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Chapter One

Damian stood next to the white Range Rover, watching the chartered Gulfstream jet touch down on the narrow runway. Behind him, the resort’s five other cars waited in a line. Christopher came up next to him, wiping his face with a handkerchief. They’d expected the plane an hour earlier, and all of the drivers had been forced to wait in the hot tropical sun for their VIP arrival.

“About time,” Christopher grumbled. As the head porter for the resort, he was responsible for getting this large party and all of their luggage safely and swiftly back to the hotel.

“You know Beni? Works in the tower?” Damian said, pointing at the two-story building that served as the tiny airport’s terminal and administration office. “He says it was the queen bee throwing a fit in Miami because they didn’t have the right brand of bottled water. Plane didn’t take off until someone fixed it.” He sighed. The coming week wasn’t going to be easy.

The resort had hosted celebrities, politicians and billionaires before, and all of the employees knew about the peculiarities of the rich and famous. But this time was shaping up to be a little different. The Grand Coral Bay had never had anyone as famous—or infamous—as Kensi Carpenter. The Oscar-winning actress had just finished months of press tours and world-wide premiers for her latest geo-political dramatic action thriller, Peace in Pieces, and had booked a week in the Bahamas for some downtime.

It was huge to book such a big-name celebrity at their resort, but it was also a pain in the ass for the staff. They were the ones that had to deal with the entourages. While the resort management fawned over the star and maybe her manager, the rest of her posse would be making trouble for the lowly workers like Christopher and Damian. Celebrity leeches were, for the most part, insecure and overbearing, always unsure of their place in the sycophant hierarchy and more than willing to take out their anxieties on people who couldn’t fight back—like the resort staff.

Still, if everything went well, and the spoiled actress left happy, management usually rewarded the troops with a bonus of some kind. So Damian and Christopher, and the rest of the drivers stood sweating in the mid-day sun, putting up with the suffering in hopes of a future reward. Damian wanted to take his wife Naomi on a vacation to Europe, and the extra cash from dealing with the bratty little diva would go a long way toward that.

“Here we go,” Christopher said. The G650 had turned at the end of the runway, and taxied back to the “terminal.”

Damian whistled loudly to the other drivers and they all climbed into their cars.

Beni’s cousin Maso was the airport’s only ground crew, but it looked like he’d brought in his oldest son to help secure the plane and unload the baggage. Father and son had just attacked the cargo hold when Damian pulled his Rover up, close to the plane’s door. According to the reservation, there were a dozen people on the plane, plus all of their luggage. Damian had the lead car, and he and Christopher would drive Kensi and her husband-slash-manager, while the rest of the convoy handled the remaining people and bags.

The whine of the engine turbines had long faded into silence before the passenger door cracked open, and the gangway unfolded. Another minute went by before anyone appeared in the doorway. Finally, a large man wearing mirrored sunglasses stuck his head outside and peered around with all of the subtlety of a cartoon villain. When the unmistakable bodyguard had determined that it was clear, he stomped down the stairs and stood sentry at the bottom, looking suspiciously at everyone.

Damian had opened the rear door of his car, and stood like a guard himself, waiting for his charge to appear so he could usher her in. He had the ability to appear relaxed and unconcerned, even in the most stressful situations, but even as he stood at casual attention, something about this group was tripping his inner alarms. Giving up on figuring out what it was, he instead sized up the bodyguard. While the white man in his dark suit and sunglasses was certainly big compared to most people, he barely outsized Damian, and was simply no match for Damian’s cousin-in-law Christopher. Boredom had him thinking of how many ways he could take out the beefy guard, when someone else finally came out of the plane.

One thing Damian had figured out, after catering to dozens of millionaires, celebrities and politicians, was that no matter how big they might appear on a TV screen, or in the news, when you got right up next to them, they were just people. Kensi Carpenter might be the most famous movie star on the planet, but when she came down the stairs and stood next to her bodyguard, she looked like a child. A very beautiful child, but tiny and fragile nonetheless.

The actress had on a white halter top that bared her toned abs and pushed up her outsized breasts. Her trademark honey blonde hair was up in a tastefully ragged ponytail, while her trademark ice-blue eyes were hidden behind dark sunglasses. She looked around in mild curiosity at the palm trees and blue sky before carefully negotiating the tarmac in her wedge sandals. Her loose white and gold skirt got tangled under her feet and Damian sucked in a breath as she almost tripped, but she recovered quickly, using some of that physicality that had earned her so many action roles. Damian sneered internally at the bodyguard, who had missed the whole thing while he started suspiciously at Maso unloading the bags.

A man followed Kensi down the stairs. Dressed in board shorts and flip-flops, with shaggy brown hair and a scraggly goatee, he certainly didn’t look like he belonged in the company of the famous actress. The way he moved up next to Kensi, though, inside her personal space even though they didn’t touch, convinced Damian that he was someone. The husband most likely. Carter?…Cameron?…Carson, maybe? He couldn’t remember, although Naomi would know immediately. His wife was very much into celebrity worship, and Kensi was one of her favorites. He smiled, remembering how she had bounced around their tiny bungalow when she’d heard about the actress’s reservation.

Christopher, as head porter, was the first to step up and greet their guests. Damian smiled at the bodyguard’s open-mouthed shock as the giant black man got closer. What was almost as amusing was the look of fear, then envy from the shorter, skinnier husband. Kensi hid her attitude behind her overly-large sunglasses, but her gaze raked up and down Christopher’s muscular body several times before she settled on his face.

Other people trickled off the plane behind them, but Damian’s eyes stayed on his assignment. When Christopher waved them toward the car, he stood up straighter, and put his hand on the open rear door. Kensi’s husband barely glanced at him as he climbed into the back seat, but the actress stopped, and her gaze roamed over him just like it had Christopher.

“Are all the men on this island made like you two?” she asked. “Or am I just lucky?” Her voice was clear and melodic, just like in her movies. She turned to look down the row of cars, where the rest of her entourage was harassing the resort drivers over seating priorities. None of the other employees could match Damian and Christopher in physical presence, and her gaze traveled back over Damian’s broad chest, then up to his face. “Lucky I guess,” she said.

Damian didn’t answer, not knowing how the notoriously volatile actress would react to anything that he said. Instead he held out his hand to help her into the car. She stared at his big paw for several seconds before placing her small white hand in his grip. Naomi was going to freak out that he’d actually touched her idol, but all he noticed in that moment was the quick squeeze she gave his hand just before she released him. He’d felt that same pressure before, usually from single women, or lonely wives unhappy in their marriage. While Kensi’s fame didn’t overwhelm him at all, her little gesture had his heartbeat ramping up, and his cock twitching inside his shorts. Was she really offering…?

“Welcome to Coral Bay ma’am,” he said finally, closing the door behind her. He caught the jealous glare from the husband, but ignored him, like he had so many other weak men in the past.

He was just reaching for the handle on the driver’s door, when someone grabbed him by the arm. “What’re you doing, bro?”

He turned to look, and almost did a double-take at the man standing next to him. Except for a different color t-shirt, and a slightly less scruffy goatee, he was an exact match for Kensi’s husband. “Excuse me?” Damian said, forcing himself to keep the anger out of his voice.

“No one drives my brother and his wife but me. Didn’t anyone tell you?”

Damian was about to explain that, no, no one had told him, when Christopher came up on the man’s other side. Between the two of them they dwarfed the smaller man, like two gleaming ebony skyscrapers towering over a disheveled tenement building. “Is something wrong?” Damian’s boss said.

Kensi’s…brother-in-law?…obviously didn’t like being surrounded by the bigger men, and opened the door of the Rover to get out of the middle. He jumped into the driver’s seat, probably knowing that the resort employees wouldn’t dare touch him, no matter how much they wanted to. “I’m Kensi’s driver,” he said. “End of story.” Having made his point, he turned away and started adjusting the seat and the mirrors.

Damian didn’t care one way or the other if he got to drive, but he did object to the way the other man had handled himself. Christopher put a cautioning hand on his arm, and gave him the slightest head shake.

“Better if you help with the bags,” Christopher said. “I’ll ride shotgun with this guy.”

“You’re probably right,” Damian said. As he headed toward the back of the convoy, he caught the black discs of Kensi’s sunglasses following him.

Between Maso, and his son, and the other drivers, the bags had all been stored. Damian got a chance to check out everyone in the entourage on his way to the last car, and they all fit his predictions. There was the slick agent with an even slicker looking press guy. A hipster stylist, crowded in with her hair and makeup minions. The inept bodyguard and his slack-jawed partner. The only curiosity was a cute but frustrated-looking brunette with a lap full of folders, swiping at a tablet while talking on a cell phone. Personal assistant, Damian decided. He took a deep breath and put them all out of his mind as he climbed into the passenger seat of the final car. The driver, Jamal, gave him an understanding grin as the convoy inched its way along the island’s ring road toward the resort.

Damian replayed his meeting with the movie star in his head, because Naomi would grill him about it later. His wife would never admit it, but she was a closet fan of the celebrity gossip sites; reading them on the sly almost like men snuck around to look at porn. Christopher’s wife Tanice was into it as well, the two cousins enabling each other in their addiction.

Personally, he was a fan of Kensi’s movies, but could care less about her life outside the big screen. He’d picked up bits and pieces from his wife, and knew that the blonde actress had gone through a wild phase, a serious phase, a self-destructive phase, and maybe some other types of phases. Somewhere in the distant past, some topless pictures had made the rounds of the internet. In between all of that, though, he thought that the lovely girl had made some really good movies, and should be proud of her acting ability.

When the cars stopped under the portico at the resort’s entrance, all of the hangers-on leaped from the cars in their haste to follow Kensi and her husband inside. Ms. Eunice, the Grand Coral Bay resort manager, had set up a hospitality suite where Kensi and her people could relax while rooms and bags were sorted out. Damian sighed in relief, glad that he could get back to the mundane task of unloading the bags, without having to deal with the people that came with them.

“Hey, bro, I just wanted to say sorry about earlier.”

Damian turned and saw the driver—the husband’s twin—standing next to the car. Instead of answering immediately, he picked up the last bag from the back of the Rover and threw it one-handed onto the cart. It was petty, but he knew that smaller man could see the flex of his muscles as he easily handled the heavy suitcase. “No problem,” Damian said finally, hoping the man would move on and leave him alone.

“I’m Caleb, but people call me Cal. Carson’s brother if you couldn’t tell,” the white man said, stepping closer. He looked like he was going to extend his hand, but then decided not to. His eyes darted around, like he was looking for spies. “I got a question for you, man…just, you know, one driver to another.”

