistant.

With C.L.O.A.K. and Alexander Mishin behind her, getting into that club would be easy. Getting into all three clubs and seizing or destroying the databases simultaneously was the problem.

"There's a little more. I tracked the money wire that went through this morning from your… operation." The man blushed a little and quickly moved on. "It went to a Caymans Island account. In Alexander Mishin's name. I haven't been able to get in touch with him about it, but he has no offshore accounts in the Caymans, as far as I'm aware."

"Someone's setting him up."

Roy nodded. "And going to great lengths to do it. Not many have the resources to do something like that."

Vincent Silva did, Liz thought. And if not him, then someone else in the CIA. Someone high up. She couldn't trust anyone.

Roy pulled out a travel DVD player. "One last thing. I think you should see this." He set it on the rail of the pier and opened it up. "I made copies of the video feeds going out last night." Liz's heart skipped a beat at the thought of last night's operation-gone-sexual being on film. "Don't worry, it'll never get out. But… this is interesting."

He hit play. A hotel room appeared on film, with a very amorous couple in it. She immediately recognized them: Alicia and Tony. The agent began to wonder why she was being shown this when Tony suddenly passed out. "What…?"

"They say that appearances are deceiving, right? Well, it appears that while the media is ready to crown Alicia and Tony the new prince and princess of Hollywood, that's far from true." Liz continued to watch as Alicia stripped Tony and set up the room to look like they'd had a very wild time.

He shut it off when she saw enough. "Apparently the man has no clue that he was duped. At least not according to the stories circulating in the gossip mags this morning."

"Already?"

"How long have you been in LA? You know the way things work around here."

"Yeah. Thanks, Roy. Keep me posted on Alex when you hear from him."

"Of course." He rubbed the top of his head as he turned. Then added, "Liz… be careful." The woman shivered. She hoped Alex was all right.

***

Alicia woke up disoriented. She looked around, at first confused by the unfamiliar bedroom. That sensation was becoming all too familiar.

At least I'm alone, she grimaced, remembering how much trouble she almost got in with Vincent the night before. She'd kissed him. She'd almost fucked him. The blonde shifted. The sheets had twisted themselves between her legs and the soft cotton felt good. Maybe that wouldn't have been such a bad thing.

Alicia giggled to herself. She felt good. Last night, she'd regained a little of her lost control. She'd tricked her way out of an awkward situation with Tony and no one but Vincent knew was the wiser. She'd also resisted the urge to throw herself at her one and only friend in the world – after stumbling just a little.

"I can do this." Her voice was scratchy from the cigarettes she'd smoked before bedtime and she laughed at herself again. That felt good, too. Still, she reached for her purse and extracted two more pills. She could use a little numbness after yesterday, she thought, dry swallowing the light blue oxies.

Her cell phone began to buzz and ring in her purse. She reached for it, realizing at some point that she'd taken off the baggy pajamas Vincent had lent her and had slept in the nude. She laughed one last time, wondering how badly she'd teased the man.

"Hello?" she asked, the screen showing up with a blocked ID.

"Alicia! This is Erin. Sorry to wake you."

"Oh, I was just getting up, actually." Her voice backed that statement up.

"Great. I just spoke with Tony. He can't stop raving about you. Great job!"

"Oh yeah?" she giggled. So that plan had worked. Guys were hilariously easy to deceive, it appeared. "Well, I had fun, too."

"I'm sure you did," Erin said knowingly. "Listen, I'm actually calling on business, if you catch my drift."

Business? The escort service. Alicia blushed, remembering what Vincent had tasked her to do in the first place. "Yes, of course."

"Can we meet for lunch? I have a job for you."

Alicia's stomach turned. She knew that eventually it would come to this. She just had wished she had a little bit more time. But then, Vincent had assured her that she'd never have to "compromise" herself; that they had agents inside to protect her. And he hadn't let her down yet.

"Sure thing. Where?"

As Alicia wrote the address down, she noticed her hand was shaking.

***

Gabrielle Dubois woke up swathed in the high thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets. "Mm…" she sighed happily to herself, rolling over and checking the clock. 9:30, read the soft green LED. Plenty of time to have some coffee, a tiny croissant maybe (if she was feeling decadent), and be ready for her noon sunning.

Life was pretty good for the international supermodel. She'd secured sponsorship from Estee Lauder in all but name. She hosted an award-winning reality TV show. She was recognized across the globe. And she was loved by millions. She smiled, rolling over in bed one more time before finally deciding to get up.

It came with some compromises, of course. Bargains had to be made – especially early in her career – but she'd reaped as much from those experiences as the men and women she'd slept with to get to the top. She hated that Alexander was being set-up to take the big fall for Erin, but she also couldn't afford the alternative. Erin had too much dirt on her for it to ever be exposed.

Inheriting Mishin Inc. and all the contracts that Alexander held was a nice concession. Gabrielle felt that her work on Supermodel, along with mentoring countless aspiring models, positioned herself perfectly to take over the modeling agency. In the long run, it would actually be a good thing.

"That fucking bitch!"

Michelle Park's shrill voice broke Gabrielle from her revelry. The young Asian stormed into the bedroom like she was on fire. Her silky black hair wiped around her wildly as she gesticulated. "I followed them! I followed those two love birds, and you know what?! It's all a fucking sham!"

"What are you talking about, dear?" Gabrielle asked calmly, sitting up in bed at last. She put on a smile, but this was getting old. Michelle had earned the title of "supermodel" on season two of her show, but the French model already knew that was a mistake.

"This Alicia bitch and Tony! Have you seen the tabloids? They're all over it!" Michelle threw a copy of Star into Gabrielle's lap. On it was a picture from what must have been last night's gala. Alicia Kennedy looked fabulous on it in an elegantly short, trapeze dress, holding hands with Michelle's ex-boyfriend. The headline read, "New Girl on the Town Makes a Play: pictures on page 5."

"Tony's no good for you, Michelle. I have said this before."

Gabrielle sighed and stood. Outside her window, the sun was shining on the blue waters of the Pacific Ocean. At least Michelle had good taste when it came to real estate.

She caught their reflections like ghosts on the clear surface of the glass. Michelle in her dramatic, backless dress from the evening before, and Gabrielle in cami top and little boy-shorts.

"But it's staged!" Michelle went off like a siren once again. It was getting aggravating. "Gabby, listen." The girl sounded desperate. She was cracking. "I found out what suite they were in, right—"

"Why did you do that, dear? You've gotten into enough trouble—"

"Listen!" She cut off. Gabrielle's lips tightened, but she let the interruption go. "It took a little… persuasion to get the room number from the idiotic hotel staff, but I did. When I went to confront the skank – and it must have been like a half hour after they disappeared upstairs – she was coming out of his room already with this smug-ass look on her face! I was like, 'What the fuck?' So I followed her back to her room."

"She didn't see you, did she?" Gabrielle asked, suddenly interested in the story. Something made her feel uneasy though. Something got her blood pumping.

"She was fucked up. I doubt it. But who cares, right? Anyway, I watched her for a bit. She stayed in her room about twenty minutes, maybe, and then was picked up downstairs…"

"By who?" The supermodel licked her lips, knowing she wasn't going to like the answer.

"This is where it gets good. By that Hollywood exec, Vincent Silva! You know, the hot South American guy who seems to have his fingers in everything."

Gabrielle blinked, continuing to stare out the window at the ocean. Vincent Silva? A staged encounter with Tony and Alicia? Something was wrong. Something was horribly wrong.

"So I follow them, right? They go back to his place and she's like all over him. They still hadn't come out when I left a few hours ago!"

Gabrielle took a deep breath, pulling the bottom of her tight cami sleeping top down her flat midriff as she thought. As long as she'd known Erin, the madam and club-owner had had the upper hand in all of her dealings. She was a strong woman and had always been in control of her own actions.

Until recently, that was. Recently, she'd started to let Vincent Silva, her right hand man, call more and more of the shots. There had been a subtle shift in power that even someone as close as Gabrielle hadn't picked up on until a few days ago.

Vincent had Erin Small on the defensive. She was uneasy. And if she was uneasy, then Gabrielle was terrified. When she thought about it. Most of the time, she didn't need to. Michelle's news was beginning to make her wonder. Was Alicia Kennedy a threat to her as well? Was Vincent positioning his former lover to take her place?

The French woman rubbed the bridge of her nose and shook away the doubts. Too much intrigue, she thought. Too many lies and so much fucking deception.

"I'm going to the press later today," Michelle announced. "They need to know what's going on."

Gabrielle jumped. That would be a mistake. Whatever was going on here, Michelle should never have found out. And if Gabrielle didn't do something here to quiet the Asian model, Vincent or Erin would. And their methods were quite a bit more draconian. Besides, as unfortunate as it was, Michelle's reputation was tied to her own, and Gabrielle couldn't afford that reputation being tarnished any further than it was now.

"Don't do that, Michelle," she said, putting on her best, cool mentor foot forward. "Who really cares what those two do?"

"Well, I do! If that bitch wants to steal my man, she should fucking steal him for real!"

Gabrielle Dubois laughed it off. "You're always so hot tempered," she said, sauntering up to the young Asian. She didn't miss the way the girl's almond-shaped eyes flicked across her body. "You know I like that, but save it for the bedroom."

She scrunched her nose cutely, stepping right up against the fuming young model. Gabrielle ran the backs of her manicured nails across Michelle's smooth cheeks. The girl had the most amazing skin.

Her exotic, Asian eyes flared wide in protest. "But—"

"Shh…" Gabrielle cooed, slipping her hand into Michelle's lustrous hair. "Tell you what. Forget Tony. Move on – for me – and I'll talk to Erin for you. I'll get you off her black list."

The other woman batted her long lashes as she thought about it. Doubt mixed with her anger. "You think you could do that?" she asked, hesitantly.

Gabrielle nodded her head. "For you, of course I can." Michelle glanced away from her in thought. Now was the time to strike. "Forget them. America chose you to be their supermodel." As she pulled the Asian's head toward her, her lips curled into the coy, half-smile she'd become renowned for. "Let me help you get your mind off them."

Michelle kissed her passionately. The French model curled her toes in the plush carpeting beneath her bare feet. There were definitely positive aspects to this girl's temper.

***

The sink was a mess of short red hairs, shaving cream, and a little of Trey's blood. The beard had to go. Trenton Dean had to go!

Last night had been the most incredible experience of his sexual life, and he could never do it again. He could never even dream of doing it again. Watching Liz, his mentor and fellow espionage agent (not to mention one of the only people he could trust on earth anymore) flicker her pink tongue across a lingerie model's excited clitoris was something he'd most likely never witness again.

His cock reacted to the memory, growing painfully in his boxers. Watching the two women 69 each other to oblivion brought him back to life. He'd summoned the strength to crawl behind Sarah's moaning body and slide his semi-erect cock into her warmth. Liz's mouth immediately swallowed his balls. He grew to full length, much to the blonde's mewing delight. And—

"Stop it," he said aloud, fighting to banish the lurid visions. He glanced at himself again, running his hand across his smooth face. Even without the beard, he looked much different than the analyst he was in his prior life. He looked hardened.

Trey had read the tabloids. How could you miss them in this town? He'd checked the internet, where photos were already surfacing of his wife and Tony at the gala – and a few from Condo from earlier in the week. Like his over-worked cock, he felt numb when looking at them. Like he was looking in on some other man's life.

Today, he'd decided to confront her. Doing so would risk both his life and hers, not to mention dooming his hopes of becoming an official special agent with the CIA, but fuck that. He shouldn't have agreed to this bogus deal in the first place. And if Vincent Silva, his director, wasn't going to keep her out of harm's way, then he had a right to.

***

Gabrielle Dubois followed the spaghetti slim ties of Michelle's halter up to the nape of the Asian's neck. She pulled the tie free as she unfurled her tongue between the other woman's lips. Michelle sucked it like a cock.

"Dirty girl," the French model laughed, pulling back just enough to peel the black dress down Michelle's soft, tanned skin.

Michelle didn't bother responding. Sliding her fingers into Gabrielle's silky, dark hair, she pulled the supermodel back into a fiery kiss. She always had a possessive edge in her touch. The girl kissed like a man except for the softness of her lips. Gabrielle loved it.

She pushed her thumbs into the silky black material, pushing it the rest of the way over the girl's hips. Michelle held her face fast as she slipped the Asian's thong across her hardened buttocks. Naked now, it was time to show her who was boss.

Tearing her mouth away, Gabrielle shoved the Asian back onto the bed. Michelle was ramped up, her bare chest heaving as she glared up at the French woman through her long, black lashes. Her brown nipples were stiff. As she sat up on her elbows, Gabrielle watched her abs tighten, licking her lips.

"I like the new piercing," the French woman said, eyeing the string of pink diamonds that dangled from her navel.

"Wanna take a closer look?" she asked, setting a spiky heeled foot on the edge of the bed as she opened her legs. She fingered the jewels with a smile that touched just the edges of her lips. Then she traced the backs of her nails the short distance to her smooth cunt.

"Tempting," Gabrielle mused as she pulled her cami top off. "But I've got a better idea." She smirked to herself as she turned away, hearing the Asian's squeak of protest.

She shimmied out of her lacy boy-shorts, wiggling her ass as she went into her dresser opposite the bed. She made sure to bend at the waist when she reached into the bottom drawer, giving her female lover a scintillating view of her pussy between her legs.



"What are you doing?" Michelle whined like a spoiled little girl.

Gabrielle smiled over her shoulder. "We haven't used this in a while." She turned, the black strap-on dildo flopping in her hand. Michelle was rubbing her clit as she waited impatiently. When she saw the dildo, she immediately broke into a smile.

"Who's the dirty girl now?"

"Girl?" Gabrielle asked, raising a plucked brow. She stepped into the strap-on, and lathered her fake cock with KY jelly. "I'll show you 'girl.'"

A smile split Michelle's pretty face. She squirmed back to the pillows as Gabrielle crossed the room, her plastic dick bouncing before her. She loved this thing. Eight and a half inches of supple blackness, complete with veins and balls. Only thing it didn't do was cum.

"On your knees, my pet. I feel like fucking you like a dog."

"God, I love your accent," Michelle laughed, enthusiastically flipping over.

"Mmm, such a nice ass," the brunette commented as she sidled up behind her. "I've never tried anal," she mused, setting the dildo head against Michelle's puckered opening.

"Bullshit," Michelle simpered as she felt the pressure build against her anus.

"Well, never been on the giving end, that is." She swept her eyes cross her lover's olive skin and long, black hair. Her almond-shaped eyes were still fierce, but Gabrielle didn't miss the hint of worry. That was what she was looking for.

She bounced the thick dildo across Michelle's perineum and pushed it into the girl's soft pussy. "Yes…" the Asian hissed, no doubt in relief as well as pleasure. Gabrielle felt adrenaline surge through her veins as she eased in. She gave the girl only a couple strokes to adjust to the thickness of the dildo before picking up the momentum.

"Ah, fuck!" Michelle snarled beneath her. Their wet skin began to slap with each thrust. Gabrielle breathed the heady scent of lust through her nostrils. God, she loved fucking like a man. So much power.

"Take it, my slut!" she grunted in French, grasping Michelle's slim hips as a man would. With each heave forward, she yanked the girl hard against her. The strap-on dug into her clit with exquisite pressure. The girls gasped together. Again and again.

"More! More!" Michelle cried.

With her lubed fingers, Gabrielle teased the rim of her model-friend's asshole. Michelle groaned, burying her face in the pillows and thrusting her ass higher. Gabrielle pushed her index finger into the girl's nether hole, burying it knuckle deep. Her female lover screamed.

"You like that, mon chien? How about a little more?"

Before the Asian girl could react, Gabrielle pulled the plastic cock from her pussy and set it against her anus. This time, she wasn't just teasing. This time, she leveraged her slender, naked body over the prone girl and plowed the strap-on into her ass.

"AH FUCK!" Michelle wailed, her voice cracking.

The sight of Michelle's ass swallowing the black plastic cock (her fucking cock!) was too much for the French model. As she violated the girl, she crested. Half up on one leg in a partial squat, partial stand, her body began to quake. Her knees buckled, driving the cock down to the hilt into Michelle's backdoor.

Michelle was screaming. It took Gabrielle a moment to realize they were cries of ecstasy. It took her another moment to realize the girl was ravishing herself, both hands working her pussy as her mentor reamed her ass.

The host of Supermodel rolled onto her back in a twitching, sweaty mess. "Qui a été incroyable!"

Before she could fully recover, she felt Michelle's soft hands unstrapping the dildo. She smiled, holding her eyes shut and snuggling into the plush bedding. She knew what was coming next. The silky hair between her thighs was hint enough.

"Mmm, you really are insatiable when you get upset," she cooed as she felt the first the warm tongue against her pussy. Reaching down, she ran her fingers through Michelle's hair. The girl's brown eyes were smiling up at her.

"I'll show you insatiable," she winked.

"Oh mon dieu!" she cried as Michelle focused her very talented mouth. Today, Gabrielle had the feeling that being cooped up on this ship wasn't going to be so bad.

***

Vincent Silva fidgeted in his chair at C.L.O.A.K.. He glanced down at the stack of papers he had to go through – fake intel he'd been generating to feed the CIA when the Mishin operation went sour. He had trouble focusing on it. He had trouble focusing on anything but the promise of tonight.

Emily hadn't checked in last night, and she hadn't shown up for work yet. He'd received a quick text on his way in that simply read, "Dropping off the drycleaning." It was her code for "all's well, don't worry about me," but it still puzzled Vincent a little. Her assassination mission was a simple one, and there was no way a soft businessman like Alexander Mishin would have seen it coming.

The nagging feeling flicked away like a leaf caught in the breeze, and he was once again thinking about tonight. About Alicia. About her soft thighs parting around his body.

He glanced out at the empty desk where Emily usually sat, cursing her absence again, but for a very different reason. He was horny and needed someone to take care of it for him. Briefly, he wondered if Liz was in today.

Vincent's phone rang before he could follow that lead. "Hello?"

"It's set up. She'll do it," Erin said, checking in. Vincent breathed a sigh of relief. There was a small chance that Alicia would back out of her mission.

"Excellent." He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. His balls felt like lead weights, even sitting.

"Oh, and Vincent, I think you should know… Trey's on the scene. He was watching us in a car, not so discretely, across the street."

The black ops director shifted again, this time due to nerves. Good thing he'd prepped her last night for this. Now he had to make sure his warnings held up. The question was, how best to play it? He'd convinced Erin that the CIA was after her and her list, when really it was Vincent who wanted it. He'd convinced Trey that his wife was involved in an operation to get that list away from Erin and (the late) Alexander Mishin, when really all he wanted was the man's wife.

"I suspect that Trey's the traitor, but I can't be for sure," he said carefully. "Watch them. Make sure they don't get in a car or something. I don't want her out of your sight."

She laughed snidely. "You're ordering me around, now? I'm not one of your agents, Mr. Silva."

"Of course not. But this is in both of our best interests. And I fear they're getting close." Soon, he would be the one giving the orders. Just a few more days now and the list would be his.

"I'll keep an eye on them and phone you if he sweeps her off her feet," she laughed again. "Must go now. Tah."

Vincent set the phone down, his skin crawling with agitation. He needed to burn off some of this aggression. A nice long run would do the trick, although a good, hard fuck would be better. He looked longingly to Emily's empty desk.

"Hey!" he said in surprise, seeing Liz leaning in the doorframe. She looked very much the spy in her tight black outfit and open trench coat with the collar flipped up. Based on the smug smile on her face and the way her arms were crossed beneath her hefty breasts, she knew exactly what was on his mind. Sex.

"Hey yourself," she replied, sauntering into the room and taking a seat across from him. Beneath the trench she wore a pair of tight, black jeans and a black corset top. Her freckled cleavage spilled over the criss-crossing laces.

Vincent licked his lips. He'd watched highlights of her performance last night. He'd never thought he'd see his former partner do the things she'd done. Even with her dark brown hair, it was thrillingly satisfying to watch her frantically bobbing head between another woman's legs as she was drilled from behind.

That dark hair was in a ponytail now. And those lips were painted glossy maroon. He didn't even need to close his eyes to see them wrapped around his length. Jesus Christ, he needed to fuck.

"So what brings you in?" he asked, forcing his eyes back to her greys.

She crossed her legs. "Information. I have some more now."

"Oh yeah? Caroline track the money?"

Liz nodded. "Our suspicions were right, Mishin's behind it."

There was an "and" there. Liz didn't need to say it. He waited for her to continue.

"When were you going to tell me?" When he didn't respond immediately, she tilted her head slightly to the side, causing one dark bang to fall across her face. She knew… something. She'd figured it out. But what?

"Tell you what?" he asked, returning the inquisitive grin.

She rolled her eyes. "You're really going to make me spell it out? Alicia…"

Fuck, she knows about Alicia and him? But how? "I didn't think my past relationship with Alicia was relevant to the mission. Just a coincidence." Liz nodded, but didn't speak. "We actually ended things before Trey was even approached for C.L.O.A.K.. Trust me, I was as surprised as anyone when I learned who he was dating…"

It wasn't exactly true. Alicia had broken things off with him when she learned he was married, calling him a dishonest scumbag, or something like that. His child had just been born and he wasn't ready to break things off with Karen. If he could have predicted his divorce, things would have been different, but that's not what fate had intended.

Anyway, even after their break-up, he was still obsessed with the young model. She was just 19-years-old at the time. So innocent. He knew she was destined for success and it killed him to see her dating again. When she seemed to settle on one man, Trey Kennedy, he knew that if he couldn't control the girl, he could control her spouse. He wasn't director of C.L.O.A.K. at the time, but he knew all the right strings to pull to get young Trey a job with them.

And for the past five years, he'd been plotting the perfect way to sweep back into Alicia's life. Destroying her trust in Trey and making her dependent on him was a pretty good one, he thought. Getting his hands on Erin's list and a foothold in Mishin's world class modeling agency was icing on the cake.

"You had nothing to do with getting him the job?" Liz asked skeptically.

"She really was just another girl I was sleeping around with. You knew me from back then, partner," he grinned. "I think you knew me pretty well." He winked, thinking about all the fun times they'd had on assignment.

"You were never one to shy away from really getting… personal with your work."

Vincent laughed. "I've been wanting to get personal since Alicia interrupted us a few nights ago." When the blonde had shocked the two of them that morning, Liz had been on her knees, servicing him on the kitchen counter. "Shall we pick up where we left off?"

Vincent needed to change the subject before Liz started to figure things out. She was too smart for her own good, sometimes. And the best way to distract her…

"How easy do you think I am?" she asked, rolling her eyes as he began to unzip his trousers. "Do you have any idea what I did last night? And how tired I am!?"

He had some idea, based on the video footage. That only made it harder to fish his lengthening cock from his pants. Her grey eyes darted to his robust manhood greedily. Knowing Liz as well as he did, he guessed that last night's activities made her hornier, not more tired.

He thought of the freshly waxed pussy that both Trey and Sarah had experienced – again and again. They'd been lovers for close to ten years and she'd always maintained her auburn pubes with pride. Then again, she'd also sworn that she wasn't into women, and that was obviously not true. "Come on, baby, I'd like to give your new, bare look a ride." He began tugging at his cock.

Liz swallowed, flicking her ponytail as she glanced at the open door. She stood and crossed the room. For a split second, Vincent thought she was leaving. Then she slammed the door shut and hit the auto-blinds closed.

"Sometimes you can be such an ass." She threw off her trench coat. The tight corset top was sleeveless, baring her toned shoulders and freckled arms in the subdued light of the underground office.

"You like it."

She sighed. "I do."

***

"Alicia. It's me. Your husband."

The words hung in the air like a bomb falling silently toward its target. Nothing left to do but wait and hold your breath. The numbness was back. He couldn't feel his heart spasm and convulse. He didn't register the legion of butterflies swirling in the pit of his stomach. In that frozen moment, he was as anesthetized as a resident in a mental hospital.

Then the bomb went off.

His wife's warm brown eyes grew wide. She took a step backwards, like she was afraid he was about to attack her. The color drained from her face as she tried to speak but couldn't find the words.

"Can we talk? Alone?" He glanced around at the sunny sidewalk in Santa Monica. He'd located her by her GPS signal (with a little help from Caroline). She was finishing up a lunch with Erin Small, of all people, and he'd waited patiently in the shade so he could grab her alone.

"What about?" she asked, looking away from him. To scan her surroundings? Because she didn't want to look at him? Why?

"I need to tell you something."

"You can tell me here." Her voice quivered. She was deathly afraid of something.

"How about we sit over there," he said, pointing to a bench tucked off the main street. His finger shook and he quickly retracted it.

Alicia nodded, still not meeting his eyes, and waited for him to lead the way. Like she was afraid of turning her back on him. Or maybe she was going to run? What the hell was going on here? This woman was his wife. She was no stranger. They'd been together for over five years and here she was, acting a scene right out of Tale of the Bodysnatchers.

He gave up, walking around the corner with the hope that she would follow. He only felt a mild sense of relief when he turned and she was still there, although she still looked like he was a ticking bomb with a shorted out fuse.

He'd tried to come up with the best way to breach the subject. Start with the story of his recruitment? Start with the details of the current operation? Tell her he knows about her own involvement? In the end, he decided that blunt was best.

"I'm with the CIA," he said, low yet firm. He may as well have admitted he was Osama bin Laden. Her face drained of the rest its color. She suddenly looked over her shoulder. Trey could practically see her flight instincts kicking in. "I'm telling you this because I know about your involvement with the Agency."

His pretty wife, scared shitless, mouthed the words "agency" but still couldn't find her voice.

"Shit, I should have told you before. A long time ago. When we met. But I had orders. But now you're in danger and—"

He stopped. Alicia was shaking her head. Shit, her whole body was shaking. She scooted away from him, half standing off the bench as she glared at him with abject horror. "You? It's you?!" Her voice cut shrilly through the air.

"Me? What do you mean?"

She wasn't blinking, her long lashes accentuating the most frightened expression he'd ever seen on her pretty face. She shook her head at his question, continuing to cringe away even as she ran out of bench room.

Trey ran his hand over his shortly cut red hair. He could feel his sweat gathered on his scalp. This wasn't going well at all. "Look, I'm still trying to get to the bottom of it myself, but I think I've somehow gotten you mixed up in something very dangerous. I think we're being used."

He'd had a shotgun mic trained on her lunch with Erin. He'd heard the proposal. He'd listened as Erin outlined her "date" that night. The man had requested dinner and a night at the ballet, followed by "companionship," as the older woman had put it. It sounded like a first, so there was still time to get her out.

"I can't believe this," Alicia grumbled, shaking her head ever so slightly. Her eyes remained fixed on her husband, as wide as saucers. "All this time…" It was more a statement to herself than to Trey.

"I should have told you. I'm sorry…"

What was it Vincent Silva had said so long ago? Something about psyche-analysis and irreparable damage to the trust between the two of them? It all seemed so foggy. And this whole conversation suddenly felt like a giant mistake.

Alicia turned her head away, staring out into the open street. Cars moved slowly along through the thick, LA traffic. Trey recognized that soft look in her eyes; she was deep in thought.

"So what are you suggesting, Trey?" Alicia asked at last, her voice tired.

"I…" And that was when he realized he had nothing to suggest. He'd been so focused on telling his wife about his double life – and warning her about her own – that he hadn't thought beyond that. The first thing that came to his head was to flee; to pack up all their things and slip away in the night. Not that they'd get far. Not with the full force of the CIA behind C.L.O.A.K..

"I don't know," he mumbled.

Alicia nodded, but it was one of dismissal, not agreement. "Look, the two of us…" She hesitated, and Trey was thankful. He didn't want to hear the end of that sentence.

"I'll figure something out. But right now, I need you to trust me, okay? Don't… I don't know… don't go and do anything crazy…"

"Without letting you know first?" she finished for him with a touch of sarcasm. "Trey, where have you been for the two weeks? Do you really expect things to just go back to the way they were? To play house again? The world is a hell of a lot different than whatever I thought it was even last week."

She stood to go. Trey panicked. If she left now – like this… he couldn't imagine life without her. "Wait, Alicia." She paused. "Please stay. I love you." His words felt desperate. He felt like a gambling man, making a deal with God just for this "one time."

He saw a tear slip out of the corner of her eye, but she didn't turn back to him. "Where were you when this shit went down, Trey? Where were you when I needed you most?"

Before he could say another word, she fled back out into the street. Trey wallowed in his self-loathing, too weak to follow.

***

Liz's mind was still reeling from the Alicia-Vincent revelation. She'd come by intending to feel out a connection between Vincent and Erin's lists. She wanted to know how much he knew. Was he aware of the multiple locations? Was he aware of what it really was? But as soon as she began to feel it out, her instincts kicked in. If she even mentioned the lists, he'd become suspicious.

Not to mention the shit on his desk. Damning evidence left in plain sight. Vincent kept his eyes on her, never once glancing down at what looked like a paper trail surrounding the Mishin investigation. In fact, he was so focused on not calling attention to them that Liz knew they were key. She had to see them, but before she could…

"Oh yes, like that," he groaned, burying his hand in her dark hair as she bobbed along his cock. She hated to admit it, but the thought of getting fucked instantly had her moist. Even after last night, and even with this traitor to the country. It was crazy. How could she be so horny?

"So you finally gave in to the fairer sex," Vincent said as she blew him. "Did you enjoy getting eaten by another girl?" Liz's deep moan slipped out uninhibited, vibrating around the man-flesh passing in and out of her throat. He gasped, holding her head still as he fought back from the edge of an imminent orgasm.



She tried to break his hold, wanting to suck him faster as her mind dealt with her confused sexuality. Truth was, she loved the experience. Part of her even wished Vincent was a woman so she could try it again. Sucking cock seemed like a great way to stave off those bisexual thoughts.

She struggled off his member and stood. With her hands shaking, she untied the laces of her corset bodice, yanking it open impatiently. His eyes drank in the abundant tit-flesh. The way he looked at her sent a shiver down her spine. He was a bad man. A traitor. The enemy. And she couldn't wait to fuck him.

Liz managed to unzip her black jeans before Vincent was able to struggle out of his chair. She turned her back to him as she yanked the skintight denim over her hips.

"Tsk, tsk," he playfully scolded, sliding up right behind her small body. "No panties." She felt his touch between her thighs, gasping as he slid it up into her damp sex. "Is it me that made you this wet? Or memories of last night?"

"Uhn!" she moaned as he pushed a broad finger into her pussy. "Doubt it's you," she said through her gritting teeth. She leaned forward, tits and hands resting on the desk. His hand retreated, but the heat of his body remained. She knew what was coming next.

"So you think you don't need cock anymore?" As he said "cock," he rested his saliva-bathed dick against opening and pushed forward. "This doesn't do a thing for you?" She felt his balls slap against her sodden clit. Fuck, that felt good.

"Not a damn thing," she squealed. She tightened her fingers around the edge of the desk as he retracted. She was able to draw a half breath before he lunged back into her, harder than the first. The desk creaked in protest.

"Well that's too bad. Pretend I have tits and this is a strap-on," he huffed as his driving hips picked up speed.

"God, yes," she moaned, resting her head on the desk so she could comb her fingers back through her hair. She lifted up on the balls of her feet, pushing her ass up higher as their bodies slapped and their throats moaned. The muscles in her legs screamed, growing tight. How could this be? Not even 12 hours ago she'd been on her back, sucking Trey's balls as Sarah performed miracles across her cunt and now she was screaming for more.

"Uh, uh, uhhh fuck!" Her face twisted as the orgasm shot through her. She bit her lower lip, attempting to stifle her torrid climax. The man behind her was a brute, his thrusts coming so hard she had to go up onto her toes.

He pushed down on the small of her back, shoving her against the desk edge and harder onto his cock. The new angle put the path of his cock head right up against her clit. With each pass, the swollen ridge nudged over her love button. It was driving her insane.

"Oh jesusgodfuck!" she cried, unable to catch her breath. Her body was as hot as an effigy, drenched in oil.

Feverish, she felt him pull out of her. His large hands flipped her onto her back. She felt papers stick to her back. She glanced up at Vincent Silva, whose sweaty brow and dark eyes made him look like a villain. He casually slotted his slick meat back into her.

He'd pulled off his shirt at some point, his darkly haired chest matted and glistening. Couldn't be much more man than this specimen. He thumbed across her sensitive mound, roughly finding the knotted bundle of nerves.

"Oh Goddd!" she moaned, writhing at the end of his cock on the desk. Her hard body bent like a springboard holding the weight of a diver at one end. Vincent's left hand sought her nipples as his right returned to torment her clit.

"Maybe after…" he said between great, heaving breaths, "we put this mission to bed…" He grimaced down at her, his own released teetering on the edge of a knife. "Maybe then you can show me how much you like pussy."

Liz's body went woozy at the thought. She felt drunk on the fantasy. Incredibly, she felt herself cascading into yet another fucking climax! But before she was lost to oblivion, she smirked up at her old partner and added, "How about you, me, and Alicia's sweet, naked body?"

She practically giggled in glee as Vincent's face tightened, his eyes drowning in desire. Then his cock went off in her buttery cavity and the world was bathed in a red haze. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" she cried, her body swooning in great, exaggerated ripples with each hot spurt.

He seemed to cum forever. It filled her like molten lava. She felt it leak around Vincent's buried meat and dribble along the curve of her ass.

When he was finished, he pulled himself free with a fleshy pop, slapping his softening member against her bald and overworked sex. Liz shuddered. Too much. She felt like she'd taken a shower she was so drenched. Vincent rested on the side of the desk, huffing wordlessly.

Liz couldn't be certain, but she wouldn't be surprised if his mind was still lingering on the fantasy threesome with Alicia. It would never happen, of course, but she was no longer going to deny that the thought was enticing.

"I need to get going," Vincent said at last, his voice gruff. "And I imagine you do, too?" He searched around for his discarded clothing. His office was a mess.

"I need to write some reports before the day is out." She found her top, pulling it on and loosely lacing up the front. Business had returned to usual. "As exciting as all this is, there's always paper work, right?"

Vincent laughed. "Never have too much fun."

They dressed together and left the room, only a little embarrassed by the secretive smiles the rest of the employees shared.

***

Liz made sure that Vincent had left headquarters before sneaking back into his office. She'd palmed a micro-camera from her desk. Vincent may be the bad guy here, but he was still trained as meticulously in espionage as she was. She couldn't leave a single piece of evidence that his office had been disturbed.

Actually getting into his office was easy. Without Emily Lester there to guard it and no other desks stationed around it, all she needed to do was walk in.

He'd straightened the desk up a little since their tryst, although the neat little piles they'd been in earlier were now in disarray. That actually made gathering evidence harder, since she had to be extra careful when she moved items to the side.

The brunette immediately went into information gathering mode. Every file on his desk got a quick snapshot. She barely looked at what it was she was shooting. That could be worked out later, when she had more time.

Her senses were hyper alert as she indexed everything, making sure this paper was askew just so, and that was hanging off right there. Liz didn't put it past Vincent to have left something out of place on purpose. She would have done the same.

Confident that everything was left the way she'd found it, she slipped out of the office, narrowly missing a group heading to the conference room. She gave them a quick nod, hoping she didn't look as sweaty as she felt, and headed for the exit.

In the fresh, late afternoon air, she finally let herself relax. From the moment she'd woken up, things had been moving too fast to really wrap her head around. The three independent data centers. The connection with Alicia and Vincent. And most troubling of all, Emily and Alex's disappearance.