Damian stood up straight and waited, keeping his face carefully blank.

“You know where I can find a guy, goes by Alexander?”

Damian’s eyes widened, but he didn’t move. “Why are you looking for Alexander?” he asked.

Cal seemed to assume that Damian was warming up to him, and gave him a thin smile. “Dude at the Miami airport says that this Alexander has the hookup on the island. Like, he can get whatever you need for…pharmaceuticals.”

“Hmmm. Yeah, I guess he does,” Damian said.

“So if I was looking to score some things, then I’d go to him, right?” Cal said.

“Yeah, he’s the man.” Damian looked around cautiously, playing into this man’s paranoia. “He’s the bartender at the hotel lounge, but he doesn’t come on shift until four. Look him up then.”

Cal beamed, and held out his fist like he expected Damian to bump it. When that didn’t happen, he shuffled backward, toward the resort’s entrance. “Right. Bar. Four o’clock. Excellent, dude…thanks.” He spun on his heel and headed inside.

Damian watched the door slide closed behind him, before digging out his phone to call his wife.


Chapter Two

Kensi groaned and tried to open her eyes. She was floating…or bouncing…or bumping. Somehow she was moving in her sleep…but people weren’t supposed to move in their sleep, were they? She could figure it out if she could just open her eyes, but her stubborn lids refused to cooperate.

“Close the door, quick.”

The words floated through the fog in her brain, faint whispered mumbles that barely rose above the noise of the air conditioner. What door? And why did she need to close it? And…wait.

“She’s waking up.”

That voice wasn’t her husband, or her agent, or her assistant. Who the fuck was in her room, and why the fuck was she still bouncing around? “Who are—?”

A hand came down, and covered her mouth. Her brain went into survival mode as a spike of adrenaline flashed through her. She kicked her feet, lashing out at whoever held her. At the same time she tried to pry the hand away. She found the slim fingers, but they were clamped over her jaw like iron bands. She tried to scream, but she her efforts were muffled and futile.

Why wouldn’t her eyes open?

“Ms. Carpenter…Kensi…calm down, please,” a woman’s voice said. “We’re not going to hurt you. We’re trying to help. You need to stop struggling and stay quiet.”

Like hell she would. She might be a small girl, but she’d trained with some of the best fight choreographers and stuntmen in Hollywood. She tensed her arms, and tried to twist out of whatever was confining her.

She gasped as a steel vice clamped down on her body, and all of her squirming was stopped by the sheer strength enfolding her. For some reason, she flashed back to one of her movies, The Shanghai Connection, where she’d been strapped to a table for three whole days of shooting. As helpless as she’d been during that time, this was even worse.

“Kensi, please, open your eyes.”

The woman’s voice was coming from the side, so whatever—whoever—held her must belong to the warm breath on her neck. It had to be a man…a very powerful man. She was still on the edge of panic, but the woman’s words made sense: she needed to open her eyes.

Willing her body to relax, she concentrated on her traitorous eyelids. Why wouldn’t they open?

“Alexander said it would have some odd effects. Maybe she can’t open them right now.”

Effects? So she’d been drugged? Was that why she’d been so sleepy right after dinner? Someone had slipped a drug into her drink? And what was their plan? Was she being kidnapped? Raped? She tensed up again, ready to fight until her last breath.

“Shhh. They’re in the other room.” Finally the man spoke. His deep voice was strangely familiar, but it wasn’t anyone from her entourage.

“Get her here, near the door,” the woman said. “Kensi? We need to find out what’s happening, so we’re going to listen to the people in the next room. You need to pay attention to what you hear, too. OK? I’m really sorry about all of this, but honestly, we’re trying to help you.”

They could help her by uncovering her mouth and letting her go, but there was no way for her to say that. And what was she supposed to be listening to?

She was slowly orienting herself, discovering that she was on her back, being cradled in someone’s arms. Big arms. As big as that…that man from earlier. The driver. Or his giant friend. Could they be the ones trying to kidnap her?

“Shit, where is she?”

A new voice intruded, one that she knew. Carson! She squirmed again, and tried to scream, but just like the undead Necromancer’s constriction trap from her movie Eye of the Sorceress, the more she struggled, the more the arms and hand clamped down on her.

“I swear I left her right here.”

Another voice. So close to Carson’s that most people couldn’t tell the difference, but she’d had years to learn the nuances between her weasel of a husband, and his shifty twin.

“Didn’t that drug work? She looked pretty out of it when I left the restaurant.”

“She was completely gone. I had to carry her off the elevator and down the hall.”

“Grabbing a feel on the way, I’m sure.”

Cal chuckled. “Well, after what we had planned, I didn’t think it would hurt.”

“Hell I don’t mind, as long as she doesn’t remember you doing it. She has to believe it was me. All night.”

“I know, dude. Shit. But now we’ve got to find her. No way she could walk, so someone must’ve taken her. But who? And why didn’t anyone call you, or at least bring in paramedics or something?”

“Because, idiot, someone’s fucking with us. Our plan must have leaked somehow, and now someone wants to cash in. Either with us, or with Kensi.”

“Fuck you, bro. Call me idiot one more time, and you can deal with this shit on your own. I’m in this to keep our good thing going, but I don’t have to put up with your shit.”

“All right,” Carson said. “Sorry, man. It’s just…this was all figured out. It was perfect. What could have happened?”

“Who knows?” Cal said. “Maybe just shit luck? I mean, we already had to improvise by going to that local dude for the roofie. If that asshole in Miami hadn’t fucked up and missed the drop, we could have knocked her out earlier.”

Kensi listened to her husband and his brother like it was a read-through of a new script. She could already see the plot points converging, and the story it told gave her a sickening feeling in her stomach. Or was that the drug? She’d just found out after all, her husband had fucking drugged her!

Her rage at Carson helped her force her eyelids to flutter, and then open to narrow slits.

At first she thought she was in a box; small and cramped. Then she noticed the ruffles of her favorite McQueen cocktail dress hanging in front of her, and knew she was in the closet of her hotel room. At least her abductors hadn’t smuggled her out of the building yet. Her head lolled to the side on her weak neck, but she could see slivers of light coming through the slats in the louvered doors.

“Where do we start looking?”

Cal’s voice coming through the door put the pieces in place. Her husband and Cal were in her room, talking about drugging her, and this faceless man and woman had somehow moved her into her closet.

“Fuck if I know,” Carson said. “Shit, shit, shit! If we don’t find her tonight, before anyone else does, this whole thing is fucked. We won’t get another chance.”

“You were cutting it close as it was,” Cal said. “I mean, as good as I am in the sack, only having one night to knock up your wife…the whole thing could have collapsed anyway.”

“You were the one who swore that you could spunk that bitch’s pussy five times tonight.”

“I probably could. Fuck I haven’t touched myself in three weeks, just saving up for it. You know how blue my balls are right now?”

“I really don’t care,” Carson said. “It all depends on getting her pregnant, we always knew that. She’s right on the verge of divorcing me, bro, I can feel it. That means no more cushy job for you. And because of that stupid thing with the stripper, a steaming pile of shit for me. And if the lawyers get involved, they’re going to ask about all that money that I stashed in the Caymans. We’re on the edge of losing it all, dude.”

“Or worse yet, going to jail,” Cal said. “I get you, bro. I’m not arguing. I’m just saying that the chances don’t look real good at the moment.”

“Well, let’s figure out who could have taken her. You think it was Benny?”

“Her agent? That might make sense.”

“Yeah, that asshole’s been trying to get me fired as Kensi’s manager for years now.”

“He was still down in the lounge with most of the others when I left. Maybe we should go ask a few quiet questions.”

“Let me ask them, OK?” Carson said. “I don’t want to give away anything.”

“Fuck, you’re a dick sometimes. Fine, let’s go.”

Kensi’s head sagged as she heard the brothers leaving the room. When the slivers of light winked out, she sighed into the darkness, trying to make sense of what she’d just heard.

Clothes rustled overhead as the closet door pushed open, and she was carried into her room. A light clicked on, from the nightstand near her dangling feet. In the harsh glare, Kensi squinted at the hand covering her mouth, seeing thin fingers and dark skin. She followed the woman’s arm up to a bared shoulder, then to the face a of lovely black woman, her hair piled high on her head and tied through with red and yellow ribbons.

The woman looked worried as she met Kensi’s blue eyes with her brown ones. “You poor dear,” she said, smiling in sympathy. After years of studying acting, Kensi could tell when someone was faking their emotions, but her concern seemed real. For some reason, it gave Kensi a lift from her deepening despair.

“All right,” the woman said, “I’m about to take my hand away, and I would really appreciate it if you didn’t scream. At least until we’ve had a chance to talk. Is that OK?”

Kensi would have said yes even if she didn’t agree, but when she thought about it, this couple hadn’t really hurt her, other than holding her still and quiet. Plus, if she believed what she’d just heard, they’d saved her from something unpleasant at the hands of her husband and his brother. She nodded her head under the black woman’s hand.

The woman smiled at her with genuine warmth this time. Her grip over Kensi’s jaw relaxed. “I’m really sorry. This isn’t how I’d planned on meeting you when I heard you were coming to the resort. I’m such a huge fan!” She pulled her hand away.

Kensi worked her jaw. “Thank…thank you, for…whatever just happened.” She tried to lift her arm, to wipe at the drool around her mouth, but her arms were still held tight.

“Damian, hon, can you set her down?”

“We should go. They might come back.”

At full volume, Kensi finally recognized the voice. She looked up at his face, and confirmed her guess—the driver, from the airport. The handsome island man who had ushered her into the car.

“Well let’s go…where?” the woman said. “Our place? The cove? The spa?”

“Our place,” the man said. He looked down at Kensi and his white teeth flashed. “Sorry for squeezing you so tight, ma’am.” His grip loosened, but he still didn’t let her down, cradling her with one arm under her knees, and the other around her back. His hand pressed on the side of her breast, but it didn’t feel like some Hollywood perv trying to grope her. His touch felt more protective than lustful.

He swung her toward the bedroom door, and she felt like a child in his embrace. Her arms and legs dangled weakly from whatever her husband had given her. The reality of what she’d heard Carson say still hadn’t sunk in completely, but rather than be scared at these two carrying her off to their “place,” she actually felt relieved. Her instincts said that, for the moment, her safety depended on these two, not her husband and his slimy brother. She lifted her sluggish arm and draped it around the man’s thick neck. “Let’s go then,” she said.