She didn't want to admit it, but the last piece of news had her stomach in knots. Right now, she needed Alex more than she realized. She felt lost and alone, a little girl in some dark fucking woods.

"Just keep going, girl, he'll turn up," she whispered under her breath as she tore out of the parking lot, heading for Trey's. It was time for her to get another ally. If the quick glances at Vincent's files were true, then her new partner and trainee was about to lose a game he didn't even know he was playing.

And his wife, it appeared, was the prize.

***

Trey's the traitor?! Alicia couldn't believe it. She felt shell-shocked, barely able to stumble to her lipstick red convertible and get the hell out of there. Trey is the fucking traitor?! She screamed as the Benz peeled out and off down the road.

"Get the fuck out of my way!" she screeched hysterically at a couple of jay-walkers who had to dive away from the accelerating car. When Vincent told her that his mole would approach her soon, how the fuck—

"TREY!?"

Her cheeks were damp with tears at the stunning betrayal. Her powerful car screamed down Santa Monica Boulevard, heading for the highway. She needed a long stretch of asphalt to speed on before she killed someone.

Trey was so many things. So many fucking things. A good guy. A loving guy. A hard worker. He was sometimes too smart for his own good. Too quiet. He could be social, but never liked the social events she'd dragged him along to. He would have hated that gala last night.

But a spy? A fucking spy?! She could see him working a desk at the CIA. Maybe fixing up their books or whatever. But not in the field, like he implied. Not a "special agent," or whatever they called them. And on top of that, a traitor.

As the RPMs ramped up and the engine's roar started to sound panicked, cold reason brought Alicia's heart back down to earth. She started thinking about the last five years with her husband. About all those days and weeks he'd needed to "work late." About how Bank One never had holiday parties and how he never talked about his coworkers.

And then there was the last month and his mysterious business trip that took him away on the eve of their five-year dating anniversary. His secret life had taken him away from her when she needed his support the most. Not only that, but it was because of his secret life that she was entangled in Erin Small and Alexander Mishin's sordid machinations.

None of that mattered. Not anymore. Trey Kennedy, the man she'd married three years ago – the man she'd turned to when her life came crashing down around her the last time – was a traitor. He was helping some very bad people sell a very dangerous list. He was betraying his country and the men and women that served right along side of him – men and women she didn't even know he had until now.

It chilled her heart. When had he turned? How long had he known? She'd been sleeping with the enemy for how fucking long?! And how the fuck could he sleep soundly?!

Her blood boiled once again. Once again, her heeled foot jammed the accelerator to the floor and she tore off through LA.

Trey had asked for her trust, but right now, she couldn't see ever giving it. Not with the knowledge she was armed with. Not with all that she knew. And besides, she had her own problems. Tonight, even. She had to fuck some rich guy to maintain her cover so she could bust her husband and his cohorts. If anything, he was to blame for whatever happened.

Had he been hiding it the whole time he'd known her? Had there always been that coldness from him? A barrier, a wall he kept up. She should have known he was hiding something. Just never realized it was this great.

Erin had given her the keys to a room at the Beverly Hills Hilton and a credit card so she could buy her outfit for the night. The man, her john, wanted a classy evening. Expensive dinner. A private booth at the ballet. And then a wild time back in his room.

Despite the depravity of her situation – the disgusting compromise she'd soon find herself in – she felt a flush climb up the soft skin of her neck. Was this the thrill her husband felt every time he was on assignment? The feeling of adventure, riddled with danger?

Alicia tossed her blonde hair in the breeze as she thought of herself as a spy. "Spy versus spy," she mused, thinking of a showdown with Trey when this was all over. The climax of their shattered relationship.

The brief smile fell from her lips. It was a sad thought. This wasn't a movie; this was her life. Or was. Or whatever.

Somewhere, hiding out in the back of her mind like a child who didn't realize the game was over, was the thought that the two of them could be so much more. A husband and wife team of international super spies.

***

Trey's marriage was dead. His wife had looked at him like he was a lunatic. It was worse than being seen as a stranger. In her eyes, the man he'd become was frightening, scary. A complete monster.

He sat on the bench for a long time. He listened to the laughter of people as they walked by. He grew resentful of their smiles and their inane conversations. They had no idea what pain was. He did.

When he finally peeled himself off the bench, he had a plan of action. Last time, he'd drowned his sorrows in drink. This time, he didn't want to feel numb. This time, he wanted to pour salt in his wounds. To see how much pain he could take.

"I need another favor," Trey spoke into the phone. He put as much confidence behind the request as possible. This one wasn't something up for negotiation.

"What's up?" Caroline Aurora Turner's southern twang asked on the other end of the line.

"Can you to track Alicia's cell for me again." She'd already done it earlier that day and had been good about not asking questions. He hoped she'd be just as accommodating now.

There was a long pause. "What's this all about, Trey?"

"I can't explain now," Trey replied urgently. If she thought this was for business, then maybe…

"Try," she said sweetly, although he could hear the steel in her response. This wasn't going to go anywhere.

"Fuck it," he barked, snapping the cell shut and powering it down. He knew where she was staying – some room at the Hilton Beverly Hills. He'd just go there and stake out the lobby. Eventually, his wife would show up.

He looked at the blank screen of his mobile. "And no one's going to track me, either," he grumbled. He'd stay off the grid as much as he could. Now that Caroline was aware of what he was trying to do, he got the impression that she'd also be trying to stop him from doing something stupid.

And right now, Trey was overflowing with a desire to be stupid.

***

Trey wasn't at his apartment, and when Liz tried to reach him on his phone, it went immediately to voice mail. First Alex, now her trainee. Things were getting weirder by the moment.

The brunette easily picked the lock and let herself in. She needed somewhere private to go over the images she'd taken from Vincent Silva's desk. Trey's place seemed about as random as any.

Pulling out her armored, field laptop, she sat at his kitchen table and quickly downloaded the snapshots. There was plenty to go through, and it took her the better part of two hours before she'd digested it all. She couldn't quite get the full scope of the man's plans, but she was able to puzzle out most of it. All of it appeared to be falsified documents, a paper trail all pointing to…

"Trey?" she asked aloud, shocked as it all came together.

If the documents were to be believed, then apparently Trey Kennedy was working in close network with Alexander Mishin to sell a list of the names and locations of CIA operatives working around the globe.

Fact of the matter was that much of the evidence hadn't happened yet, according to the date stamps on them. They were set to occur… shit, they were set to occur tonight!

Liz felt her skin crawl. A meeting had been set up for tonight, in the basement of the Green Fairy. News of the meet wouldn't leak out until around midnight; a last minute "discovery" would come in, C.L.O.A.K. would scramble a strike force, and they'd raid Erin Small's absinthe club. What they'd discover wasn't clear from the documents Liz had, but it wasn't good.

An "intercepted" e-mail exchange between Alexander Mishin and Trey was also included in the files. Allegedly, Trey had been ordered by the Modeling Agency mogul to sell off the list to Samuel Smith, a self-made gangster operating out of Vegas. A further report concluded that Mishin had disappeared: "most likely fled after he'd caught wind of Trey's demise."

Trey's demise. Jesus Christ. Liz shivered. What the hell was going on?

Vincent Silva came off as a hero in his revisionist history, and Trey the villain. And with Tango #1, Alexander Mishin, being at large, there was a reason for C.L.O.A.K. to remain vigilant (and more importantly, solvent).

Oddly enough, there was no mention of Erin Small's involvement. Or Gabrielle Dubois. Or, for that matter, any kind of high-end call-girl service. Liz knew that this business of "a list of the names and locations of CIA operatives abroad" was smoke and mirrors. In his reports, the list gets conveniently destroyed, something with which the CIA would have absolutely no problem. What Vincent was really covering for was access and control of the real list – the blackmail list. With that in his possession and an off-the-books arm of the CIA, he'd be unstoppable.

What Liz didn't quite understand was how he was planning on actually getting it from Erin. The challenges were steep: three locations with separate, dependent servers; a contingency plan protected by a password that only Ms. Small knew; and the need to keep all of this from the eyes of every party but his own.

Liz herself was still trying to puzzle out how to do it from Small. Or Silva. Or whoever had it when she finally moved. "Which has to be soon, girl," she said aloud as if giving the thought voice gave it more urgency.

Alex's disappearance became even more troubling after reading it in Vincent Silva's reports. If Silva knew that Alex would go missing, then he must have something to do with it. Assassination wasn't beyond the espionage director. He'd done it before when assets became liabilities, or certain obstacles needed to be removed.

In the name of her country, Liz had been able to deal with that aspect of her covert life. But Silva was no longer acting in the name of her country, and an innocent man – a good man? – may have been killed. It made her ill. And when she worked through the feelings of nausea, she felt angry.

"You'll pay for this, Vincent." Again, she spoke aloud. Again, there was a need for urgency.

Her phone rang, shrill in the empty apartment. "Silva, Vincent" read the caller-ID. Almost like he knew she was thinking about him. Liz shivered.

"Agent Hawkins."

"Liz, I need you to do something for me. And I can't answer any of your questions."

"What else is new?"

"I've located the list. It's currently at the Green Fairy. I need you to recover it for me."

The game had begun. The chess pieces were now in motion. "Tonight?"

"Tonight. But I need you to wait for my signal."

"Why don't I just go get it now? The club must be pretty empty…"

"Can't have you doing that. Just trust me, OK? I'll explain later." Sure you will. "Wait for my call. When you get it, I want you to go to the Green Fairy. The list is being stored in an antique absinthe fountain. It's the centerpiece of the private lounge."

"K. But how will I get in?"

"Leave that to me. But it won't be hard. Just bring your credentials and they'll let you in."

"So wait for you, go in, and look for something in some antique?"

"Yeah. There should be a server in it. Take the hard drive. I don't care about the rest of it. And if you can do it discreetly, even better. Need to go. I'm counting on you, kid. Thanks."

Liz stared at the silent phone for a long time, feeling the moments slip by like commuters rushing to make their train. She took a few deep breaths, analyzing what assets she had. A "special agent" who was green enough that you could mistake him for a leprechaun. A businessman who'd gone missing the night before. And a surveillance expert that… OK, at least Caroline was both competent and available.

She glanced at her watch. 4 o'clock. She'd have to make due. And make due soon. Where the hell was Trey, anyway?



***

Alicia let the valet attendant take her car at the Hilton. With shopping bags from various upscale boutiques flung over her shoulder, she felt like a character out of Sex in the City. Everyone looked, and maybe for the first time in her life, many of them recognized her.

It had been like that on Rodeo Drive. It had been like that when she'd sat in her hair salon and had her lustrous blonde hair brushed out and lightly curled at the tips. She watched them mouth her name, their tongues clapping against the front of their teeth at the "li" part.

"Ms. Stiles, let me help you with those bags," a hunky young bellhop offered. She blushed at the sound of her maiden name, but the change was for the best. A break from her past.

The model gave him a coy smile over her shoulder as she released the bags into his arms. He fumbled with them as she strolled off in the direction of the elevators. He stared at her legs as he followed her. It sent a rush of confidence into her blood stream. She'd need that confidence to make it through today, although her semi-celebrity status had given her a head start.

"Thank you…"

"Greg," the young man answered, his eyes more on her cleavage than her face.

"Thank you, Greg." Alicia slipped a twenty into his hand and gave a kiss on his cheek. He turned so red she thought he'd faint. She felt her nipples tighten at the thought of giving him a real tip – or receiving one of her own. After all, she was about to fuck someone for money; sex was losing all meaning beyond fun and pleasure.

But you're not that far gone, the old Alicia insisted. She rolled her eyes and shut the door on the bellboy. She'd need to address that "old" voice sooner rather than later or she'd never survive in her new life.

She arranged her purchases on the opulently made-up bed. For her "date," she'd decided to go for the classic "little black dress," with heavy emphasis on the "little" part. If everyone had been looking before…

Alicia shivered as her imagination finished the sentence.

She stripped in front of the tall wardrobe mirror. Going up onto the balls of her feet, she swiveled like a ballerina so she could admire naked body from all angles.

"You look good, girl," she giggled, finding a scrap of modesty even when she was alone. She went back to the bed and stepped into the black g-string. The black film of material that crossed her pussy was see-through, not that it would have covered much anyway. It scooped so low that even if she had a landing strip, it would have been exposed.

Alicia's nipples tightened. "What a fucking slut!" She stepped into her black stilettos to complete the look, the supple leather elongating her shiny legs.

Going to her bag, she removed the coke she'd stolen from Tony last night. The model had stayed away from the oxies since the morning, afraid of how much she could be drinking tonight with her john. But she also didn't think she could get through the evening without a little chemical help. She done a couple lines already, before her shopping trip, and she felt in control enough. Another couple bumps and she'd be able to coast through the night.

She carried the illegal drugs into the bathroom and arranged the powdery substance into two modest trails. She stared at her reflection for a pregnant moment: topless with a rolled bill between her thumb and fore finger, her hair set perfectly and her make-up applied with a professional eye. She said to herself, "This is your life now."

Her heart skipped a beat. She bit her lip, looked one last time at the girl in the mirror, and snorted the cocaine.

***

Trey Kennedy sat in the Hilton lobby like he belonged there. He wasn't the only one. Far from it, in fact. A banking convention had just been let out when he arrived around five. When he realized that many of them were lingering in the lobby to socialize, he'd gone out and changed his outfits.

A banking disguise was easy, although expensive. His European-cut suit was black, tailored over his broad shoulders and slim torso. Beneath, he wore a corn-flower blue Oxford, complete with a starched white collar and striped, matching tie. The black, plastic framed glasses hopefully gave him some anonymity from anyone that may have recognized him, and for those who didn't, he blended in like a chameleon. He'd even snagged a name bag emblazoned with the convention's jaunty logo.

In all the commotion, he hadn't seen his wife enter, although it was certainly possible. He was so busy keeping an eye out for his wife that he barely gave notice to the crowd that mingled and chatted around him. When a woman's soft voice ask, "Waiting for someone?" it took him a moment to realize she was talking to him.

Trey blinked. His eyes slowly focused on the speaker like a camera lens in low light. She stood nearly as tall as him, her platinum blonde bangs pulled tight across her high forehead. The rest of her hair was styled back and up into a controlled bun. Something was off though. For some reason, she looked as out of place as he felt.

"Excuse me?" he asked, forcing his eyes to focus on the newcomer. She was wearing frameless glasses that accentuated her long lashes and bright blue eyes.

Maybe it was her make-up that set her apart? More professionally applied and slightly heavier than many of the female bankers?

"Waiting for someone?" she repeated. He heard her sing-song accent this time around, the soft lilt of an Australian.

"Um… kind of," he said absently. He wanted to look back at the elevators, but forced himself not to. The blonde was a real beauty. Maybe that was it? "I was hoping to meet up with a couple friends, but it looks like they've gone out already. You?"

Her thin lips were painted bright red. Despite her tailored, pinstripe suit, those lips and her light blonde hair gave her a pinup quality. "These people bore me," she announced. "I was about to head out. Want to join me, Henry?"

Trey blinked. Henry? For a split second, he'd forgotten about his disguise – his stolen badge. Jesus, how amateur was he coming off as? He hadn't even noted his fake name. "I don't even know your name."

"Kelly," she said, holding her badge up. Her long fingernails were as red as her lips. For the first time, Trey noticed the way her jacket fastened between her full cleavage, and the lack of a blouse. He really must have been out of it not to see that.

Something about her triggered a tickle in the recesses of his mind. Kelly. The name seemed familiar. "And you're 'Henry.'" Why did she say that like his name was in quotes? Was he being paranoid, or did she—

"So now that we've got that out of the way, want to go explore with me?" She arched a brow at Trey.

He was about to tell her thanks, but no thanks, when he happened to look in the direction of the elevators. His wife had finally come down, and she looked unbelievable. She owned negligees that covered more skin than the black dress. Everything about it was dainty, from the spaghetti straps to the loose flare of the short hemline to the little matching purse she held in her left hand. A ringless hand.

"Oh, that's Alicia Kennedy. Beautiful, isn't she?" Kelly's soft lilt commented, seeing his stunned reaction to the blonde.

"She is," was all he managed. Walking up to meet his wife was Vincent Silva. At first, all Trey could register was confusion. Vincent? Why was he here? Was he using Erin's escort service?

"Looks like she's moving up in the world," the Australian continued. "Rumor had it that she was seeing Michelle Park's ex, but I guess those were false."

The light bulb finally turned on. Vincent was her "date." He'd set it up with Erin so the Hollywood madam would think Alicia was being a good little whore, when really it was all a front. His wife would remain true, thanks to the boss that seemed so easy to hate. Maybe his marriage wasn't self-destructing, after all.

"Lucky guy. Who is he?" Trey said, turning back to Kelly with a hell of a lot more confidence than he'd felt all afternoon. It was almost like Trenton Dean was back.

Her eyes had remained steady on Trey. He felt like he was under a microscope. She chuckled, as though to say, Sure, I'll play along. He didn't like that chuckle. "Vincent Silva. Quite an entrepreneur in the entertainment industry."

"And how would a banker from Down Under know who he is?" Trey hadn't meant to ask it aloud, but he was so overcome with relief that it just came out.

Again, that chuckle. She leaned close to him. His eyes fell into her tawny cleavage. "Right. A banker."

Trey just stared blankly at her, unsure how to react. Something odd was definitely going on here. Searching for something mundane to do, he pulled out his cell phone and turned it back on under the pretense that he was checking for the time. It rang almost immediately, the ID blocked.

"Hello?" he asked, smiling patiently at the mysterious blonde. If this was Liz, then hopefully she could extract him.

"Where the fuck have you been?!" It was his partner shouting on the other end of the line, but suddenly he wished he hadn't answered.

Trey grimaced at the photographer, held up his finger as if to say, "one moment," and stepped away for some privacy. "Hey," he said lamely.

"Fuck you, Trey! Do you have any idea how long we've been trying to reach you? Where have you been?"

"I've been surveiling Alicia."

"You've been what!?" The phone distorted as she shouted hysterically. "Trey, that's not even a fucking word! You're way out of your league."

"It's no problem. I learned she had a date set up for tonight… you know, like an escort-date thing. But it's OK now. Turns out, her date's with Vincent."

"Well, I learned something, too," she said, her patience sounding strained. "And I'm guessing that it's something you have no idea about."

Trey felt his body go cold. Whatever this was, it wasn't going to be good. "What?"

"Had an interesting conversation with Agent Silva this afternoon. Turns out, he and Alicia were quite a hot item before you. They were lovers, Trey." He nearly dropped the phone. "Now, still think that her little date tonight is 'OK'?"

Trey looked around suddenly, searching the lobby for Alicia and Vincent. They were nowhere in sight.

"Oh shit," he said, closing the phone.

Kelly had wandered over when she saw him end the call. "Something wrong?" she asked, touching his shoulder. The tanned skin on the back of her hand looked soft.

"Um, sort of."

"Let's go out. Maybe I can make it right."

"I…" his voice petered out as she slipped her hand into his. His phone began to buzz again as they walked out the front door. He slipped it out and tossed it into the garbage bin just outside. He needed a break from his life as a spy. He needed to pretend like life was normal again.

***

Gabrielle Dubois was feeling restless. Why Vincent Silva wanted her to stay so close at hand was beyond her, but Erin was backing him up this and international supermodel or no, Gabrielle had learned not to cross the "club owner." Not with the videos from her past the woman had.

It wasn't all bad. Michelle's ocean-front condo had all the amenities of a high-end resort: private sauna, state-of-the-art gym, entertainment den. She could even sun on her fenced veranda.

And by the end of the week, she would be free to do whatever she pleased. Or so they told her. The official opening of Solstice the night club would be behind them and life would be normal again.

But there were times when she needed to get out of her house arrest. Risk and discovery be damned, sometimes, it was just too much.

Erin had provided her with a limousine service when she absolutely needed to leave Michelle's. The limos were discreet. Nothing too fancy. No stretch affairs with champagne bars or anything like that. Just an understated Lincoln with soft leather seats, tinted windows, and a smooth ride.

Tonight was one of those nights. Michelle was out partying somewhere and suddenly, she couldn't take any more of this American network television.

"Where to, miss?" the driver asked as she slid into the back of the car.

"Oh, I don't care." The young driver wore a black cap, and Gabrielle could see his white-gloved hands on the wheel. So generic looking, she thought as she turned her attention to the nightscape outside. "Some place where you can drive fast."

"Of course," the driver responded.

The French supermodel's thoughts turned to her situation. All this intrigue and blackmail had been fun while it lasted; she just hoped it didn't last much longer. Truth was, she was growing tired of it. She hated being cooped up, and Vincent had made it very clear to stay cooped. If she wanted Mishin Inc., that was.

Mishin. She sighed. Gabrielle actually liked the young playboy, although she liked the idea of inheriting his modeling firm even more. She didn't dare ask what was going to become of him when this mysterious event happened "in the next few days," but she had an idea. And that idea chilled her to the bone.

The Lincoln Towncar slowed to a stop. Gabrielle hadn't realized it, but the driver had navigated them into a shady looking shipyard district. The kind the movies liked to set illicit meetings in. And murders.

Gabrielle shivered. "Iz there a problem?" she asked the young man, who still hadn't turned around. The supermodel broke out into a cold sweat.

Just then, the passenger side door opened in the front and someone slipped in. "Hey!" the French woman shrieked, backing up against the plush seat, getting as far away from the intruder as possible. The driver turned. Gabrielle gasped. He wasn't a young man, but a woman!

"Gabrielle, I thought you were in gay Paris!"

"Alexander?!" she said in shock. "But I thought you were…" She trailed off, staring at the man like he was some kind of ghost.

Mishin's blue eyes grew sad. "So you knew," he sighed, setting a gloved hand on the seatback he was leaning against. In his hand was a gun, matte black and deadly. "I was hoping you were an innocent."

Gabrielle's eyes grew wide at the sight of the pistol. "I am! Oh, Alexander, I didn't know. Really…" She clawed at the door handle, but realized it was locked. Her body shuddered with panic. Her scalp was on fire, yet her hands and feet felt cold as ice. "Jesus, Alexander, please don't…"

Tears welled up in her eyes. "I didn't know, I swear. I didn't know!"

Alexander ran his fingers through his styled blonde hair. The gun disappeared. "Christ, Gabbie, I'm not going to kill you, although I'm angry enough that I could." She whimpered. "But I may ruin your career, and for a gal like you, I think that may be worse, yes?"

"What do you want, Alexander? I'll do anything."

He grinned, although no mirth touched his piercing blue eyes. "I know you will. Here's what I need you to do…"


Models and Super Spies Ch. 11

Chapter 11: F-A-N-T-A-5-I-A

Ilena Petronov had been looking forward to a night with Alexander Mishin. Like old times, back when she'd first come to work for the man as a live in mistress. She knew men like Alexander were incapable of settling down with just one woman, but that didn't stop her from dreaming.

She'd grown increasingly worried for the man, despite his assurances that everything was going to all right. She'd suspected that Erin Small wasn't on the straight and narrow; she'd never liked the supermodel-turned-club-owner. But a prostitution ring? A blackmail list that could ruin Hollywood? And now the CIA was involved?!

Ilena wasn't stupid. She knew Alex was a lot more than a simple businessman. Anyone who hired a housekeeper with the requirement of being proficient in surveillance equipment had a lot more below the surface than he let on. This intrigue just went deeper than she suspected even Alex was prepared for.

The plan had been for her to attend the gala as a rich, Russian socialite and buy him at whatever cost. The two of them would follow Liz Hawkins and her party, track the data feeds wherever they were, and pinpoint the location of the blackmail list. It would be easy. After that, they'd spend the rest of the night together, roleplaying out the situation of auctioned and auction-winner.

But then Alexander had to go and let his hormones take control. Just as she thought she could outbid the sassy blonde, her employer went and scratched his jaw. Plan B was in full effect. Roy would follow the information. Ilena would back off and let the young playboy have his fun.

Back in Russia, Ilena's father had owned a private security company. Despite her father's concerns about letting his only daughter get mixed up in the intrigue of the spy world, she'd learned everything she could about what he did. She'd learned about security systems and the jargon of spies. She'd learned how to not be tailed, and how to tail without being seen. And most useful of all, she'd learned to trust her instincts.

On that fateful night following the gala, Ilena's instincts were screaming not to trust the blonde who'd been bidding on Alexander.

She'd found Roy and relayed to him that they were on Plan B, then followed her employer and the newcomer.

They'd left quickly, but the limo took the scenic route back to Mishin's mansion. Ilena was sick to her stomach with anxiety. That suspicious feeling she'd developed as the short-haired blonde bid Alexander's price tag up grew worse with each passing moment, but she'd remained cautious, giving them a few moments of leeway as they pulled into the Mishin estate.

By the time Ilena had arrived, the front door was still open and she could make out shadows inside the doorframe. "Why?" she'd heard her employer ask. Quietly, Ilena had extracted a foldable asp from her purse.

She hadn't liked the woman's laugh. "You're redundant, Mishin my dear. I'm afraid you've outlived your usefulness." Ilena had extended the asp without a sound.

"God, it's such a pity to lose such a fabulous male specimen." Ilena had been able to get close enough to see the near naked woman straddling Alex's prone body. Fucking him. And she'd seen the needle in her hand, wavering above them.

"Look, we can talk about this." It had been so strange to hear fear in Alexander Mishin's voice.

"No more talking." The blonde assassin actually got off on it. "Oh, baby, YES!" The needle had danced higher; Alex's breath had caught, a scream barely held in check.

"Oh baby, no," Ilena had shrieked. Moving like a pouncing lioness, she'd stepped into the house and had cracked the blonde's wrist with the tip of the portable cudgel. Before the needle even had a chance to skitter across the floor, Ilena had swung again. Right across the bitch's head.

"Took you long enough!" Alexander had joked in Russian. Ilena just rolled her eyes as they cleaned up the mess, stuffed the would-be assassin into Alexander's Range Rover, and got the hell out of Beverly Hills.

***

"Ilena, darling, you need some sleep." Alexander's soft voice sounded tired as well. She blinked, her mind coming back to the present. She was driving a "borrowed" Lincoln Towncar, driving it back to LA. She'd barely slept in the past 24 hours. Not since the morning before the gala.

Keeping her hands on the wheel, she looked over at Alexander. He was resting his head between the shoulder of his seat and the door jam, his unshaven scruff looking more ragged than normal. "So do you."

"I guess neither of us will be doing much of that for a while, eh?" He smiled at her weakly. "Pull in here. To the picnic grounds."

The rest stop on the outskirts of the city wasn't exactly empty, but it was anonymous enough. She navigated around the main building where travelers had stopped for a dinner of Burger King and Cinnebon.

A couple dog-owners were letting their pets do their business in the park, but otherwise, Liz was the only person there. The diminutive agent had reverted back to red hair that was currently pulled back into a high ponytail. She waited with her arms crossed, leaning on a picnic bench.

When Alexander got out of the car, the redhead's face lit up. Ilena watched with a tinge of jealousy as Liz threw her arms around Alexander and kissed him hard. She was used to the parade of women in and out of her employer's life, but it never got any easier.

"Well, hello to you," Alexander said as Liz broke the kiss. "What was that for?"

"I thought you were dead!"

The cocky Russian let out a short laugh. "It's going to take a hell of a lot more to get rid of me than a pretty pair of tits."

Both women rolled their eyes. "So did you learn anything from the assassin?" the agent asked, back to business.

"You mean this 'Emily Lester'? At first, she wasn't very helpful. But Ilena there… talked her into it." In addition to spycraft, Ilena had picked up on a few interrogation techniques over the years. Emily wasn't actually trained very rigorously, so getting her to talk had been fairly easy.

"Is she…" Liz hesitated, not wanting to ask what they'd done with the blonde.

Alex rescued her, shaking his head. "No, but she won't be troubling anyone for a while. We can deal with her when this is all over." Liz opened her mouth, probably to ask for more details, before he went on. "And this'll all be over very soon. Tonight, even. Vincent Silva's apparently planning to frame Trey tonight. At the Green Fairy Lounge."

Liz nodded thoughtfully. "Where part of Erin's list is being stored."

"Part of?"

"Apparently, Erin's database isn't in just one location, but three. The Green Fairy Lounge, Condo, and aboard the Solstice. They're linked in some way, none good without the other two. Also, there's an emergency fail-safe. If she suspects any one of the lists are endangered, she can draw them in."

Alexander scratched his unshaven face as he listened. "OK, now things are starting to make sense. Whatever's supposed to go down in that absinthe bar was going to make it easier for Silva to get at the list. Now I know why."

"She catches wind of our operation there and pulls the trigger on the fail-safe," Liz added excitedly.

"And Silva must know where they're all going," he finished.

"So it's easy. We stop Trey from even showing up." Ilena listened quietly, letting the two puzzle it out. She knew that wasn't a good plan, and Liz realized it only a moment after she'd suggested it. "But that could raise suspicions. I also have no clue where the fuck he is."

"Well, we know where he's going to be tonight."

Liz nodded. "Can you get me in undercover?" she asked.

"I'm way ahead of you. I've already called and made the arrangements with the club manager there. She's expecting Erin to be sending over a new girl to help with a private party tonight."

"My cover's a hooker?"

Alexander grinned. "I think you can handle it." Judging from the stormy look in Liz's green eyes, Ilena wondered if she was going to slap him. "No, you'll be a waitress, although I'm not sure you'll just be taking drink orders."

"When am I expected?"

The handsome entrepreneur glanced at his watch. "In about an hour. Think you can make it?"

She kissed him again and nodded. "I can. Thanks, Alex. Where are you going now?"

"I have to teach a supermodel some manners," he joked. "I'll be in touch. We'll rendezvous tomorrow."

***

Liz was instructed to enter the Green Fairy Lounge from the back, where an impatient Asian woman in her early 40s tapped the face of her watch. "You're late," she said sternly.

"I'm sorry," the redhead said, making an attempt at deference.

The tall woman looked unconvinced. "Come. Most of the party is here already. Do you go by Liz, or Elizabeth?" She led Liz through a short corridor and through the kitchen.

"Elizabeth is fine."

The woman gave a quick nod, leading her into a pretty luxurious dressing room. Three make-up desks lined one wall, opposite a closet lined with green dresses. A couch and a 50-inch flat panel television created a sitting area, presumably when staff was on break. The woman, who still hadn't given her name, crossed over to the closet. The hangers rasped metallically as she rifled through them.

"You're a what? Size 2?" Liz nodded. "OK, put this on." She thrust one of the green uniforms at Liz as she whisked by, rolling out a silver decanter with four spigots. It looked like a fancy coffee dispenser. "Have you ever used one of these?"

Liz looked around for a changing screen to hide behind, but saw nothing. The woman glanced at her, rolled her eyes, and said, "Nothing I haven't seen before. Go on, we don't have much time."

Cursing herself for acting bashful in front of this woman, she quickly stripped down to her bra and panties as she was lectured on the correct way to administer absinthe from what was a glorified water cooler. When she reached for the dress, the woman stopped and shook her head. "Strip all the way, deary. The girls downstairs don't wear anything but the dresses."

She couldn't be serious, Liz thought. Judging from the shortness of the dress on its hanger, it wasn't going to give her much modesty. Still, she could hardly complain on such short notice. The woman poured out two glasses of absinthe as the redhead dropped her bra and panties onto the rest of her discarded clothing. The woman gave her an approving nod, and Liz was proud of herself for not covering up.

Just as she'd suspected, the green dress was tiny. The under-layer was made of green silk that clung to her curves in ways that went beyond mere suggestion. It swept so low it barely covered her nipples, and was short enough that she'd come dangerously close to exposing herself if she were to bend over. Her modesty was only marginally saved by the gossamer slip of green lace that fit over the tight silk; it was still snug, but was designed to shift across her curves in ephemeral sensuality.

"Now the rules," the woman explained, handing her a glass of the absinthe. "You do whatever is asked of you. If someone wants you to pour them a drink, you do it. If someone wants a back massage, you give it to them. If someone wants you to suck on their cock, I don't want to see hesitation."

Liz's breath caught. She hadn't quite expected this, although she should have known. She'd been sent over here as "one of Erin's girls."

"Will that be a problem?" The woman took a sip of the absinthe. Liz did the same, tasting the heavy bite of alcohol beneath the licorice flavor.

"Of course not."

"Wonderful. And I don't think I need to remind you, but everything that goes on in that room stays there. Here at the Green Fairy Lounge, we pride ourselves on our service as well as our discreetness."

"Of course." The woman pointed to a shoe rack. Liz felt the arches of her feet hurt just looking at them. "I know what's expected of me." Somehow, she found a bit of energy behind her voice.

"I hope so. Now drink up, we're already late."

Again, Liz was led through the behindthe-scene corridors of the lounge. She could hear the low-dub synths on the other side of the wall, as well as the soft din of laughter and conversation. It took the redhead a few paces to get used to what must have been five-inch heels; the early signs of intoxication didn't help matters, either (and just after one small glass of that stuff!).

They descended a carpeted flight of stairs, pushed through a beveled pair of dark, wooden doors, and suddenly she was standing in the back of the Green Fairy's lower lounge.

Liz had seen pictures of the upstairs lounge: all exposed brick and post-modern minimalism. The small, basement lounge continued the theme. More a collection of nooks and alcoves created by exposed-brick arches, it reminded Liz of the chic version of a mid-century bomb shelter, although instead of raid sirens providing the ambient sound, that airy yet persistent techno beat set the mood.

They emerged into the back most room, part of the tight area acting as the bar, the other as a server stand. An incredibly attractive woman with dark brown hair and light mocha skin smiled at her as she loaded a tray up with an absinthe fountain.

"Miss," she said with the hint of a British accent.

"Jasmine, this is Elizabeth. She'll be helping you and Bri tonight."

"Welcome," Jasmine smiled. She was beautiful, Liz thought, with exotic, almond-shaped eyes and brilliant white teeth. "If you would, please grab four glasses there and follow me out." Definitely a British accent.

The girl – most likely of Middle Eastern descent – walked practiced and proud on her tall heels. Liz did her best to imitate her as they navigated through the narrow corridors. She wore the same dress Liz sported, although it looked even more scandalous on her long legs.

"Ah, yesss…" a woman sighed. Liz's ears perked up, but when she glanced in the direction of the unmistakable sound of pleasure, all she saw was the ruffling of a green, diaphanous curtain across one of the hidden alcoves. Shadows hid the rest. Jasmine's deep brown eyes sparkled when she saw Liz looking. "That would be Brianna."

Two well-dressed black guys were relaxing around a large, antique absinthe fountain – clearly more for decoration than use anymore – in the largest of the alcoves, although it was still only wide enough to hold the low sitting table and the padded booth bench. Liz flicked her grey eyes over decorative fountain; that was her objective. Inside, Erin hid the data server. One third of her blackmail database.

"Well, well, another beautiful girl joins us. Who might you be, honey?" The man talking had a booming voice, but his commanding aura went beyond just that. He wore a crisp, pin-striped suit and a matching bowler cap, reminding her of a thinner version of the late Biggie Small.

"Samuel Smith, I presume," Liz smiled. "You can call me Elizabeth."