The giant’s chuckle rumbled through his chest, and vibrated through her body. He cradled her gently, but his body certainly wasn’t soft; every place where she pressed against him was rock-hard muscle or bone.

The tall island woman moved ahead of them, opening the door to check the common area, then leading them to the suite’s door. She got on her phone, and spoke a couple sentences before waving them out into the hall.

Kensi held on tight as she bounced along the corridor, down a flight of stairs, and into a utility elevator. She looked around with curious eyes as the hidden parts of the resort were exposed to her. After the colorful, lavish greeting that she’d received on her arrival, it was easy to forget that there was a sparse, practical side to most hotels that the guests never got to see.

Her…carrier?…transporter?…bearer, maybe?…backed his way through a heavy door, and out into the warm, clear night. The fresh, moist air from the ocean washed over her, helping to clear some of the fuzz from her brain.

With the woman leading the way, they set out on a dark path toward the rear of the resort complex. A group of resort employees passed them, dressed in the resort’s burgundy and tan uniforms, headed for the main hotel. No one commented on the blonde girl being carried through the darkness by the black couple. “Are you guys…how do I say this…working by yourselves?”

The woman looked over her shoulder, at the group that had just passed them. “That depends,” she said. “If we’re going to get in trouble for this, then we’re absolutely working alone. No one else should be involved.”

“But…?”

“But we’re pretty tight-knit on this island. We trust each other.”

Trust was in short supply for Kensi at the moment, but she was becoming more comfortable about these two and their motives.

They passed through a group of tiny, well kept bungalows, painted in the resort’s colors, but with some bright touches added by the residents. Kensi got lost in the maze of narrow paths between houses, but eventually they reached the tidy porch of a darkened house.

The big man…Damian…maneuvered her through the door and into a cozy room, with a long couch and several white rattan chairs. As the woman pulled back the coffee table, he leaned over and very gently deposited Kensi on the sofa. She sank into the soft cushions, free at last from any restraint. She briefly considered trying to escape, but even if she wasn’t weak from whatever drug she’d had, she thought she might actually be safer here than with anyone she knew.

“There’s no way I would have ever dreamed that Kensi Carpenter would be in our house,” the woman said, looking around her small living room like she was seeing it for the first time. “But now that you’re here, I guess introductions are in order.” She smoothed the front of her resort uniform, like she was trying to make herself more presentable. “I’m Naomi. I run the spa here. And this is my husband, Damian. He’s the one that first figured out something was wrong with your husband and his brother. You have to believe that we’re only trying to help you, even if we did get a little…insistent in that room.” A frown creased her face. “You’re not hurt are you?”

Despite the absurdity, the terror, and the betrayal of the last few minutes, Kensi saw the look on Naomi’s face and couldn’t help it—she laughed. “No,” she said. “Not injured. Just weak…and confused. Really confused.”

“I’m sure. We’re not much ahead of you as far as what we know. Oh!” she reached into a pocket of her tight shorts and pulled out a small vial. “This is supposed to counter the potion that they gave you.” She handed it to Kensi, who looked at it suspiciously.

“How did you know to get me out of my room when you did?”

“Oh, that was mostly luck. The plan was to give you the antidote there, and let you just wake up naturally. Damian and some of the other guys were going to keep watch in the hall, to make sure you weren’t disturbed during the night. But before we could give you the potion there, we got a call that your husband and brother-in-law were on their way up. It was mostly desperation that we pulled you into that closet, and then just more luck that we got to hear what Carson was planning.” She put her hands on her hips. “Can I just say, ever since that rumors about the Vegas stripper back in 2012, that I haven’t liked your husband a whole lot.”

Kensi shook her head. “It was more than a rumor. That’s when I first thought about getting away from him, but we…I don’t know, never got around to it? With my schedule over the past five years, everything I did was about my career, and I stopped focusing on my marriage. We had our separate lives, and I thought Carson was basically harmless, so I let him hang around. I never would have believed he’d go this far.”

“Desperation will do that,” Damian said.

Kensi turned to look at the big man, eyeing him up and down, but in a different way than she had at the airport. For one thing, now she knew that he was married. He seemed less dangerous because of that, and more…solid. Secure. A rock that she might need to cling to in the future.

She noticed that she still had the vial in her hand. “How do you guys have this?” she asked. “How did you know what drug Carson was going to use?”

“Because we gave it to him,” Naomi said, and Kensi jerked in surprise.

“Caleb came to me, looking for a man he though was our local drug dealer,” Damian said. “He’d heard rumors about our Obeah Man, but had no idea what that really meant. You probably saw him, the bartender with the crazy hair?” Kensi’s eyes unfocused as she tried to remember, but then she nodded. “Well, I’d given Alexander a heads up, so when Cal approached him, he acted like a real dealer, but the drug he sold him was just a natural sedative, made from plants here on the island.”

“Wait, you gave Cal the drug, and then let him use it on me?”

“We’re sorry,” Naomi chimed in. “Things were moving quick, and we had to make a choice. If Alexander had refused, then Cal might have gotten something—anything—from somewhere else, maybe even something that wasn’t safe. Plus, we had no idea he was going to use it on you; he never mentioned your name. We thought he might be trying to rape one of the women who works here, or another guest at the resort. So we gave him the stuff and everyone kept an eye on him.

“Everyone?”

“The waiters, Alexander, the front desk people. Everyone knew to watch out for your brother-in-law.”

“So then what?” Kensi asked.

“Well, your waiter at dinner noticed you getting sleepy, and heard Cal volunteer to take you to your suite. He called us, and we came with the antidote. Just when Cal got you into the room, we had the front desk page him, saying that Carson was looking for him back in the restaurant. We’d barely gotten you off the bed, when you started to wake up on your own, and then we got a warning that both brothers were headed up to the room.” She shrugged. “You know the rest. In fact, you heard them talking, so you probably know more about their scheme than we do.”

“All we knew was that we had to get you out of there,” Damian said.

Kensi sat silently for a long moment. “Why?” she said finally.

“Why what?”

“Why rescue me? Why get involved?”

“How could we not?” Naomi said. “We aren’t the kind of people to stand around and let bad things happen to people.”

“But there were so many risks, especially if you got caught. Were you looking for a reward or something?”

Naomi’s face clouded, and Kensi knew she’d made a mistake. Before she could apologize, the other woman got up and left the room. Kensi turned to Damian, whose face had lost all of its animation. “I’m sorry, really. I just don’t know why anyone would…I mean…I guess that’s not right. What I should have said is, I don’t know anyone who would do what you did, without expecting something in return.”

“You must not know many good people,” he said.

Kensi shook her head. “No, I guess I don’t. And really, I’m incredibly sorry that I questioned you about it.”

Damian shrugged, which didn’t tell her if he’d accepted her apology or not. Kensi glanced at where Naomi had vanished, as the silence stretched out. She was back to looking for an escape route, when Damian faced her again.

“The earthquake…in Haiti. Do you remember?”

She nodded.

“My brother was there. He married a Haitian woman, a nurse, and they lived outside Port Au Prince with their daughter. Their house was completely destroyed.”

“I’m very sorry. That whole thing was so tragic. I went to Haiti, afterward, with some one of the relief—”

“I know,” he said. “I know what you did.”

“So did your brother…?”

“He survived. They all did. They mentioned seeing you.” He looked her up and down. “So if you don’t want to believe in good people—if you need some other motive—then let’s just call it payment for helping my brother.”

Kensi looked up at him, ashamed, and suddenly the magnitude of the night completely overwhelmed her. She always played strong characters on film, but she’d never had her real strength tested like this. She’d been the victim of evil plots in her movies, but never would have seen this storyline brewing in her normal life. “I’m so sorry,” she stammered. “I didn’t mean…I don’t know…oh, god!” The vial of antidote fell out of her limp fingers, and she collapsed back on the couch, turning to bury her face in the cushions. Great sobs racked her body as she gave in to the enormity of it all.

A weight settled on the couch next to her, and a comforting hand rubbed her back. “It’s all right, dear.” Naomi must have come back. “We’ll figure it out.”


Chapter Three

For the second time that night, Kensi woke feeling strange. Panic threatened her again, as she remembered what had happened earlier. This time though, rather than struggle and scream, she tried to understand where she was and what was happening.

She was in a bed, but it wasn’t her hotel bed; the mattress felt different, and the sheets smelled like lilac. When she moved her legs she felt cloth rubbing over her bare skin. Was she naked? Panic rose again. Had Carson gotten to her, with his date-rape drug, and done something awful? Or worse yet, the couple who had saved her—or supposedly saved her—had they just been keeping her from fighting back until they could drug her again and have their way with her?

She twisted onto her back, the soft sheets rubbing over her shoulders and arms. She wasn’t totally naked she decided; she still had her bra on, and she could feel the thong back of her panties tugging between her cheeks. So, no clothes, but still in her underwear—what did it mean?

Her biggest shock came when she tried to roll over on her back, and felt something behind her, blocking her. She opened her eyes just as an arm draped over her waist. She looked down to see the slim wrist, the dark skin, and the bright crimson nails, and memory came flooding back to her. Naomi. That was the woman behind her. As she hesitated, wondering what to do next, the arm pulled her tight, and a body snuggled up against her back.

“Are you all right, sweetie? Can I get you anything?” Naomi’s caring voice felt like it was right in her ear. She twisted around to see the beautiful island woman smiling down on her. “You were sleeping so peacefully. Did something wake you up?”

“I…uh…no, not that I can say for sure. I just…” She trailed off, not sure where to begin or what questions to ask. “I didn’t mean what I said before, about why you—”

“It’s OK. I wasn’t very understanding either. We really don’t know that much about each other.” Acting the opposite of what she’d just said, Naomi got very familiar, laying down behind Kensi, hugging her and pressing her firm body against the other woman through the barrier of a thin blanket. “You should try to get more rest. No telling what Alexander’s stuff did to you. He says that every person reacts differently, depending on the state of their spirit.”

Kensi had recovered her wits enough to know what questions she wanted to ask, but Naomi’s gentle forgiveness, along with the warmth of her embrace, was affecting her more than her need to get information. When was the last time she’d woken up so snug and secure? Back when they were still sleeping together, Carson hadn’t feel the need to cuddle, and in those times when the two of them had invited another woman into their bed, her husband hadn’t let them stay long enough to fall asleep. Only when she’d been with another girl, away from her husband, had she been able to relax like this.

She stretched under the light fabric, loosening her muscles from her toes all the way to her neck, just like her personal trainer had taught her. Then, because she didn’t want to ruin the peace of the moment, she snuggled back down and closed her eyes, letting out a contented sigh. Naomi’s breasts crushed against her back, as the black girl gave her a firm hug.

“Thank you…again…both of you,” Kensi said. The room was quiet, except for the whir of a lazy ceiling fan, and her words sounded odd in the silence.

“You’re welcome,” Naomi whispered. “I know it’s not the best time to say this, but I’m still just freaking out that Kensi Carpenter is here in my room. In my bed.” When Kensi didn’t say anything, Naomi stiffened a little bit behind her. “Sorry,” she said, “I’ll try to—”

“No, no…it’s nothing to be sorry about. It’s just a little embarrassing is all. I wasn’t very worthy of any admiration tonight, letting my husband and his brother trick me like that, and then treating you so badly.”

“That wasn’t your fault. I’m just glad that Damian caught wind of their scheme, and that we got there in time.”

Kensi got a hand out from under the blanket and squeezed Naomi’s arm. “So am I,” she said. “And where is my large savior?”

“He’s out in the other room, manning the phone and keeping watch.”

“He seems like an amazing guy.”

Naomi chuckled. “Oh, he is, and I love him to death. He can be frustrating, because he’s so quiet, but what I love most about him is that when he makes up his mind about something, he’s a hundred percent committed. He becomes a rock; someone I can always depend on. I’m so lucky I found him.”

“Yeah, we should all be so lucky.”

“Oh, damn, I’m sorry, Kensi, gushing about my husband after…well.”

“No, it’s fine. My fault, really.”

“And is it OK if I call you Kensi? I’m not sure what—”

“You can call me whatever you like, but Kensi is fine. You know that’s not my real name, don’t you?”

“Yeah. I’m kind of embarrassed to say it, but I’ve read a lot about you…Susan.”

Kensi giggled. It felt really good to laugh so comfortably. “Then you know why I changed it. Don’t get me wrong, Susan’s a great name, but it didn’t scream Hollywood actress to me, back when I was doing high school plays in Atlanta, and dreaming of being in movies. I think I’ve grown into being Kensi now.”

“I think you have too. And from what I’ve heard, I think you’re going to win a second Oscar for Peace in Pieces.”

“Thanks, Naomi. Is it all right if I call you Naomi?”

They both got a chuckle out of that, and Kensi felt her eyes drooping as she lost herself in the moment. Worry-free, safe and warm. It felt so nice to talk to another woman about little things. The only women she dealt with lately were all in the business, and the talk was usually about hair, or costumes, or interviews, or something that required her to play the movie star. Her new assistant Alyssa was really nice, and was becoming a friend, but Carson and Cal had a habit of driving away anyone who might get close to her.

Thoughts of the brothers and what they’d said about her made her stiffen up again, and Naomi must have felt it.

“Shhh, Kensi. No one’s going to get to you tonight. We won’t let them.”

She knew that Naomi was probably a little star-struck at the moment, but her calm determination sounded honest. It was hard for her jaded Hollywood persona to believe, but this kind woman and her imposing husband would probably step up to save anyone from being attacked, not just someone famous. She pictured Damian’s bulging muscles and thought he might look good in a superhero costume.

Kensi had an image flash through her—a scene from one of her action movies called Knife Dancer. Her character had been wounded, and her giant warrior-mentor had taken her to his secret base to heal. He’d unsheathed his mystic sword and laid it across his lap, then sat crosslegged like a Buddha statue in front of her door. While a montage flashed—her character writhing through fevered dreams while she hovered near death—her savior had sat stoically guarding her for three straight days. Now she imagined Damian outside the door, sitting like a vigilant statue, and something more than warmth spread through her.

She’d never had a protector like that in her life. Despite her heroic movie roles, she considered herself a pretty typical girl, full of the same insecurities that she’d had since she was a teenager. She remembered the strength in Damian’s arms as he carried her through the dark, and found herself getting surprisingly wet at the memory.

She squeezed her thighs together, and wiggled back against Naomi’s softness. She really liked being close to the other woman. Even though they were about the same age, Naomi seemed so much more grounded and practical than her, as well as being taller. Being around her was what Kensi imagined being around a big sister would feel like.

She squirmed in Naomi’s embrace, trying to pull back the sheet. “Here, come under with me,” she said. “I feel like I’ve kicked you out of your own bed. There’s plenty of room for us to share.”

Naomi backed away, enough to get under the sheet, then came back behind Kensi. This time, their bare thighs touched, and Kensi could feel Naomi’s soft belly pressed against her lower back, her braless tits mashing against her shoulders. She gave a contented sigh, then a small gasp as Naomi kissed her lightly on the neck.

The two women snuggled close, and when Naomi’s arm draped over Kensi’s side, she took up her hand and laced their fingers together, pressing their entwined hands between her breasts.

“Mmm. This feels so nice, I want to stay like this forever,” she said. “Screw the movies, and screw my husband, and his brother and all of the crap I have to deal with. Why can’t my life be like this all the time?”

Naomi hugged her, one of her fingers drawing a lazy trail over the soft swell of Kensi’s breast. “There must be something good about that other life, or you wouldn’t have had the drive to make it this far.”

“I know, and you’re right. There are some things I love about acting, about bringing characters to life for other people, but it just seems like the crap has started to outweigh the good stuff lately. Like with Carson. You probably know how we met, right? He was an AD on a horror movie, back when I was just starting out with bit parts.”

“Secret of the Fang,” Naomi said.

Kensi giggled, and moved Naomi’s hand so that her fingers slid under the cup of her bra. “That was the one. We really connected back then. He was going to be the next Spielberg, and I was going to be the next Meryl Streep, and we were going to make movies together until we were ninety.” Naomi’s fingertips found her nipple, and she sucked in a loud breath. “Mmm, that feels so nice.”

Kensi rubbed her ass against the front of Naomi’s shorts, while the island woman took full control of her firm breast, hefting its weight and squeezing gently. “We were all fire and passion back then, and I realized later that there was no tenderness in him. Nothing like this.” She reached behind her to caress Naomi’s thigh.

With a sudden snap, her bra came loose, the cups sagging down her front. Naomi took instant advantage, palming her entire breast, pinching Kensi’s hardening nipple between her spread fingers. “Oh, god,” she gasped.

She smelled Naomi’s hair as the black girl leaned in close and pressed her lips against Kensi’s sensitive neck, just below her ear. She squirmed as her pussy twitched. She could feel her moisture building, as the woman who had been such a blushing fan a moment ago now became a confident lover.

She couldn’t take the anticipation any more, and rolled away from Naomi’s embrace. Throwing back the blanket, she knelt up on the bed and looked down on the lovely black woman. “Hurry, get those off,” she said, tossing aside her bra, then attacking the snap on Naomi’s tight shorts.

Strong hands gripped her shoulders, stopping her. “Wait, Kensi. Please. I’m sorry I started that. You’ve been through so much tonight that I have to ask…are you sure?”

Kensi sat back on her heels. It was a fair question. Was she sure? It wasn’t about being with a woman—she’d had a few girlfriends before Carson came along, and quite a few more since they’d been married. This was more about why she wanted it so badly, with a woman she barely knew.

“I…think so,” she said, flopping down on the bed. “I don’t know. Everything’s so different now. After hearing what Carson was going to get his brother to do, I don’t feel any kind of bond to him any more, marriage or otherwise. So why shouldn’t I go after my own pleasures? I mean, even though I barely know you, I feel more safe and comfortable here than I would anywhere else at this moment.” She eyed the door to the main room, where Damian’s iron resolve and bulging muscles were keeping watch over them.

She rolled over to look Naomi in the eyes. “So after all that babble I would say…yes. I’m sure.”

Naomi grinned, then pounced. The bigger woman got up over Kensi, straddling her hips and pinning her arms above her head. Kensi wasn’t a weak girl, always keeping in shape in case a role demanded it, but Naomi was stronger, holding her motionless as she leaned down to capture the actress’s mouth.

Kensi moaned as Naomi’s full lips pressed on hers. She opened her mouth to send out her searching tongue, but she was blocked by Naomi getting there first. They wrestled for dominance, until the black girl won, snaking her tongue between Kensi’s teeth to explore her open mouth. Kensi wriggled in passion, struggling against the weight on top of her, but not really trying to get free. It felt so sexy to be pinned to the bed by this beautiful woman. Her pussy had soaked through her panties by now, she was sure.

Naomi pulled away, leaving Kensi panting. She sat up and pulled off her top, freeing her heavy tits, with their large areola and fat brown nipples. Kensi was just reaching for the hanging globes, when Naomi leaned down to kiss her again, mashing their naked breasts together. Kensi let her hands roam over Naomi’s strong back, and down her spine, until her fingers crept under the band of her shorts, teasing the crevice of her firm ass.

Her every panting breath was sucked directly from Naomi’s mouth as their lips never lost contact. Naomi twitched her shoulders, and the friction of her nipples rubbing over Kensi’s sent spikes through her nerves, straight to her lonely pussy. She arched her back and lifted her hips, desperately trying to press her crotch against anything she could find.

Naomi pulled away again, leaving both of them gasping. This time it was to slide back on Kensi’s smooth legs, dragging down the blonde’s tiny white thong. Kensi moaned loudly as she felt the cool air of the room chill the wet skin of her uncovered, overheated pussy. She could smell her own excitement as she was laid bare in front of her new lover.

Naomi stripped off her own shorts and red panties, then laid down with Kensi, white legs and brown legs twining as they rolled on the rumpled bed. Kensi buried her face in Naomi’s neck, nipping and licking at the soft skin, while Naomi got both hands over Kensi’s breasts and kneaded them with increasing urgency.

“Last chance,” Naomi said, as her hands slid from Kensi’s tits and down her firm belly.

“Oh, god, please…” Kensi moaned, just as Naomi’s talented fingers found her wet pussy. “Fuck!” she yelped as a smooth fingertip brushed over her clit, on its way through the crease between her swollen lips. Naomi got a finger into her channel and teased the pink entrance, running around the slick rim without slipping inside. Kensi lifted her hips, trying to get that first feel of penetration, but her experienced partner pulled away, only coming back when the blonde girl settled back to the bed.

Naomi looked down at her with hungry grin. She rubbed Kensi’s wet lower lips and made another tantalizing foray over her clit. When she was about to explode from frustration, Naomi relented, and plunged her stiff finger deep inside. Kensi’s hips bucked off the bed, and she groaned at finally feeling something sliding into her.