"Well, Elizabeth, why don't you join us for a round." His voice was dominant, a true alpha male. And where that sort of thing turned her on coming from a man like Alexander Mishin, it set her on edge coming from a dangerous man like this. "You can show me how to work that thing." He nodded his head at Jasmine, who was setting a smaller fountain on the table between the guys. As she bent at the waist, her dark chocolate nipples slipped briefly into view.

Liz put on a brave face. She was one of Erin's girls, after all. "Show you how to work Jasmine?" she teased as she settled into Samuel Smith's lap.

"Now that's a fun thought," the black man chuckled, hooking one arm around her waist while the other began caressing her creamy thigh. "Maybe after we get a little bit more… lubricated." His hand slid up the inside of her leg. Her breath caught. "First, show me how to drink that green shit."

Making sure to remain seated on Samuel, she leaned forward and demonstrated what the hostess had just done for her. She felt his hands skim across her buttocks, barely covered by the thin dress. Again, her breath caught. Getting out of this mess was going to be an uphill battle.

***

Removing her rings was the hardest part of Alicia Kennedy's preparation. Sure, she'd done it countless times before for so many modeling shoots, but this was different. This time she wasn't pandering to the camera. She was pandering to another man. A man who expected sex.

The blonde model checked herself out in the mirror one last time on her way out. The short, black dress elongated her glossy legs. Atop four-inch stilettos, she hoped her date was tall. Tweaking her gracefully sloped nose, which was still numb from the coke, she took a deep breath and turned to the door.

"You can do this, girl." Alicia flipped her wavy, blonde locks over her shoulder as she gave herself a parting glance in the mirror. Fuck, this dress was short, she laughed.

She'd come a long way. A couple months ago, she was practically a no body. A dime-a-dozen model. The kind of girl that got married (which she'd done), modeled a bit (which she'd also mastered), and finally retired to live a "normal" life. But ever since leaving her small town home in Washington State, she'd known she wasn't cut out for that normal life.

Kids, a home with a yard and an herb garden? Some kind of fuel-efficient station wagon or minivan? Trey and her had talked about it, but she never could see herself doing that.

What was funny was that while Trey seemed all for that kind of settled life, Alicia always got the feeling that he was trying to convince himself, as much as her. He seemed perfectly cut out of it, after all. At least, if you read his file. She'd worried that his unspoken hesitation was because of her, and that worry had only made her try even harder to buy into the mundane dream.

As it turned out, Alicia's instincts were correct, just not for the reasons she'd feared. Turned out, he was a fucking spy! How the fuck had she missed that?!

The elevator doors chimed open just as she'd begun to work herself into a huff. Showtime, she supposed. Shoulders back, purse at her side, she exited like she was emerging onto the runway.

Smiling just twenty paces away was Vince. Holding a white rose. Alicia blinked, waiting for the illusion to disappear. Erin had said her date would be holding a rose. Why was Vince here? Why…

"You look beautiful," he said, leaning in to kiss her on the cheek. He smelled good. Manly. Her nostrils filled with the heady scent of his aftershave. He'd trimmed his salt-and-pepper goatee since the night before. He'd cleaned up, wearing a black suit and a pink shirt and tie.

"You look beautiful yourself," she laughed in disbelief. Was he really rescuing her? Again? "What are you—"

He shook his head quickly. Urgently. She cut off her question quickly. They were being taped. Must be. He was one of the men who'd gotten inside Erin's organization? He was working undercover? Maybe that explained the brunette the morning before. She suddenly felt so stupid.

"Where are we going first?" she asked, hoping whatever mics were recording them mistook her earlier question for this one.

He smiled broadly. "LA Prime," he responded. It was the restaurant they'd gone to just a few weeks before, when it was Alicia who'd asked him out on a date. And after that, she remembered, was the ballet. He'd set this all up!

"I love that place," she responded demurely, slipping her hand into his arm. "Very smooth," she whispered.

He beamed down at her. "And I guarantee you're going to love this evening."

***

As Trey followed the smartly dress blonde out to the cabstand, he was unable to keep his eyes off her body. The dark, pencil skirt clung to the curves of her pert ass and narrow hips, and a high slit up the back gave him quite a tease as her long legs swished in and out of view.



A cab driver materialized before them just as they got to the curb, smiling as he held the door open for Kelly. He gave Trey an envious nod as the young man followed.

"Where to?" he asked, settling in behind the wheel. "The Green Fairy, please."

The name sounded familiar to Trey, but like the identity of the blonde next to him, he couldn't quite place it. The cab driver pulled out into the street, the doors locking automatically around them. Trey didn't like the ominous sound.

"It's an honor to be driving for you, Mr. Dean," the cab driver said. Trey's eyes shot up, catching the driver's smile in the rearview mirror.

"How did you know my…"

Kelly touched his chest. When he looked into her blue eyes, he saw recognition there, too. They knew? This was a set up? Was he about to be murdered? Kidnapped?

"It's a shame we never got to meet before," the blonde said, snuggling against him. Her body was warm. She smelled good. "Erin pulled me off just before we were supposed to have our date. If I'd protested then, she would have become suspicious…"

At last, Trey's confusion cleared. At least a little of it, anyway. Kelly was C.L.O.A.K.'s insider in Erin Small's prostitution ring. Kelly was the woman that he'd requested. That seemed so long ago.

"Of course you did the right thing," he said, staring down at the blonde. She was so close to him. Her red lips were so kissable. She beamed at the compliment. Kelly wasn't an agent. Trey might be green, but he could tell that much.

"Sir, there's a package for you," the cab driver interrupted.

On the floor was a leather briefcase, black like his suit. "What is it?" he asked, popping the silver clasps. The cab driver shrugged.

Trey glanced wearily at Kelly, whose excited gaze was now focused on the briefcase. Should she see what's in here? Or was this for his eyes only? He closed his eyes and breathed, puzzling it out. If this was C.L.O.A.K.'s plan, then they had to know Kelly was the one to extract him from the hotel. They had to know she'd most likely be next to him.

"Not sure if you should see this," he mumbled, opening it up. Inside were the contents of a regular briefcase. Pens, memos, a couple sealed envelopes, the smaller of which had the name "Trenton Dean" typed neatly on it.

Trey glanced at Kelly one last time out of the corner of his eyes and opened the note.

Trenton,

You are posing as Mishin's seller. You will be meeting a man by the name of Samuel Smith at the Green Fairy Lounge. We need you to keep him occupied as long as we can, but at the very earliest, midnight, when I can assemble a strike team raid the club. Stall by any means possible. If he persists about "the list," there's a second, sealed envelope in the brief case. Do not open it yourself, and only give it to Smith as a last resort!

Kelly will pose as your personal assistant. She has been paid to handle any extenuating circumstances that may arise. In case something happens that she cannot handle, we've provided a contingency plan in the briefcase.

Good luck. Destroy this note immediately.

It was unsigned.

Trey tore up the note, which he'd been holding away from Kelly, despite her fidgeting desire to read it. He rolled down the window and tossed the little scraps into the LA night before going back to the briefcase. The other envelope was larger. 9 by 12, maybe, and sealed shut. He wouldn't be able to open it and reseal it, despite his desire to. Instead, he traced his fingers along the edges of the base of the briefcase until he found a couple hidden clasps.

Kelly stiffened beside him as he lifted away the false bottom. Molded into the bottom of the briefcase was an automatic pistol along with two extra clips and a silencer. So this was their contingency plan? Trey chuckled.

"What the hell is that?" Kelly asked. Suddenly, she wasn't so friendly. The cab driver kept staring back at them in the rearview, but mercifully kept his mouth shut.

"It's our 'just in case.' But hopefully, we won't need it." He glanced at her, wondering if she knew what they were getting into. Based on the way she raised one pale, arched brow, she had a pretty good idea.

"I got ya. So am I your whore, or do I get an alias or something?" she asked. The giddy excitement was back.

"You're my personal assistant."

Trey hadn't meant that to come off as sexual, but how could it not? The energy in this cab was as thick as a prop plane flying through a lightning storm. "I'm glad we finally get to be personal, Mr. Dean," she winked.

The cab pulled up before the non-descript door of the Green Fairy Lounge. "Any last instructions?" the cab driver asked.

Trey thought about it. The note hadn't indicated any, but having his own contingency plan wasn't a bad idea. "Hang around behind the club until 1:00. If we don't come out then, we should be OK."

"Roger that, sir. Good luck."

Trey took a deep breath as he stepped onto the empty sidewalk. He held his hand out to his "assistant," and smiled as she rose to full height next to him. "Thanks. We may need it."

***

After two more rounds of the powerful, anise-tasting liquor, Liz was definitely feeling the effects. About half way through their second drink, a third man joined them. The giant of a man who went by the incongruous name of "Slim" stumbled out of the alcove she'd passed earlier, tucking his pressed silk shirt into his slacks. He made the room look even smaller.

Liz caught the flash of a chrome-plated pistol dangling from a shoulder holster before he pulled his jacket on. It was another reminder not to let her guard down with these men. They were dangerous.

"Next," Slim announced with a baritone chuckle. Samuel and his acquaintance, a younger guy named Joshua, laughed. Joshua stood up, straightened his shirt, and disappeared around the corner.

For the most part, Slim and Samuel Smith talked between themselves. Jasmine settled into the large man's lap, who was just as handsy as his boss, although Liz got the impression that they were antsy to get this meeting over, and a little bit annoyed that "their source" was late.

"I say we split. I'm getting a bad feeling about this, Mr. Smith," Slim complained.

"Calm down, man, we have plenty of distraction right here," Samuel soothed, his hand wandering high enough between Liz's thighs that she had to spread her legs a little.

Slim shifted, clearly still uncomfortable, though he kept his hand on Jasmine's knee. "I don't know. We can get pussy anywhere."

"Yeah, but why go out of our way when it's right here, for the taking?" As he said it, he pushed his hand the rest of the way between Liz's legs. His fingers danced along her moist sex, drawing a quick breath from the redhead. "Open up, girl," he soothed, his voice like thunder rolling in the distance.

Liz did as she was told, exposing herself to Slim and exotic brunette, whose eyes were twinkling. "I mean, why would you want to pass up such a tight little cunt?" His stout fingers stroked across her smooth mound like a guitarist familiarizing himself with a new instrument. "This one's nice and wet."

Eddie pushed his index finger pussy. All Liz could muster was a low, breathless gasp. Slim began pawing at Jasmine full breasts, squeezing the pliable and unfettered flesh. "Weren't you gonna show us how to… work Jasmine?" Big Eddie asked as he attempted to introduce a second finger into her sex. It was too much. It was too big! Sweat broke out along her brow and the hazy redness of lust began to dull her vision.

"I'm sorry, don't let me interrupt." The voice was so confident it was nearly unrecognizable. For a second, she thought it might be Alex. Or even Vincent. When she looked up, she had to blink a few times before she believed it. Standing next to a stunning blonde in a power suit was Trey Kennedy.

***

Trey was startled to find Liz on the scene, although he was pretty sure no one detected that surprise. He was in full-on Trenton Dean mode now, and as he processed the scene, he did so like it was nothing out of the ordinary.

Liz, who'd gone back to her natural hair color, was on the lap of a handsome, black man fully decked out in pimp-wear – all the way down to the bowler cap. Her legs were spread, her dress was up around her waist, and the man had two fingers slowly pushing in and out of her denuded folds.

Samuel Smith was just as blasé. He removed his fingers slowly, like he was setting his silverware back on the table, and said, "You're late. And… you're not Alexander Mishin." Liz quickly shut her legs and readjusted her skirt. Despite what was happening, he got the feeling that the female agent wasn't in the most comfortable of spots.

Trey felt a third man emerge from one of the alcoves behind him that made up this warren that passed for a VIP lounge. He wondered how many else there were. He had to play this one very carefully.

"The name's Trenton. Trenton Dean. I'm here on Mishin's behalf. I apologize for the lateness; I was held up in traffic."

"Slim, search his case."

The large man sitting across from Liz and Samuel Smith sat up, displacing the exotic brunette in his lap. Trey set it on the table behind him and opened it, saying to the large man, "Slim?"

"I'll open it. Step away," the man grumbled, pushing Trey to the side as a grown man would a child. He opened it and rooted through the papers and pockets. For a split second, as Slim ran his fingers along the base of the case, Trey worried that he'd find the false bottom. But the moment passed.

"It's clean," he nodded.

"What the fuck is all that?" Samuel Smith grumbled.

Stupidly, Trey hadn't actually checked out what most of it was. Heat licked along his scalp in a moment of panic. "The contents aren't important. But I need something to carry my money out in." It was the first thing that popped into his head, and it almost worked.

"Your money? That's not what I agreed on. I thought it would be wired to your account, when I was satisfied."

Fuck, Trey thought. He felt so hot he could have melted into the floor. Wanted to. "For my employer, yes. But I'm not my employer."

Samuel's dark eyes were murderous as stared up at him. Even though he was the one standing, Trey felt like he was groveling along the ground. He glanced at Liz, who was watching it wide-eyed, as tense as a cat. "How much?"

Trey let himself relax a little. Allowed himself to slowly let out his breath. "Ten," he said casually, looking again at Liz, whose grey eyes seemed to urge, More. "And her," he cocked his head down at the redhead.

Samuel seemed to relax at the seemingly low mention of ten grand. Just how much was this deal supposed to be, anyway, Trey had to wonder. When Liz was brought into the deal, the gangster actually laughed.

"OK, Trenton, I can play your game. Ten grand and Elizabeth here for your list and your woman." Samuel's dark eyes devoured Kelly, who Trey had nearly forgotten about.

"Just you? Or you and your friend?" the blonde asked playfully.

"I like you," he said with a half smile. To Trey, he said, "Give Joshua there a half hour to get your money, and give Slim and I a half hour with your Ossie assistant." He looked her up and down lecherously. "Although I may need a little longer."

The guys laughed; Kelly shifted her weight from one hip to the other. Reaching into her hair, she released the platinum locks from her controlled bun. "You'll need more," she winked. The guys laughed even harder.

"OK, Joshua, go get the man his money."

Joshua was clearly a little miffed about being the odd man out, but he wasn't about to cross his gangster employer. He slouched off toward the stairs. Trey watched him go, realizing that there was actually a third waitress sauntering about. She was wearing the same, little green dress with the filmy outer layer, although her dirty blonde hair was a bit mussed.

"Brianna, dear, can you bring out a bottle of Scotch? This green stuff tastes like shit." The girl immediately disappeared toward the bar. "Elizabeth, why don't you take Trenton into one of those alcoves. Show him a good time."

He pinched her ass as she stood. The relief in her grey eyes was most likely genuine. "You've got about a half hour, Trenton. Have fun."

As soon as they pulled the curtains shut, Liz threw herself at him, kissing him deeply on the mouth. "Thank you," she whispered after the kiss grew slightly awkward. "Thank you for getting me out of there."

Outside, they could hear Samuel Smith comment loudly, "Now, honey, let's see your… resume…"

"We're not out of here yet," Trey whispered back, glancing around the small room. Padded benches lined the brick cubby and a low table of dark wood occupied most of the room. He led her into the back corner, as far from the gauzy curtains as he could, and dimmed the small gas lamp. "Why are you here?"

"Trey, Vincent sent you on this mission to fail."

Trey blinked at the smaller redhead, pulling her into his lap just in case anyone walked in on them. "What are you talking about?" He felt his voice rise a little in alarm.

"Shh, keep quiet. We don't have much time, so you're going to have to trust me here. I don't know what Samuel Smith thinks he's buying, but I can guarantee it's not what he thinks. At midnight, the FBI will be barging in through those doors, and they're not gonna know you're working for the good guys."

"Why not? And why the FBI?"

She made a patting motion in the air to quiet him down. "The problem with black ops. We're off the grid. And it's the FBI because this is their jurisdiction. Besides, it works out better if it's the FBI that 'figures out' that you're the double."

"The double? What—"

Liz covered his mouth with her lips once again as the curtains pushed aside. Their kiss lingered a few more seconds before the redhead pealed her lips off and snuggled against Trey's shoulder.

"Some drinks for the two of you," Jasmine said in her accented-English. She set an absinthe fountain on the table, offering a generous amount of light brown skin in the process. "Shall I pour for you?" The question was directed at Trey.

"Please," he replied deeply.

"Pour one for yourself," Liz added, surprising Trey. "I'm sure Trenton won't mind a little added company." Now that was interesting. The implications were pretty clear, but Trey was having trouble identifying a motivation.

Jasmine smiled. She had dark, playful eyes that flitted between the two of them before she settled onto her knees and filled three glasses from the dark brown absinthe decanter. Liz, playing the role of escort, began kissing his neck as the icy water from the spigots turned the clear liquid milky green.

She only stopped when the brunette handed them each a small glass. "Cheers," Trenton toasted. "To getting out of this evening alive and having fun while doing it." He felt Liz bury her elbow into his side, but was pretty sure the other, attractive waitress didn't see it.

"Cheers," the girls said in unison. Glasses clinked. Sips of the liquorish flavored alcohol were made. Liz reached out and threaded her fingers into the other woman's, and before Trey knew what was happening, the girls were kissing one another passionately.

Jasmine shifted up onto the cushioned bench beside them, easing her luscious body against Trey. Liz snaked a hand behind the other woman's neck and deepened the kiss.

This was a dream. Had to be. Jasmine hadn't shut the curtain all the way and Trey could just barely make out what was happening. Kelly was naked, sitting sideways on Samuel Smith's lap – much like Liz was in his – and whispering something naughty, no doubt, as she rubbed his ears.

Liz broke the kiss and redirected Jasmine's lips to his. Trey quickly forgot about whatever may have been happening outside. His nostrils flared, filling with Jasmine's buttery sweet scent. She pushed her soft tongue into his mouth. Liz moved to his neck. This certainly wasn't what he'd had in mind when he descended those stairs just fifteen minutes earlier.

A hand touched his cock through his pants. It swelled as the fingers pinched and caressed. When he felt the fingers shift to his fly, drawing it down, he finally found the will to pull away from Jasmine's electric kiss.

"Somebody's excited," she said, batting her long, curled lashes at him innocently.

Liz touched the hem of the other waitress's dress and caught her eye. They shared a quick and wordless exchange. "Let's give him a little more to be excited about," Liz nodded. The brunette floated up and off the couch, her manicured hands going to the straps of her green dress. Liz snuggled against him as they both watched. He felt her hot breath catch as Jasmine peeled her "green fairy" uniform off.

She had full, succulent breasts that swayed gently as she worked the tight silk over her wide hips. Each upturned swell was capped with a small nipple of dark, knotted flesh that extended longer than any Trey had ever seen.

"I think he likes it," Liz said huskily, surprising Trey yet again by placing her hand against the seat of his pants. The room was filled with the heady aura of sex and alcohol. Things felt lazy.

Jasmine's dress pooled at her ankles and the thin, Middle Eastern babe struck a pose. Trey licked his lips, his cock outgrowing the confines of his boxer-briefs as he swept his eyes along her graceful, hourglass nudity.

She had a belly piercing, like all young women these days, hers a delicate golden chain with a jade fairy hanging down her flat tummy.

"I like it, too," Liz added coyly as the other woman lounged back on the neighboring sofa. She opened her legs and let her fingers play across the trimmed strip of black pubic hair. Her otherwise cleanly shaved pussy lips were moist and open.

Dreamily, Trey felt his partner leave his side to crawl between Jasmine's thighs. Liz's already short dress rode up around her waist, exposing her ass. Her copper hair began to bounce. The brunette squealed in delight.

Liz's pussy lips tempted him. He could still remember the way her warm pocket of flesh felt around his cock. He rubbed himself through his suit pants, but didn't dare go further than that. Further and he'd be fucking the redhead's cunt. It would be a replay of last night.

Jasmine sank even further back into the plush booth, bucking her hips against Liz's mouth.

Trey once again looked out through the gap in the curtain, his heart jolting in unison with his cock. Kelly was sprawled across the table on her back. Samuel Smith was at one end, vigorously fucking her pussy as her head hung off the other. Trey watched as Slim fed his thick girth into her gaping mouth, sliding it all the way into her throat. As the two black men worked her over, she made sure her tits weren't neglected.

Trey licked his lips, looking back at the girls. Jasmine was staring at him with those dark, exotic eyes of hers. She beckoned him over with the crook of her finger. Trey couldn't pass up the invitation.

Climbing onto the couch next to her, the brunette unzipped his pants and pulled his cock free. Trey sat up on his knees as Jasmine ducked her head and swallowed him into her eager mouth.

As the brunette bobbed her head along his length, Trey watched Liz pleasure her female friend. For a small girl, the redhead had a long tongue that could spear into Jasmine's hole when her fingers were not.

Trey felt himself racing toward his orgasm. Things got hot. Difficult to breath. So wet. So good. The brunette knew how to use her tongue, swirling and swirling it around the crown of his cock. She began to moan, sending vibrations down his shaft that nearly did him in.

"Ngh!" Jasmine cried, her mouth popping off his spit-slick member as she came on Liz's mouth. She thrashed her head from side to side, spreading her legs open as she pulled the redhead hard against her pussy.



As Jasmine's orgasm subsided, Liz automatically switched her mouth from pussy to cock, swallowing her partner down into her now familiar throat. It happened so fast Trey couldn't even register a change. The mocha-skinned beauty had gotten him so close, he wasn't going to last long. The redhead knew it, corking her head in exaggerated bounces as her fingers jacked him firmly.

He looked down at her, running his fingers through her sweat-damp copper hair, and came.

***

Vincent was practically buzzing with excitement. A regular kid on Christmas morning. Dinner with the drop-dead gorgeous model lived up to the fantasies he'd been having since hatching this hair-brained idea. Things were comfortable. Intimate. It was almost like they'd never broken up.

After the light dinner, they'd moved to the ballet, mimicking their date when the whole saga began. When he'd agreed to take her out as a friend, it seemed like another life, not just a few weeks ago. This time, though, rather than seats on the orchestra floor, he'd purchased a central balcony. A very private central balcony.

"You've outdone yourself," Alicia whispered as they settled into their velvet chairs. The orchestra was in the midst of their discordant warm-ups. Vincent always liked the chaotic serenade; it was probably his favorite part of any ballet or opera. Having Alicia snuggled against him would be a moment he'd not forget for a long time.

"We both need a little break from… you know, everything…"

The willowy blonde wrapped her arms around his and nodded. "Yeah." She still hadn't mentioned her meeting with Trey earlier that afternoon, or the revelation that he was the "traitor." Hearing her say it – hearing her open up – would have shown him how far her trust had shifted in his direction. But he knew not to press her. It would come in time.

His eyes drifted down to her legs, crossed before her. They were long and lean, her dress offering very little in the way of covering. Soon, they'd be wrapped around his back when—

The orchestra quieted. The murmur of the crowd soon followed as the lights dimmed. The show began, although Vincent had a hard time concentrating on anything but those legs and the soft warmth of Alicia against him.

Half way through the performance, she caught him looking. She looked up into his eyes, followed them to her long legs, then smiled back at him with the quick bat of her lashes. That was all the invitation he needed.

Reaching out, he touched her softly with the tips of his fingers, tracing swirls along her knees. She shivered, whispering, "That tickles," as she nuzzled closer. He spread his fingers out, caressing her with his entire hand. Her skin was like silk beneath his palm. He slid higher.

"Better?" he asked.

Alicia nodded. His hand moved even higher. She didn't stop him. Throughout the next act, he gently stroked the area just above her knee with his thumb, gradually moving his hand higher up her thighs as the performance went on.

The ballet turned dark. Tragic. The primary ballerina was betrayed, her lover killed. Alicia turned her head against him, drawing in a quick breath of emotion. Vincent held her, his nostrils filling with the heady scent of her golden hair. He felt his cock leap in his pants, reacting to her closeness.

He kissed the top of her head, smoothing his hand along the generous expanse of skin. The violins skittered up two octaves, climbing toward climax. Alicia peeled herself back, looking at him with soft, tender eyes. The violins paused. Silence filled the gilded theatre.

Alicia's glossy lips parted. Her eyes went wide. This was the moment. Vincent seized it. His lips crashed down into hers. The music swelled around them. Their tongues sought one another. Their hands came to life. Alicia's found his erection, swollen and ready for her. Vincent found her breast, as soft and warm as he remembered.

"I want you," one of them said. Neither knew which. They kissed again. "I want you, too," the other agreed. The orchestra was a whirlwind of sound as the rest of the ballet played out.

Resting her head against Vincent's forehead, her breath heavy with excitement, it was Alicia that said, "I want you right now." She squeezed his cock hard through his slacks. There was no mistaking her intentions.

Vincent looked out off the balcony. The heavy velvet curtains and padded walls offered cover from the other balconies, and they were set far enough back from the stage that no one would be able to make out the details.

His mind was working a mile a minute as Alicia slipped off her chair and down between his legs. The theatre hall was enormous. This was as secluded as it got. But he'd lived a life of caution and secrecy. This was too—

"Fuuuuck…" he groaned as Alicia swiftly freed his cock and took it into her mouth. Vincent felt feverish as he looked down at the kneeling woman. He met her bright browns, his passion augmented by hers. She moved like a viper along his length, so quick her tight haltered dress shifted a little on her bust. He caught a hint of her dark nipple before she slurped off him.

"You were always an impatient girl," he grinned as she reached beneath the short dress and removed what appeared to be a very tiny pair of panties.

She leaned down and nuzzled her nose against his. "And you've been fantasizing about this all night long." With a soft kiss on the lips, she turned her back to him and sat back into his lap. Reaching between his legs, he felt her take hold of his cock and place it against her very damp slit.

Longer than that, Vincent thought as the blonde model teased him with her cleanly shaved pussy. She sensually undulated her hips like a stripper, stroking his cock flesh in her silky furrow, but not taking it in. He heard her breath catch. She looked over her shoulder, a couple strands of her blonde hair catching in her lip-gloss.

For a second, she looked like she was going to say something. A final tease. A moment of regret. Vincent didn't know. Her lips parted, her pupils shifted focus from one eye to the other, searching his face. Searching, searching…

"Yesss…" she hissed, her eyes fluttering shut as she guided his cock into her moist pussy.

"Oh, fuck," he groaned, clutching at the rim of the seat as the steamy sensation of Alicia Kennedy's sex nearly overwhelmed him. The blonde continued to roll and grind in his lap as they adjusted into a comfortable rhythm. The audience watched the final act of the ballet, oblivious.

When Vincent was comfortable he wasn't going to blow prematurely, he relinquished his grip on the chair long enough to find take hold of Alicia's bucking hips. "Slow down, baby," he whispered, forcing himself to breath.

She relaxed her pace until he was just slowly moving in and out of her. "How's that?" Her voice was strained.

"Better. For now, better." He let his hands wander. It was possible, maybe, that someone could happen to glance behind them. Someone in the front row. Or maybe someone on stage could make out what they were doing. But both were beyond caring.

The backless dress made it easy for Vincent to slip his hands under the sides and cup Alicia's apple-sized tits. They were perfect. Absolutely perfect. He found her nipples, hard to the touch. "God, you're so sexy," he grunted into her ear. She wore little diamond studs in each lobe, as well as a small, silver loop at the top of her left ear.

Alicia didn't reply, although her quiet mewing was enough for him. He began to grope her harder. She knew what it meant. Once again, she picked up the pace of her lap grind, although this time, she tried to minimize her movements in case someone got wise to them.

"Tell me when you're close," she said softly, her voice cracking a little.

"I'm close," Vincent replied almost immediately. He'd been close from the moment his cock entered her mouth. He was amazed that he'd lasted this long in her cunt.

"Uhh, baby, I'm almost there," she moaned. He did his best to hold his orgasm at bay, but he was fighting a losing battle. She fucked him for thirty more seconds more when he felt his balls begin to tighten. Alicia detected it, too.

Immediately, she was off him. Back down between his legs. Just in time to catch the first blast of cum in her slippery mouth. Her graceful fingers stroked his juice-slick cock as he came, milking him as she swallowed every drop he had.

When he had nothing left, she released him and he slumped down into his chair. Applause erupted all around him. Vincent wanted to applaud right along, but not for the ballet. He wanted to clap his hands for Alicia, who managed to give him something new when he thought he'd done it all.

The blonde smiled up from her position at his feet, the look on her face that of a satiated feline. Her right breast hung exposed from the side of the dress, the nipple still riggedly extended. God, she was an incredible lady.

"Thanks for the evening, Vince," she winked. "That was the most entertaining ballet I've ever attended."

She fixed her dress and he helped her to her feet. "Don't thank me," he said, drawing her into his arms. He could taste the residuals of his cum as they kissed. He didn't mind. "You did all the work."

She actually blushed. "I don't know what came over me."

"That would be me," Vincent said with a smile. "Come on, let's get you back to my place.

***

Trey felt empty in the aftermath of the threesome. He slumped down next to Jasmine, who was still recovering from her girl-on-girl orgasm. She reached down and encircled his limp member. She had a ring on her thumb, as well as a tiny tattoo of a butterfly on the inside of her wrist.

He felt himself begin to stir at her touch, but knew it would be a little while before he'd be ready to go again. And at that moment, he was not in the mood to go again. He remembered that this was all for a mission. This was all a show.

"I better get back out there, but this isn't over yet," she winked, standing and reaching for her dress. Her light brown skin glistened in the soft light of the alcove.

When she was gone, Liz – still resting on the ground – looked up at him bashfully. "I… had to play along. Jasmine wasn't sent in here just by chance. She was making sure that… you know…"

"That we weren't conspiring."

The redhead nodded. "Now, to figure out how we get out of here alive."

As Trey pulled his pants back on, he heard commotion out in the main room. Joshua had returned. And he was yelling.

"Time to go, man," Trey heard through the curtains. "Time to fucking go!"

"Calm down, Joshua. Calm down." Trey and Liz went to the curtain, opening it just a touch and peering out. Samuel Smith was on his feet, zipping up his pants while a tired-looking Kelly lounged at his feet, still naked. "What are you talking about?"

"The Feds. They're on the way."

"How…" Both sets of eyes turned in Trey's direction. He felt the blood drain from his face. Oh shit. Slim materialized with his automatic drawn. "Check that briefcase again. Go through all his shit," Samuel barked as Slim advanced on their little alcove.

"Get out here, Trenton. Make this easy on us and we'll make it easy on you." The words were reasonable, but the mobster's voice was not. This wasn't going to end well for him. He shot a glance at the briefcase, where his weapon was. Slim moved closer. He looked over at Liz, whose eyes were as wide-eyed as his. They were cornered. They had no outs.

Slim ripped the curtains to the side and grabbed Trey by the scruff of his neck. The red-haired agent came tumbling out, his trousers ripping along his left knee. Pain seared up his body. Adrenaline began to kick in. So did his training.

It was automatic. Even before he could fully realize the situation around him, he lashed out with his other leg. A clean sweep. Text book. Slim crashed to the ground next to him, his gun skittering into a darkened alcove.

Rolling away from the large goon, he decided to go for the briefcase. The gun inside was his only hope. He glanced over his shoulder, where Samuel was just comprehending what was happening, his big eyes blinking in disbelief.

Trey knew it was now or never. He crouch-ran across the room. Toward his briefcase. His mistake was not looking ahead. Of keeping his eyes on the gangster. Of forgetting the third man present.

Sharp, white pain crashed through his skull. He turned his head. Too late. Joshua was above him, Trey's own automatic brandished in his hand. "This what you looking for?" the young thug asked, pistol-whipping him again. Trey felt hot blood along the side of his face as he sprawled out along the ground. He felt a boot dig into the soft spot between his shoulder blades.

"I found orders, Mr. Smith. In the case. Whoever the fuck this guy is, he's not on our side," Joshua's voice swam above him like sound through the deep-end of a neighborhood pool.

"Kill him, then let's go," Samuel growled. So nonchalant. So cold. Trey felt the chilling pressure of the gun against his temple. So close to his ear, he could hear the hiss of metal sliding along metal.

It never dawned on him that this was it. That this was the end. Like this. In the basement of a bar, at the hands of an enemy he hardly knew – could care less about. He felt the automatic's mechanisms begin to work. A barely audible hasp. Oh God. Oh FUCK!

"STOP!" The voice that rang out was strong. Commanding. Trey could feel Joshua's hesitation through the barrel of the gun. He wasn't a praying man, but for a moment, he felt blessed. "If you pull that trigger, you'll never get out of here alive."

The voice was refined. British, maybe, with a hint of something else. Trey's mind was slow, but not that slow. The voice of his savior was Alexander Mishin.

"You're—" Samuel began.

"I am. Now grab your things and let's go. The Feds'll be here in two minutes."

"Why should I trust you?"

"Do you have any other choice?" Alexander shot back, clearly impatient.

Trey opened his eyes and was treated to a view of Joshua's polished, wing-tipped shoes. His vision was blurry from the blows to the head and the absinthe still swimming through his brain, but he was able to focus enough to see Liz creep up to the fire alarm. A moment later, the ear-piercing siren consumed washed out everything else.

Trey felt the gun leave his temple. He felt, more than heard, footsteps all around him. Panicked footsteps. Liz rolled him over, hoisted him to his feet. There was shouting upstairs. "FBI! FBI!"

"Time to go, cowboy," Liz hissed in his ear. Mishin and the gangsters were gone. Kelly was franticly pulling on her business suit. The other waitresses were cowering.

He stood, a little off balance. He felt woozy, but quickly understood the urgency of the situation. Liz glanced at the antique absinthe fountain that dominated the center of the room, her face one of regret. She gave a short, nearly imperceptible shake of the head and hauled him out the back.

"I have a cab… waiting…" Trey managed to say through his splitting headache. The alarm bells weren't helping.

"Good boy. Looks like something I taught you stuck." She collected Kelly on her way out, whose blue eyes were wide with shock and disbelief.

Trey felt blood in his smile. He must have looked terrible. "Thank you," he whispered as they poured out into the back alley. He could hear the patter of booted running. They were closing in.

"You may be thanking Alexander Mishin, of all people," Liz whispered as they made a break for the taxi, idling at the end of the alley. "But no more talk now. There will be time for all that later."

Wiser words had never been spoken.

***

Something was wrong. Alicia knew it even before the phone call was over. She couldn't hear the other end, but she could see Vince's face. She didn't like that face. It reminded her of the old Vince.

"You OK?" he asked as he ended the call. He was driving along the freeway and she felt the car lurch forward as they picked up speed.

"Yeah, fine," he said, forcing a smile.

"Need to drop me off?"

He took his eyes off the road to stare at her. His eyes dipped low, sweeping across her chest. "No, I need you. I've… I need you." He sounded like he was going to say more, but that was all he offered.

The rest of the drive had her on edge. He took turns too quickly. He stopped too sharply. And when he finally parked, he slammed the door shut with more force than was necessary.

They were back at his home. Not her hotel. Not some place that had been arranged. His home. And this time, she wasn't going to be sleeping in the guest bedroom.

He tossed his keys on the credenza in the foyer, wordlessly leading her into the back of the house. She followed shyly, holding on to her clutch purse like a life line.

His bedroom was as sumptuous as any luxury hotel. Had always been that way. Silk sheets and full throw pillows. She glanced at it with a mixture of lust and unease. She wanted it but didn't. Could he really be a new man? Suddenly, she was having doubts.

"Are you sure you're all—"

His mouth silenced her question. He kissed her so hard their gums grinded. She felt the wall behind her. Cold on her bare skin. His tongue dove down her throat. Consuming her. "Mmm," she whimpered as he assaulted her throat. She rolled her head to the side, exposing more of her neck. He took it.