Before she could come down from that first penetration, Naomi swiftly added a second finger, exploring Kensi’s depths and sending shockwaves through the actress’s body.

“Oh, fuck, baby. That’s so good…yes…” Kensi opened her eyes to see the gorgeous island girl giving her a strange look. “What?” she said. “Is something wrong?”

Naomi shook her head and smiled. “No, sweetie. I was just a little stunned, realizing that Kensi Carpenter was here…in bed with me…that I was touching the body of one of my idols.” She shook her head. “Sorry to be such a starry-eyed fangirl.”

Kensi laughed. The intensity of her need had been so serious, so caught up in the events of that night, that she’d forgotten about the couple who had saved her, and what they were also going through. Obviously their earlier bonding hadn’t banished the elephant from the room. She knew the effect that her fame had on people, but she didn’t want it to color what she’d found in this tiny house, in this nice soft bed.

“Mmm, sorry,” she said, leaning up to give Naomi a kiss. “No idols here tonight. If anything, you guys are my idols for the way you stepped in to stop Carson.” She slid her hand over Naomi’s dark breast, feeling the smooth skin, and the heat radiating out from her. “I’m just glad that luck brought us together. I really needed to find something…some human connection outside of movies and fame. You guys make me feel safe, and I can’t thank you enough for that.” With a quick pinch of Naomi’s fat nipple, she flopped back on the bed and lifted her hips, trying to force Naomi’s fingers deeper inside her. “So you go ahead and…oh…touch whatever you want,” she said, grabbing at Naomi’s wrist, trying to get her wonderful fingers moving again.

Naomi leaned down to slather her tongue over Kensi’s stiff nipple before working her way up her chest, then her neck, to capture her lips again. Shaking off Kensi’s grip on her hand, she wrapped the smaller girl in a crushing hug. “Tonight, this is the safest place in the world. We won’t let anything bad happen to you.”

For a moment, Kensi thought she might cry, but then she decided that the time for seriousness had passed, and it was time for something more fun. Her face shifted as she got into character; her brows arched and her eyes narrowed. “Anything bad?” Her mouth twisted and she bared her teeth. “Sadie, I’ve been bad for so long, I wouldn’t know nothin’ about good even if it slapped my face, pulled my hair, and called me Cleopatra.”

Naomi burst into laughter as the actress delivered one of the oddest, but most famous lines from her psychological indie drama, Mother Mercury’s Morning. All of the intense lust in the room smoothed into a kind of shared comfort, and the two women held each other close, kissing and exploring. Kensi rubbed over the firm cheeks of Naomi’s ass, then slid her fingers down into the humid junction of her legs, attacking the other woman’s bare pussy from behind. Naomi answered by pressing her knee between Kensi’s thighs, mashing against her mound while she suckled on Kensi’s pale tits.

“Mmm…you like them?” Kensi asked, shaking her shoulders to make her large breasts bounce. “Do they match up to those topless shots from Oleg’s yacht six years ago?”

“Better,” Naomi said. “And much softer than a picture.” She squeezed one firm mound and nipped at a pink nipple to demonstrate.

Kensi moaned and pressed her hand against Naomi’s pussy, sliding a finger into the slippery channel from behind. The black girl was incredibly tight, her pussy clamping down on Kensi’s finger like a vice. She saw that as a challenge, and soaked another finger in Naomi’s slippery juices before sliding it up beside the first. Naomi groaned and bit down sharply on Kensi’s nipple, causing the blonde to yelp, and drive her fingers harder into Naomi’s tunnel.

They fed off each other like that, every move by one causing a reaction in the other. They rolled on the bed, rubbing and teasing like they’d been lovers for years. Kensi felt that ball of warmth building inside her that said she wasn’t far from her climax, but she was determined to take her new friend with her. She knew one sure way to do that, and it looked like it was up to her to go first. She broke away from Naomi’s embrace, and climbed up over the bigger girl, letting her long hair trail down over Naomi’s panting breasts.

She leaned in to kiss the valley between those firm tits, then moved lower, her tongue tracing wet lines over the chocolate skin. Down over her firm belly, dipping teasingly into her shallow bellybutton, kissing and licking her way over trembling muscles and smooth flesh. Naomi’s hands gripped her head, long fingers combing through her hair. Both of them were experienced enough to know what was coming next.

Kensi inhaled deeply as she got closer, the scent of the other woman’s lust adding to her own excitement. Her own body tingled as she heard Naomi’s soft moans. Straddling Naomi’s legs, she lowered herself down until she was grinding on the other girl’s shin, her lips parting and her clit mashing against the hard bone. She knew that she could get herself off in seconds if she kept it up, but she was trying not to be selfish. With a groan of disappointment, she slid off from Naomi, and wriggled her way between the black girl’s legs.

Naomi opened her legs wide, letting the beautiful blonde settle in between. She ran her hands through Kensi’s soft hair, not trying to force her, just reassuring her new lover that everything was fine.

Kensi placed a firm kiss just above Naomi’s pussy, then let her tongue drag down until it found its target. She teased the top of Naomi’s slit, pressing firmly with the tip of her tongue, but studiously avoiding her lover’s swollen clit. She loved the give and take of having sex with women, so different than the power and submission games that reared up every time a cock got involved. Not that there was anything wrong with having a nice hard dick around, or letting a strong man take charge of her body and her pleasure—it was just at that moment, when she was so turned on, yet still so fragile from the night’s events, feeling a soft pussy yielding under her tongue was just what she needed.

The other thing she needed, was to repay Naomi for her kindness and apologize for her earlier rudeness. Saying sorry and thank you just didn’t seem like enough. Instead, she would lower her normal Hollywood defenses, and enjoy Naomi as a woman and a lover. Once they were just two girls kissing—not the movie star and the heroic savior—her gratitude could come out honestly, and with greater weight.

So she put all other thoughts aside and concentrated on the wet pussy in front of her, trailing her tongue over the slippery skin, and lapping at the juices leaking from Naomi’s excited hole. The black girl rolled her hips, lifting herself toward Kensi’s mouth, and Kensi stiffened her tongue and let it pierce the tight entrance to Naomi’s depths. She gasped, and her strong legs drove her up and back, fucking her hole on the wriggling wet spike.

Kensi settled between Naomi’s legs, crowding her hands under the other girl’s firm ass, helping her thrust her pussy onto Kensi’s rigid tongue, until the air was filled with wet slurping noises, and Naomi’s building moans. She loved giving pleasure like this, being responsible for her partner’s enjoyment. So often with Carson, she’d felt like her body was just being used; that he would get his pleasure from her mouth or pussy whether she helped him or not.

That wasn’t how it was with girls though. Every time she’d had another woman in bed with her, she’d taken it as a challenge. Not a serious, life-or-death challenge, but a fun, sexy type of contest. A lot of her partners would have been happy to give her whatever she wanted, just because she was famous, but Kensi took it as her mission to make sure that everyone ended up satisfied. From the way Naomi was pumping her hips against Kensi’s face, it felt like she was meeting her challenge.

“Oh my god, Kensi…baby…I can’t believe…oh shit…”

Strong fingers laced through Kensi’s blonde hair, pressing now instead of just caressing, forcing her mouth tight over Naomi’s pussy. She could feel the tremble in Naomi’s legs, hear the rasping breath that said she was getting close. Chuckling wickedly to herself, Kensi knew it was time for her secret weapon. The next time that Naomi lifted her hips, Kensi slid her wet, slurping lips up higher, to surround the hood of Naomi’s proud clit. Her tongue circled the little nub while she sucked hard. At the same time, her hand moved off from Naomi’s ass, and she slid two long fingers straight into the other girl’s drooling tunnel.

“Fuck!” Naomi screamed. Her hands locked in her idol’s blonde hair, and the two of them rode the rollercoaster of Naomi’s bucking hips.

Kensi held on for dear life, lapping at Naomi’s clit with her tongue, while she circled her fingers in her lover’s tight hole. She was glowing inside, so excited from pleasing her new friend that she felt like she could cum as well. She reveled in the moment, enjoying every bit of contact as she bobbed back and forth between her lover’s legs. Her pussy was warm and open, aching for someone to touch it, but she settled for playing with Naomi’s clenching cunt, stretching out the other woman’s pleasure as long as she could.

Finally, Naomi’s ass settled back onto the bed, and she pushed, rather than pulled, on Kensi’s hair. “Ahhh…baby…enough.”

With one last swipe of her tongue over Naomi’s hypersensitive clit, Kensi leaned back, then sat up on her heels, licking her lips and smiling down at her beautiful bedmate.

“Jesus, that was…” Naomi was still trying to catch her breath, her breasts rising and falling in a very attractive way as she panted.

Kensi laid down next to her new friend and savior, their arms wrapping around each other, and their tits mashing together as she leaned in for a kiss. She sent her tongue into Naomi’s open mouth, letting the other girl taste her own juices. Naomi moaned, and licked at Kensi’s lips. Their legs slid together, and Kensi could feel the pressure on her mound as Naomi circled her hips. They were both so wet that soon they were sliding against each other, trying to mash their needy pussies together.

Naomi broke their kiss and leaned back, shifting her hips so that her pubic bone crushed against Kensi’s soft pussy. The blonde girl moaned and clutched at Naomi’s waist, trying to pull her harder against her sensitive flesh. With a flash of white teeth, Naomi became the one in charge, rolling Kensi onto her back, and twisting around so that their legs twined together. Biting her lip in concentration, she slid this way and that, searching for just the right angle. She found it when her spread pussy slid over Kensi’s mound, and their wet lower lips kissed with all of the same passion as their mouths had shared a moment before.

Kensi’s eyes went wide as she felt Naomi’s soft slippery skin rubbing over her pussy, their juices quickly combining to lubricate the way. She laid back on the mattress and moaned as Naomi gripped her leg and crushed hard against her, rolling her hips like she was fucking the helpless blonde with an invisible cock. Their hairless pussies mashed together, their flowing moisture sucking them together with a slurpy, wet bond. Kensi felt her pussy open up under the pressure of Naomi’s assault, her inner lips and exposed clit rubbing constantly against her lover.

“Oh god, I love this…love you…ahhh…fuck me…” She clutched at the sheets as Naomi did what she’s asked, gripping her legs tighter, and fucking harder against her tender pussy.

“Yes, you beautiful little movie star,” Naomi gasped. “Cum for me.”

The passion in Naomi’s voice hit Kensi like a shock of electricity, streaming through her ears and down her spine to mix with all of the pleasure coming from her cunt. It swirled and writhed deep in her belly, building into a pressure that had her panting and scratching at the bed. “No, no, baby…fuck me harder…cum with me…” she managed to gasp.