His hands were busy. They found her soft, braless breasts. Possessed them. He yanked the low front of the black dress down until both tits were exposed, squeezed together tight and high. His lips returned to hers as his hands returned to her body. Her waist. Her hips. Her tapered thighs.

Alicia felt her g-string being tugged free, removed for the second time that evening. Halfway down her thighs, he pulled so hard it snapped apart. She clutched Vince's heaving back as the animal in her lover took control. Again, unease and excitement mingled as one.

She hiked her left leg up, wrapping it around his back as he quickly fished his cock free. His large hand supported her thigh. She felt his dick push onto the soft opening of her pussy. Thrusting forward, he drove his rigid manhood into her like a butterfly being pinned to the wall.

"FUCK!" they cried in unison, their lips doing what was natural. Everything was wet and sticky. Everything was desperate. The stillness of the bedroom seemed to throb with their erotic fever. Alicia and Vincent rutted against the wall, too consumed with one another to realize the bed was just ten feet away.

Palming her taut ass, he held her up as her right leg joined her left around his back. His biceps screamed as he flexed them, bouncing her along his cock and driving her into a screaming climax. He slammed his mouth over hers as she moaned, drinking her ecstasy and finding some of his own.

Alicia felt as light as a feather as Vince carried her to the bed, his thickness still sheathed in her cunt. She flopped down onto her back, and her lover immediately went to work. He snarled, his face hard and domineering as she'd ever seen. She watched his jaw ripple as he clenched and unclenched his teeth with each heavy slap forward.

The blonde arched her back, grabbing her bouncing tits and fluttering her thumbs across the tight nipples.

"Are you close?" she asked, her voice hoarse from the unceasing orgasms she'd been having all night long.

He didn't respond, but his lips curled back in a snarl. He drilled into her furiously, so hard that her ass began to bounce on the edge of the bed with each withdrawal.

She closed her eyes and let yet another orgasm wash through her model perfect body. The world collapsed into nothing but feeling. The feeling of his veiny cock sliding in and out of her pussy. The feeling of his dark, wiry pubic hair scratch along her smooth mound. And… and…



"GAH!!" a man cried, somewhere in the distance. Somewhere above her, beyond her shut eyelids. Her pussy filled with liquid fire. The cum of another man erupted again and again into her. Her vision pulsed red with each deposit. A red strobe. A red ring. Ring. Ring.

"What the fuck is it?" she heard Vince's harsh voice ask.

Alicia opened her eyes, confused. Blinking back the sweat and tears. The overflow of emotion. He was still inside her, his cock still hard as steel. Naked, he held the phone to his ear. God, he was sexy.

"You're kidding me!" Alicia could see him grind his teeth. The old Vince was definitely back. He yanked his cock out of her like he was suddenly disgusted. "Fuck. OK, I'm coming down there. Don't touch a goddamn thing."

"What?" she asked meekly as he flipped his phone shut.

"A hiccup, that's all. But I need to go." His voice was once again soft, but she wasn't buying it. Not with those hard eyes. "Stay here for the night. I'll try to make it back by morning but…" He shook his head. He wasn't coming back by the morning. Something had gone horribly wrong.

"OK, I'll… I'll be here."

He bent down to kiss her. She wanted to pull away for a moment, but knew not to. Suddenly, it was only fear she felt. Not passion. He frightened her, just as he'd always frightened her at the end. "Thanks for tonight. It was more than I could have imagined."

He was gone not five minutes before she went for her purse and downed two blue painkillers. She cried herself to sleep.

***

Erin Small locked the heavy oak doors that led into her two-floor private suite, aboard the Solstice. The smell of fresh paint and new construction greeted her. The attractive 37-year-old paused just inside the doors, admiring her latest and greatest achievement.

The first floor of the suite – or luxury "cabin," she guessed was the correct, nautical term – would have felt right at home in the most affluent sections of the Titanic. Brass fixtures and polished mahogany dominated the 1500 square-foot space. The entire back wall curved along the contours of the ship's hull, formed out of floor-to-ceiling glass. It would afford a majestic view of the ocean, high up on the bow.

The center of the room was dominated by a ring of plush, white sofas and a large, crystal chandelier that would provide most of the lighting in the evenings and late nights. A bar lined the left wall, and floating staircase walked up the left.

Erin's vivid imagination filled the room with the laughter of her most exclusive guests. She imagined her suite to be the most private of private parties. Beautiful men and women lounging on the sofas or chatting near the panoramic windows. In her ears, the casual chit-chat turned to the satisfied sighs and moans of those same beautiful people doing what they do best.

The grand opening, the summer's solstice, would be so much fun. She hadn't had a good orgy in a while.

But right now, she had other matters to attend to. She shook her head and moved gracefully across the room to the stairs. Her heels click-clacked on the rich wooden risers as she ascended into her bedroom, which by design had no doors.

This was the highest point of the entire ship. The floor-to-ceiling windows extended 360 degrees around the room. Docked and dark, Erin could see the lights of LA in the distance, and it was just as beautiful as she'd imagined. During the opening, the lights of the ship would only add to the magic.

Unlike the suite below, the center of the space was roomed off, although at Erin's insistence, she'd used horizontal, wooden blinds for the partitions, so she could lie in bed and still be able to see out the windows. Right now, the blinds were closed, which served her current purposes well.

Using an encrypted keycard, Erin Small entered the inner most sanctuary of the vessel: her bedroom. Most of the room was just that, a king-sized bed made-up in rich, black sheets – the highest thread-count money could buy. Moving quickly now, as though time suddenly was of the essence, she moved to the nightstand to the left of the bed.

She used the keycard again, the lock disengaged with a high-pitched beep and click. Within wasn't her light reading material, or her collection of toys, or her cache of illegal drugs. All of that was on the other side. No, within this drawer was something so much more important. The fail safe server, which she'd hoped not to have to use.

Gabrielle Dubois had come to her earlier that evening. "Vincent is acting strange. I think that he's up to something tonight." It was all she'd said, but it was enough. Erin had suspected Vincent Silva of something for the past few weeks, but couldn't quite put her finger on what.

Two hours later, the news of the raid on the Green Fairy Lounge had come in. It was the FBI doing the raiding, which Vincent had been warning her about for months, but something didn't quite add up. She checked the tapes prior to the raids, recognizing two of Vincent's agents on the premises.

And that's what had brought her here. The agents who she knew by the names of Trenton and Elizabeth Dean (although the woman now had red hair, she'd never forget such a stunning body) had fled, along with Alexander Mishin, of all people, but she knew that the integrity of that portion of her database was in jeopardy.

Inside the nightstand, left of the king size bed, was a very basic computer console. The screen was small, about as large as the recessed keyboard below it.

As the nightstand slid open, the computer whirred to life. Red light illuminated each of the keys, bathing the dark bed-chamber in soft scarlet. A blinking cursor on the monitor flicked on, flashing quickly, in time with her racing heart.

She hesitated. Entering the password would bring all three databases together, for the first time in its four years of existence. Some of the most damning evidence the world has ever seen would be collected in one place, and the servers they'd previously resided on would be wiped clean. It was going to be a pain in the ass to get it all back into a secure state, but she knew as it stood at that moment, it was far from secure.

She was the only one who knew the password, and no one would be accessing it without that password. And to even attempt to do that, they'd have to gain access to this room. So it was pretty safe, she told herself.

Her fingers shook a little as she reached out for the keyboard. "Do it," she hissed, calling to mind the image of Vincent Silva on the scene at the Green Fairy, lifting the server out of its hidden spot in the antique decanter. That was all the motivation she needed.

F-A-N-T-A, she punched in before pausing. Someone was trying to betray her. The FBI's raid was proof enough of that. If not Vincent, then who? Surely not Gabrielle Dubois, the supermodel whom she'd given everything for. Vincent would have her believe it was Alexander Mishin, although even now she was having trouble believing it was the hapless playboy.

One thing she was sure of, though. Whoever it was would be making their move in two nights. At her party to end all parties. The longest day of the year. The Solstice's grand opening. She'd be prepared, but first, she needed to be secure.

5-I-A, she completed – fanta5ia. She'd created a world to her liking, and no one was going to take that away from her.

The computer beeped twice, rapidly, then went blank. Erin's heart froze for a moment, worried that something had gone wrong. Then the progress bar appeared across the monitor, swiftly moving from left to right. The parts were being gathered, her data was being secured.

She breathed easier, flopping back onto the bed as the drawer of the console closed automatically. "And I thought all the excitement in here would be in two days!" she laughed to herself.

On the ceiling was a mirror, reflecting her dazzling self. It reminded her what this bed was intended for, and that it wasn't yet christened. Time to do something about that, she laughed, rolling over to the phone. Good thing Gabrielle was only a few hundred yards away…


Models and Super Spies Ch. 12

Chapter 12: Tomorrow

"This is it. This is what it's all been leading up to." Vincent Silva, director of C.L.O.A.K., paused for dramatic effect, looking around the briefing room of black op special agents. Everyone in the room was off the books. They'd sacrificed their rights for the good of the country, and they were prepared to sacrifice their lives.

Trey Kennedy and Liz Hawkins shared a quick glance. They were the only ones that spotted the irony of Vincent's statement. Everything certainly had been leading up to "this," just not the way the operatives knew it.

"Alexander Mishin has made his move." The screens behind the handsome older man lit up with pictures of another handsome man. Alexander Mishin had one hand in his pocket as he looked over his shoulder. He could have been a Bond-villain with those faded aviators, his black, week-old beard, and his bleached and styled blonde hair. Vincent Silva couldn't have picked a better scapegoat.

The screens switched to a few images taken from the basement of the Green Fairy Lounge. Mishin was there in his black suit and faux hawk, his arm thrown around the notorious Samuel Smith as he hurried the man out the back door. Huddled around the two men were several of Samuel's goons, armed with automatic pistols and hard looks.

"These were taken last night, on a foiled operation by Tango Number One. The African American man is Samuel Smith, an assumed potential buyer. Smith returned to Las Vegas and my sources have confirmed that he is without the list. Mishin is still at large."

While all of that was true, Vincent was leaving out several huge details. Again, Liz and Trey shared a look. They had to step very carefully from here on out. It appeared that their traitorous director wasn't aware that either agent knew the truth. He also didn't suspect that Trey was now fully aware that he was supposed to be set up as the seller. Mishin's surprise appearance had foiled that, of course.

Vincent ran his hand through his salt-and-pepper beard. He looked tired, his eyes red with exhaustion. "I've got all my feelers out there. We're searching for him. One good thing is that Mishin loves the spotlight, so I'm guessing he's not going to stay hidden for long."

How are you going to spin this one, Vince? Liz thought as she watched him closely. Now that he knew Mishin was alive, his problems got more complicated. He couldn't simply pin it all on Trey; not with his primary suspect hiding in the darkness, waiting to strike.

Not to mention the matter of the list. Erin Small must have hit the fail-safe and drawn all the data in just before any party was able to extract it from the Green Fairy Lounge. That list could be anywhere now, although judging from the confidence hiding behind Vincent's façade, he probably knew where it was and at least had an idea on how to get to it.

"My guess is that he'll make his next move aboard the Solstice, tomorrow night. The nautical club will be making its invitation-only debut, just in time for the summer solstice, and the upscale party will be filled with potential buyers. It's something Mishin won't be able to resist."

Ah, now that makes sense. Liz tapped her lips in thought, this time resisting the desire to glance at Trey. He was a smart guy; he must have been following. Erin's ship was one of the repositories of the lists, as well as her personal residence. It made perfect sense that she'd moved all the data there.

"Agent Kennedy will be working from the inside. The rest of you are support." Liz nearly protested. She wasn't going? "I'm going to need all hands on deck for this one. The stakes are too high to fuck it up." Vincent glanced around at the small gathering of operatives, his dark eyes glowering. He wanted everyone to understand that failure wasn't an option. "Dismissed."

As the group filtered out of the room, the middle-aged director caught the attention of Liz and Trey and waved them over. "Meet me in my office in fifteen. I need to brief you on Trey's alias." There was more to it, Liz knew. A bead of fear rolled down her spine. Did he know that she knew? He couldn't…

"Yes, sir," Liz said, hoping her sarcasm would cover her anxiety.

"Don't get smart with me, Hawkins," Vincent said with a smile, a crinkle in the corners of his eyes. That smile was a good thing. The man was overconfident. And if he was overconfident, then he probably wasn't picking up on the clues.

***

Vincent Silva leaned back in his chair and shut his eyes. Alicia with her flowing blonde hair filled the space behind his eyelids. Alicia and her soft, brown eyes. Last night had been incredible. Until they were interrupted, it had been as good as he'd dreamed it would be. Better.

She'd matured in the five years since they'd last been together. She'd gone from a naïve girl to a mature, young woman. What amazed Vincent the most, however, was that despite being in the modeling business for close to five years – not to mention the last couple months – she was still as genuine as she'd been when he'd first bumped into her at a mutual friend's house party, so many years ago.

And the sex. She'd certain gotten better at that! The Alicia he'd known before was tentative and inexperienced. The passion was there, but the experience wasn't. Now, Christ could she fuck. She knew how hot she was, and more importantly, she knew exactly how to use it.

Five years ago, she'd never have fucked him at the ballet, in public. She'd never have used his cock like a dildo, rubbing the crown along her baby smooth mound…

"Vincent, you ready for us?" Liz's voice interrupted him from his revelry. He sat up in his chair, like someone had walked in on him jerking off. He wasn't used to abruptness like that. Emily was always there to give him at least a little forewarning.

And thinking of Emily turned his thoughts to Alexander Mishin: the perpetual nail right in the arch of his foot. The harder he tried to stomp it out, the more it hurt back. Now, the man knew he was being hunted. That couldn't be good.

"Come on in," he said gruffly, waving to the two.

Trey was looking more thunderstruck than ever. He'd been pretty much a zombie through their briefing. His vacant look hadn't faded yet. Last night must have been traumatic. According to Liz's report, the gangster, Samuel Smith, nearly blew his head off – would have, had she not stepped in.

Why the fuck was she there? If she'd stayed away and coordinated the raid, like he'd told her, then he wouldn't be in this mess. Vincent had been counting on the analyst-turned-agent's green-ness to get him into trouble. He was supposed to have taken that bullet. Now he had two headaches to worry about, not just one: Trey and Mishin. He wouldn't let that happen again. This time, he was going to make sure Trey was alone.

"You did well last night," he said to the two of them, Liz first, being the heroine. No matter how good he was at spin, he couldn't deny her this bit of glory. And who knows, maybe a little praise here would help her slip up later on. "But our man got away. Trey, you're going to need to be perfect tomorrow."

"I think I should go, sir. I don't think Trey is ready to run solo."

"It's a good thing you're not making these decisions," he said firmly, shutting down any further protest from the redhead. "I'm pretty certain Mishin's going to be on board the Solstice for its debut launch. If the chance to rub elbows with so many celebrities in such a… decadent setting was not enough, then the fact that the world's most successful – meaning most wealthy and corrupt – business men will be there seals the deal."

"You think he's still trying to sell the list? Now that he knows we're on to him?" Liz asked, a little incredulously.

"I liked you better with the dark hair," he winked. "You're more argumentative with it red." She rolled her eyes. "I do think he's still trying to sell it, yes. I think he's got nothing else. In fact, after last night, he may be even more desperate. It's his ticket out of here."

"But aboard something so public?" she pressed.

"The Solstice's… solstice party," Vincent shook his head at the cheesiness, "is anything but public, Liz. The invitation list is more exclusive than a dinner party at the White House, and once it leaves dock, it doesn't return until dawn. Not to mention the charted route heads into international waters, where he may think he's safe." And where questions don't necessarily need to be answered, Vincent added to himself. For a group like C.L.O.A.K., the invisible border was pretty insignificant, but it would provide enough red tape that the CIA won't bother with a thorough investigation.

Trey asked, "So where do we come in?"

"Ah, yes. Here's your cover." He pushed the file across the table in his direction. "Liz is right, going solo is a risk, but that party is too exclusive to get her in. I'm hoping you'll be able to handle it?"

Trey nodded.

"Good. You'll be going in with the caterers. I need you to locate Mishin. That'll be your primary goal."

"Want me to apprehend him when I do?" he asked.

Vincent shook his head. "No, not at all. We need to know where he's stashed the list. So tail him. We have an understanding with the event manager. As soon as you locate Mishin, speak with her. You'll be reassigned to whatever room he's in."

Trey nodded. He hadn't said anything so far. "Good. You should be good. Should be easy. Not like last night. No one ever notices the help."

"So what's he supposed to do, once he finds him?" Liz pressed.

"Stay close. He'd hidden the list aboard the Solstice and he's going to sell it. Wait until we know where it is."

"I called that meeting in the other room for two reasons. One, yes, they will be support, but there's more. We have a traitor in C.L.O.A.K. A mole. I'm pretty sure it's someone in that room, and if my suspicions are correct, that someone will also be aboard the ship. If you see him or her, then it's imperative that you eliminate them, too. I can't have any more loose ends. Not like the ones we created last night. Understood?"

"What about my wife?" Trey asked.

Vincent reached down into all his training and put on the most sympathetic face he could muster. "We're doing everything we can, but it appears Alexander Mishin may have outsmarted us with her, as well."

It was like watching a train wreck. Vincent loved it. Trey's face went from blank and lost to withering.

"Vincent, I don't think this is the time to—" Liz began.

"It's absolutely the time! You know as well as I do that this life we lead doesn't always have a happy ending. Trey needs to go into the endgame with the facts."

The copper-haired man glanced from Liz to Vincent, his eyes rimmed with red. "How? Why?"

Unyielding, Vincent Silva removed a manila envelope from the top drawer of his desk and handed it to Trey. These would be the last few nails of the man's coffin. "Go on," he prompted. "You need to see them."

Trey's fingers shook as he pulled back the brass closure and removed the 8 x 10 glossies. They were prints from Alicia's night at the Green Fairy. With Alexander Mishin. Stills that left no doubt that she'd been fucked, and had fucked back.

Vincent was quiet, but inside, he was celebrating as Trey's face filled with rage and desolation. A man in despair was destructive. And right now, he needed Trey to be an atom bomb.

"Rumor has it Mishin has invited your wife to the solstice party tomorrow night." Vincent watched the other man carefully. He saw it there. Jealousy. Envy. Fury. "I need you to restrain yourself at first. I need to trust that you can do that for me, OK? A snake in the grass. You'll be able to strike. I won't deny that. But not until it's right."

Manipulating the emotions of men and women came easily to Vincent Silva. It's what had gotten him to where he was now, and what would get him so much further. Trey wouldn't be able to help himself; he'd kill Mishin before the night was out. Sending Alicia into the lion's den was a risk, but it was one he had to take. Mishin had already proven that he couldn't resist her. She'd be the death of him, and he had no idea. And if she saw her husband in a murderous rage, then even better.

"You're doing what's best for your country, and for that, I'm thankful," Vincent soothed, molding the man's hateful energy. Honing it like a weapon. Last night had been a debacle, but maybe it worked out better this way.

"I need you to maintain cover. No matter what you see or hear. No matter what. Understand?" Vincent's dark eyes glowed as he watched his scapegoat nod. Tomorrow was going to be fantastic.

***

"You're being set up, Trey," Liz whispered as soon as they'd left the C.L.O.A.K. compound. She'd swept her car for bugs, but made sure she wasn't being tailed by someone with a shotgun mic before talking.

"I know," he said quietly.

"You know?"

"This whole thing's been a set-up from the beginning. An elaborate plot for Vincent to steal my wife from me and ruin my life."

Well, there was more to it than that, the redhead thought, but she was still surprised by his acute awareness. "You and I are being manipulated. That whole thing with the gala – with Alicia bidding on Tony – was a deception. Nothing happened that night; was probably contrived by Vincent to get you…" One hand on the wheel, Liz ran her hand through her once-again glossy, red hair. "Shit, Trey, I need you with me tomorrow night. I need you alert and clear-headed."

"Those photos weren't a 'deception,'" Trey replied, sarcasm creeping into his soft voice.

"Trey, listen to me." Liz licked her lips. "Vincent wants you irrational. Needs you to be. You're gonna take the fall for him! Tomorrow night's a trap, OK? And if you don't snap out of it, then it won't matter what we know or not."

If Trey lost it in any way, Vincent Silva could spin it in his favor. Liz was sure of that. If Trey attacked him, C.L.O.A.K.'s support would identify him with the traitor. If he attacked Mishin, he'd be playing directly into Vincent's web.

The safest bet would be to keep Trey miles from that ship, but that would also tip the black ops director off. She needed to keep her knowledge a secret.

"I know." He stared out the window. "I know!" he repeated, finally finding some passion. "It's just… shit, Liz, my marriage is over! And right now, I want someone to pay. Alexander Mishin or Vincent Silva, I could care less right now!"

The redhead wet her lips. Vincent had conditioned him so well. He was volatile. As deadly as a suicide bomber. But what could she do? To go in without him meant failure.

So here she was, taking a risk. It wasn't until they were pulling into the hotel parking lot that Trey asked the obvious question. "Where are we going?"

Liz didn't respond. It was best to keep him in the dark. Just a little bit longer. She navigated the car up the corkscrew ramp of the tall parking garage. Thirteen flights of dizzying round and round. At noon on a random Tuesday in the summer, the fourteenth floor of the parking deck was empty. Well, empty save one other car.

A lipstick red Mercedes convertible.

"Do her a favor, Trey. Don't tell her you'll be at the party tomorrow night."

***

Alicia had woken in Vince's empty bed and immediately knew something was wrong. She was used to being instructed on what to do, how to pose, which way to look; the sensation she was feeling was similar. Look this way. Do this thing. Obey. Don't question.

There had been a note sitting on the bedside. She'd taken it, but was so eager to get out of there that she hadn't bothered reading it in until she was pulling out of the man's Larchmount home. It was sweet and non-consequential, just as she'd suspected it would be. All the right words there, hitting the perfect balance of romantic and reasonable. He'd changed so much in five years.

Then she'd remembered the snippet of his telephone conversation. The anger that simmered just beneath the surface. And the rage in the way he'd fucked her afterwards. She knew, deep down, that he hadn't changed after all…

The meet came through in a coded message, just the way Vince had explained it would. A noon-time meet up in an empty parking garage, attached to the downtown Carlyle Hotel. Not having anywhere else to go, she'd headed over there earlier to shower and freshen up, breakfasting on a cigarette and a couple pills.

By the time noon rolled around, she had a healthy buzz going on. Her body felt enveloped in a plush blanket, fresh out of the dryer. So when her husband stepped out of the car with a petite redhead, she felt she took it fairly well.

The blonde blinked behind her dark shades and glanced beyond them. They'd parked between her and stairwell, cutting off her only escape. She looked over, where the fourteenth story ledge gave way to another form of escape. Medicated, she wondered how long she'd fall.

"Don't even think about it," the redhead said firmly, her voice stronger than Alicia would have expected. There was something familiar about her, although that could have been the drugs talking. She'd been suffering from bouts of déjà vu for too long.

"I'm not, don't worry," Alicia responded, trying to match the other woman's confidence. "But maybe I'd be better off?" She turned her head to regard Trey, who looked just as startled as she felt.

"Because you think your husband's a traitor?" the redhead asked. It sounded false when the other woman said it. Once again, she felt that nagging feeling of being misled. "He's not, Alicia. And deep down, you know it."

The young model's heart fluttered as a breeze swept through their floor of the empty garage. She turned and paced away from them. Toward the ledge. She needed open air. She started to feel cornered.

"You can't trust Vincent," the woman continued behind her. "Listen to your instincts, girl!"

"It's too late," she said fatalistically. "It's too late."

She paused at the rail of the garage. The wind felt wonderful on her face. She glanced down. All the way down. Cars glided along the streets like ants in a gridded ant farm. Speeding up, slowing down, turning. Going about their business. Did they know her? Would they recognize her face in the newspaper? In the obituaries? Had she "made" it yet?

Her grip tightened on the railing. She hadn't. Hadn't made it. Yet. Her wedding rings were gone. She didn't even know where anymore. Didn't care.

"Don't jump." Trey's voice was closer than she'd expected. She could practically feel his breath on the back of her neck. Could feel his warmth.

"I'm not going to." She had more work to do. She turned, leaning dangerously on the edge, and looked at him. He looked sad. In her medicated state, she could admit that it was her fault, and that in turn made her sad. But it didn't change anything.

"I know you're not," he said.

"I'm sorry for what I said… the other day…"

He stepped forward. He looked ragged, but handsome. Trey had always been handsome, no doubt, but she liked his new look. She liked the scruff and the short hair. He shook his head, dismissing it. "Look, tomorrow… tomorrow may be the most important day of your life. Vincent's going to ask you to attend the Soltice's grand opening. You need to go."

He took her hands in his, tracing his fingers over where her rings used to be. "This feels like a 'goodbye,' Trey."

"You and I both know we've already passed that stage. We said goodbye a long time ago."

Despite her anesthetized emotions, Alicia felt a tear rolled down her cheek. "I'm not the same woman you married. The things I've done…"

"I know."

"You know…" She laughed pityingly. Of course he knew. He was a spy.



"No more guilt, Alicia. You're free."

"Trey, I love you." It came out fast, before she could bottle it away forever. And before she knew it, they were kissing. Passionately. Lovingly. Deeply. Both knew this was it. Both knew this was their goodbye.

"I'll leave you two alone," the redhead interrupted. "The hotel room here is secure. Be out of there by this evening."

Alicia led her husband – her soon-to-be ex-husband? – to the elevators. One last afternoon of fun. The way it used to be. One last chance to really make love to a man.

***

Liz watched them go. She always hated this part in tragedies, and she was the type who normally screamed at the on-screen couple at how silly they were being, and how they could work through it. But as her green eyes swiveled between Trey and Alicia Kennedy, she knew real life wasn't that simple.

She took the corkscrew ramp down slowly, letting herself ponder all the things that had come to pass, and all the things left to be done.

One way or another, everything would come to a head tomorrow night. Vincent would go for the killing blow, going after Alex and Trey in a final, desperate attack. If successful, he'd be untouchable, possessing a very powerful database and the reins of an organization that could fully realize that power. Tomorrow, he had to be stopped.

Liz hadn't had to show her hand yet, but she knew that at the solstice party, she wouldn't be able to remain hidden. Everything rode on tomorrow's mission. She needed to make sure all players were on board, and that meant another meeting with Alex.

The redhead shivered as she pulled out her phone and dialed in another coded message, this time to the handsome Russian entrepreneur. Last night, she'd seen him flex the full might of his command. It was scintillating. She ached for him and hated herself for it.

"Get control of yourself, girl!" she said aloud. This wasn't like her. She was never the type to get all wrapped up in boys and crushes. 'Weak in the knees' had never been used to describe any kind of emotion she'd felt. Yet there he was, his strong jaw and sharp blue irises, behind her eyes every time she closed them.

His response chirped back on her phone. Two hours. Her heart trembled. Two hours and she'd see him again…

***

Ilena Petronov watched Alexander read over the gold foil stamped invitation. They'd returned to his Beverly Hills home. Now that his enemies knew he was alive, there seemed to be no point hiding in a dirty motel somewhere, and the mansion's security was high enough to keep them safe for a few days, anyway.

"It's a trap. You know it," she said in Russian. She stood up and paced. She'd been feeling antsy for days now. She needed a cigarette but she'd smoked through her entire store already.

"I know." His Russian accent was stronger when it was just the two of them around. Less British prep school, more Eastern bloc.

"But you're still going."

He nodded solemnly. When he looked up at her, his blue eyes flashed brightly and he smiled in that way of his. "Why?"

"Because it'll be exciting!"

"Alexander, you were nearly killed two days ago! And he'll try again." Sometimes, the man could be so infuriating.

"Relax, my cupcake. I'm still alive."

Ilena rolled her eyes, started to stalk off, but stopped herself. "Maybe we should change the plan. I… I won't be with you next time. I can't be. And… maybe next time, you won't get so lucky."

Alexander's phone chirped. He looked at it rather than respond to her worrisome remarks. When he read the text, he laughed. "I seem to have more than one guardian angel."

"You think Liz can replace me?" Ilena asked, unable to keep the jealousy from her voice. She rose up, smoothing the tight black jumpsuit across her musculature. If he needed a hot little spy, she could fill that fantasy for him. As he watched, she reached for the zipper, nestled between her full breasts, and pulled it down a couple more inches.

"Of course not," he said, setting his phone atop the black invitation and leaning back in his chair. "Although I may need a little more convincing."

***

She undressed slowly. Sensually. Trey leaned against the doorframe, just inside the hotel suite, and watched his wife as though for the first time. So beautiful. Her back was to him as she pulled her blouse over her head. She had such great shoulders. Smooth, delicate shoulders.

Her back was one of his favorite things about her. It was like a sculpture. Venus on a pedestal, every line, sweep, and shadow one of perfection. She shot a coy smile over her shoulder, knowing the effect she always had on him.

Alicia released her blonde hair, letting it fall in a golden cascade of glossy silk. It splashed over her shoulders some of the perfection of that back. She gave a half turn. It was enough. He caught the flash of a breast. The rounded flesh, bathed with a satin sheen. Just a hint. Just a tiny sliver of soft flesh. He grew hard. Yes. Yes, it was enough.

Her skirt was short. Pleated. Saucy. It hardly covered any of her long legs. Legs used to walking up and down runways. Legs used to being flaunted. The skirt dropped down around her heels. Those spiky shoes that gave her a few more inches that she didn't need.

And then she was naked. His beautiful wife was naked.

"Just going to stand there?" she asked, smiling again. She stepped out of the skirt and floated across the room. She was high. She made him feel high. And Trey hated that feeling. The woman he'd fallen in love with had been a strong girl. An intellectual girl, prone to over thinking things. This blonde was…

…was beautiful. She stopped at the bed and turned. Tits and pussy. Tanned, even skin. And little brown nipples that were hard and high on the most perfect pair of breasts he'd ever set sight on.

"Come on, Trey. No more watching."

Trey crossed the room with purpose, opening his shirt as she crawled to the top of the bed and spread her legs. He left his pants at the base of the mattress, kicking them impatiently away as he crawled up with her. His erection dragged along the quilted top sheet, his balls felt heavy.

"God, I missed this," she sighed as he slotted his cock into her velvet pocket. He'd been with several women now in the last month, but none felt quite so right. None felt like home.

"Yessss…" Alicia hissed, running her sharp fingernails along his back. She opened her legs wider and rocked her hips up against him. He penetrated her slowly, easing in and out like they were new to loving. New to fucking.

His wife came quickly, locking a hand behind his neck and drawing his face down between her breasts. Never before had he been able to bring her to orgasm so fast. Like a miniature earthquake. She thrust her breasts up, offering them to his lips as she rocked her head back. A moan bled through her clenched teeth. Out her flaring nostrils.

Trey felt the walls of her pussy ripple and squeeze, nearly ending their afternoon quickly. Nearly. Where Alicia had apparently learned to come quickly, Trey had learned to put it off.

They turned over. Trey lay on his back, looking up at the blonde as she paced herself. He watched those perfect swells bounce with each undulation. Jiggle with each grind. He watched his ramrod-stiff member dip in and out of Alicia's bald snatch.

Trey's breath came quicker. He felt his orgasm finally decide to get up and start making its way toward the door. Alicia knew it, too, in that way that women had. She began to bounce a little higher. She began to fuck him a little faster.

Their skin grew wet. Sweaty. It slapped where it touched. The room filled with smacking flesh and growling lovers. "Ugh, ugh, ugh…" Alicia grew loud. She tossed her hair. Ran fingers through it. Held it back from her head as she moaned and cried.

Trey found a voice. His fingers latched onto her hips, helping her retreat from his cock. Helping her drive back down. Hard. Harder. "Harder, baby!" she cried. Or he did. Fuck, they both did. "Fuck me, fuck me!" a voice barked. His throat was raw. He grunted and groaned as the world faded away in a mist of red and pleasure.

"Yes, Trey. YES! CUM! FILL ME! CUM!"

"AH!" Incredible. Incredible. It was the best orgasm of his life. It was the most raw. The most intimate. It was like he was firing his soul into her twisting, tawny body. This was all that he had. This was everything.

And when it was over, when their bodies were cooling, naked and in one another's arms, he felt… empty.

***

The meet-up had been set beneath an underpass on the shadier side of town. Not the most original, but it was effective enough on such short notice. Liz couldn't trust any of her usual spots; no telling what Vincent had staked out.

She traveled by cab, and when she arrived Mishin's car was already there. She was a little surprised to see that it was something as flashy as a black, stretch limousine, but then again, she wasn't sure what else to expect from the playboy.

Thanking the cab driver, she paid him a hefty tip to forget about the trip before exiting. She waited until he was out of sight before she crossed the street and knocked on the glass of the limo.

The window rolled down and the handsome Russian was there in aviators and an askance fedora. "May I help you?" he asked with the flash of his white teeth.

"Open up, Mr. Timberlake," Liz laughed.

"How can I trust you?"

"I'm about the only person you can trust. Now open up before I draw too much attention!"

The door popped open and he moved inside, making room for her. "Can I fix you anything?" he asked, swirling a martini in his hand. His dark brows bounced over his mirrored sunglasses.

"Do you take anything seriously?" she asked.

"Not many. But that's why all the girls adore me, yes?"

Liz rolled her eyes, refusing to admit that what he said was true. "Let's get business out of the way, first."

"I like the way you phrase things, Ms. Hawkins. So what is this business all about?"

Liz related Vincent's plan, the one he'd given to the rest of C.L.O.A.K. that morning, as well as how he was intending to eliminate all loose ends tomorrow night. "Loose ends mean you, Alex. You and Trey."

The entrepreneur was nearly finished with his martini. "Are you worried for me?"

How could the man be so blasé about this? It was his life on the line, and yet all he did was sit there and grin like an idiot. She forced her gaze out the tinted windows. She couldn't look at his smug face, no matter how handsome it was.

She was surprised to see the city recede behind them as they flew up Route 101. The sun was blazing over the sparkling, blue ocean. It looked like a blanket of diamonds in nature's jewelry store; a place Liz could only ever hope to window shop.

"Where are we going?" the redhead asked abruptly.

"Palm Springs," Alex whispered softly into her ear. Liz jumped, not expecting him to be so close. "I have a place there, off the books. It'll be safe."

"Safe?"

"No one knows about it. Some think it may be prudent to lay low for the next day." As he said it, he looked up into the front of the limo, where Ilena was driving. She didn't acknowledge him. "I think that we all need to relax a little. Conserve our strength and get our minds focused."

He kissed Liz's exposed neck, sending a shiver through her body. His motives, she suspected, had nothing at all to do with conserving strength. She sighed, tilting her head to one side and giving him unfettered access to her throat. He took it, nibbling down her jugular as his hands slipped around her. They cupped her full breasts with the same self-assurance he exhibited in everything.

Outside, the coast continued to roll by. She'd never fucked in a moving vehicle. This could be fun.

Turning, her lips sought his. She pulled him close, tugging on his ears as her tongue snaked into his mouth. He returned the voracious kiss with fervor and she felt her outfit being dismantled. First the front few buttons of her blouse. Then the buttons of her tight, black jeans.

Liz found him hard through the seat of his trousers. Her pussy twitched at the memory of the way he'd taken her the last time. The way he'd dominated her with that cock. She needed him badly. But he had other plans.