Now that she’d been given permission, Naomi went after her pleasure along with Kensi’s, driving her strong, athletic body into a frenzy, humping against the hard mound and soft pussy of her famous lover. The wet sounds of their sliding, kissing cunts filled the room, along with the slap of flesh and their gasping breath. The air was thick with the smell of their excitement, the sheets underneath them drenched with their bodies’ nectar.

Kensi’s orgasm was coming on like a freight train; loud and powerful and totally unstoppable. She felt like her pussy was turning inside out, flowering open until every nerve inside her was being rubbed and pressed and tickled by Naomi’s incredible body. She was open and exposed and vulnerable like she hadn’t been in so long, and she surrendered to the feelings. Her legs tensed as Naomi’s fingers dug into the soft skin. She looked up just in time to see her lover’s dark eyes close tight, and her mouth open wide.

There were no words of ecstasy this time, just primal cries of pleasure as two strangers somehow reached their peak at the same moment. Kensi arched her back and let the fire wash through her. She felt totally out of control, but she also felt so close and comfortable with Naomi that she had no problem letting herself go—experiencing all of this incredible pleasure without any guilt. Naomi’s body bucked against her as the other woman rolled through her orgasm, and she reached out to capture one of Naomi’s fluttering hands in her own. They held hands through the twitching, gasping aftermath, relishing the closeness of their new bond almost as much as the pulsing intensity between their legs.

Kensi never wanted it to end. As much as she loved acting, she would give up all of her accomplishments and fame if she could stay like this forever. That’s what she told herself, even as the aftershocks of her orgasm finally faded and died, but she knew it wasn’t true. Pleasure always ended at some point, it was what was left afterward that mattered—and what she had left was her gorgeous savior, and a new feeling of peace. Naomi moved around until they could hold each other again, and they traded gentle kisses as their bodies cooled.

Kensi stretched, long and languid, in tune with her body for the first time in a while. The Obeah Man’s drug was certainly out of her system by now, but a new kind of sedative had taken over—the relaxation of being safe and warm and well fucked. It would be so easy to sink into Naomi’s soft bed and disappear.

“I was thinking, should we call anyone for you?” her new lover asked. Kensi curled onto her side, and Naomi’s firm body was right there at her back, holding her while her brain was forced back into the harsh realties of the outside world.

“Maybe Alyssa, my assistant, but…I don’t know.” She reached behind her to touch Naomi’s bare leg, just to reassure herself. “Out of everyone else? Benny possibly, since I know he wasn’t in on it, but he…no. Really, there’s no one that could handle something like this. They wouldn’t know what to believe if I went to them with this story. Plus Carson’s the one who actually pays them, as my manager.” She sighed, and squeezed Naomi’s knee. “It’s sad, isn’t it, that I don’t have a single person I can absolutely rely on.”

“Except us,” Naomi said, planting a light kiss on Kensi’s shoulder and wrapping her in a hug.

“Except you. And I’ve only know you for, what, six hours?” Kensi felt tears coming on, and turned her face into the pillow. “Like I said, sad,” she whispered.

“Well, even if there isn’t anyone close, you should at least let someone know you’re all right. Maybe Damian can take you back to your room, and you can get some of your things. Then you can stay with us tonight.”

“No, I can’t go back there now. I don’t know what I’d say if I saw Carson. I’d probably kill him, and that would really screw up my life.” She grinned over her shoulder, to show she wasn’t serious, even though the thought had crossed her mind more than once that night.

“OK, then,” Naomi said. “You stay here, and get some rest, and tomorrow we’ll start dealing with everything.”

Now she really felt like crying. Why were these strangers being so nice to her? “Thank you,” she said, and relaxed into Naomi’s embrace.


Chapter Four

Warm and relaxed in the aftermath of an incredible orgasm, Kensi was just drifting off to sleep when the bed rocked. Naomi rolled away from her, and Kensi was suddenly overwhelmed by panic.

“Don’t go!” she said, clutching at her new lover’s retreating body.

“Shhh, sweetie. It’s fine. You’re safe. If you’re not going back tonight, then I need to arrange some things. We don’t want your husband to bring out the police to look for you, do we?”

“Maybe we should,” Kensi said. “I can tell them everything that I heard, and get them both thrown in jail.”

Naomi bit her bottom lip. “Umm, please don’t,” she said. “Remember that Damian and me, and Alexander, are all caught up in this, too, and if Carson claims we kidnapped you…”

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, Naomi. I wasn’t thinking. Of course I don’t want you guys to get in trouble.” She pulled the blanket up to cover herself, suddenly feeling exposed. “I’m just…still shaky, I think. Not from the sex, although that was mind-blowing, but from everything that has…you know…”

“I know, Kensi. I’ll tell you what, would you feel better if Damian came in to watch over you? You should get some rest, and believe me, you couldn’t be safer than with my man.”

“Would that be OK?” she asked.

“Sure. Let me get him.” She kissed Kensi’s fingers before pulling her hand away and heading for the door.

Kensi tugged the blanket up higher, and turned her face into the pillow, still suffering from the irrational fear that she was being abandoned.

When the bedroom door clicked shut, she peeked out to see what had happened. She almost yelped as she saw the dark bulk of Naomi’s husband, sitting on a side chair, calm and still like an onyx statue, just like her protector in the movie. She sighed at the sight of his hulking shoulders, and pulled the blanket back from her face. “Thank you, Damian,” she said.

In the dim light of the bedroom, his white grin was like a beacon of security.

She tried to settle down and calm her nerves, her exhausted brain needing to rest just like Naomi had said. She twisted and turned, trying to find a comfortable spot, but something was missing from earlier—the warm presence at her back.

“Damian,” she called softly.

She didn’t hear him get up from the chair, so she gasped when he answered from right next to her. “Do you need something?”

She looked up…and up…to where he towered over her. Now that she could get a good look at him, he reminded her so much of Tyson “Granite” Grant, her costar from The Bloody Mile. The former wrestler had been so nice and sweet to her during shooting that she’d lost any fear of his size or his rough reputation. She’d even found herself dreaming about becoming more than just an on-screen love interest. Damian had that same presence—that same confidence in his strength without the need to broadcast it.

She patted the mattress beside her. “Come down here,” she said. It was a simple request, said plainly, not trying to seduce or entice. “I need to feel someone close. Please.” She rolled over, pulling the blanket up over her shoulders.

She sighed when the bed moved, and the warm wall of Damian’s bulk moved up behind her. Grinning to herself, she snuggled back into his body, feeling every inch of reassuring contact. When she stopped squirming, his giant arm settled over her, holding her tight. She folded his big hand between both of hers, and hugged it to her chest, feeling completely wrapped up in his safety. Just let Carson try anything now! With a soft giggle, and a contented sigh, she rested her head on the pillow and closed her eyes.

Damian’s warmth, and his steady breath on her neck, was just lulling her back to sleep, when the bed moved again. This time she saw that Naomi had returned. Her beautiful new friend laid down in front of Kensi, resting a hand on her hip.

“Everything OK?” Kensi whispered.

“All good,” Naomi said. “The assistant managers are running interference with your husband, and Alexander is serving “enhanced” drinks to your bodyguards. Hopefully no one will come looking for you until tomorrow.” She kissed the smaller girl on the forehead, then looked past Kensi’s shoulder at Damian. “I see you didn’t waste any time getting my husband in bed with you.”

Kensi blushed, which probably wasn’t visible in the low light, but the shudder that passed through her was felt by everyone. She felt like she’d been caught stealing. “I’m…I didn’t mean…”

Naomi grinned, and Damian’s body shook with silent laughter. “Sweetie, it’s fine,” Naomi said. “Trust me, I know how nice it feels.”

“It does feel nice,” Kensi said. “You’re lucky to have him here, with you every night.” She snuggled her backside closer to her living wall of safety, but then jumped like she’d touched a live wire.

“What is it?” Naomi asked, squeezing her hip.

“Uh…it’s nothing.”

“Hmm…I don’t think so.” Naomi slid her hand down, over Kensi’s ass, until it rested between her husband and her new bedmate. “Oh, I see,” she said. “Did it scare you?”

Kensi thought she would die from embarrassment. “No. It was just a…surprise.”

Naomi laughed brightly. “That’s what they all say.” She pulled her hand from between their bodies, and captured one of Kensi’s wrists. The smaller girl didn’t put up any struggle as Naomi guided her hand, back between her ass and Damian’s crotch, right to…

“Oh, god.”

Her fingers brushed over the lump in the front of Damian’s shorts, tracing the impossible length of his…

“Oh, shit.”

“That’s something else that they all say.” Naomi pressed Kensi’s hand harder against the bulge, letting the tiny girl feel the width and steel hardness of her husband’s cock.

Once the actress had a firm grasp of what was poking her, Naomi pulled her hand away, and let Kensi explore on her own. She leaned in to kiss the blonde girl, and brushed over her tits through the blanket. “You like that?” she whispered in Kensi’s ear.

“Mmm, yeah. But…don’t you…is this OK with you?”

“Why would you even ask that? Of course it is.”

“Well, it’s just, with Carson I never…ahhh, shit, I don’t know what I’m trying to say. I’m just a little confused.”

Her life with Carson had been a balancing act of not rousing her husband’s towering jealousy, while still trying to find her pleasures. Mostly that had involved being with other women, because Carson didn’t consider girls a threat to his manhood. She’d bedded costars and interns alike, sometimes bringing in her husband for a three-way just to appease his need for control. That was why being with Naomi had been so easy for her.

But now, rubbing her hand over Damian’s unbelievable cock…

Other men had always been out of the question in her marriage. She’d been kept on a tight leash by both brothers—Carson had hired his twin not only as her personal driver, but also as her husband’s spy. Every passing glance at a handsome man was immediately reported. Even when she’d had her chances to stray in the past, like with Tyson, she’d convinced herself to refuse for the sake of her marriage vows.

Now though, since Carson had completely destroyed their marriage—had tried to get his brother to rape her—could she give herself permission to fondle this beautiful black man’s dick, and maybe do…other things?

Yes, she decided. Absolutely.

Giving Damian a parting squeeze, she lifted herself on one elbow, letting the blanket fall away from her naked breasts. “I just decided that I’m not really tired,” she said, and leaned in to kiss Naomi on the lips. “Can we play with him…together?” she whispered in Naomi’s ear.