He tugged her jeans down her lean thighs, yanking them impatiently over her ankle-high boots. They'd been low enough that she hadn't bothered with panties, something she was now thankful for. Less to remove to get to the good stuff.

Alex pushed her back along the bench seat of the limo. She could still see the ocean whiz by, but she was suddenly more caught up in the man crawling down between her thighs.

Draping her legs over Alex's broad shoulders, she wondered if he ate pussy like he fucked. He leaned forward, piercing her compact lips with his stiff and slippery tongue.

He twisted his head, shoving his tongue into her quivering hole like a little cock. His scruff felt oddly reassuring against her bare skin, although even without it, there was no mistake that the person between her legs was a man.

"Ah!" she cried as he rapidly shifted his focus from slit to clit. She pushed her hips up, lifting her ass off the leather upholstery as she supported herself on his shoulders. His tongue went wild, slashing and swirling with practiced abandon.

Matching the dominating cunnilingus, she began to hump his face. Her palms were damp as they supported her taut body behind her, slipping noisily across the leather as she lifted herself higher. "Fuck ya!" she cried, linking ankles.

Alex's tongue went flat, lapping over her swollen button again and again until she couldn't take it any longer. "Yes! Ugh!" she cried, her voice cracking like the waves just outside the limo windows. Arching her back, she squeezed Alex's pretty-boy face between her thighs like the teeth of a nutcracker and came.

***

"You know, it doesn't go back to the way it was. It can't." Alicia's voice felt weak as she let it out. An exhalation that decided to make a thought. But it was true. Her life was all kinds of fucked up, and for good or bad, it had changed her. She couldn't go back to the way it was. The new Alicia didn't want to.

On his side, his hair rumpled from their love-making session, Trey nodded. His brown eyes were sad. "I know."

"Tomorrow, I need to go back to the new me." She kissed him softly, the merest brushing of lips.

"I know. And… it's important that you're the new you. Just... be careful, OK? You're a smart girl, don't get too caught up in the, you know, the scene." She nodded. She'd let the drugs and sex lifestyle seduce her, and while she enjoyed it, she knew he was right. She had to be careful.

"Will you be there? Tomorrow night?"

He hesitated for the longest time. Was this part of some kind of secret mission of his? Was that hesitation one of secrecy and spyness? "No, I won't." She nodded. "I've been reassigned. Too close, I guess."

"What are you talking about?" she joked, squeezing him against her. They laughed weakly at the joke. "You know, you're not the man I married, either. Maybe after this is over, we could—"

"Don't," he stopped her. "Just don't."

She nodded. "I love you, Trey."

"I love you, too." No more talk. They loved each other one more time. For those last few moments, they turned back the clock: a lifetime ago.

***

Erin Small watched the sun warble on the edge of the horizon, casting orange and red rays where ocean met sky. She held her flute of champagne up, letting light catch in the bubbly liquid before taking her first sip.

In twenty-four hours, the ship on which she was standing would be open. Her grandest entry into the world of club elegance. Nothing would stand in her way. Not Vincent or Alexander or those two agents. Certainly not the FBI. She was setting a course for international waters. This was a party that no one was going to crash.

Erin let the crisp champagne warm her pallet. She was all alone (aside from her tight security team), which is the way she preferred the evenings before the biggest of her parties. She needed time to think before everything got crazy.

Security had been instructed to keep an eye on Alexander and Vincent, who'd both been invited, although they were not to act on anything they saw. Simply report. Her list was secure enough. No one would be able to break the encryption, even if they managed to get to the server.

She wasn't going to let a little intrigue get in the way of her good time. No, tomorrow would be fantastic. The party to end all parties, as she'd started thinking of it. Certainly the party to end Vincent's parties, once and for all.

***

Alexander Mishin's cock drilled down into Liz's buttery opening, her moans hitting the walls with rhythmic ferocity. His body dripped with sweat. The muscles in his arms and legs burned from exertion. And he felt so fucking alive.

They were in the bedroom of his Palm Springs villa. The windows were open, allowing the fresh, night breeze to filter in from the wooded plot of land that surrounded the home. He took a moment to look up, watching the breeze ruffled the still water of his private, manmade lake.

"Fuck me!" Liz cried beneath him, drawing his attention back to the feisty redhead. He clutched her hips harder and obliged.

Liz's tight body was balanced on her shoulders, her legs stretched out above her where she'd wrapped them around his slender hips. Alexander was semi-crouched above her, using his body weight to angle his cock again and again into her smooth perfection. Each thrust was like a mini-squat. His legs screamed.

"AHHH!" he shouted gutturally, vocalizing the burn in his muscles. He didn't know how much longer he could keep this up, but Liz's burning grey eyes urged him to continue.

He'd already cum twice and his third was a long way off. The multi-orgasmic Liz was another matter. She was close. He could feel it in the walls of her cunt as they rippled around his member.

"FUCK!" he cried, his cock flopped free as he withdrew too quickly.

"Ah no!" the redhead whined before he was able to slot it back into her softness. She was so open. So relaxed. It was exactly the way he'd wanted to get her.

"Are you close?" he asked, feeling a trickle of sweat make its way across his nose.

"Uh huh!" she moaned, tightening her legs around his waist.

"Fuck baby, don't hold back!"

Seizing her full, flopping tits above her, she shut her eyes and came in a loud, ear-piercing wail. Good thing the next house was a mile away, he thought, glancing again out at the lake. Someone would have called the cops by now!

He crashed down beside her, finally allowing his muscles to relax. Lying prone never felt so good, even in his awkward position: on his stomach, ass propped up in the air.

Liz laughed breathily, slapping his wet buttocks as she regained her own energy. "That was good," she huffed.

"The best?"

Again, that laugh. "Sure, Alex. The best."

He smiled, rolling onto his back and reaching for the phone. It connected to one person – the only other person on the grounds. "Ilena, could you bring us some water? A pitcher will be good."

He hung up before she even said hello, although she wouldn't have been expecting anything but.

"You're still hard," Liz said, wrapping her delicate hand around his juice-coated manhood. It looked so small like that. How could a petite girl like her have so much energy?

"I am, but I'm fine with that for now." He didn't stop her as she began to slowly jerk him off; he hadn't had a good hand job since he was a teenager. "I hope you're more relaxed."

"For tomorrow?"

He nodded.

"You still haven't told me your plan," she pointed out. "How are you going to get the list? You didn't seem too upset when you heard that Erin had used the fail-safe."



He grinned. She was a bright one. Didn't miss a thing. "No, because that, my dear, is part of my plan." Her arched brows squeezed together in puzzlement. "I had our old friend, Gabrielle Dubois, warn Erin of the attack."

"So she knows that we're on to her?"

"She knows someone is, yes. But then, I think she's always suspected something's up. No doubt Vincent Silva's made sure of that. Now, we're all on equal footing."

"But it's now even more secure than ever!"

And then there was this. His master stroke. "You mean the database is now held in a secure location, under lock and encrypted key?"

She nodded once before she put it all together. "You have the key. And you know where it is!"

He kissed her. How could he not? She was beautiful in her pride. "Yes and yes."

"Are you going to tell me?"

Alexander could have lied. He knew that. He could have given her a false password and she would have believed him. Most of all, though, he could have saved the list for himself and his own power. But he'd seen what it had done to the people he'd trusted. In the end, the thing was more trouble than it was worth.

"F-A-N-T-A-5-I-A. Fantasia, with a five for the 'S.' Pretty clever."

"How did you—"

"Get it? I had Gabrielle slip a bug into Erin's bedroom aboard the Solstice. The server is in the left side nightstand. I've watched her access it twice already."

Liz kissed him hard and deep. "You're a genius!" Her hand squeezed harder around his cock. "How can I ever repay you?" she joked.

Ilena cleared her throat from the entrance to the bedroom. She was still wearing her chauffeur outfit, which Alexander had insisted she wear when driving them out here. He liked the way the pleats of the short black skirt looked against her shapely thighs and how the fitted white blouse accentuated her large bust. Like the sexy girl that she was, the brunette had unbuttoned it enough to tease them with the lacy black bra she wore beneath.

"Your water?" she asked, carrying a silver tray with a pitcher and two tall glasses on in. She walked with grace, balancing on her tall, chunky black heels.

Neither Liz nor Alexander made a move to cover up their nudity. They'd fucked openly in the limo all the way here, after all, and Ilena had openly watched them. Probably masturbated, too, knowing the Russian woman.

"Set it on the table there, my dear," Alexander said, turning to Liz. "I have an idea how you can repay me…" His lecherous glance at Ilena, who did a good job bending at the waist as she set the tray down, was filled with suggestion.

The redhead glanced over, getting lost in the "housekeeper's" deep décolletage. "What did you have in mind?"

"Well…" he laughed airily. "It's been a while since I've gotten a great double blowjob."

"You don't mince words, do you?" Liz laughed loudly.

"As a good friend once told me, 'life's too short.'"

Ilena glanced at them sideways through her long lashes, filling the cups with crystal clear water. She said kept quiet, although Alexander saw the hint of a smile on the edges of her lips.

"That's it then? Just want two girls to suck your dick?" Liz asked sarcastically.

"Well, my balls could use some attention, too."

Liz rolled her eyes, pushing him forcefully on the shoulder. He flopped back without a choice as she crawled down between his legs. Slurping his pussy-stained member between her lips, she gave him two quick sucks before pulling off and holding her hand out to Ilena. She didn't hesitate.

"Hold on, hold on," Alexander interrupted as she climbed up onto the bed. "Someone's way overdressed." He propped his arms behind his head leisurely and ordered, "Strip!"

Liz went to work on his cock as his sexy driver unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, shaking her wavy, light brown hair with each button. The lacy bra was a thing of beauty, encasing those monsters of feminine flesh.

The skirt went next and Alexander was treated with a view of Ilena's matching boy-short panties. "Is this OK? Or more?"

"What do you think?" he asked facetiously.

She sighed heavily, reached behind her back, and popped the bra off. Her fleshy tits bounced free, unfettered in their glory. Sauntered up to him, she slipped her fingers into the sides of her panties and slid pushed them over her rolling hips, stopping just as the top edge of her brown curls came into view.

"More?" she asked.

Liz, who'd stopped sucking, answered for him. "Yes…"

"For you, I'll strip," Ilena smiled, pulling the panties the rest of the way free. The full lips beneath her greatly reduced triangle of pubes were as juicy as a freshly pressed orange slice. Liz unconsciously licked her lips. Ah, such a good sign.

Ilena joined her between Alex's legs, the two beauties wordlessly communicating their roles. Liz went back to work on his shaft while Ilena bathed his balls with her practiced tongue.

"Ah, yes, ladies…" he moaned. He could have fucked all night, but this had him teetering almost instantly. They switched, treating him with new yet equally delicious techniques. But it was when they both went to work on his cock – each taking a side – that he nearly lost it.

"I think he's close," Ilena whispered to Liz as they met at the tip of his manhood.

"Think we should slow down?" Liz asked with a twinkle in her eye.

"With him, maybe," the brunette replied. She had a soft grip on the base of his cock and gave him a little squeeze. The two girls closed the hair of a distance between their lips and kissed. It was soft at first, both enjoying the plush caress of the other's touch. Then it got hard. Fast.

"My two angels," he sighed, each hand running through a different girl's hair as their heads bobbed and rocked against each other. They were the strongest girls he knew, and to see them so intimate was almost spiritual.

When they broke from one another, their eyes again silently communicated what to do next. Liz gave the briefest of nods before sitting back. Ilena climbed up onto Alex, facing away from him, and eased his cock into her familiar pussy. The whole room sighed as she adjusted.

It wasn't long, though, before he felt the silken locks of Liz brush his thighs. The touch of her tongue was next. It trailed lazily along his perineum and the lower half of his shaft before swallowing his exposed scrotum whole. Again, Alexander was on the brink.

"Jesus!" he cried as she rolled each ball with her tongue. Hips in hands, he bounced Ilena with the remaining strength he had in his arms, hoping to somehow shake the ravenous redhead off his swollen nuts.

She did leave, although judging by the way Ilena cried out, she'd simply moved her attention to the girl. It gave Alex enough time to bring his breathing and his lust back to controllable levels. He was prepared, this time, when her wet mouth returned to his balls.

"She's teasing us," Ilena mumbled in Russian the second time Liz's lips left him. "Mmmm… ahh…"

"Don't hold back, Ilena my dear. We have the whole evening before us."

"Uh! UH! AHH!" she cried, fucking him hard through her orgasm. Somehow, Alexander weathered the storm, despite the delicious way her pussy walls enticed him to release.

Ilena lifted her slippery grip away, although a wet mouth quickly replaced it as the Russian woman slithered up his trim frame. Liz shifted with her, straddling his lap as Ilena straddled his face. No one wasted any time. Alex curled his tongue along the creased flesh in front of him as Liz enveloped his cock.

"Ha!" Alex groaned, breathing in Ilena's heady aroma. Liz's snug pocket was so different than his housekeeper and bodyguard's. Despite the hours they'd been fucking, she was still a tight fit. And like the rest of her little body, she seemed to have boundless energy.

He could hear the girls above him, their kisses making wet, smacking sounds as they humped him. "Agh!" Liz moaned. Ilena's fingers joined their union, diddling her clit as the redhead bounced furiously, racing herself to an orgasm. Alexander wasn't going to be far behind.

To keep his mind off the inevitable, he concentrated on Ilena's sweet folds. He used the rigid tip of his tongue to flip her warm bud like a light switch. On and off. On and off. She grinded harder into his face, burying his nose in her snatch. He worked harder. If she didn't get off soon, he'd suffocate.

"Oh my God!" The cry was of pure, overwhelming sensation. Alex didn't know if it was Liz or Ilena. Shit, he didn't even know if it was himself. Next thing he knew, they were all coming. His balls emptied for the third time. Each aching jolt driving him deeper and deeper into his sexual stupor.

Ilena rolled off him and he breathed deep and hard. Opening his eyes, he saw stars there. And through the stars, the vague, yet lurid details as the girls rearranged themselves beside him. They kissed. They nibbled. Ilena pushed Liz onto her back and situated herself between her legs. The last thing Alexander saw was his cum leaking from the special agent's pussy. Then Ilena was there, lapping it up.

The entrepreneur broke out into a smile so big it should have split his head in two. If tonight was the last night he was alive, could he really complain?


Models and Super Spies Ch. 13

The conclusion to Alicia and Trey's saga.

Chapter 13: The Party to End All Parties

Black, stretch limousines lined the pier, each letting out a handful of party-goers wearing masks and black capes. Paparazzi was prohibited, although that didn't stop a few brave souls armed with telephoto lenses from climbing onto the rooftops of neighboring warehouses and water towers.

The Solsticefloated proud and preening in the last rays of the summer sun. In a few short hours, as it cut through the dark waters of the Pacific, it would be lit up like a Christmas tree, every rail and beam coiled with white lights. A floating party. It had been Erin Small's fantasy since childhood.

Each invitation was carefully considered. She'd spent months on the guest list, carefully considering each man or women. Were they rich enough? Were they hot enough? Each was allowed one guest; were their friends and associates worthy of this opening?

It was the exclusiveness that created the buzz. It was the mystery that would have the world talking about this club opening like it was a blockbuster movie.

As each limo rolled to a stop and deposited another set of revelers at the end of theSolstice'sgilt-laden gangplank, Erin grew more and more excited. How many attending tonight knew the power she had over them, or would have over them soon?

Her girls did, of course. She'd called on her entire roster. Tonight needed to bleed decadence. The hottest and sexiest women in the world could infuse a gathering in an assisted living facility. Throwing them into this crowd of sexed up celebrities and the sons and daughters of the wealthy was like a match on a gasoline-drenched pyre.

Erin didn't need drugs to feel this high. She breathed deeply in through her nostrils and smiled. She'd sent Gabrielle Dubois to pick up Alicia. They'd be arriving together, and unlike most of the crowd, they'd be arriving without their masks. This was Alicia "Stile's" coming out party, and the princess was going to be escorted in by the queen.

***

Gabrielle Dubois's loud sniff echoed through the intimate confines of the limo's interior. Just a few hundred feet away, beautiful men and women in masks and cloaks were making their way up the decorated ramp into theSolstice. Just outside the tinted windows, day was turning to night.

Alicia watched the supermodel, Gabrielle Dubois, tilt her head back and close her eyes as the cocaine-rush washed through her. Her time with Trey was still fresh in the younger model's mind; as was her vow to be smarter, to clean up her act.

But when the brunette handed her the short, platinum tube and sank back into the leather bench, Alicia knew that it wouldn't be so easy. She licked her lips as she regarded the powdery white lines on the pro-offered mirror, tasting her glossy lipstick.

"Mmm, tonight iz going to be fun,mais oui?" Gabrielle commented, snuggling into herself. Her eyes remained closed.

The blonde watched the French woman in the dim light of the limo. A few short weeks ago, she'd only ever admired the supermodel from afar, never dreaming of even meeting the brunette, let alone partying with her. As Gabrielle breathed deeply through her nostrils and her long lashes fanned out as she shut her eyes, Alicia thought that this woman truly was super.

This evening, she'd worn her dark, nearly black hair braided down the hollow of her back, although she'd left a few strands to frame her glamorous face.

"I think I'm going to pass for now," Alicia murmured, setting the tube onto the mirror. She shivered, remembered the rush that the drug brought. Tonight, she needed to be herself. Tonight, she couldn't take risks.

Gabrielle shrugged as though to say,Suit yourself, and finished up the lone line herself. Nothing more was said. Alicia breathed a sigh of relief. She'd passed the test of peer pressure. She was strong enough to stand on her own, and now even Gabrielle Dubois acknowledged that.

"You would have loved Condo's opening,Alisia," the French model said in her affected English. She rubbed her graceful nose. "So many beautiful people. The music. The dancing. The sex."

For a moment, Alicia thought the other woman was going to kiss her. For a second, she wanted her to. "You will love the sex, my sweet," she whispered into the blonde's ear.

Alicia shivered as Gabrielle gave her one of her oft-photographed smiles and withdrew. "Time for our grand entrance."

The door opened and she could already hear the clicking of high-speed lenses. At first, she thought it was paparazzi, although she'd heard rumor that Erin Small was tightly controlling the publicity. When she saw her friend, Isobel, behind one of the cameras, and realized all of the photographers were wearing some form of white bikini or swimsuit, she realized these people were paid to be here.

Alicia felt light in the warm, summer air. As she rose along the creaking, metal ramp, she felt like a down feather caught in an updraft. She didn't need the drugs to make her feel high.

They'd timed it to be one of the last guests to arrive. Only a handful of limos were lined up behind theirs. And unlike the guests who'd arrived before them, they walked up the ramp without their masks on, hand-in-hand. Only the best of the photographs would be circulated to every gossip magazine Erin had a tie to; the others would receive them second hand.

Alicia didn't feel just the eyes of those cameras on her. She felt the eyes of the world. To walk with Gabrielle Dubois. To be seen at such an exclusive event. This was it. She'd made it.

The models stopped before a well built African-American holding a clipboard and wearing nothing but a little white Speedo. His cock, outlined in the small "uniform," looked monstrous. Gabrielle nudged her. All she could do was suppress a shiver.

"Ms. Dubois. Mrs. Kennedy?"

"Um, it's Ms. Stiles now," Alicia corrected, blushing as she felt Gabrielle's eyes turn on her. "It's easier this way." She felt inclined to explain, even if she hadn't been asked.

"Of course," Gabrielle nodded.

"Welcome aboard theSolstice. If there's anything you require, any member of the help staff will gladly accommodate you."

"And how will we know who's help? I see that even you are wearing a mask." Gabrielle asked.

"We're all wearing white. Guests are wearing black."

"When we're wearing anything at all," the French model laughed, pulling Alicia gently into the entrance to the floating club without waiting for a reply. To the blonde, she whispered, "I'll have to track him down..."

Another attendant took their cloaks just inside the entrance, telling them that they must put on their masks now. "In the main ballroom, all guests are required," he explained apologetically.

Alicia was actually thankful as she tied on her little, golden mask. It didn't cover much – merely the bridge of her nose and her eyes – but it gave her a sense of anonymity. Especially now that she was covered in nothing but a little black, thong bikini. How Erin had talked her intothatstyle was still beyond her.

"Is this not exquisite?" Gabrielle asked, squeezing the younger model's hand.

As Alicia's eyes surveyed the room of scantily clad, very beautiful party-goers, she realized how exquisite it really was. It was the perfect word to describe the warm, sinuous feeling that wrapped itself around her senses like a tendril of sweet-smelling smoke. Why should she feel exposed? She was no more out in the open than anyone else, and she had the body to shine.

"It's incredible," she said, her soft brown eyes flashing.

A woman in a white, haltered bikini swept by with a tray of champagne. Each model took one, sipping it as they waited for the last guests to arrive. "Well don't you two make a pretty pair," Alexander Mishin's English-Russian accent whispered between them.

Alicia turned, her eyes immediately flicking over the sexy Agency-owner's body. His black swimming trunks were tight, like a pair of boxer-briefs. In fact, with his slim frame, he looked like a male model – minus the tattoos, of course.

"You are not so bad yourself,mon cherie," the French model flirted, striking a pose with a hand on her hip.

"Don't worry, I know" he replied, winking at Alicia and drawing a blush.

They exchanged friendly cheek-kisses, although their hands lingered on each other's exposed flesh a little longer than was customary. Alicia was already growing warm with all the sexual energy that was buzzing through the ship.

"So what do you think?" he asked them, although his stare had turned fully on the blonde.

"I love it," Alicia bubbled enthusiastically. "Erin really knows how to throw a party."

Alexander laughed warmly. "This? This is nothing. The real party starts in two hours." She pointed to a grand staircase on the opposite end of the high-ceilinged ballroom. "Up those steps are the more secluded quarters, I believe. If you get an invitation back there, you won't want to pass it up."

The way he said it sent a shiver down Alicia's spine.

Alex placed a hand on each of their lower backs, ushering them deeper into the party. The blonde looked at her mentor, who was smiling coyly, as if to say,Let him have control... for now...

Despite the masks, Alex seemed to know who most of the company was. He brandished the knowledge with the suave grace of an accomplished mingler and conversationalist. He looked everyone in the eye; he used their first names; and he smiled, even when they did not.

Alicia tried to follow his cue. She borrowed some of his confidence, perhaps, but she was surprised to find herself quite comfortable with working the crowd. The fact that everyone, men and women, keep looking down at her tits – or that when she walked away, she put an extra wiggle in her thong-clad ass – helped get over her early jitters.

"Have you met Leonardo Garza yet, Alicia?" Alex asked, stopping before a barrel-chested man with a shock of long, white hair spilling from the back of his mask.

"No, I have not," she said, although there was something oddly familiar about him. The name, maybe, or his mannerisms?

"I think, perhaps, you know my son," he said in a warm, Italian accent. It was as deep as his chest was broad. "Tony Garza?" The blonde blushed, suddenly putting it together. "He is somewhere around here, getting into trouble, no doubt."

"Very nice to meet you, Mr. Garza," she practically curtsied.

He laughed, hearty as a lion. "Please, let's dispense of the formalities. My friends call me Leonardo, but beautiful women call me simply 'Leo.'"

Gabrielle took the moment to reintroduce herself into the conversation. "Nice to see you again, Leo."

She offered her hand and he took it, kissing it like a gentleman. "Always a pleasure, Gabrielle. You are more stunning than your photographs do you justice." She nodded. It was her right. She was a supermodel, after all. Turning back to Alicia, he took her hand, too. "And I must thank you, Alicia, for all your work with my latest fragrance, Nudity. I have seen the comps already; it will be a spectacular launch."

Not wanting to alienate the French supermodel, he turned to her and continued. "You are both invited to the launch party in Milan, of course. I was hoping to get at least one shoot of the two of you together before then; that would be spectacular!"

Gabrielle grabbed a glass of champagne from a passing server and gave the three of them her characteristic smile. "Well, if you'd like to see the two of us together, I'm sure something can be worked out."

***

For Trey, the day hadn't been quite so glamorous. He'd arrived at 9 that morning and been in rigorous training ever since. Tia, the Amazonian black mistress of staff, was relentless. They'd gone over thehors d'oeuvresagain and again. The way to hold the trays up. How much to fill each glass of champagne. Hell, she'd spent a half hour going over how towalk!

In the end, Trey felt battered down into a new man. A servant to the rich. A second class citizen. But at least Tia gave her stamp of approval and let him board the ship.

Not all the catering staff was so lucky. The reasons varied. Too short. Too fat. Not confident enough. Too confident. Couldn't cross the room without spilling a glass of wine.

"The people gathered tonight are from the upper most crust of elite society. Some are richer than small countries. Others are very renowned actors and actresses. Or rock stars. Or models. Andallof them will get what they want, when they want."

The message was clear. Everyone was hired on knowing what to expect, but when Tia said it, the point was really driven home.

Nothing could have prepared Trey for theSolstice. Even stepping into the grand ballroom from the galley was awe-inspiring. Three magnificent stories of gold and gilt vaulted up to a crystal chandelier, bathing the tall chamber in rich yellows like a palace. Balconies followed the contours of the ship's hull, supported on balustrades that recessed into private cubbies and even more private rooms.

And it was all floating like some miniaturizedTitanic.

A broad stairwell dominated the side of the room opposite the main entrance, made of marble and adorned in a blood-red carpet. "Up there are the private lounges and VIP halls," Tia explained, although she didn't elaborate other than to say that some will be required to work them when they began opening.

Trey felt like a tourist being led along Hollywood Boulevard for the first time. He couldn't stop gawking at the immensity of theSolstice. And yet, once the swimsuit and mask-wearing crowd began to fill the grand chamber, he started to understand the significance of this party – although calling it a "party" was like calling theSolsticea boat.

The masks ranged from outlandish, theatrical affairs right off the set ofPhantom of the Operaor the streets of New Orleans at Mardi Gras. The designer swimwear was as insubstantial and ostentatious as the haughty conversation that quickly followed.

The swelter of decadence was almost palpable. It was like secondary smoke from a menthol, strong enough to give even the catering staff a buzz.

Masquerade meets an LA beach party. Never in a million years would Trey have believed that the combination could feel so chic. So stylishly elegant. As he watched a leggy blonde wearing nothing but heels, a g-string bikini, and an ostentatious peacock mask strut by, he had to tip his hat to Erin Small. She knew how to throw a party.

The "uniforms" of the catering staff were small, white bathing suits. For the guys, speedos; for the girls, bikinis that weren't quite thongs, but required a very firm ass. After about a half hour, Trey realized just how much of a problem this was going to be.

"Relax," Tia said as they passed one another on the second floor balcony. "You're doing well,Trenton." Her voice was softer than it had been all day, although still firm.

"Thanks," he mumbled.

She stopped him, whispering, "I know you I was supposed to let you aboard no matter what today, but you deserved it anyway. Whatever is going on here, I can't jeopardize this party, understand?"

Tia was still worried about her job, when her employer, Ms. Small, might be behind bars by morning. "I understand," he replied quietly.

"Good."

He watched as her dark eyes shot over his shoulder. "Ah, possibly your first test," she laughed cruelly, stepping away and continuing down the balcony.

Squaring his shoulders, Trey swiveled around to face whatever monster headed their way. Michelle Park, winner of Season 2 ofSupermodel, wasn't evenwearinga mask. Instead, she simply held one that was affixed to a stick, gesticulating wildly with it as she talked to Tony Garza, her on-again, off-again beau.

Trey gritted his teeth and resisted the urge to curl his fist into a ball. Tony was the man who'd allegedly slept with his wife. Or at least so the tabloids were reporting. The truth was disputed, but it didn't stop the burning hatred he felt for the LA playboy.

"Look, sweetheart, forget that bitch. You've got me, why do you need anyone else?" she was saying as they paced closer. "She's a slut, like everyone else. A couple nights ago, she was spotted with Vincent Silva. Who knows who she's gonna fuck tonight?"

The man's jaw tightened beneath his long-nosed mask. "Alicia is special."

Michelle rolled her eyes. "Gah!" she exclaimed in exasperation, throwing her arms in the air. Tony walked on a couple more paces before he realized she'd stopped. "Fine, go chase her. You're killing my buzz, anyway."

"Michelle..." he pleaded, but her attention was already on Trey.

"Champagne?" he asked lamely as her eyes traveled down his muscled torso to the semi-hard erection.

She laughed, the smile turning her harsh face beautiful. "Yes, I could go for some champagne." Before Trey knew what was happening, the lithesome Asian model had her arm looped into his. "Let's go back to my... champagne room."

Trey spotted Tia, watching at a distance. If he tried to weasel his way out now, he'd be more than busted. She was liable to throw him out, no matter what deal had been made to get him in here.

Glancing at Tony with a farewell wink, Michelle pulled Trey into the closest private room off the balcony.

***

Liz Hawkins cut the engines of her glossy black waverunner about 100 yards from the floating party, just out of the radius of its bright lights. TheSolsticedominated the dark water, beautiful in its glowing radiance. Liz had never seen anything like it.

It was the perfect place for her final showdown with Vincent Silva. Aboard that ship, the years of deceit would end.

She flipped on the waverunner's homing beacon; they'd retrieve it later, when the dust had finally settled.

Pulling the scuba goggles over her face and checking once again that her wetsuit was tightly sealed, she slipped into the cold Pacific waters and submerged herself.

She moved through the water gracefully, covering the distance in only a few minutes. Growing up in Hawaii, the ocean was like a second home. Beneath its waves, a strange and quieter world greeted her. When she was a little girl, she imagined herself a mermaid, able to join that world. Now, she knew she had to deal with the one she'd been born into.

She emerged at the stern of the ship, using the turmoil of the engines to mask her rise out of the water. It was early, still, not even 10. Everyone should still be inside the grand ballroom.

The redhead kept her wetsuit on, scaling the side of the ship like a ninja. Black against the brilliant, white lights. A spec. A shadow.

Carefully, she peered over the rail, finding the stern deck empty, although she kept a wary eye on the sliding glass doors the led into the ship. The hallway behind it was still dark, and after watching it for a solid minute, she determined that no guards were stationed there.

There were security cameras, however. Two of them, one perched above that entrance, the other cast out over the rest of the deck. "That's a problem," she muttered to herself as she shuffled along the outside railing until she could climb over off camera.Of course Erin Small would have this place rigged with cameras,she thought.

Setting her waterproof bag just inside the railing, Liz balanced there long enough to slid her flippers off and let them fall into the roiling water. The polished wood of the deck was warm under her bare feet. Inviting.

In fact, this whole deck was inviting. It was straight out of the pages of a sultan's private harem: loungers covered in gauze sheets; plush pillows in purples and reds heaped along the floorboards; and on each of the low sitting tables was a hookah.



Liz could practically see the lazy minglers who'd inhabit this lounge later tonight. Beautiful intellectuals talking nonsense – an art show without the art yet amped up on the sensuality. The fleeting vision brought a tingle to her spine. Her nipples tightened, even through the wetsuit, and she had to shake her head to focus.

She pushed the hood over her head, releasing her long, copper locks. She'd had them brushed out at the salon just before making her trip out here and hoped that they looked half as glamorous.

She caught her reflection in the darkened glass entryway, laughing to herself as she slowly slid the zipper down the front of the suit. Was this how all these models felt, she wondered, as first her hefty cleavage slid into display, then the flatness of her stomach.

Beneath, she wore a simple – although expensive – black string bikini. Her job tonight was to blend. Nothing too understated, nothing too outlandish. The mask she removed from her bag fit the criteria: porcelain white and detailed with purple and gold gems beneath the eyes, it covered her forehead, nose, and cheeks before sweeping up in a bouffant of purple black feathers.

Liz tossed the wetsuit over the side once her mask was in place. Once she'd dug her black, clutch purse and her open-toed sandals from the bag, she discarded that, too.

Now the cameras.

Both were set to sweep the area, swinging back and forth in 120-degree arcs. It took her a few minutes to work out their pattern, and another few minutes to realize that there was about a 10 second window when she should be able to cross the room without being seen by either.

Taking a deep breath, she let the first window pass without going. Nerves. Two minutes later and she made her dash, realizing as she was out in the open that if the door was locked, she'd be screwed. Her adrenaline spiked; a flash of heat licked across her body.

Holding her breath, she reached for the brass latch and pulled. For a second, it didn't budge. Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at the camera above her, watching it arc back in her direction. Pulling harder, she felt it give. Hands shaking, she yanked it open enough to fit her petite frame through and snapped it shut.

Only when she was inside, in the darkness, did she let herself breath easily. "Jesus Christ, Liz, that was stupid," she cursed quietly to herself. The next time she was that careless, maybe she wouldn't be so lucky.

Listening, she could hear the distant chords of an orchestra. The redhead had studied the floor plans of this ship again and again. She'd committed every corridor to memory. But finding the main hall would be easy. Follow the sounds. She could feel the reverberation under her feet. She could almost smell the money and decadence.

Slotting nearly invisible earbud into her right ear, she tapped it once to test it. "Dorothy has just landed in Oz," she vocalized over the Comms.

A crackle later and the return. "There's no place like home." It was Alex's smiling voice on the other end. "Welcome to Oz, Dorothy."

Liz warmed at his familiar accent. Last night's dalliances were still fresh in her mind. "Thank you, Tinman." It was a sad, private joke, when assigning names. As much as she liked Alexander Mishin, she knew that deep down, he was incapable of love. At least, incapable the way she wanted. "And Toto?"

Alex snickered at the name she'd given Trey, although her young protégé didn't check in. That was troubling. "I think your boy has wandered off, Dorothy. But he'll be back later on." The man's snicker turned into a laugh.

"Moving into position now," she muttered, flicking the mic to mute.

Light beneath a set of double doors. Success. Liz crept closer, putting her ear against it. On the other side was definitely the rest of the party.

The spy extracted a fiber optic camera from her purse and slid it under the crack, checking to see if anyone was there. When she was satisfied that no one was, she tried the handle. Unlocked again.

Deep breathe, purse in hand.This is it, you belong,she told herself. Opening the door, she stepped out into the party like she had every right to be back there. If anyone asked, she was using the ladies room. No one did.

She was on the upper most balcony, overlooking the warren that was the ballroom floor. It was a sight to behold. The full orchestra, playing next to dramatic staircase right out of the movies, had several en-masked guests waltzing across a parquet floor like they'd been choreographed. Despite the lack of wide ballroom gowns – or any clothing, really – they looked elegant and in their element.

Liz let her fingers trail along the warm, wooden banister, taking a glass of champagne from a passing server, and began looking for her marks. She was so busy glancing down into the crowd that she nearly ran into one of them. The most dangerous of all.

Vincent Silva was leaning over the railing himself, people watching not twenty feet from the door she'd entered. Taking up position behind a pillar, she watched him for a moment, looking for a chance to get away without being seen. If she was recognized, their mission would have failed before it had even really begun.

That was when she noticed it. The movement in his jaw. The unnatural way he was swallowing. He was talking to someone on his own comms. He wasn't alone.

***

Vincent Silva could taste it. Victory. Success. After so much scheming, he was nearly there.

He watched from above, alone but for his flute of champagne. He watched them all below him, hiding behind masks that didn't disguise their true identities.

Vincent found Trey just as he was dragged into a side room with some Asian slut. The man had a sad story and it was only going to get worse. All the evidence was already in place. No matter what happened tonight, the young analyst-turned-agent was going to take the full brunt of the blame. Someone besides Vincent needed to, and Trey had been his scapegoat from day one.