“Sounds like fun,” Naomi said. “Baby, come over here. In the middle.” She pulled away from Kensi, and at the same time the stone fortress that had guarded Kensi’s back shifted and rose up in the air. Damian’s agile bulk settled between them, parting the two women like the prow of a boat splitting the sea.

Kensi lifted her head to look past his massive chest, watching Naomi welcome her husband with a wet kiss. In the dim light, she looked up and down his reclining body; at the size of his arms, the stout columns of his legs, the rounded shoulders. Everywhere she looked was firm skin and rippling muscle, and her pussy responded on a purely primal level, her juices stirring at the maleness of it all. His head was turned away from her, busy locking lips with his wife, but when Kensi slipped out from under the thin blanket and crowded her naked body against him, he took notice.

His eyes went wide as he turned her way, taking in her pale body—her toned arms and large tits, her rounded hips and flat tummy. He smiled at her, and she felt beautiful in his eyes, in a way that the hungry gazes of her fans, or the possessive stares of her husband hadn’t made her feel in years. She smiled back and leaned in for a kiss of her own, mashing against his thick lips and attacking his teeth with her insistent tongue.

His arm slipped under her back, and lifted her easily across his chest, pulling her close. She tried to curl a leg over his thigh, but found her way blocked by Naomi, who had straddled her husband’s legs and was working at the button of his shorts. As much as Kensi was enjoying the kissing, what Naomi was doing was a lot more interesting. She picked up her head to stare, as the button popped open and the zipper slid down. Naomi beamed with pride as she slowly pulled down Damian’s shorts.

Kensi watched, hypnotized by the sight of the tan cloth moving down his legs. She could barely see the dark patch of hair that was first revealed, but then the top of his shaft came into view, and she bit her lip at the width of it. Inch after inch of solid cock appeared from behind the curtain of his shorts, and Kensi felt warm and very slippery as her gaze took in every bit. Her mouth opened in awe, as Naomi kept pulling, like there was no end in sight.

Finally, with a determined tug, Damian’s cock cleared the confines of his clothes and sprang into the air like a catapult.

“Oh, shit,” Kensi gasped. Her hand reached out by reflex, but she stopped just shy of touching him. She could feel the heat radiating from his dark skin. This would be her first new cock in ten years, and she wanted to remember every little bit of this experience, so she could relive it forever. With a groan of desire, she curled her fingers around him, feeling the smooth skin slip and slide over the rock-hard core.

Damian sucked in a sharp breath as she took hold of his cock. She looked down at his handsome face, and saw the same lust reflected there as she felt coursing through her own veins. Tightening her grip, she stroked his length.

Another hand joined hers, Naomi’s dark fingers twining with her light ones on his rigid pole. “How does that feel, baby,” Naomi said, “having Kensi Carpenter stroking your dick?”

Damian groaned and closed his eyes, letting his head fall back on the pillow.

Naomi laughed, but Kensi was a little conflicted. She thought they’d already gotten over the celebrity thing, but then realized that had just been Naomi. Still, just because she was a star didn’t mean that she was any better at making a man feel good. Her fame had clouded so many of her relationships with friends and partners, that she didn’t want it to be a factor now. She wanted to be a normal girl, enjoying the attentions of a normal man and his decidedly above-normal dick.

“Of course any woman stroking your dick gets you horny, doesn’t it?” Naomi said, and winked at Kensi.

Kensi relaxed, and a new wave of affection flowed through her. How did this incredible woman always know the right things to say? She’d burst the bubble of tension that had been building, and had given Kensi permission to be just a horny, happy woman playing with a monster cock, instead having to wear the mask of a movie star.

She knelt up next to Damian’s immense body, her breasts swaying free as she leaned over his dick. It was fascinating to hold it, and she watched it move under her direction, the skin wrinkling and stretching as she stroked, the black head waving back and forth. She could smell the musk of him, the male scent that got her pussy flowing with passion.

She’d spent a lot of her career playing strong female characters—heroic women who emasculated their alpha-male antagonists—but she felt no desire to dominate the strong, vital man trapped in her small hand. With her actress side banished from the room, the real woman that she’d let loose wanted to serve his needs and submit to his strength in a way she’d never considered before.

As she squeezed his black cock, a bead of clear fluid appeared at the tip, growing larger, and jiggling with every stroke. Without thinking, she dipped her head and stuck out her tongue, capturing the drop of precious liquid before it spilled down his shaft. The first contact sent a shock through her, and she squeezed her thighs together as the taste of him went from her tongue to her brain, then right down to her aching pussy. Damian groaned and his hips jerked, instinctively stabbing his cock toward the warmth of her mouth.

Surprised, she started to pull away, but then his sounds of pleasure reached her ears. Getting a firm grip at the base of his dick, she held him still as she aimed him at her mouth and planted a wet kiss on the very tip. Her tongue darted out to circle the crown, as she parted her lips and took him inside her for the first time. She savored the taste, sucking on the head of his cock and drawing out as much of the slippery juice as she could. With her other hand, she caressed his washboard abs, and the hard muscles of his chest, in awe of the body attached to this magical dick.

She panicked briefly as a hand gripped the back of her head. Memories of Carson forcing her down on his cock flashed through her, and if her husband’s smaller dick had made her and gag, she could only imagine what this monster could do.

“That looks so hot, baby, her pink lips wrapped around your big black dick.” Naomi’s voice came to her, and she realized that it was the other woman’s hand caressing her hair—stroking her head instead of trying to force her down on Damian’s pole. Another soft hand touched her hanging breasts, agile fingers sliding over her hardening nipples.

Remembering how caring and skillful Naomi had been earlier, Kensi’s anxiety went away. She relaxed and enjoyed the attention, putting her focus back on the first new cock she’d had in years. She giggled around her mouthful of dick as she compared what she had now to what she’d had to deal with in the past. Carson’s cock was average at best, and almost never fully hard, in spite of her dedicated efforts. He’d always tasted a little sour, too, especially if he’d been drinking a lot. She tried to remember the last time she’d been excited to see him reveal his dick in front of her, or take him in her mouth, and decided that it must have been long before their wedding.

Not so with Damian. Everything about this giant man aroused her, to the point where her juices were leaking down her thighs and onto the bed while she sucked the tip of his dick. She wanted to reach between her legs and touch herself, but she was too busy with Damian’s body. It would be selfish, and unfair to him, if she took her hands away to play with her pussy. She’d already had her share of pleasure tonight, and even more would come, she was sure. All she had to do was put her trust in her two new friends.

Opening her mouth even wider, she plunged down onto his cock, risking her breath to try to please him. Her gorge rose as the broad head slid into the back of her mouth, but she fought down her urge to gag. Using the mental focus that had allowed her to immerse herself in her acting, she imagined taking on the role of the perfect lover—the hooker with the heart of gold, maybe, or the former porn star trying to escape her past. Those girls would know how to take a huge cock like Damian’s.

As she formed the character in her mind, she pulled back, and took a deep breath, then dipped her head back down. This time, when Damian slid into the narrow entrance of her throat, she welcomed him, sliding her tongue over his thick shaft, and sucking hard at the tip. She hardly noticed that she was slowly plugging her mouth with more and more of his cock. Her hand slid down to fondle his balls, and she hummed happily around him as she heard him groan with pleasure. She loved when her “customers” appreciated her talents, and sucking big dicks had been her specialty, even before she started charging for it. She—

“Kensi, sweetie.”

Someone pulled at her hair. Kensi lifted her head, and when the seal broke around Damian’s cock, and cool air rushed into her lungs, she realized what had happened. She’d been too caught up in her role of being a hooker; able to swallow his monster, but not experienced enough to know when to stop for a breath. Luckily Naomi had been there to save her from herself. She sat back, taking her mouth off from his standing pole, panting and smiling nervously at the other woman. Naomi raised one thin eyebrow, but didn’t say anything else. Instead, she got her own hand around her husband’s dick, and went after him with her own mouth.

Kensi looked at Damian’s handsome face, admiring the strong lines of his nose and jaw, the full lips that were slightly parted as he lost himself in the sensations of his wife’s skill. Carson had never surrendered himself to pleasure like that, always wanting to be in charge and doing something. Even when he’d expected her to do the work, he’d never just relaxed and enjoyed her efforts. Her new lover looked like he would be a different story, happy to let her please him, if she wanted, and willing to accept her gift without needing to keep score.

She settled down to rest her head on his broad chest, listening to the deep throb of his heart while she watched Naomi demonstrate the proper way to handle an oversized cock. The prostitute persona came back to her mind, as she admired the other woman’s technique, and she licked her lips in anticipation of trying out everything she was learning.

Damian’s heavy arm draped over her, and his big hand cupped the firm rounds of her ass, squeezing gently from one side to the other. She gasped when one of his searching fingers found the river pouring from her pussy, and followed the flow back to its source, parting her lips and sliding insistently back and forth through her channel. She pushed back at him, rocking her hips and moaning to let him know how good it felt.

She put a hand between her legs, trapping his fingers in place while she shifted around, moving down his hard body until her cheek rested on his lower belly, and her vision was filled with his towering cock. She inhaled deeply, filling her brain with his scent again, then pursing her lips and planting a wet kiss at the base of his dick. Above her, Naomi made wet slurping sounds as she took more than half of his length with every bob of her head.

As Kensi licked at the hot, rigid pole, Damian found her entrance and slid a thick finger into her very wet pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped out, giving up on his dick for a moment as he slid his finger deep, circling it inside her tunnel, rubbing over every bit of her sensitive flesh. His knuckles mashed against her swollen lips, and pressed hard against her clit. “Oh, yes…like that…”

While her played with her pussy, she concentrated on licking his shaft, and fondling his balls as they slid around inside the wrinkled pouch. Every bit of Damian was bigger and more exciting than anything she’d had in a decade. Her pussy flooded at the idea that she might get this monster cock between her legs, and Damian took advantage of her wet hole by adding another thick finger. With his thumb strumming over her clit, and the ridges of his knuckles massaging her inner walls, she was climbing the slope toward one hell of an orgasm.

Maybe it was her loud panting, or maybe it was the spastic way she clutched Damian’s dick every time he drove his fingers inside her—whatever it was, Naomi had figured out how close Kensi was getting. She pulled off from her husband’s cock with a wet pop, and licked her way down the standing shaft, to join their blonde guest. Together, the two women surrounded the base of Damian’s dick with sucking lips and frantic tongues, their mouths working in perfect harmony, side by side as they worshipped his rigid pole.