He watched Alicia and Gabrielle Dubois flitter about the main floor, chatting up the top designers and fashion representatives. From above, he could practically see the ripple effect around them as heads turned to the beautiful women, envious or lusting. Alicia's end game was different than his own, but the two would meet up when this was all over and take the stage as the hottest couple LA's ever seen.

Alexander Mishin was with them, but that was to be expected. The man had proven a more worthy adversary than he'd thought. Despite the thick file the CIA (and probably the FBI) had on him, the man was nothing more than what he appeared to be: a shrewd businessman and playboy. Unfortunately, that shrewdness had nearly endangered the mission.

"I'm in place," a soothing feminine voice whispered into his earpiece.

Vincent smiled. It was good to hear Emily Lester's voice. When Mishin showed up alive, he'd assumed the worst. It had taken some pretty hefty strings to track her down, alive, but they would be worth it. Now she washissurprise and having someone on the inside only ensured his success.

"Wonderful," he returned, smiling into the open air of the ballroom. "Are we clear?"

"We're clear."

Mishin detached himself from the blonde, leaving her with Gabrielle and fragrance guru Leonardo Garza. Harmless, although Alicia was most likely in for a wild night in the company of those two.

"Excellent." Again, he could taste it. Like a cold beer after a long, hard day. "How long before you're able to hack the doors to Erin's suite?"

Emily and one of C.L.O.A.K.'s muscle had smuggled aboard the ship before it launched, located the central surveillance and computer room, and had taken out the security guard there. Vincent had a good idea what the security code was to Erin's infamous "list," he just couldn't get into the damned room it was being held in.

"It's more complicated than I thought. I got in touch with support back at C.L.O.A.K. and they sent me a cipher. Maybe an hour?"

"An hour? Christ, why so long?"

He could practically hear her shrug over the phone. She didn't respond.

"OK, an hour then. The party shouldn't have moved there yet." When Erin began entertaining in her boudoir, it would be impossible to take the database without force. And he didn't' want to do that. When this was all over, he wanted Erin on his side, although in a much more subservient role. "Keep me posted."

"Of course, sir." Emily's voice was laced with sarcasm.

***

Shit, Liz thought.Someone's inside and they're going for the list right now!So much for waiting and watching. Vincent seemed a little displeased with the hour delay. She recognized that scowl on his face, but usually associated it with when the guys they were after were winning. Not the other way around.

Stiffly, he marched over to the stairs and began to wander back down to the main floor.

Liz allowed herself to relax a little, stepping out from behind the pillar and going to the rail herself. She had an hour. An hour to stop them.Or delay them,she considered.

There seemed to be a miniature exodus toward the great staircase below. Not everyone was leaving, but there definitely seemed to be a flow up and out. The first of the VIP receptions had begun, perhaps?

"Dorothy to Tinman, we've got company."

Scanning the crowd, she spotted Alicia and Gabrielle Dubois first, ascending the stairs on either side of a burly, older gentleman. They had their arms looped in his like they were walking the carpet at a movie premiere. A fitting image.

She found Alex, also on his way to the next, exclusive party. He wasn't one to miss something like that. Pretending to scratch his ear, his voice crackled through the comms a moment later. "What kind of company?"

Liz quickly explained what she'd overheard: how Vincent was already making his move and could have the list within an hour. By the time she'd finished, she felt hysterical. It didn't help that Alex's only response was a smug, "That's all?"

"What the hell do you mean, 'That's all'?!" she practically screaming. A couple party-goers gave her queer looks before shuffling further along the balcony, away from her.

"Trust me,Dorothy," he whispered. Below, he began moving up the stairs again. "If Ms. Small's bedroom is in use, then hacked locks or no, Vincent's not going to waltz in there."

Liz wasn't so sure. He'd come this far. If a few innocents had to be sacrificed for his ultimate power, then she didn't think it would weigh too much on his conscience. She said as much.

Again, that maddeningly self-assured laugh. "Then we'll make sure that the occupant is someone he cares about, yes?" Liz followed his eyes up the stairs, finally connecting the dots. He was looking at Alicia as she passed through the grand arches out of the ballroom. The redhead was glad Trey wasn't with her to catch his true meaning.

***

The door had barely shut behind Trey before the tall Asian had her light brown body wrapped around his. He caught the glimpse of brass-rimmed portholes, a lacquered, low-sitting table, and satin pillows of purple and red. Then his vision was consumed by Michelle's lustrous black hair and full, kissable lips.

"I need to get fucked," she whispered huskily into his ear. Her hands were already tugging his white Speedos over his thickening member. "And so do you."

It was like being kissed by a lightning storm. He was defenseless. Impatiently, the Asian model tore his mask from his face and threw it into the corner so she could rake her long nails through his short red hair and maul his lips even harder.

"Do you know who I am?" she asked, pulling away abruptly so she could reach behind her and untie the black bikini top. "I'm a star! A supermodel. And right now," she smiled wickedly, dropping down to her knees, "I'm going to suck your cock."

"Fuuu..." Trey groaned as she swallowed his entire length at once. There was no easing into this blowjob. The girl had no gage reflex. Before he could get a word out, the head of his manhood was sliding down her talented throat.

In the center of the room, Trey barely remained balanced as she sucked him. Her nails pricked along his flexing buttocks, squeezing with each bob of her head. Another minute of this and he'd be through. Maybe not even that long.

"You like that, don't you," Michelle asked, pulling off until just the tip was in his mouth. She tongued the purple crown, toying with him as she looked up into his eyes with those mischievous amber irises. "You like it when a supermodel blows you, don't you?"

She was looking for an answer. He nodded vigorously, and not just because Tia would have ordered him to. He'd had his dick sucked by too many mouths recently for a man that was technically married, but this model's was by far the most energetic.

"Then you're going to love fucking one," she winked. Sliding to her feet, she made sure to his cock passed in between what had to be store bought tits. He didn't care. Fuck, at that hypersensitive moment, all he cared about was getting his dick wet.

Michelle kissed Trey again. In heels, she was nearly as tall as him. Taking his hands in hers, she placed them on the ties on each hip. The ties of the string bikini. He knew exactly what to do.

Yanking them hard, she broke the kiss and moaned at his show of strength. Keeping his hands on her hips, he positioned her just in front of the low-sitting table and shoved her across the polished wood. Her eyes danced with excitement as she spread her legs.

Her oily smooth cunt was ready for him, already opening like a flower in spring. Setting his knees at the edge of the table, he leaned into her, cock in hand. Her pussy swallowed his thickness up like a milkshake through a straw: slow and satisfying.

"Fuck!" she cried, tossing back her shimmering black hair. It fanned out behind her on the table. Perfect as a picture. He pulled free until most of his shaft was exposed, then lunged forward, sinking ball-deep in her slippery snatch.

"God, fuck me! FuckME!" she cried, grasping at the edges of the table. Trey panted above her, surveying her splayed, naked body. It was flawless. No excess fat. Nothing but lean, tawny skin that shimmied and shivered with each deep thrust.

The table scraped along the floor as he pushed into her, going up onto her toes to change angle. "Yes!" she screamed as his shaft stroked directly across her swollen clit. "YES! YES! YES!" She thrashed as she came, the wall of her cunt crashing around his cock.

His balls slapped heavily against the slippery-soft space between her legs. He angled higher, feeling the padding grow softer. Wetter. He jammed into her hard, compressing his testicles against the engorged petals of her labia. The pressure was all it took.

"Cumming, baby?" she asked shrilly.

Trey lost it. He couldn't hold back any longer. His balls emptied themselves into Michelle's velvet cavity. "Ah – fuck!" he cried, clipping his exclamation like someone flipping through the radio stations. He couldn't contain it all.

Michelle writhed across the smooth surface of the table as she accepted his cum. "That's it, baby. Fuck your supermodel!"

***

The crowd of masked partiers moved down a wide, mahogany-dominated hallway. This was the central boulevard of the ship, connecting the ballroom with the smaller lounges and, ultimately, the bow, where the largest of the lounges was housed. Right now, that forward lounge was the only door open, and it was where everyone was going.

Halfway down the corridor, Alexander could hear the thumping bass and female vocals. The guitars had a slightly bluesy quality to them, although this was no country-western bar he was walking into.

The bow-side club was an intimate one and was already filling up to capacity. Alex knew now why each guest was checked at the door before he or she was allowed entry. Later on, it would be open to all, but for now, it was invite-only.

Shaped like a wedge, the low-ceilinged room narrowed with the hull. On the far side of the room, at its narrowest point, was the slightly raised platform of the stage, where the band was playing. Alexander immediately recognized the lead vocalist.

"What's that smile for?" a familiar, refined voice asked behind him. Alex felt a soft, warm hand squeeze his tattooed biceps as Erin Small stepped up next to him.

"Lisa Welles? You really pulled out all the stops."

The strawberry blonde laughed openly, running her fingers through her light, page-boy haircut. "When did I ever install these 'stops,' darling?"

"Fair enough." Together, they entered the loud chamber. The band must have just started playing, but already the dance floor was packed. He searched for Alicia and Gabrielle, finding the two of them cavorting amidst the crowd, sandwiching Leo Garza as the older man laughed.

Lisa Welles's energized lyrics brought his eyes back up to the stage. Despite all he knew about Erin and his many years of working with the former supermodel, this was still impressive. The country acid house solo star had three number one albums in the last two years and was the hottest ticket since Britney Spears in her prime. And that was nothing compared to the following she had in Europe.

The petite songstress bounced her slim hips to the bass, holding the mic in both hands as she hypnotized the crowd with her voice. Yet as pretty as that was, it wasn't her sound that had Alex hypnotized.

"The swimsuit dress code was brilliant, Erin," he smiled as he admired Lisa's little, black bikini. He became mesmerized by the sway of her hips, encased in her low-sitting boy-short bottoms.

The club-owner looked down at the bulge forming in his own tight suit and nodded. "You can thank me later," she winked.

Her accessories were almost as intriguing as her bikini. Unlike everyone else present, the blonde wasn't wearing a mask, although her signature, oversized aviators were more concealing than some of the other masks he'd seen. Paired with the turquoise, gossamer shawl she'd wrapped about her long neck and the black cowboy boots, she projected attitude with each step.

The crowd swooned as the guitar riff broke into a solo. The stage-lights jumped in time with the beat, catching in the rotating disco ball above the dance floor. A muted cheer went up, barely heard as the guitarist went to town.

Lisa paced across the stage in her boots, wide strides, mic still clutched in her little fists. She clapped with each heavy thump, getting the crowd into it. Wiggling her hips. Light caught in the jewel that dangled from her belly button.

"Do you want to fuck her?" Erin asked, never forgetting her role as the tempting snake in her self-created Garden of Eden. Her hand ran across his semi-hard erection. "You do," she purred.

Alex grew harder as the blonde retook center stage. She stood with her back to the crowd, legs spread wide, arms stretched high above her head. And still her hips continued to bounce. Alex drank her deep tan, following her long blonde hair down to the deep dimples of her lower back. This girl knew how to work a crowd.

The heavy, almost gravelly music built. The DJ manning the keyboards twisted a knob and pushed up some sliders and the crescendo grew. The guitarist's fingers flew from chord to chord while the drummer dialed back all but the driving bass and an occasional flirtation with the snare.

Lisa Welles tapped her booted foot, knowing that all eyes were on her. The crowd mimicked her sway, grinding and bouncing in time with the bass and her perfectly formed ass.

And then she spun, the music went up, and her voice returned in force. The crowd went wild.

"You could arrange that?" Alex asked, practically out of breath at the thought of taking the performer's tight, little body.

"Do you really have to ask?" Erin smirked. "She's not scheduled to sing all night. Maybe you'll bump into her... in my bedroom..." Her hand hadn't left his crotch, and when she felt him grow to full size in her palm, she nipped playfully at his ear.



The pain brought him back to task. He had things to do, first. Things to arrange. "Speaking of your bedroom, I was wondering if you could lend me a copy of your key."

Erin's hand swept away from his erection, although he felt it on his hip, not far from the mark. "Ah, ah, ah, my dear. Let's not get impatient."

Mishin rolled his eyes. "Me, impatient?" They laughed, both knowing that he was just that. "This time, though, it's not for me."

Once again, he found Alicia and Gabrielle in the crowd. They were dancing with one another now. Their long limbs were wrapped around one another and their lips were inches apart. More than a few dancers had nearly come to a stand-still at the sight. Leo Garza made no pretense. He wasn't moving at all, a wide grin smeared beneath his mask.

Erin followed his gaze and smiled. "Ah, always thinking business first. I admire that, Alexander. Let the man sample the faces of his brand." She reached into her purse and removed a keycard, but snatched it away before he was able to reach for it.

"I have an even better thought," she said, her dark brown eyes bright through her mask. "Why not let the women put on arealshow."

This time, it was Erin's gaze being followed. Right across the room to a tall, ebony-skinned male model. Daniel had worked with both Alicia and Gabrielle before, and had appeared in bothLe Petite MortandNudity. What she said made perfect sense, but still, Alex didn't like it. That wasn't jealousy prickling his spine, was it?

"Sure, why not," he forced. "Your room should be christened with a foursome, anyway."

"I love it when you talk sense, darling," she smiled, kissing him lightly on the side of the lips before pushing through the crowd, toward Daniel. Alex looked back at Alicia, finding the three of them meandering to one of the bars as the song came to a close. She looked happy. He hated using her, but there was no other way.

***

Alicia threw back the shot of tequila, letting it singe the back of her throat as the night kept picking up more and more speed. She was so horny she could scream, and the Mexican liquor wasn't going to help matters at all.

Leo had made sure that she knew exactly how aroused he was as well, and based on what she felt, he was just as thick as his son. Then, of course, there was Gabrielle. Dirty dancing nose-to-nose with the hot French woman had her at her boiling point. The way their long, bare legs twined together. The way she could feel the brunette's sweet breathe on her lips.

But most of all, Alicia was almost ashamed to admit, what got her off was the crowd around her. Watching her. Wanting her. It was the high she got on a modeling shoot. It was the high of Alicia Stiles' life.

"Another!" the Italian man demanded, slamming his hand on the bar and ordered another round of tequila shots from the bartender.

"Why not get a fourth,mais oui," Gabrielle suggested, looking up the bar.

Alicia's heart skipped when she saw the African model passing through the crowd. Daniel was always smiling, displaying those bright, white teeth that looked so sexy against his dark chocolate skin. She remembered his touch. How gentle he was on their shoot.

And yes, she remembered his cock. Now, in her current state, it was practicallyallshe could think about.

"Four then, barkeep! For the best fucking models in the business."

While Leo was only a little taller than the two female models, Daniel towered over the three of them, his near naked body spectacular. His crisp, muscled torso gleamed like dark satin in the strobe lights of the ship's club, prompting Gabrielle into reaching out to touch his warm, hairless flesh.

"Hello there, Danniii," Gabrielle purred, rolling out the "e" at the end of his name as she traced the contours of his pecs. "It's beenfartoo long."

The bald-headed man inclined his head politely, flashing his bright, white teeth as he smiled at Alicia. The man was always smiling. Always friendly.

"Have you met Leonardo Garza?" the blonde asked, finding a voice at the bar.

"I have not, no, but I know the name," he said in his thickly accented voice. It was as deep and resonating as she remembered. "Thank you very much, Mr. Garza, for all that you have done for me."

"No, no, my friend, it is you whom I must thank. You make these women so beau-tee-ful. Let me start by offering you a drink." Enthusiastically, he handed each of the models another shot of tequila, raising his own glass. "This round goes to the... how do you say it in your language, Gabrielle? To theménage au triosof beauty before me."

Leo's mischievous eyes behind his mask drove home the innuendo. Alicia did her shot like a good girl, wondering what the evening had in store for her. The older man quickly answered some of that question. "So tell me, you three, have you fucked yet?"

Alicia nearly spit the remainder of her tequila, she was so shocked at the directness. Instead, she ended up coughing as the powerful liquor didn't hit her throat well.

Gabrielle laughed. "Not all three at once, no. Why, would you like to see that,\ cherie?"

"Very much so," Leo whispered, barely heard above the music of the band.

"I have spoken with Ms. Small," Daniel interrupted shyly. Always so apologetic. "She has anticipated this and..." he searched for the words in English. "...and she has given me the keys to her private quarters."

Gabrielle smiled at the three of them. This wasn't her coy-half smile. This was one of all-out lust. Taking Daniel and Alicia's hands in hers, she said, "Follow me, my friends, it's time for us to show Mr. Leo our gratitude."

***

Emily Lester was crawling up the walls with boredom. Watching the red, LED progress bar slowly crawl across the control box she'd hotwired into theSolstice'ssecurity system was worse than watching a kettle come to a boil. Was the fucking thing even moving?

The bank of monitors didn't provide her with much entertainment, either. Just a bunch of boring rich kids chatting about nothing. The rooms that would be more entertaining – the private ones with beds and locks – were going unused, for the most part.

There had been an interesting show between Trey and some hot Asian girl, although that hadn't lasted long enough to really satisfy Emily. All it did was leave her horny and even more bored.

"I wish we could have gotten together, Trey, my friend," she said longingly, kicking her booted heels onto the control panel in front of her. She always thought the redheaded analyst was hot in a cute way. Now, watching him fuck the model in full force, she realized how much fun they could have had.

Emily kept tabs on Alexander Mishin as he wandered into the club, although he wasn't doing anything suspicious other than flirting with anything with tits and legs. It grated on her that he was still alive. If she had her way, he wouldn't be by the end of the night. The man had spared her life; that was going to cost him.

When she'd woken up in the pitch-black cell two days ago, she thought for a moment that shewasdead. Her head still hurt from whatever that Russian-bitch had struck her with; at the time, it was all she could think about. Despite the pain, though, she was pretty sure she hadn't given Mishin much. He'd somehow already figured out that it was Vincent who'd sent her, and they had some idea that they were after Erin's list. She continued the charade that it was a list of spy names, though in the darkness, she wasn't sure what they knew or if they bought it.

And then they left her alone. Every once in a while, she heard a tray scrap along the floor and smelled a meal. She refused the first few, wondering if it was poisoned, but after a day, she succumbed to her hunger.

And then, she was freed. It was one of C.L.O.A.K., sent by Vincent. He brought her to a safe house, wanting to keep her freedom a secret, and Vincent came himself and briefed her on what was happening.

By the end of the day, she'd been smuggled onto theSolsticewith a control box specially crafted by the techs back at base and the master plan was nearly realized.

Checking the progress bar again, it was nearly there. So close. Five minutes more, maybe, and they'd doing their victory lap. Vincent had promised her a more prominent position at C.L.O.A.K. and she was looking forward to reaping the benefits of all this maneuvering.

"Almost there," she radioed her boss, finding him on the monitors. He hadn't gravitated out of the main ballroom, although he'd kept himself in the upper reaches, near the exits. "Maybe five minutes – shit!"

As Emily's eyes hopped across the monitors, she caught movement on the one positioned inside Erin Small's bedroom. Someone was entering!

"What?" Vincent demanded, his voice agitated.

Two women entered, hand-in-hand: one with dark hair in a playful, French braid and the other with long, blonde locks that hung in loose ringlets around her tanned and lithesome body. Despite the masks, their identities were obvious. On their heels were a pair of men, as different as night and day. One, a black man with a body of a Grecian statue, was obviously Daniel, the male model. The other was Leo Garza, who'd been hanging off the other models all night long.

The door shut behind them.

"Abort," Emily hissed, stalling Vincent before he was able to leave. "The room's not clear."

"Not clear?" Vincent repeated stupidly.

Glancing at the monitor, Emily watched the female models cross the room, heading for the king-size bed that sat against the port-side windows. Emily considered herself a fit person, but these women were perfect. It wasn't fair. The blonde, Trey's wife, had an ass designed for thongs, somehow making the normally trashy bikini style as elegant as a ball gown.

"No, it'soccupied. Understand?"

"Fucking hell." Emily watched him slam his fist on the railing and shut his eyes. He was thinking and she knew not to interrupt him when he was like this.

Back on the other monitor, Emily's heart skipped a beat as the two models wrapped their arms around one another and pulled their scantily clad forms into a warm, sex-laden embrace. In the soft yellow light, their bodies formed silhouettes. Emily watched as their lips drew against one another, parting to allow their tongues to play.

"Patch me through to Milton. He's on standby, right?"

Milton, their support, was indeed on standby, one of the only people left at the C.L.O.A.K. offices at this time of night, but she was hesitant for a direct link between the two. It was risky if anyone was listening. It was also a show of how agitated Vincent was that the man used Milton's real name. "Now," he said sternly.

"Yes, sir."

Flipping a few switches in the control briefcase she'd brought, she spoke, "Support, this is Controller. I'm patching you through to Field."

"Go ahead, Field," Milton's nasally voice replied.

"I need you to work on a hack on the Small Server. Can we download it directly off her drive?"

There was a long pause, filled only by the vague sound of typing on Milton's end. "Well, kind of. I'll need Controller to patch a few things in from there, and she should be able to download it into the control room. But..."

"What?" Vincent asked impatiently.

"It's going to take some time."

"How much time?"

"Three or four hours?" Milton's voice was hesitant. Like Emily, he recognized Vincent's mood.

"Three or four hours?! Why so long?"

"Well, it's going to take an hour for me to write the software. And then at least two to transfer it all off, depending on how much there is."

"Christ. Can't you just get it all off the ship? Why does it need to go to Emily?"

Fuck, stop using my name,she thought.

"Well, we could, sir, but then we're looking at closer to ten hours."

Emily watched Vincent pace on the monitor. "Fine, do it. To the control room. As quickly as you can. Emily, tell me when you've patched your system."

"Yes,Vincent," she said, vindictively using his name. Christ, maybe four more hours in this cramped room? Glancing at the monitor showing the models making out, she thought,At least I've got entertainment.

***

Leonardo Garza set his mask aside, letting his face breath at last. He appreciated the feeling of anonymity it fostered in this gathering, but he was never one to care about propriety.

The swimsuit dress code was another of the things he loved and hated about this event. It was nice on the women, but it made it impossible for him to carry a damn thing! He'd had his assistant make sure to get him a loose pair of swim trunks with pockets, so he could at least carry around his wallet. But he truly missed his cigars, and now would have been the perfect time for one.

Reaching into the pocket opposite his wallet, he withdrew a silver cigarette case. Flipping it open, on one side it contained a Zippo lighter, the other eight meticulously rolled joints. This'll have to do, he thought, popping one into his mouth and lighting it up.

On the other side of the room, the two supermodels crawled onto the bed, on their knees, and embraced again. Gabrielle's hands first undid Alicia's mask, then her own, before circling behind Alicia's neck. The blonde ran her palms down the other woman's back, pushing them into the skimpy bikini bottoms. Her fingers found the bows on the brunette's narrow hips.

Gabrielle kissed harder, rising up on her haunches as she felt her female lover loosen the ties of her swimsuit. The women broke their wet kiss, staring into one another's eyes with palpable lust. For a moment, it was like they were all alone. No watchers. No gawking revelers. Just the two of them.

Then Gabrielle Dubois broke the spell. She glanced over at Leo on his lounger, and then at Daniel waiting at the foot of the bed. She gave the two her signature smile. It said, "Watch this."

Alicia shivered. Gabrielle reclined on the round mattress and tossed the bikini bottoms to the polished floor. At his angle, Leo watched with barely contained desire as the French supermodel spread her legs before the blonde. Alicia licked her lips. They parted in a silent gasp as Gabrielle ran her fingernails over the postage-stamp sized tab of black hair she kept. She spread her smooth lips with her index and middle finger, right out of the pages of a raunchy lad's mag.

"Come and get it," she mouthed to the blonde.

Alicia sucked her lower lip between her teeth as she made of show of thinking it over. Reaching behind her, she untied her top, but held it in place over her firm tits. Her eyes never left Gabrielle's.

The French model gave a quick nod. Alicia let the bikini fall to the bed between them. Gabrielle's intake of breath was echoed Leo's. Such perfection of the flesh. Such raw beauty.

At last, the blonde crawled forward, dragging those flawless breasts along the satin sheets. Ass high, head low, she dipped right into Gabrielle's pussy and ran her tongue along the other woman's pink folds.

"Yes, my dears," Leo groaned, taking a hefty drag from his joint. His cock was tenting his black swimming trunks. Loosening the tie with his free hand, he pulled them off and released his thick manhood to his fingers.

Gabrielle Dubois spread her fingers through Alicia's thick blond hair, sinking back onto her elbows as her body contorted into a gasping S. It was pure beauty; like seeing the face of eroticism for the first time.

"NGH!" the French model cried out, bucking her hips up into the blonde's bobbing head. "Mon dieu!" she exclaimed. She came so hard that she partially dislodged her skimpy top, exposing a dark nipple.

Rolling up Gabrielle's spasming body, Alicia used her tits to caress the other woman. Her lips and face – slick with girl-juices – latched onto the hard nipple. Her fingers were still thrusting in and out of the brunette's cunt. "Please... please..." she pleaded, overloaded.

Alicia silenced her with an open-mouthed kiss. "Gah," the supermodel moaned as the blonde twisted her fingers in her sex.

When her orgasm had passed, Gabrielle removed Alicia's thong bottoms, leaving both models nude but for their black heels. Sliding their legs together in a scissor position, they reclined on their hands away from one another and began to rub sex on sex.

Leo felt his head become lighter than air. The high-grade marijuana hit him hard and he sank back into the chair, barely remembering to stroke himself.

The fucking models crashed from one orgasm to the next. Alicia tossed her long, blonde hair; Gabrielle gnawed on her full, lower lip. Both women furrowed their brows, caught in an endless loop of release.

Stoned and uncomfortably aroused, he needed to complete the picture. "Daniel, why don't you join them. I want to see my models, all together."

Rising from his spot on the end of the bed, his sculpted black body seemed to glisten with oil, like he was stepping from the pages of Leo's perfume ads.

The man rounded the bed, his enormous cock was protruding from his black Speedos.

Alicia didn't see Daniel approach. Gabrielle did, but said nothing until the muscular man sat softly just behind the blonde. She gasped when he put his broad hands on her shoulders, glancing quickly over her shoulder. Alicia's wide, brown eyes softened at the black model's raw masculinity.

"Hi," he mouthed down at her.

"Hello," she mouthed back.

Daniel leaned down and kissed her over her shoulder as the black-haired model slid away from Alicia so she could reposition herself between the blonde's legs.

It was beautiful. Daniel's midnight brown skin and bald head next to Alicia's fresh, golden hair. Leo watched as her jaw went slack in the sexy man's kiss. Gabrielle's lips had found her bare sex. Daniel held her, cupping her soft mounds as she became the center of the show.

"Ngh!" Alicia cried out. She broke the kiss, overwhelmed by the sensations the brunette was producing.

Daniel adjusted his position on the bed, more to Alicia's side than behind her. He faced Leo, nodding his head in thanks as the blonde twisted her body and pulled at his swimsuit. The rest of his elephant-sized cock sprung free, made even larger by the complete lack of pubic hair.

She reached out, took the thick, black rod in her white hand, and pulled it to her mouth. Her fingers couldn't close around the shaft, but her mouth could.

***

Three hours. Maybe four. Whatever Alex had done, it had given them a little room to breath. Not only that, but she now knew that it was Emily Lester, back from the dead, who was helping him out. They were getting help from Milton, although the techie probably had no clue he was doing anything but helping his director.

She relayed what she found over comms, this time getting a reply back from Trey.

"Dorothy, we need to get to that control room."

"There's my little dog!" she quipped, but she was right there with him. "I'm on it, although I'd like to wait a little longer. The rooms between here and there are empty right now. Sneaking through them, with all of Erin's cameras, will be tricky. In an hour or so, that shouldn't be a problem."

"Sit tight then," this time it was Alex. "I'll see if I can get those parties started up a little earlier."

"I bet you will, Tinman. Have fun."

"But not too much," Trey added. "We have a mission."

"So serious, Toto. Someone needs to take you for a walk!" Alex laughed; Trey didn't respond. "Dorothy, make sure you get to the Blue Lounge when things get started. Any means possible. Otherwise, you may find yourself cut off..."

"I'll do my best."

"Toto, aren't you going to tell her not to have too much fun?"

Again, the quip was met with silence.

***

Alicia pumped her head along Daniel's enormous cock, using the back of her throat to massage the soft, fleshy head. It was easily the largest thing she'd ever sucked and it took all her concentration not to gag. As good as Gabrielle's tongue felt on her pussy, it was too much.



Twisting away, up onto her knees, she barely heard the French woman's whine of protest. Letting Daniel's cock slid from her mouth, she stroked it with both hands, admiring the glistening, black flesh. Pushing his rigid member to the left, she dipped her head forward and ran her tongue around the base, lapping at the shaved skin. He smelled sweet.

Looking up into his dark, smiling eyes, she took him back into her mouth, slithering her tongue along the hot meat as it passed into her throat. She was relaxed enough to deep throat him, although it would take a little longer to swallow him entirely.

"Ngh!" she heard Gabrielle's cry to her right. The weight shifted on the bed. Leo must have joined them. Her pussy tingled at the thought. A foursome. Two men. She'd never experienced that before, but couldn't wait to now. Enthusiastically, she took the last two inches of Daniel deep into her throat, her lips widening where his pubic curls should have been.

She watched his dark eyes soften with lust. He was close. She knew it. He was nearly there.

Sliding back, she began to bob her head along his ten or eleven healthy inches, swirling the crown with her tongue before teasing it with her throat muscles. Up and down like the well-oiled pistons of a racing car. Faster and faster she moved. She reached behind him and clutched his buttocks, feeling the hard muscles tighten beneath her fingertips.

He took control, hands in her golden tresses. He moved her head now, thrusting with each downward suck. She gagged as he jammed his cock into her throat. His ass muscles grew rigid. She fought back, pulling her head free but for the head as she felt his balls tighten and his cock heave.

"AHH!" he groaned, an African warrior going for the killing blow. His seed burst into her mouth, hot as lava pouring down the mountain. Her mouth quickly overflowed with his cum. She swallowed as much as she could, but was unable to keep up.

"Ahh-ha-ha..." she gasped, pulling free as she felt her orgasm join his. Cum splashed across her cover-girl face. He wasn't done. Far from it. A rope of heat struck the bridge of her nose. Her cheek. Her long neck. She closed her eyes and welcomed the facial, each splash heightening her own climax.

"Tres bon," Gabrielle's husky voice said when she could register anything but pure bliss. The brunette was lounging at the head of the bed, smoking one of Leo's hand-rolled cigarettes. Leo was behind her, naked and slowly thrusting his hips into hers. Such a casual fuck.

Immediately, Alicia's pussy yearned for a man. She was already ready for more.

Daniel handed her a tissue to white her face off. She took it gladly, fighting to control her breathing. When she had, Gabrielle handed her the cigarette and she took it.

Inhaling, she immediately realized it wasn't tobacco they were sharing. Still, the heated smoke felt good in her sexed up lungs and she took a second, deep drag.

"Good, huh,cherie?"

Alicia blinked, the soft light of the room suddenly developing trails. She turned her head and everything shifted like a firework show in slow motion. She reclined on the satin sheets next to the other woman, stretching her body luxuriously.

On the ceiling, Erin had installed a mirror. Her hazy reflection smiled down at her. She opened her legs, watching as her fingers made their journey down to her oily smooth cunt. She gasped at the out-of-body experience.

To her left, the barrel-chested man rolled onto his back and Gabrielle swiveled around to straddle him straight on. She tugged at her braid as she leaned down to whisper into Leo's ear. "So what do you think of her?"

Alicia was close enough that she could hear, although it still sounded like it was coming from a speaker set next to her ear.

"She's perfect," Leo said simply, their eyes meeting in the mirror on the ceiling.

The brunette held the joint down to her male lover, saying nothing. Fucking him quietly. He sucked on the smoke, watching the blonde's reflection as she played with herself. She circled her clit with her middle and ring fingers, her breath catching in shallow, uneven gasps.

Leo released the smoke from his lungs, let his eyes flutter shut for a moment as the hedonistic rush went straight to his brain. Alicia watched as he leaned over to her, again seeing the whole thing like she was watching from above. "You are a very sexy woman," he whispered, close enough that she could feel his breath on the little hairs of her ear. "But I want to see more. How carnal can you get? How raw? Show me something to inspire my next scent..."

Alicia's nipples hardened with each word. She inserted a third finger into her bare snatch and came. A perfume of her own? Women across the world wearing her brand? She'd show him carnality.

Before she came back to earth, she saw Daniel's black, toned body crawl back into the reflection above her. She spread her legs for him, pinching her clit one last time before reaching for his cock.

"That's it,bella, give me the photo shoot you wanted to give before," Leo groaned.

The blonde ran Daniel's monster along her soft furrow. Fuck, he was huge. Her labial lips parted around its head, stretching her more than any man had before. She shivered, opening her legs even wider. Forcing herself to relax as he slowly began to feed his blackness inside of her.

"AH SHIT!" Alicia cried, overwhelmed by the fullness of Daniel's manhood. She came as he passed his first two inches into her velvet channel. Arching her back, thrusting her tits to the mirrored ceiling, she lost touch with reality for a moment.

Daniel didn't. Slowly, he worked his pornstar-sized prick into pussy. Through the fog of lust, she found herself again. In the third person. She watched in the mirror the contrast of white on black. His cock was as thick as her wrist, and the shaved lips of her pussy were stretching to accommodate all of it.

She came again before he was fully buried inside of her, the equally smooth skin of their pelvises rubbing one another in a way girl-on-girl tribbing could never reach.

And then he began to fuck her. To reallyfuck her. His length touched her in places she'd never felt before. Sometimes, the pleasure was so bottomless it was painful. He went so far, so deep. She found her Zen. She watched as she was fucked. Watched the blonde down there take it like a wild animal.

Daniel's skin danced and shifted like a panther. He rolled his muscular body along hers, pulling her long legs over his shoulders so he could fold her in half. He went even deeper, sending her into another string of orgasms. Time smeared together like the sweat of their bodies. Would this man ever come?

Then she felt it. A depth charge, far out at sea. A heat bomb going off in a place she didn't know she had. He ripped his cock from her, spraying her glistening, tanned flesh with his juice. Cumming on her for the second time that evening.

Before he was even done, Gabrielle was on top of her, licking it away. The French model shared the salty treat with the blonde, shoveling it into her mouth. Alicia sucked the other woman's soft tongue. Teased it like she would a man's cock. The women transitioned casually into a deep, sensual kiss.

Alicia felt exhausted. She gulped at air like she'd just finished up a marathon. Every part of her body tingled. "You're doing well,cherie," Gabrielle whispered, "but you're not quite there."

The brunette crawled off her body and someone flipped her over. Pushing herself up onto all fours, she knew what was coming next. Or thought she did. The cock that pushed into her from behind was smaller than Daniel's – they'd always be smaller now – but actually felt better. It was thick enough to fill her, but without the pain.

Gabrielle slid under her, opening her legs and presenting her well-manicured pussy to the blonde's feasting eyes. Alicia lowered her mouth to the woman's unbelievably soft petals, feeling a tongue on her clit in return. When she felt a finger push into her asshole, she blinked hard as she came again. How many was that?

"Tell me, beautiful Alicia, have you ever had sex here?" Leo asked, a knuckle pushing beyond her tight anal ring.

"N—no..." she said hesitantly. His fingers, cock, and Gabrielle's mouth felt so good, but she still wasn't sure about going further.

"Do you feel good now?" he asked.

"Yes..." she gasped.

"You feel good," he replied, his voice deep. "Do you want your own perfume line?"

"Yes!" she moaned. Gabrielle used her fingers on her clit, as well as her tongue, pushing her close to the edge of yet another orgasm.

"Tell me, my dear, can I have your anal virginity?"

Despite all the pleasure, she hesitated. He wanted raw. He wanted carnal. And if this is what it took to make it... "Yes," she whispered, feeling his cock slip out of her pussy before she'd finished uttering it.

"Bellissimo."

***

Liz watched as the rest of the upstairs doors began opening up. As she followed the bikini and swimsuit clad revelers down the main artery of the ship, she realized that what had started as one large, open soirée was quickly breaking up into a number of smaller private parties. Some open to all, some exclusive.

To the redhead's dismay, she realized that the "Blue Room" was located behind a clipboard-wielding staffer and a line of people who must have been on the waiting list. Sidling up a pair of young women at the back of the line, she asked, "What's the deal here?"

"It's invite-only until two," one answered. The other quickly added, "Then they'll start letting us in."

Two, Liz thought.That wasn't going to work."Thanks," she said, scanning the length of the line. It wasn't long, maybe 20 people, but she needed to be in there long before they opened this place up.

The agent started considering trying the service corridors when she spotted him. Tony Garza, alone and checking his watch impatiently. He was standing a few feet from the entrance to the Blue Room, on the opposite side that this line had developed.

If this is what it's going to take...she steeled herself as she sauntered up to the young Hollywood sycophant. She would have abhorred her strategy six months ago and discouraged its use to all her trainees. But that was before Trey and Alex and Vincent's conspiracy. Before she'd learned that her body could be as effective a tool as a set of lock picks.

"Tony, right?" Liz asked when the tall hunk finally spotted her. She had to admit, despite his macho persona, he was a good-looking guy. Those thick arms and chiseled chest looked perfect for man-handling her tiny body.

"Well, hello," he said, his eyes zeroing in on her cleavage. His face instantly brightened.

"I'm Elizabeth," she greeted, holding her hand out to him so he could kiss her wrist. He did so awkwardly, clearly unused to such gentlemanly gestures. "Waiting for somebody?"

"I was," he grumbled, glancing around one last time. "Looks like she's a no show."

Liz stepped closer to him, running her finger along the hard lines of his pecs. God, he had a swimmer's body. This was going to be even more fun than she'd thought. "A guy like you, stood up?" she asked sympathetically.

"I know, right? Stupid bitch..." He shook his head.

Pressing her scantily clad body against him, she went up onto her toes and whispered, "Will I do as a substitute?"

Tony licked his lips, glancing once again at her tits, and grinned. "Better than a substitute. Come on, let's go." Taking her hand in his, he pulled her past the bouncer without a word of explanation. They knew who he was and weren't going to ask any questions.

***

"Welcome, ladies!" Alexander Mishin enthused, welcoming the latest to join his outdoor harem. Sucking on the sweet-tasting hookah, the Russian-born businessman felt like a sultan. This was the cradle of luxury, he thought slothfully.

The waitresses all wore white thong bikinis with strapless bandeaus for tops. Their short, gossamer sarongs matched the veils they wore over their mouths. On a couple of the low-sitting tables, nude dancers undulated to the almost psychedelic, sitar music.

He recognized the two new girls. Both filled out their black bikinis well with their hourglass figures. Sarah Ellis he knew quite intimately, of course. Earlier that evening, he'd negotiated the blonde's Playboy deal with Hef – he couldn't wait to tell her that she'd be Miss December. Her brunette friend was a waitress at the Green Fairy and one of Erin's girls. Jasmine something-or-other.

"Hey, Alexander," Sarah said shyly, waving at him as they settled into a lounger across from him. He handed the girls the nozzle to the hookah and sank back into the silk-embroidered chaise lounge. Erin, sitting behind him, stroked his hair.

"Having fun?" she asked him as he watched the girls smoke the heady drug.

"You know how much I love the private parties..." he replied.

True to his word, he'd gotten things started a touch early. As the smoke went straight to his head, he began to laugh.A hard task he'd been assigned to, but someone's gotta do it!Now it was in the hands of the experts: Trey Kennedy and Liz Hawkins.

Play to your strengths, he always told his models. He put them in shoots that helped them show off their best attributes and encouraged them, when thinking further down their career path, to never lose sight of that. This situation was no different. He wasn't a spy, he was a businessman. Socialization – especially this kind of socialization – was his strength.

"Mmm, that's nice," he hummed as Erin began to massage his temples. He sank deeper into her lithe body, spreading his fingers across her silky-smooth legs.

"Is my impatient little boy happy now?"

"Have you opened all of the private rooms?" he asked, heavy-lidded. Only some of his stoned-state had to be faked.

"At your request, darling. I'm sure that tomorrow, you will have countless women thanking you for your generosity."

"I'm thankful for it," the brunette, Jasmine, giggled as she snuggled close to her blonde friend. With her exotic, Persian beauty and large, almond eyes, she was like Scheherazade fromOne Thousand and One Nights.

"They fucking better!" he tittered, staring up into the sky and getting lost in the stars. He felt a hand slip inside the front of his tight swimming trunks, wrapping itself around his firm member.Now the fun really begins,he thought.

"This thing's been hard all evening long. Better have someone look at it," she laughed, bouncing her brows as she withdrew her teasing fingers.

"Why not you?" he asked, a touch frustrated.

"My lovely man, with so many beautiful women around, don't settle on the old and used." She kissed him lightly as he began to protest, pushing up to her feet. "Besides, I have others I need to entertain."

Alexander felt a pout coming on like a child not getting what he wanted. He opened his mouth when his eyes alighted on the vision striding onto the lounge. Erin followed, tracing it to Lisa Welles.

The young singer had stopped just inside the doorframe, posing with a half-lit joint in one hand, her hip cocked in the opposite direction. She still wore the shades, cowboy boots, and turquoise neck scarf. Incredible.

Alexander waved her over. At first, he didn't think she'd come. This one was haughty, which made her even more exciting to sample. "I've heard about you," she said when she joined him, sliding her aviators up into her curly blonde hair.

"How do you know who I am if I'm wearing this mask?" he laughed, pulling it off and tossing it to the floor. This party was beyond the juvenile games.

The blonde set her tight, little body in his lap, curving her fingers along his scruff. "The mask doesn't cover your tats, does it?" she teased in her rich, British accent. "And I'm a real push-over for a man with ink." With her red painted lips just a few inches from his face, she took a long pull on her joint, blowing it right into his face.

"You seem like the push-over type," he returned, unfazed. "Hi, I'm Alexander Mishin." He squeezed his hand out from between them, holding it out to formerly shake.

Grinding the joint out on the table the hookah was sitting on, she accepted his shake with a giggle. "Lisa Welles. Nice to meet you, Mr. Mishin." The blonde turned into him, straddling him straight on. He could feel the warmth of her sex against his erection. "That for me?" she asked sweetly, grinding her mound along his cock.

"It is," he replied solemnly. "Want to see it?"

"You're certainly forward, Mr. Mishin," she told him, wrapping her arms around his neck. "A little public in here, wouldn't you say?"

Alex couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic. Two tables over, a beautiful, nude dancer was cupping her full tits for anyone looking. One of the few men present – some British businessman named DeVere – was on the receiving end of a very thorough lap dance.

And then there was Jasmine and Sarah.

"Those girls don't think so," he responded, cocking his chin in the direction of the two. They were turned into one another, their tongues and mouths swarming together as fingers explored the contents of those little bikini bottoms. Neither had their tops or masks on anymore.

As Lisa twisted around to look at them, Jasmine leaned Sarah back and slithered down between her legs.

"Sexy," the blonde singer purred.

"Appetizers?" one of the harem-dressed waitresses asked. She carried a silver platter before her, holding it carefully in both hands. As she bent forward to offer them something, Alex's eyes hopped rapidly between the deep valley of her breasts and the "hors d'oeuvres" she was peddling. He had to laugh.

"Would you care for a little nose candy?" he whispered to the British singer.

The blonde looked away from the kissing girls, seeing for the first time the precut lines of coke that spiraled across the mirrored surface of the platter.

"Sure," Lisa said, casually reaching for stainless steel straw. Alex held her as she snorted the white powder, feeling her hard body shiver beneath his palms. He waved her hand away when she offered him the straw and she shrugged, thanking the girl with a gentle caress across her ass.

"Not a party-boy?" she asked.

Alex shrugged. "Not tonight, I suppose."

"Well," she said, sliding free of his lap, "that's too bad, 'cause I'm in the mood to party." She rocked her hips sensually to the music for a couple beats, just as she had up on stage, and turned away from a protesting Alex. "Don't worry, love, I'm not going far."

Stepping around the low table, she reached behind and untied the top of her black bikini, freeing her perky tits. Winking over one bronzed shoulder, she joined Jasmine and Sarah on their lounger.

***

The Blue Room derived its name from the blue walls and round booths upholstered in blue velvet. Decadence permeated the air. The servers in here went topless. The booths, mostly filled, were like life-sized dioramas of sex and excess at their best.

Liz found herself mesmerized in one, where a naked, platinum haired girl was situating herself into the lap of an equally naked man. She couldn't see his face, but she could certainly see his cock: long and skinny and as hairless as the blonde girl's pussy.

"That looks interesting," Tony smiled, following her eyes in time to see the cock ease into the girl's snatch.

Liz didn't fight the pull, although she knew this was a risk. The reason she'd been caught up at the sight of those two – when the rest of the room was engaged in similar acts of debauchery – was because she recognized the girl. It was Kelly, C.L.O.A.K.'s informant. Trey and her had rescued her two nights ago at the Green Fairy Lounge as the Feds were crashing in. She'd recognize those too-perfect tits anywhere. If she was here with Vincent...



Tony settled into the same booth as Kelly and her lover, pulling Liz into his lap. She felt his erection pressing against her ass cheek. He was ready; she could be too.

"Hey," Liz said to Kelly when the blonde noticed the company. Behind the blonde's mask, the girl's slitted eyes didn't seem to recognize her. That was good for now.

"An audience," she smiled, her voice strained as the juice-covered rod slid in and out of her cunt. "I like..."

Tony untied the haltered bikini top behind her neck, kissing her there. "Let's play catch up," he whispered. Freeing her breasts, he quickly attacked them with his large hands as she grinded her buttocks down into his lap.

"I like playing that game," she teased, turning her head so their lips could meet in a fiery kiss.

His hands slipped away from Liz's breasts for a moment – long enough to untie the bikini bottoms. Hoisting himself up off the booth, his own swim trunks soon followed.

"Oh, yesss..." Liz hissed, feeling his swollen girth rest along her bare furrow. She sat up a little, positioned the mushroom head against her wetness, and sank back onto him.

"Fucking shit, you're tight, baby," he groaned behind her.

"Mmmm," she agreed, closing her eyes and enjoying the slow pairing. All around her, she could hear women and men making similar sounds of pleasure. It was a symphony made up of high-pitched squeals, shallow, feminine pants, and deeper moans of barely checked lust.

Sensing something shift beside her, she opened her eyes in time to see that Kelly had crawled around to their side of the booth and was lowering her lips to Liz's hardened nipple. Her lover had followed, as well, slotting his cock back into the blonde from behind.

Liz had been moaning in a steady "Uh, uh, uh." When she felt the girl curl her tongue around the protruding knot of her nipple, she herself turning into the final stretch of her release. Kelly sucked her whole nipple into her mouth, her flicking tongue driving the redhead on.

She threw her head back against Tony, her long red hair draping over his shoulder. His lips found her neck as their hips ravaged one another. A soft set of fingers traced down her flat stomach, leaving a trail of shivers. She knew what was coming next, but her brain couldn't process that far into the future.

As Kelly's touch crossed her smooth mound, she stiffened, arching her back violently. Her chest slammed into Kelly's mouth as her head went back behind Tony's shoulder. The fingers found her clit, tapping it rapidly. Tap, tap, tap! "Fuck, fuck, FUCK!"

"Oh, Jesus! Oh, God!" Tony grunted, his cock coming alive in her buttery sex. All it took was one pulse of hot seed. Liz cried, her orgasm striking her body like a nuclear warhead.

The blonde was kissing her deeply when Liz's senses finally returned. She reached behind Kelly, steadying herself with a hand on the back of the girl's head, and returned the feminine kiss.

"That was incredible, babe," Tony said behind her. His spent cock slowly softening inside of her.

"It was," Liz croaked, laughing at her strained vocal cords. "Thank you," she whispered, meaning it for both, but catching Kelly's eyes. Recognition finally dawned in the girl's light blue gaze, but she was smart enough to hold her tongue.

"I need to get to the lady's room," she said, extracting herself from the foursome. "But why don't you take care of Tony for me..." She touched Kelly's face softly. The girl understood. Distract. And she could distract well.

As Liz moved towards the back exit to the Blue Room, no one paid her any mind. She didn't bother putting her clothing back on. Her trip would be short. The control room was just on the other side of that door.

***

"AHHHH FUCKKKK!" Alicia screamed as Leonardo Garza's cock drilling into her anus. If she thought Daniel had filled her up, nothing compared to this. Her body seared with pain. She buried her face between Gabrielle's legs, trying to force her mind from what was happening.

The French supermodel attacked her vacated pussy, sweeping her tongue across her clit as she fingered the blonde.

Gradually, the pain yielded to pleasure – although the pain never fully went away. This was a turning point for her, she knew. She already felt different. Worldly. Part of the in-crowd.

Daniel was suddenly there, kneeling above her, his thick cock hard once more. She switched off of Gabrielle's pussy to the cock, swallowing it whole. Leo wanted carnality, she'd show him.

With her fingers, tongue, and lips, she went straight for the goal. No teasing. No slow seduction. She wanted to drink his cum again and show Leonardo how good she could be.

As she sucked and was fucked, she realized how good she felt. How turned on the cock in her ass was making her feel. The Italian man felt exquisite. She wondered why she'd never tried this before. She'd never felt so used. Never felt so dirty.

Leo grabbed her long, blonde hair, pulling on it like the reins of a horse. She cried out as pain once again shot through her, rearing back and off Daniel's cock. She pushed herself up onto her knees, feeling her ass tighten around Leo's buried girth.

"That's it, baby," he growled into her ear. His hands pawed at her tits as he held her against his thick body. "Show me what you've got. Inspire me."

She glanced at Daniel, who was stroking his dick now that she was gone. Then she looked over her shoulder, catching Leo's eye. "You mean like this?" she asked, filling her voice with every dirty thought she'd ever had.

Pushing off with her heels, she rocked to two of them back onto the bed, his cock still firmly embedded in her backdoor. Delicious pain shot through her as they landed. Good. Use it. Harness it.

Spreading her legs over Leo's and resting her body backwards on her hands, she looked at Daniel. "Come and get it," she whispered, glancing down at her open, bald pussy.

The ebony-skinned Adonis grinned with those beautiful, white teeth. Alicia shivered. Could she do this? Could shereallydo this?

When she felt his ten-inches slide tightly into her snatch – when she felt the other cock in her flex in her ass with arousal – she knew she could. The rest of her thoughts were blown out of her mind as surely as shot from a 12-gauge shotgun. No more thinking. Just raw, unadulterated fucking.

The two men inside her found a rhythm, see-sawing her pelvis in great shifts of weight. Her shallow breaths couldn't keep up. Stars formed at the edges of her vision. Things began to close in.

She breathed through her mouth. Her nostrils flared. Dizzy. Cloudy. She blinked. Gabrielle was there, her beautiful face beaming down at her. Mischief. A bisexual kiss. Smoke filled her lungs as the supermodel hotboxed her. Sweetness. She swallowed it without choice, returning the kiss even as she felt her consciousness sink beneath the waves.

Someone came. Was it her? Was it one of the men inside of her? She didn't know. All of a sudden, everyone was cumming. She felt the wet heat in her bowels. In her pussy. She tore her lips away from the other model, arching her back against Leo. He sat up, catching her spasming body. Hands on her tits. Cocks still in her cunt and ass. Sweltering. Swelter...

"Swelter," Leo was whispering through the haze. "That's what I'll call it. Your perfume, baby. Congratulations, Alicia Stiles..."

***

Out the back of the Blue Room, there was just a short hallway that connected several of the other lounges and the kitchens. The security room was one of the unmarked doors.

Liz froze, seeing the guard stationed outside of what must have been the surveillance room. She recognized him, one of C.L.O.A.K.'s agents. An Asian operative named Benny Ng. She actually trained him and recommended never letting him do more than do what he was doing now: work muscle.

Unlike everyone else she'd seen aboardThe Solstice, Benny was wearing black, security fatigues, complete with his pistol strapped to his right thigh.

Liz knew she had only seconds. Glancing quickly up and down the halls, she saw two cameras. One pointed on the chair that Benny Ng was sitting on. The other swiveled down the hall.

Then he saw her. "This section's off limits." He had a lazy way of talking, stringing his words together like he was speaking in cursive. Unfortunately, that laziness had extended itself into his training, and their time together had been tough.

His dark eyes swept along her naked body. Liz posed, unashamed. This was her in. "Off limits, you say, love?" she asked, putting on a thick Irish accent. Behind her mask, she hoped she'd be able to maintain her disguise long enough. She wobbled over toward him as though drunk, dropping to her knees in front of him. "Is this off limits?" she whispered, running her hands across the front of his pants. She instantly felt him rise at her touch.

"Erm..." he said dumbly, looking up and down the hall. Whether he was searching for help or to see if he could get away with this, Liz knew she had very little time.

She unzipped the fly of his fatigues, feeling her heart begin to race. Jesus, when had she turned into such a slut? She'd just had an earth-shattering orgasm minutes before! For a mission! Until her time with Trey and Sarah Ellis, she'd never compromised her integrity in this way. Now, she was finding it easier every time...

But you slept with Vincent when he was your partner... And you slept with Trey...She shut up the little voice of reason, tossing her into a dark closet and locking it. The wagging finger of her conscience would be there when this was over, but right now, she could live without it.

"You can't..." Benny Ng's protested meekly.

"Oh yeah? That's a shame," she whispered, giving his cock a couple strokes before pushing herself back to her feet. Liz had him. She knew she did, but couldn't do a thing with that camera pointing right down at them.

Glancing around quickly, she followed the sweep of the second camera, finding a blind spot. There. Behind them and to the right.

The guard's eyes betrayed his desire. He knew what was right, but his lust was eroding his ethics. It was another problem Benny always had, and this time, it would work to her advantage.

Backing away from him, drawing his eyes back along her nudity, she said, "Or, you could come and get some of this..." Squeezing her round tits in her hands, she leaned against the wall, just under the camera's blind spot.

She crossed her ankles in front of her – a demure pose had she been wearing anything at all. Instead, it only heightened the man's arousal.

He stood, lumbering forward as she traced her fingers down her flat stomach and across her smooth mound.

Watching Benny Ng's cock bounce in front of him as he approached her, she briefly considered letting him fuck her. He'd be quick, she had a feeling, and it would feel so good...

Taking his head into her arms, she pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. Like the single-minded guy that he was, though, he began to line his dick up with her snatch, squatting a little to meet her diminutive height.

Off-balance, taking him out was easy. She pulled back, slammed her head against his nose, and quickly whipped him around against the wall. His eyes rolled up into his head and he crumpled, cock and all, to the floor.

Liz sighed, making sure he'd be out for the night, and reached for his key ring.Stay focused,she reminded herself. Tonight was too important to fuck up.

***

Emily Lester was going crazy in the surveillance room.Everyonewas having a better time than she was. The monitors taunted her. Even the fucking guard in the hall was getting action from some redheaded slut. She'd just watched him follow her out of the picture to...

To fuck her? Something was wrong. A sixth sense in Emily had been ringing alarm bells all evening long, but as much as she'd searched the cameras, nothing seemed out of place.

That redhead. Short, curvy body. Freckles...

"Liz—" she realized with a start, reaching for her gun even as she swiveled for the door.

"Emily, so nice to see you," the redhead replied calmly, knocking the gun easily from the blonde's grasp. She'd already breeched the door. So fast. Emily needed to be faster.

She ducked the redhead's second strike – the one meant to take her out – and lashed out with her legs. Finding purchase, she swept the field agent's feet from beneath her. Liz crashed backwards, striking her head on the surveillance consol.

Emily pounced but underestimated Liz's injury. The smaller woman guarded with her legs, using Emily's momentum to flip her up and over. The blonde cried out as Liz's heels dug into her sides. She was propelled into the bank of monitors, hearing them crack and pop as they shattered.

"You fucking bitch," Emily growled. Now she was really mad. Slipping a knife from her boot, she spun up into a standing position on the desk. She used the blade to get distance, staring down at Liz and all her training. "I'm going to enjoy cutting you into little pieces."

The redhead smiled, but said nothing. Instead, she grabbed the swivel chair Emily had been so bored in just minutes earlier and hurled it across the room. Emily dodged it, but just barely. The heavy base clattered into the computer equipment, sending sparks flying.

Shit, the download!She looked at the little black box she'd rigged to the ship's systems. The lights were dark. Not a good sign.

Distracted, Emily didn't see Liz's foot arch through the air, clipping her solidly on the side of her head. She rotated with the blow, coming out of it in a defensive stance. It wasn't enough. Liz easily dismantled her, yanking her feet off the table.

She collided back against her black box, shattering the delicate piece of equipment along with her shoulder. Before darkness took her, she had time for one last action. Touching her earpiece, she whispered, "Vince... compromised... plan omega..."

She felt blood on her lips. In her throat. And then, she felt nothing.

***

Alex's head lolled back, the hookah nearly forgotten in his slumping hand. Heavy-lidded, he watched Jasmine, Sarah, and Lisa Welles twist and contort on the lounger just across from him.

When Lisa joined the two girls, they quickly welcomed her into their twosome, sitting her down between their topless bodies. As Sarah kissed her, Jasmine took her place between her legs, pulling the black boy-shorts off her slender hips.

As Lisa began to moan into her Sapphic kiss, Sarah leaned her back onto the chaise, straddled her head, and lowered her juicy pussy to the singer's lips.

Again and again, the girls came, switching positions until each had supped on the other two.

Only then did Lisa rise, fixing the sunglasses that she was now using as a headband, and crossed back around to Alexander.

"You're still wearing your suit," she said, stopping a foot from him and posing her naked body. Her soft, mocha skin was complete and unbroken but for the tattoo of an angel on her right breast. "That must be uncomfortable."

Sinking down to her knees, the curly-haired singer stroked his cock through the tight swim trunks. Her sharp blue eyes watched him as he gasped, dancing along his tattooed upper-body. "I really do love your body, Alexander. I'm going to enjoy this..."

Saying no more, she unleashed his proud cock. It sprung free, flopping softly against her glossy lips before she could wrap her fingers around its base. Her eyes sparkled with a smile.

"Yesss..." he hissed as she eased his manhood into the wet confines of her mouth. He felt a bead of sweat dribble from his table down along his jaw line.

Across from him, Jasmine and Sarah had shifted into a tantalizing 69. Looking even wider, her realized that the room was quickly degrading into an orgy. Masks were gone, identities were revealed, and no one cared. An 18-year-old actress that he only knew by her innocent girl-next-door reputation was doing a line of coke off one of those silver platters. Erin Small was "entertaining" the DeVere fellow, bouncing in his lap as he clung to her round ass. The dancers had either paired up with one another, or one of their admirers. And if someone wasn't fucking, they were taking a toke from the hookah and watching.

Lisa Welles, the international music phenom and blonde bombshell, crawled into his lap, took firm hold of his cock, and speared it into her greasy vagina. Like the rest of her compact body, her cunt was tight.

Bracing a hand on the nape of Alex's neck, Lisa began to ride him like a mechanical bull at one of the country western themed bars she got her start in. She fucked like a ball of energy, fueled, no doubt, from the many lines of blow she'd done, not just off the platter, but off Sarah's surgically-enhanced tits.

She squealed with each rapid down-thrust, their skin slapping as she drove herself to her own release. Rocking back, breasts to the starry sky, she ululated her release like a huntress high from a kill.

"Now, your turn," she said throatily, resting her sweaty brow on his. "Don't be shy." Her approach to his orgasm was different. Slower. More playful. Using the moves she'd demonstrated on stage, she grinded her hips to the lazy, sitar rhythm.

"You are incredible," Alex huffed through his fever. His hands climbed across her body. She was burning to the touch. A fire goddess.

"Thank you, baby," she smiled, cradling his head in her arms and kissing him warmly. Her tongue slid into his mouth, soft at first. When he returned the kiss, she grew more aggressive. She turned her head and forced her tongue deeper, going for his tonsils. Her hips reflected the kiss, waves roiling on a stormier sea. His cock was bathed in the full caress of her softness.

"God, you feel so good," she moaned, pulling out of their kiss with a nip at his lower lips. She yanked his head toward her, whispering, "Now cum, you fucker." He cried out as she sank her teeth into his earlobe with a jolt of pain.

She giggled, bouncing faster. "Do it!" she shrieked, her brow knotting with her own near-release. She threw her head back and gasped. Alex felt the walls of her pussy ripple around him like a ship being sucked down a whirlpool. His hands clutched her small ass, digging into the heated flesh.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" he growled, gritting his teeth as he released the night's energies into Lisa's nubile body.

Her release scaled higher as he pumped burst after burst of hot cum into her slippery sex. It felt like it lasted forever. It felt like she was bottomless.

When both came crashing back to earth, they realized that more than one person had turned to watch them fuck. Jasmine and Sarah even clapped, giggling in each other's arms.

Alex took a bow. Lisa covered her mouth to stifle her own laughter. As their eyes met, Alex knew that the singer wasn't even the slightest bit embarrassed.

***

"I need... Toto... Wizard's on the move." Liz's voice crackled over Trey's comms, in and out. She sounded far away; like she was speaking through a thunderstorm on the horizon. "Get the list... nd go..."

Trey set the champagnes he was serving down and slipped into the corridors only the catering staff used. His brain rapidly mapped out the fastest way to get to Erin Small's bedroom, where the list would be.

"Armed?" he asked quickly, keeping a composed face as he passed other, white-suited servers.

"...yes. He's got a subma..."

Submachine gun. Well that was good,Trey thought cheerily, considering he had nothing. "You need to move... st. In and out before he gets..."

No shit, Liz, he grumbled, picking up his pace. If anyone was in the bedroom... well, he'd deal with that later. "How about the lock?" he asked.

"Unlocked. Go, Trey!"

She broke protocol by using his name. His heart froze. If things were serious enough that Liz slipped up like that...



The bedroom was empty, although it must have just been used. It reeked of sex and the sheets were a mess.Focus, Trey.

He zeroed in on the nightstand, although he made sure to keep one eye on the door. When he pulled it open, his heart sank for a moment. The red light was still flashing. "Locked," he groaned over the comm-link.

"Hold on." A second later, the light turned green with a beep. Trey pulled. It opened.

Inside was the holy grail, although it didn't look like much. Just a keypad and an LCD. "What now?"

"Use the co..." The what? Trey felt heat at the base of his skull. It seared across his scalp as he fought to think. Co... co...

Code!

His fingers flew across the keypad. F-A-N-T-A-5-I-A. The simple beep was the most satisfying sound in the world. The latches holding the console in place snapped open, one by one, with the clean swish of a hydraulic press. As soon as the last was free, he snatched the device from the deep drawer and turned to go.

"I'll be taking that." Vincent's voice was cold. The barrel of the gun pointing in his direction was even colder.

***

Alicia heard someone just outside the bedroom door. At first, she thought it was Gabrielle, or maybe Leo, having forgotten something, so she ignored it.

She'd taken a long, hot shower in Erin's private bathroom. After her foursome, she needed it, and not just to wash all the cum from her body. Gabrielle had offered to help her "wash," and while that had been incredibly tempting, she was glad to be alone.

Life would only get faster from now on, she knew. Leo Garza and his new perfume was just the beginning. She'd watched it happen with other models before her. With Tyra Banks, Cindy Crawford, and even Gabrielle Dubois. This party – this night – was just a taste.

Her hair was still wet, although it was fitting, considering the "pool party" theme. She tussled the dark blonde strands a little bit more, made sure her make-up was as perfect as ever, and reached for the door latch.

"I'll be taking that." The voice was a growl, although she recognized it. Vince?

Quietly, Alicia pushed the door open enough to peak into the bedroom. She had to blink a few times to make sure what she was seeing was real. Vince was standing there, mask pushed up on top of his head, holding a very large looking gun at... Trey!

"You're smarter than you look, my boy," Vince admitted. "Although you had help, didn't you? Who?"

Alicia watched Trey's jaw clench. She knew that look. He wasn't going to budge. Not even for his life.

"It's OK, I'll figure it out soon enough." He rotated the gun as he regarded Trey down its barrel. "You were always my scapegoat, you know that, right? You were always going to take the fall for all of this. 'Green operative double crosses CIA.'"

Alicia couldn't believe what she was hearing. She knew Vince wasn't who he said he was, but she had no idea of the extent of his lies until now.

"Unfortunate for you, the story's the same, only a bit more sensational." He hefted the gun to the ceiling, cocking his head to admire it. "Now, it seems that the green operative not only crosses the CIA... that's me, you see... but takes out a few innocents along the way." The smile he gave her husband was chilling. "Everyone loves a good terrorist story." He pointed the gun back at Trey. "Now, set that nicely on the bed and..."

Whatever it was Trey had that Vince wanted went flying across the room. It shattered on the mirrored wall to Vince's left, sending spider webs across the broken plane.

The man with the gun looked shell-shocked. His mouth froze open, his eyes didn't blink. Nothing registered in his stony face. Alicia knew that reaction, too, although she hadn't seen it in years. Not since they broke up.

"Now why did you do that?" he asked, still calm, although even Trey must have seen the emotion boiling beneath the surface. Vince sighed, training the gun once again on a defiant Trey.

"NOOO!" she screamed, flying out of the bathroom as the rat-tat-tat of the gun filled the room. She watched Trey's shoulder blossom in a splash of red, his body flying back like a paper bag in the breeze.

She shoved him with all her might as bullet holes walked up the wall he'd just been standing in front of. She covered him with her slender body, glaring up at Vince through the wet, blonde hair that had fallen over her face.

The gunfire stopped, although he was still fixing it on the two of them. Beneath her, she could hear her husband wheezing, but he was still alive.

The gunman, the man she'd once thought had turned his life around, stared down at them with murder in his dark eyes. For a brief, terrifying moment, she thought he'd open fire. And in that brief moment, she comforted herself with the thought that at least she'd die with the one she truly loved.

Then, bellowing in exasperation, he pulled the gun away and fled the room.

***

Liz had found it on the surveillance cameras. Vincent Silva's escape plan. It was a black zodiac that sat in the water along the ship's stern-side, almost where she'd waded in.

And as soon as she found it, she left the surveillance room like a racehorse out of the gate. Hurdling through the lounges and corridors with Benny Ng's gun flapping at her side, she left a trail of gasps and screams. Now wasn't the time to be discreet.

As she got closer, she found herself runningintothe screams. People were fleeing past her, filling the corridors in mass hysteria. She heard the gunfire. She saw the bodies. What the hell was he doing?

The rear deck was empty when she got there, the hookahs turned on their sides and the pillows tossed left and right. The harem orgy was over and only Vincent and Liz remained.

"Stop!" she ordered, leveling her .50 caliber on his back as he threw a rope ladder over the side. He froze, although she saw his fingers tighten around the grip of his submachine gun. "Put it down, Vince, and turn toward me slowly."

"Liz..." Her name rolled on his tongue like a new wine filled with surprising, new tastes. "Why did you have to go and get all righteous?"

"When did you turn?" she shot back. "Why all this?"

"They were going to shut us down. I was doing this for us. For C.L.O.A.K. This time next year, we'd have no funding. The work we do for these...people..." he spat, "would come to an end. I gave them what they wanted: a way for us to be heroes."

"And yet, you made us villains."

"It's all semantics," he shrugged.

"You know I have to put you down," the redhead stated, although she felt her grip waver on the trigger.Did it have to end this way?

"You don't have to. You could set it down, let me go. We can still blame this on young Trey. We'd keep C.L.O.A.K. active... I could use an Assistant Director."

"You know that's not gonna happen."

Vincent sighed. "I know."

Lightning quick, he turned on her, pulling the trigger of the SMG as he arced it off his hip. The deck rattled as the bullets left their marks.

Liz was faster. Years of training kicked in. She squeezed the trigger twice, fast, catching her boss – her sometimes lover, one time friend – in the chest. His gun went silent. He looked down where he'd been shot, disbelieving. Stumbling back, his knees edged up against the railing.

"I'm sorry it had to end this way," Liz whispered, her breath swept away in the night. Her third shot sent him over the edge and into the cold, black waters of the Pacific.

EPILOGUE

"So you're telling me that Vincent Silva, the decorated operative of two wars and a loyal servant of the United States government, had planned this whole thing for years?"

The deputy director of the Central Intelligence Agency stared down at the file Liz Hawkins had prepared for him in disbelief. He was one of only a handful of men that knew anything about C.L.O.A.K. or any of the other black ops and this report was most likely for his eyes only.

"That's right, sir," she said. It felt odd to be in a suit again, after all that she'd been through. "As it says in my report." All the evidence she'd compiled was there: bank account numbers, photographs, falsified documents. The entire paper trail, not to mention the eye-witness accounts aboard theSolstice.

"Jesus Christ!" The man tipped back in his chair and rolled his eyes. "He certainly made a mess last week on that floating party! What a train wreck."

The newspapers were going crazy with the story.Al Quedawas the party line, a story hatched in this very room by this very man. They called him the director of spin for a reason.

"Burn this," he said, closing the file and pushing it back in her direction.

"Excuse me?" Liz asked, her turn to register disbelief.

"If Washington ever gets wind of this, not only will C.L.O.A.K. be shut down, but there could be investigations into its sister operations. So much fucking red tape that we may as well hand the keys to our country to the enemy right now!"

Liz didn't know what to say. Was this for real? Was everything they'd done meaningless? "What about Erin Small and her prostitution ring?"

"You said it here. Her tapes and blackmail lists have been destroyed. She's fled to England. She's harmless."

"And Alexander Mishin?" Liz hadn't seen the man since that night, although she still felt herself swoon a little at the mention of his name. She'd left her involvement with the handsome playboy out of her report.

"Cleared, although we'll probably keep tabs on him for a while. More red tape, you know?"

"So... what then? Vincent Silva continues to be a hero?" There had already been a funeral and a story written about the "businessman turned hero" that supposedly fought off the terrorists in international waters.

"Liz, the man's dead. Who cares what he is?"

"Well, I do! And maybe weshouldbe shut down. Look at what unchecked power can do? No oversight, no supervision! No one to make sure this shit doesn't happen again!" She was on her feet when her rant came to an end, her chest heaving.

The deputy director smiled and nodded in agreement. "Which is why I'm putting you in charge of C.L.O.A.K.,Ms. Director. I need men and women like you to keep the others in line. Can you do that for me? Can you be my... 'internal affairs' for the black ops?"

"I don't know what to say..." she said, a whirlwind of emotion filling her head. Excitement, honor, fear, flabbergast. All of it at once.

"Say 'thank you.' Also, burn that."

"Thank you, sir."

He'd already moved on to other matters and didn't even look up as she left.

THREE MONTHS LATER

The doorman of Alicia's ritzy condo complex held the cab open for her as she got in. Bruce was a good guy, always willing to talk about the latest fashions in the industry. But then, everyone seemed to want to talk fashion with her now.

"Where to, miss?" the cabbie asked, meeting her eyes in the rearview mirror.

Alicia's breathe caught. It was Trey! Today, his hair was long and blonde, fashioned into a hippy-ish ponytail that went well with his horn-rimmed glasses. Every time she saw him, he was someone different, but his eyes – his beautiful, sad eyes – were always the same.

"The Maxim offices please. Downtown. But you can take the scenic route if you'd like."

Trey grinned before responding. "Will do, miss, but it'll cost ya," with a faux New Yorker accent.

Alicia rolled her eyes but couldn't hide her return smile. She looked out the window as they rolled out of Beverly Hills. This wasn't the first time he'd stopped in on her in the past few months sinceThe Solsticemission. She grew warm inside as she thought of the last time...

"So you're doing a shoot for Maxim?" Trey asked, his voice once again his own.

"Yeah. I got the cover this time. The article's 'Alicia: In Stiles.'" She giggled. It felt good to giggle. Giggling went against her sophisticated, public persona.

"I see you're using your maiden name again."

"Stiles? Yeah," she said bashfully.

"I'd heard you were married. What happened to that guy? Just didn't work out?"

Alicia leaned her head back and laughed. The sun passing in through the back window felt good on her face. "I guess you could say that." They'd grown so far apart that by the time they both realized it, it was like attending a high school reunion with your ex-boyfriend. And with Trey's career moving even deeper into the espionage field and Alicia's taking off, it didn't make sense to continue the charade. "Are we secure?"

"Sure are, ma'am." The accent was back.

The worn vinyl of the backseat crunched as she shifted forward, leaning against the driver's seat. Trey felt her behind him, smiling over his shoulder. "We made a good team though, my ex and I. Ironically, it was only after we decided it wasn't going to work out."

"When all is lost..." Trey said wistfully.

A wave of sadness washed through Alicia. That shared sense of loss. "How's Agent Hawkins?" Alicia asked, changing the subject, although she remained within whispering distance of Trey.

"It's Director Hawkins now, not that anyone will ever be able to acknowledge it. Liz was offered the director-ship of C.L.O.A.K. for bringing down Vincent Silva, who took the brunt of the blame."

"From what I read, he took all of it. Erin's supposedly starting up her own modeling agency in London. Gabrielle Dubois is about to start shooting the next season ofSupermodel—"

"Her last," Trey pointed out.

"Her last, yes, but the network still was under contract. Losing the Estee Lauder contract is a minor set-back for a woman like that."

"Not being under constant fear of blackmail helps," Trey added. "We really did do well together there, in the end."

Again, Alicia felt melancholy swell up through her body. "Ever wonder what could have been?"

"You mean us?"

Alicia nodded.

"The 'us' that said 'I do' was doomed, even before Silva drew you into his plots. We just needed a little bit of intrigue and a few conspiracies to show us that." Alicia gave her ex-husband a couple quiet laughs. "But the new us..."

"The model and the super spy?" Again, the giggle.

"I think you mean supermodel and spy," Trey corrected.

Alicia kissed him softly on the neck before whispering into his ear, "No, I don't."

Trey shifted in the front seat. His face felt hot when she touched him. "Well, those two might have a chance. But it's not going to be easy. And... well, they may have to be a bit more honest than they were before."

Alicia agreed. "It would certainly be against the odds." Trey pulled into the offices of Maxim Magazine. Alicia sat back into her seat. "So, how much do I owe you?"

"Oh, shit, miss. I'm sorry, I must have forgot to turn my meter on. But for a beautiful girl like you, this ride's on me."

"Are you sure?" the blonde asked, a twinkle in her eye.

"I am. But if you really want to repay me, how about a date tonight?"

Alicia covered her mouth as she laughed. There was someone outside, waiting for her cab. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to pass, sir. I actually already have plans."

"Oh?"

"Yeah. A date, actually."

"Anyone famous? A movie star, perhaps? Or some other hot shot that doesn't realize he's not good enough for you but thinks he is?"

Alicia rolled her eyes. "No, actually. I'm meeting my ex-husband. For a drink. We have a lot to talk about."

"Oh, the media's going to be all over that, Ms. Stiles."

Alicia gave him one final smirk before opening the door. "My husband is a super spy, sir. The media won't have a clue."

Finis
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San Francisco Seductions Ch. 04

To understand what is going on, you should read the previous chapters of San Francisco Seductions, found in the Chain Stories section of this fine web site.

Lauren Bennett let the hot water trail down her body and wash away the ache in her muscles. She'd pulled a double shift down at the café and her body was tired from standing, waiting, and serving.

She rubbed fruity shampoo into her long black hair. The silky, straight hair still hung down past her shoulders, but she still felt like it was very short. Her head still felt lighter, even one month after getting it cut for the first time since she was a little girl.

Still, she couldn't help but sigh as she broke with the past.

After sponging her body with her pink poof, she reached for the razor. She shaved her long, shapely legs and wished her thighs were skinnier and longer. More like Kerry's. She wished she were taller than her 5'3". She wished she had the tall model's body that her blonde friend had.

When her legs were satiny smooth, she took a deep breath before turning her razor on her pussy. She was careful with it, shaving it bare but for the thin landing strip of dark hair she kept above her slit. Just as Kerry had shown her last week.

At first, Lauren had been scandalized by her best friend and lover's shaven sex. Lauren hadn't seen much of Kerry in recent weeks (and the two had been spending less and less time in bed together). When the sandy blonde pulled off her little thong to reveal her cunt, completely devoid of a single curl of pubic hair, Lauren blanched. It was so bad. It was so slutty! Yet so beautiful at the same time.

The blonde told Lauren how much better it made sex. Much more intense. After fooling around a little, the women had adjourned to the shower so that the brunette could experience the pleasures of a shaven twat. Kerry was kind enough to leave a little mohawk of dark hair "as a reminder of the old days." Neither girl got much sleep that night.

Lauren toweled herself off, glancing at herself one more time in the mirror. "I'm too pale," she thought to herself one more time, but in reality, she didn't believe it. She knew that guys loved the pale skin, dark hair look. Especially coupled with her light blue eyes. The light dusting of freckles across her little, upturned nose and high cheek bones also was a point of weird pride for Lauren.

A few months ago, before arriving in San Francisco, she never would have scrutinized herself like this - at least not in a positive way. Now, she was able to smile and flip her dark hair happily as she exited the bathroom.

She pulled on a sheer bra and panty set. It was black and delicate, the gauzy material doing nothing to hide her pink, silver dollar nipples or her dark wisp of pubic hair. Underwires lifted her soft, large breasts, enhancing the amount of cleavage that would peek from the tight silver tank top she planned on wearing. She slithered into a pair of tight black pants. The waist sat very low on her hips and she had to make sure that her thong remained tucked and hidden away. She checked herself in the mirror, bending over. The trousers were tight and stretchy enough not to slip too far down her firm buttocks, and they would keep her reverse cleavage hidden as she moved on the dance floor.

Tall, strappy heels lengthened her body. Make-up and accessories accentuated her beauty. She was ready to go.

One month ago, she would never have stepped out into public dressed like this. She hadn't owned a stitch of clothing that molded to her body like her slacks and tank top did now. Maybe it was losing her virginity. Maybe it was cutting her hair. She didn't know what brought about her change, but she didn't question it. She felt good. She felt confident.

Tonight, Lauren was going to finally meet Kerry's mystery guy. Against all the odds, it appeared that the free spirited blonde had settled down with a boyfriend. When the two eighteen-year-olds had arrived in San Francisco, it didn't take them long to get introduced to the quick pace of city life. Casual sex, once a mortifying idea to Lauren, was now a healthy part of her lifestyle. Kerry had helped her come into this lifestyle. At first, their two roommates, Samuel and Jarrod, were enough to satisfy the blonde's hunger. But after a month of roommate sex, Kerry was ready to expand their circle. It was around this time that Kerry introduced her innocent friend - her eighteen-year-old virgin - to the wonders of sex with their roommate Sam.

Since then, the curvy brunette had fooled around with Sam on a couple of occasions - and loved all of them - but she'd otherwise stayed celibate, concentrating primarily on making enough money to pay the bills. She'd even gone out on a few dates with men she'd met at the café, but they had lead to nothing more than a little making out at her doorstep. Despite her newfound sexual awakening, she still was nervous about sleeping with these guys.

Anyway, a few weeks ago, Kerry had met a guy named Casey. Now she only sees him, although none of the roommates had met him yet. They even teased her, saying he didn't exist. Kerry was strangely shy to introduce Casey to the others. Lauren would be the first.

Shelter was one of the newer clubs in the city. The San Francisco Chronicle touted it as a chic, urban center where the beautiful young creatures of the city met and danced. Stylish revelers swayed to the throbbing trance beats on the spacious dance floor lit by strobe lights, lasers, polished chrome, and the swing of dancing glow sticks.

Lauren, who had only been to a few cheesy dance clubs with Kerry, was unprepared for this large and largely hip rave. She waded through the crowd, who parted before her with happy smiles and welcomes, and made her way to the backroom bar where Kerry said she would be waiting with Casey.

Kerry was as stunning as ever. Her sandy blonde hair was twisted and pinned back just like it had been to their Senior Prom. Her outfit, however, was far from any prom dress: tight, dark jeans that were slung incredibly low on her slender hips; a tiny little gold halter top that hung loosely over her perfectly proportioned tits and complimented her bronzed skin; hoop earrings, glittery make-up, tall, strappy heels that pushed her athletic butt out and stretched her long body to 5'10".

Kerry was smiling broadly, her dimples emerged and her eyes glowed. She screeched when she saw her friend and ran to her, keeping masterful balance on those tall heels. The blonde hugged her friend enthusiastically, crushing the shorter girl's full breasts against her own body.

"I'm sooo glad you could make it!" Kerry yelled over the dance music. She hugged her friend again, then backed up enough to get an eye-full. Her hazel eyes scanned Lauren's body in a way that made the brunette's freckled cheeks flush. Their eyes locked. "God, you're so beautiful," the tall girl said, then leaned down and planted a soul-searing kiss on her friend's lips.

That drew some stares.

When the two girls broke their deep kiss, Kerry introduced her roommate to Casey. "My boyfriend." It was weird hearing those words utter forth from the blonde's lips.

Casey was older than Lauren had expected. She estimated that he was somewhere in his thirties. But he was also very attractive. His shaved head gleamed in the colored lights above, and he had a trimmed, blonde goatee and mustache under a noble nose and a strong jaw line. He wore a tight black t-shirt that stretched over his muscles. His arms were large and adorned with black tattoos that rippled sinuously.

His head bobbed to the beat of the music, taking the occasional pull from a cigarette in his hand. He nodded to Lauren confidently and said, "I've heard a lot about you. Kerry talks about you all the time." He gestured to the slim girl, who was bouncing to the beat of the music.

Lauren couldn't really say the same about Casey, so she nodded politely. "Hey, I need to go and fix my lipstick," Kerry said, leaning into Lauren. She ran her hand along the brunette's shoulders as she did so. "Want to come along?" A look flashed through Kerry's eyes. Lauren nodded.

"What do you think of him?" Kerry asked when they were out of earshot of Casey.

"He's a hunk," Lauren said truthfully, then blushed. "I think I need a drink."

Kerry gave her that look again, but said nothing. Her smile only broadened. "Have I told you that I love you, Lauren?"

The shorter girl shot her friend a quick, shocked glance. Kerry kept smiling. "No--shit… that sounds like I'm in love with you!" She giggled. "I'm not! I just… think you're really awesome, that's all. None of my other friends would come out to San Francisco with me! You know?" They danced through the crowd, smiling and laughing at the other dancers. "You've been so supportive of me! And… we've had a lot of fun." She paused. "A lot of fun," she repeated.

They entered the bathroom. Like the rest of the club, it was decorated with sleek metal and orange neon. The sink basin was polished black slate. "We've known each other for what? Nine years? Since my parents died? And you've been there for me the whole time! Lauren, I love you!" They hugged once again. "You're my best friend."

"Hey, I love you, too," Lauren said, a bit embarrassed.

"See, I love the way you blush at that. I love your innocence. I love your cute nose." She held the other girl closer, pinning her against the sink. "I love your pale blue eyes, and your freckles." Their faces were close now. Lauren could feel her friend's breath on her face. "And I love the way your body is so tight and slender and your tits look almost too big for such a fucking hot body." They lips brushed against each other and Lauren moaned. "And your pussy tastes better than any other pussy that I've tried."

In the back part of Lauren's mind, she was shocked to hear that Kerry had been with girls other than herself, and mildly jealous. Right now, she wanted to taste this woman's saliva on her tongue.

But then, Kerry backed off, smiling down at her friend. Both girls were flushed. Kerry picked up the beat that filtered in through the walls and went to the next sink. She reached into her bag and pulled out her lipstick.

"I need a drink," Lauren muttered again, recovering. "You're such a tease."

"I've got something better," the blonde with the prom-night hairdo said, reaching into her purse.

"Better than what?"

"A drink," she said. "Hold out your hand."

Unsure what to do, Lauren did as she was told. Kerry reached into her purse, extracted something, and placed it in her friend's hand. It was a small, white pill that looked like an Aspirin.

"What is it?" Lauren asked, but she already knew. Her ears were burning.

Kerry looked around the bathroom, making sure no one was in any of the stalls. Then, she leaned over and whispered, "It's Ecstasy. Try it. It's better than anything I've ever felt before."

"Are you…"

The blonde nodded. "Oh yeah, I'm rolling. Come on, it's not going to kill you."

"But…"

"Sweetheart, I promise. You'll thank me for it later. Remember Sam?"

If it were possible, Lauren's blush deepened. "But I'm scared."

"Don't be, honey. I'm here. I'll take good care of you. And in a half hour, you'll have no worries."

"Are you sure that it's okay? I mean, I've… I've heard things."

"Lauren, baby, love… I've done it five times before tonight. Anything wrong with me?" Five times! This was all so confusing. All so disorienting. She looked at her friend, who was smiling broadly at her. Kerry's charisma infected her - just as it always did. She shrugged. What the hell. She popped the pill in her mouth and downed it with water.

The two girls returned to the dance floor.

***

For the first half hour, Lauren felt nothing. She tried to immerse herself in the music, but she couldn't shake the nervousness from the back of her mind. She had done a drug! She had taken E!

She was walking over to the bar for a break when it hit her. Suddenly the world felt like it was bouncing. Like she was walking across a trampoline. "Rolling" was the perfect term for the way she felt. She grabbed hold of the bar to steady herself, then realized that the bar, too, seemed to move and dance in her hand. Her moment of vertigo passed quickly, though, and instantly she was aware of the music that pulsed all around her. Her body caught that pulse and she felt the irresistible urge to move along with it. She turned her head, looking out across the dance floor, and was entranced by the lights that flickered down on the crowd. Her brain seemed to melt back into her head, and it felt wonderful. Everything felt wonderful. The lights made her happy. The dancers out there made her happy.

She felt a hand on her shoulder and she shivered. She could feel all the little hairs stand up where those fingers brushed. Turning her head, she was greeted by the tall, handsome face of Casey, her best friend in the whole world's awesome boyfriend!

"You feel it?" he asked, smiling. She was suddenly aware that he, too, was dancing to the beat. But more subdued than the way she felt. He was so cool. She was so cool, too! She began to pick up her feet, swing her hips. But the two never broke that eye contact. His eyes were too beautiful not to look at, Lauren thought.

"Yes! This is awesome!"

He reached into his pocket and handed her something. "What's this?" she said, turning it over in her hands.

"It's gum. You're going to start to grind your teeth. It'll protect them."

"Awww… you are so thoughtful! I'm so happy for you and Kerry." She felt such a deep connection with this guy that she had only spent a few hours with. She felt the urge to give him a hug and did it. He happily returned her hug.

"You two are so cute together," Kerry's voice drifted in. They broke their embrace, unashamed, and looked at her. "Can't you just feel that music? Don't you feel so in tune with it?"

"Yes," Lauren nodded. Nodding her head felt great. "I feel so good, Kerry! You were so right. I do love this feeling. And I love you." The girls hugged once again. "It's strange… not like what I thought I'd feel. I thought it was going to make me into a sex-hungry animal." They all laughed. "But this feels so different. It's not so much sexual as just… good." She shrugged. "I feel so close to you guys!"

"Come on, honey, let's dance," Kerry said, taking hold of her hand and pulling her out onto the dance floor.

For the next couple hours, Lauren was rolling high and feeling no pain. She found herself constantly moving to the techno beat. Casey was right, she did feel the urge to grind her teeth together. She chewed that piece of gum until there was no flavor left, and then kept at it. She also felt constantly dried out. The three of them would take turns going to the bathroom to refill their water bottle.

At last, the three danced into the backroom bar, where they first met. Lauren still felt the urge to dance and move her body, but now her legs felt like they were planted to the floor. "It's like, my feet are gigantic cinder blocks!" she was explaining. She still felt good, but she could feel the warmth in her body begin to subside.

Casey, who was talking to someone else, excused himself and they walked off. Kerry leaned in close to Lauren and whispered, "Would you like another pill?"

"Umm… I don't know. I still feel pretty good."

"Oh, but it'll be so good. One more, honey. We can do it together." Lauren knew she couldn't say no, and didn't want to.

Just then, a handsome gentleman approached the two girls. He was probably in his late twenties with dark, curly hair and side burns. He smiled at the two of them, who smiled right back. He leaned in and said to Kerry, "I was just wondering… do either of you have any E?"

Interesting coincidence. Thank God Kerry had the presence of mind to say, "Are you a police officer?"

He looked a little nervous and shook his head. "No, I…" he scratched his head, trying to think of the best way to say whatever he wanted to say. He really was nervous, Lauren realized. He looked over his shoulder at a girl who was sitting against the bar, wringing her hands anxiously. She was beautiful, long, straight brown hair. "I'm here with my wife and… we've never done that. We wanted to try."

"Is she a police officer?" Kerry asked.

He shook his head. "No," he said solemnly.

Kerry tapped a slender finger over her ruby red lips. "Hmm… let me see what I can do." And with that, she disappeared, leaving Lauren with this stranger.

"Hi, I'm Gordon. It's… it's nice to meet you."

"Lauren," the dark haired girl said, offering her hand. She found herself nodding her head to the music and feeling incredibly relaxed and good, even in the awkward silence. "Your wife is very beautiful," she said after a pause. Before the man could thank her, she said, "You're not so bad yourself."

"Why thank you," he said, breaking eye contact with her.

"Your wife shy?"

He nodded. "She's really nervous about doing this."

"Why don't you ask her to come over here? I'll try to help her feel at ease."

"Susan," he gestured to his beautiful wife. "Why don't you come over here."

Susan was terrified at what she was about to do. Not that she was a goody-two-shoes. She drank occasionally, she even smoked a little pot back in college. But Ecstasy seemed so wrong. So out of reach. These feelings couldn't kill her desire to try it, however.

Lauren watched as the older woman approached her. She had to admit, Susan was beautiful. She was willowy. Maybe as tall as Kerry, but with a much slighter body. Her breasts were smaller than her friend's, but this fit her runway model like body. And there was a maturity that the shy woman seemed to exude.

The tall brunette wore a sparkly skirt that hung just above her knees, and a pair of black, calf-high boots. For a top, she was wearing a tight white blouse. Not really club-wear, but then again, Susan didn't appear to be a club girl.

She did her best to put the couple at ease. She explained that this was her own first time trying anything like this and that it was fantastic. Casey came back and took the guy aside. They talked, shook hands, and something was exchanged. "Let's go onto the dance floor. Easier to be more discreet out there, when you take it."

The five of them took a pill and made their way back out onto the dance floor. That rolling sensation returned for Lauren, although this time, the feeling wasn't quite so intense. The five of them danced on waves of serotonin late into the night

Susan was going through the euphoric awakening that Lauren had undergone earlier in the night. She was so happy to be here. She loved her husband so much and wanted to thank him for setting this all up. She danced close to him, loving the way the musky smell of his sweat mixed with his cologne. "I love you so much, honey. We were so lucky to find each other. There is not a single other person I'd rather be wedded to in the whole world. Not a single person." They kissed on the dance floor, not caring at all what those around them thought. His tongue felt so good. This felt so right.

She was so happy to have met these three, wonderful strangers. Especially Lauren. She felt so close to the younger girl. "You remind me of me. We are so much alike!" Susan tried to explain as the two women stood off to the side, taking a water break while the others danced.

"I know! Isn't it amazing! It's like we were meant to meet!" Lauren said excitedly, genuine exhilaration reflected in her eyes.

"I feel so close to you, I could kiss you!" the taller woman said before she realized what she was saying.

The black haired girl put her arm around Susan's waist and said, "Would you like to?" She was smiling and her large eyes were wide and patient.

"I couldn't do that!" Susan said. In any other situation, this would have made her extremely uncomfortable. But she really did feel a close connection to Lauren. Like they had been sisters their entire lives, separated as babies. Now, reunited, they felt that connection once again.



"I won't tell if you won't," Lauren said, her smile never wavering. "Quick, before the others come over."

"Okay, but just a little kiss." She didn't know what was going on or why she was doing it, but she just had to feel this younger woman's lips on hers. She dipped her head down and brought her face within inches of Lauren's. They both laughed, then brushed lips against one another.

Lauren's lips were both incredibly soft and incredibly hot. She hadn't expected the girl's lips to feel so good, against hers, and it didn't take much prompting from the other girl to deepen the kiss. Susan felt Lauren's hand on the back of her neck, drawing her closer. They bumped noses and laughed, breaking the kiss.

"Did you enjoy that?" Lauren asked. "Because I did."

Susan nodded her head. She was short of breath. It felt like someone had laid a brick on her chest and she had to work to draw air.

Their eyes locked, pale blue falling into dark brown. An unspoken agreement was made. Their lips came together once again, this time both knew what they wanted. Tongues unfurled, dipping and tasting one another's wet mouths. Susan's heart felt like it was going to burst, each quick pulse firing little shock waves down to her sex. She grew wet. She knew she shouldn't be doing this. She knew that things were progressing into serious water.

Lauren pushed her wade of gum into the willowy woman's mouth playfully, and at last they broke their kiss, laughing. "Wow…" was all Susan could say.

"Don't mention it," Lauren replied, winking. "Come on, let's dance!"

***

The five of them stayed until the club closed at 4. "What now?" Lauren asked, still riding high.

"Well, I know of a little post party we could all go to. Kerry knows about these."

The blonde's hazel eyes flashed at the mention of the post party. "Sounds like fun," Lauren said, not quite sure how to read her friend's eyes except that it was bound to be a good time.

"You two game?" Casey asked the married couple.

"Sure," Gordon answered, then looked at his wife for approval. She nodded, her head bobbing and smiling to the last songs of the night club.

"Then let's go!"

They cabbed out of the city and into Berkley, where the post-party was being held. The five of them were still lit when they got there.

"Where are we going to sleep?" Susan asked her husband as they knocked on the door to a ritzy looking house.

"Relax," Kerry said. "There are plenty of beds to crash in." She rubbed her hand slowly along Susan's arm, who started to look a little uncomfortable. Lauren nudged her friend, giving her a stern shake of her head.

They entered the house, greeted by a sprinkling of people that were lounging around in the kitchen. Subdued drum and bass played in the background, and the lights were dimmed low.

The room smelled of pot and cigarettes, a smell that Kerry was getting quickly used to. It occurred to her that maybe her friend might not be ready for this scene. She looked over at the beautiful, trim girl and held out her hand. Lauren took it, and Kerry squeezed it reassuringly as they entered the living room.

Dylan, a large, muscled black man wearing a tight, black club shirt, looked over his shoulder and waved at the new crowd. "Casey, Kerry. Glad you could join us!" He then turned back around, leaned over the glass coffee table, and snorted a line of coke, right in front of their eyes.

Kerry felt Lauren squeeze her hand. The black haired girl's eyes were as wide as saucers as she took in the whole scene. Usually, this kind of thing was regulated to the bedrooms. It was pretty late, though, and sometimes, when the partiers had fucked enough to emerge from the backrooms, they partied out here.

The coffee table was covered in the white, powdery stuff and a beautiful Asian girl was cutting lines of it as they entered.

"Hiya, Casey," she said in a light, British accent. "Want me to make you one?" The girl's shiny black hair was clipped back with a jade hairpin and she was wearing her tight leather pants and halter outfit.

"No thanks, Lin. I'm good for now."

"Your friends then?" she asked, reaching for the tightly rolled hundred from the black man.

Kerry said, "I'd like to try." She felt Lauren's stare, but didn't take her eyes off Lin's.

"No, baby. Not tonight," Casey said. "I think you should be thinking straight the first time you try that stuff."

"She can think for herself," the beautiful Asian said, snorting up the line she'd just made for herself. She tipped her head back, eyes closed, and swallowed hard. When her eyes opened, they were swimming. "Kerry's a big girl. Come on, sweetheart, take a seat next to me."

The blonde knelt down beside Lin and looked at the pile of blow before her. Lin began to cut her a line when Casey said, "No, Lin. I said not tonight!" He was firm without raising his voice, but everyone in the room knew that he had put his foot down.

The Asian put her hand around Kerry's shoulder and swayed with her a little. "Too bad, not tonight." The women looked at each other. "My room's open if you want to… be happy in other ways."

"Like what do you mean?" the sandy blonde asked innocently.

"Oh, you tease," Lin said, bringing her lips to Kerry's. She wrapped her hand around the back of Kerry's neck, drawing her closer. Their lips parted, heads tilting as they sucked and played with each others tongues.

Susan felt like she was about to hyperventilate. Her breathing became ragged. She felt overheated. She began to see pin pricks at the edges of her vision. They were blotting out the light. Her field of vision narrowed. She felt weak in the knees. These people were doing drugs so casually. These two girls were doing something that, while she had just done it, still turned her stomach. This was too much. Too much.

"Bring her this way," she heard someone say. The voice was distant. Hollow.

Lauren was feeling a little queasy as well, the feelings of the Ecstasy dimming. What was happening to her friend? What world had she gotten herself into? She followed Casey and the couple, giving one last, wistful look back at her best friend, who was now laying on her back, the Asian woman straddling her, their faces still together in a passionate lip-lock.

Casey led the three of them up to what looked like the master bedroom. "Put her down on the bed," he said, opening a window to let in fresh air. "She'll be fine. She just needs to relax a little. Gordon, rub her shoulders. It feels great when you're rolling and it'll take her mind off other things." Gordon did what Kerry's boyfriend told him to. Casey crouched down between Susan's legs, took her hands in his, and gently massaged her finger tips.

"Hey," he said gently. "Susan. Hey, look at me." Susan lifted her lolling head up enough to look into Casey's eyes. "Do you feel your husband's hands on your back? Doesn't that feel wonderful? I want you to concentrate on that feeling. Close your eyes and just feel."

Her eyes flashed fear one last time, then she closed them. She was very beautiful, Casey thought as he stared at her. She was wearing maybe a little too much mascara, but who at Shelter didn't? He realized that it was a mistake to bring all the newbies here as soon as they walked into the living room. His friends were a nice enough bunch, but his subculture was sometimes a bit shocking.

He glanced across the room to where Lauren was sitting. She had one of the most amazing, compact bodies that he'd seen in a while. He wondered if Kerry would mind if something happened between Lauren and himself. She'd most likely act like she was cool with it, but occasionally, he got a sense that the girl wasn't as secure as she liked to make out to be.

He knew that it was just a symptom of the drug, but he felt so connected with all the people in this room. He looked over Susan's shoulder at Gordon and thought about what a good couple the two of them made. They were a very pretty couple, suited best for country clubs and fancy restaurants. Not his world. They were tourists here, but then again, Casey always liked being the tour guide.

Susan's eyes were open now and they were regarding this sexy, bald guy before here. His tattoos marked him out as the type of man that she wasn't usually attracted to, and his lifestyle was so wrong…

She closed her legs, feeling the warmth that started to radiate between them at all the dirty thoughts she was having. Her husband's hands felt so good they were making her horny, but she needed more. Her eyes locked onto Casey's. A million things were passed between the two of them. She glanced over at Lauren. So beautiful. So young. Then back at Casey. She felt closer to these strangers than anyone she'd ever known. They had shared something. An experience. A night. And goddamn, she didn't want that night to end just yet.

Casey's lips met Susan's. She felt the tickle of his goatee on her soft skin, the musk of his body that had spent the night dancing. Their tongues slid easily into place next to one another, pulling and pushing back and forth. The kiss felt wonderful. She tasted every molecule of this other man's mouth - the first mouth she'd kissed since she'd starting seeing Gordon so many years ago. The first male mouth, she thought, feeling the heat rise on her cheeks.

She tasted the bitterness of his cigarettes and his strong, whiskey drinks. She tasted something sweeter on his tongue. She slid her tongue across his teeth, marveling in their slippery smoothness. She cradled his head in her hands, dove deeper. She needed more. More.

Gordon didn't know what to do. He watched his wife make-out with another man right in front of him, and all he could do was keep massaging her shoulders. His heart sped up, his eyes bugged out, but strangely, he did not feel upset. His stomach turned, yet he did not get angry. A far more primal urge overwhelmed those rational emotions. He felt lust.

He moved his hands off her shoulders, under her arms and down along her side. He was as surprised as anyone when he felt his fingers start to pop the buttons of her blouse. He needed to feel her bare skin against his fingers. He needed to cup her supple breasts in his hands.

Lauren was shocked at what was transpiring before her. She watched in stunned fascination as the men undressed the willowy woman with the soft brown hair. Her skin was lightly bronzed, slight tan lines around her breasts. Her nipples were round and hard, somewhere between light brown and pink. Casey sucked one into his mouth, and Lauren found herself licking her lips subconsciously.

Her hands moved of their own volition, slipping down along the outside of her crotch. She could feel the heat of her pussy through her trousers. She knew it wouldn't be long before she was as naked as Susan.

Casey slid his hands along Susan's thighs, pushing her sparkly skirt up as they went. The tangy smell of her arousal was strong in his nose. He loved it. He loved this night. He felt great and wanted this beautiful brunette before him to feel great as well. She had on a small silver thong, damp with her leaking juices. Casey reached up and pushed the thong to the side, revealing two beautiful pussy lips, plump and clean shaven, parted enough to hint at treasures inside.

He stroked her a couple times before pulling off her thong, giving him full access to her pussy. Her fingers eagerly helped him remove the skimpy underwear, hiking her skirt up all the way around her slender hips. To his disappointment, she wasn't completely bald but kept an inverted triangle above those glistening folds, trimmed and meticulously groomed.

Susan shut her eyes hard as she felt these two men caress her soft body. Her husband's hands were gentle over her perky breasts, familiar yet still highly intoxicating. Casey's hands were more demanding than her husband's, more forceful. In his hands, she felt like she was losing control and she loved it. His hands pulled the gusset of her thong - the thong that only her husband was ever meant to see - and tasted her freshly shaven cunt lips - the lips that only her husband had ever tasted. When he went to pull her panties off, Susan's body reacted in the only way it allowed: she helped him tear the confining things off.

Eyes still shut, she held her breath in anticipation of Casey's returning lips. When the feel of his warm, flat tongue didn't come, she began to open her eyes in protest when she felt a different sensation against the engorged mouth of her pussy. The smooth, bulbous head of a cock.

"Ngh!!" she gasped as Casey pushed into her cunt. "AH! AHHHHH!!" It was all so wrong. It was all so big! She felt every nerve ending sigh as this strange penis slipped into her, stretching her, fucking her. "OH, GOD!" she screamed, cumming for the first time that evening. "OH, GOD! OHGODOHGOD!! OHHHHH!!!"

When the stars of her orgasm cleared, Casey was still with her, his thick cock dipping in and out of her married vagina. Her heart felt like it was on fire. Her breathing came labored and uneven. She felt her body preparing itself for another orgasm, practically on the heels of the last.

Gordon's hands were still on her breasts, the familiar thumbs caressing her nipples. He felt his tongue on her neck, on her ears. So much stimulation. So much pleasure. "You are so hot, baby," he whispered into her ear, his voice with growling with lust. "Let go, baby. I want to see you completely let go." His hands squeezed her breasts harder, his teeth nipped painfully at her ear.

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she panted, feeling the world slip out from under her feet. Casey was a pull between her legs, fucking her hard enough to cause her entire body to shudder with each thrust. Her pussy steamed. "YES! YES! THERE! OHHH!!" Her husband's hands pinched her nipples, twisting them violently. "AH! AHHHHHH!!!" Her body shuddered, muscles clenching then releasing as she came and came and came.

Lauren brought herself to her own orgasm, her tight slacks unbuttoned, her fingers furiously diving into the smooth lips of her pussy. The sight before her - a live porno - was just as overwhelming as the sight downstairs with all the drugs. There was just as much excess in this room as there was spread all over the coffee table, only here, the young brunette handled it in a much different way. She felt like a little girl, looking in on something that she knew was wrong. That she knew she shouldn't be witnessing. Yet the urge to get herself off was too great to resist.

Somewhere in the haze of her orgasm, as she watched the three players in front of her rearrange themselves, Lauren knew that she had to get out of there or else get sucked in. She imagined herself in the middle of the bed, lapping at the beautiful, cum-filled pussy of the other woman as one man drilled her young pussy, the other getting his dick polished in the older woman's eager mouth.

Casey, who was saving his cum for Susan's third orgasm, directed her onto all fours on the bed, thrusting into her well-lubricated pussy from behind. He grabbed her long brown hair, pulling her head to his and saying, "Suck your husband off. You swallow, right?" She nodded her head quickly. "Good girl. I want you to eat his spunk. Only then will your little cunt feel mine. Understand, slut?" Again, that short nod before he released her.

Lauren began to rim her pussy once again as she watched the men take Susan. Gone was the sophisticated model she'd met at Shelter. The woman with a cock in either end of her long and lean body could easily be her before the night was over, and the thought scared the young girl.

Something Susan said earlier returned to her: "You remind me of me. We are so much alike!" Lauren fought to stand.

Still, desire and lust fought for her to stay. To watch. To continue thumbing her clit. She bit her lip as she felt her second orgasm begin to build. Susan was jacking her husband's cock off as she sucked it into her mouth, her body sliding back and forth between the two. She'd push back against Corey's cock as she pulled her husband's from her mouth, then she'd swallow her husband's as Corey's pulled free.

Lauren knew that if she let herself cum, she'd soon be getting her first taste of group sex. It took all her willpower to stand up and button her pants, but she did it. Her legs felt like silly putty and she had to clutch the chair for support. She still felt good from the E, still felt so alive. But the more rational parts of her brain were screaming, "Get out! Get out!" and at last, she was able to stand and walk out the door.

The living room was dark and quiet, the drugs cleaned up as all the users retired to the bedrooms to fuck and be happy. The night air felt good against her body, warm yet crisp and she sucked in the dewy smell of the imminent dawn. Everyday was a new day, with new challenges, new problems, and new discoveries. Looking back at the house, she thought about all the new discoveries that she had made the previous day, and hoped that all her new problems wouldn't carry over.
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