As much as Kensi had felt connected to Naomi from their earlier romp, this sharing of her husband’s cock between them was forming an even deeper bond. Kensi had chosen to give up on her marriage—to enjoy the attentions of another man for the first time in a decade—and this wonderful woman had not only held and comforted, and aroused, Kensi on her own, she’d gone even further by sharing her incredible husband. And without any trace of the dark jealousy that Kensi associated with her own marriage.

She wanted a husband just like this—strong and caring, and secure enough in his love for his wife, that he could experience pleasure with others and not be petty and insecure. Essentially everything that Carson wasn’t. She’d been so young when they got married, that she hadn’t understood anything beyond what he’d shown her. For a while, she’d even accepted that married life was simply meant to be miserable. But now, after Carson’s betrayal, her new friends seemed determined to teach her everything about healthy, happy relationships that she’d missed the first time around.

Damian had her right on the edge, his long fingers making sloppy, slurpy sounds as they cruised in and out of her. Naomi’s tongue slid into her mouth as they shared a kiss around the thickness of his dick. She’d already cum so many times tonight, but she was ready for at least one more. Naomi’s hand brushed over her chest, sending a little jolt through her hard nipples before moving lower. Over her belly and down to explore her mound, touching her husband’s hand to see what he was doing to their guest. Once she had it figured out, she pushed Damian’s blunt thumb aside, and took charge of Kensi’s most sensitive spot.

“God you’re so wet,” Naomi whispered in her ear, just as she sent her talented fingers sliding over Kensi’s clit. Just like before, she knew exactly where to touch, and Kensi’s body jerked like she’d been shot.

“Oh fuck…oh, yessssss…!” Kensi wailed. Without warning, her pussy clamped down on Damian’s hand. His long fingers curled inside her, rubbing against her deepest pleasure spot, as hot waves of ecstasy rolled through her, then cold as sweat broke out all over her skin. Helpless at the hands of this talented couple, her body flopped bonelessly on top of Damian, arms and legs writhing as she lost control. In desperation she reached out to grab at anything in reach, and her tiny hand wrapped around Damian’s cock. She latched onto him, like his dick was the only thing keeping her from floating away. He gasped as she squeezed like a python, each ripple of pleasure from her pussy making her clamp down harder.

“No…no, no, no…” she chanted, as the couple mercilessly teased her super-sensitive cunt. “No more…I can’t…”

Kensi sighed in relief as Naomi pulled her wet fingers away from her clit. Her grip on Damian’s cock relaxed, as the big man slowly drew out his own fingers. Kensi gasped as he left her; her pussy felt stretched and abused, like he’d permanently changed her shape inside, but the little aftershocks quaking through her reminded her of how wonderful it felt to be opened up like that.

She collapsed over Damian’s body, his hard muscles and jutting bone not making the most comfortable spot, but she loved the feel of his warm skin on hers, and of course the sensation of his hard cock pulsing in her grip. She stroked the soft skin, watching him bend and bob in the dim bedroom light. She wondered how it must feel for him, the focused stimulation of a hand or mouth or pussy surrounding him and sliding over him. While she was sure it felt great, she was also sure that it couldn’t compare to the intensity of what she’d just gone through. And that had only been his fingers—what would happen if she…

She caught Naomi’s gaze and looked hungrily into her dark eyes. “Can I try it?”


Chapter Five

“Can I try it?” Kensi looked down to where Naomi stretched out on the bed, her head on her husband’s thigh, and her hands tracing lazily over the white skin of Kensi’s belly.

“Try what? Oh…” Naomi got up on her knees, and looked down at her husband. Kensi glanced over her shoulder and saw Damian’s handsome face, composed and serene, as he watched the two women. “What do you think, baby?” Naomi said. “You want Kensi Carpenter to sit on your cock?”

Kensi couldn’t help it—the way Damian’s strong, stoic face broke into such a huge, hungry grin made her burst out laughing. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, feeling his cock twitch in her hand as he nodded. She looked down at where she circled his girth and felt the first stirring of doubt. How was she supposed to fit this monster inside her? She thought back to the biggest dildo that she’d ever tried, and it still couldn’t compare to the warm, throbbing baseball bat in her grip.

Naomi must have seen her hesitation, because she reached out to caress Kensi’s shoulder. “You know, if you’re not up for it, we could—”

“No,” Kensi said, a little too quickly and a little too loud. She couldn’t help it, and giggled a bit at her own awkwardness. “No. I’m sure I’ll be fine.” She let go of Damian’s cock and leaned over to give him a gentle kiss. “You wouldn’t hurt me, would you?”

“Never,” he said.

Kensi smiled and slid her leg over his rippled belly, feeling his firm abs rub against her hairless pussy. She got her feet down on either side of him and lifted her hips, keeping both hands on his broad chest. Naomi’s hand on her ass helped guide her as she rose up…and up, until a squeeze of her ass told her to stop. Keeping her eyes locked on Damian’s face, she reached between her legs, feeling for his hard dick. Naomi helped her out again, steering the dark club of his cock into her grip.

Biting her lip, Kensi ran her thumb over the round head, smearing his precum over the tip. Lowering her hips, she aimed his spear at the gaping lips of her cunt, hissing as she felt the warm head rub over her sensitive flesh. “Oh fuck,” she gasped, feeling her first new cock in a decade knocking at her tight entrance. She rubbed his tip up and down her slit, soaking him in her juices, making sure to get in a good rub over her clit. The shock of his cock pressing her button almost buckled her knees, but thankfully Naomi was still there, holding her steady. Kensi looked over her shoulder and smiled at her new friend.

“Just take it slow,” Naomi advised, patting her leg in support.

Kensi took a deep breath and tried to focus, wanting to be alert and aware so she could remember every little bit of what was about to happen. Looking at Damian, she saw the hunger in his eyes, and felt another surge of lust roll through her. The quiet, handsome man was looking at her with such desire…but it was for Kensi the woman, not Kensi the mega-star. She hoped that he could see her own need as she gazed down at him.

“Here we go,” she said. She lowered her hips the tiniest fraction, and felt the first bit of tightness as Damian’s cock settled into her entrance. She could feel with her fingers how much of his width still needed to fit inside, and concentrated on relaxing her muscles.

Another fraction of an inch, and she felt the first protest from her pussy. She circled her hips, trying to work him in a little at a time, but his tip was caught just inside her hole, and her pussy refused to let any more of him in. She’d never been in this situation before and had no experience in how to handle it. Below her, Damian’s look had changed from hunger to concern, and Kensi thought she was on the brink of ruining everything before it had even begun. Desperate, she turned to Naomi. “Help me.”

Her beautiful savior was there in an instant. She moved around to straddle Damian’s chest, facing toward Kensi. Taking the blonde girl’s face in her hands, she gave her a firm kiss. “It’ll be fine, sweetie. He can be a challenge at first, I know, but we’ll get there.” She scooted closer, and her hand dipped between Kensi’s legs, sizing up the situation with her skillful fingers. “You just need to learn how to relax,” she decreed. “Once you get past being scared of it, it really does feel wonderful.”

“But it won’t fit,” Kensi protested.

“Of course it will fit. If you can get a baby to come out of there, you can get one oversized dick to go in. Like I said, you just need to relax.” She kissed Kensi again, with more passion this time. One dark hand covered a pale breast, squeezing at the firm round, while the other brushed Kensi’s fingers aside, and attacked her clit.

Kensi gasped, and her hips dropped another little bit. The stretched feeling threatened to turn into pain as more of Damian’s cock bored into her tender hole, but Naomi’s hands and mouth kept her distracted, and the pain never materialized. She felt the tense ring of muscle relax a little more, and for the first time realized that there was something hot about being opened up like this. Her pussy was sending her some very pleasurable messages, once the discomfort was set aside. She felt Damian’s dick sliding over her tingling nerves, and a wave of warmth rippled through her.

With a loud gasp, Kensi sank down enough to engulf the head of Damian’s cock. She clutched at Naomi’s shoulder as she was split open, but like the other woman had said, it was the fear that made it uncomfortable, and Kensi was quickly losing her fear of his black monster. Now that her handsome, heroic new lover was finally inside her, all she could feel were the jolts of ecstasy racing through her, and the satisfaction that she had taken even this much of him. His strong presence pulsed in her brain as much as in her body, the connection between them—all three of them—sealed now by the primal bond of cock and pussy.

Kensi clutched at Naomi’s shoulder again, but this time for support, as she rose up the slightest bit, then settled down again, feeling more of Damian’s shaft slide between her strained lips. Her belly tightened, and there was an odd feeling as her insides rearranged around his merciless invader. It wasn’t uncomfortable, it was just…new. In fact, it made her feel very feminine, swallowing her man’s thrusting desire, surrounding his hardness with her comforting warmth. Just minutes ago she’d been scared at his length, but now she couldn’t wait until she’d taken every inch of him.

She still had a hand on his shaft, feeling him throb under her fingers as she measured their progress. At one point she stopped, held back by some unseen barrier, like her pussy was refusing to accept any more cock inside. She didn’t know how she knew, but she was suddenly sure that this was as far as any man had ever been. Beyond this point was virgin territory, and she moaned at the thought of giving Damian this untouched part of herself. She took a deep breath and forced herself down, surrendering her unexplored depths.

Through all of her struggles to take his cock, stoic Damian had remained still, letting Kensi find her limits, and work at her own pace. As she took more of him inside her though, she could feel the pulses as he twitched his cock in her warm clutch. Naomi was blocking her view of his face, so she gave him a couple quick squeezes with her hand at the base of his dick. She was trying to let him know that she appreciated him being such a patient gentleman. If Carson had ever been blessed with a cock that big, she could only imagine the damage he would have done to her in his selfishness and cruelty.

The amount of dick she could feel with her fingers was rapidly decreasing. Naomi moved her hand away from Kensi’s pussy, and let the blonde girl take the last couple inches on her own. Feeling overconfident, thinking she’d gotten past the worst of it, and anxious to get all of him inside, Kensi lifted up a bit, then came down hard. Her legs split wide as she settled on top of him, her ass splaying over his muscular thighs. She thought he must be up to her waist, she was so full of cock. One more bounce and she would—

“Ow!” she gasped, clutching at Naomi as a dull, cramping pain came from somewhere up near her bellybutton. She’d felt this only once before, when an enthusiastic lover had poked her too hard with a strap-on, and she bit her lip as the dull pain throbbed and then faded. It was incredible that he was bumping into the end of her pussy, right at the entrance to her womb.

Her unprotected womb, she remembered. She hadn’t used any birth control since the day they’d found out about Carson’s infertility. And the brothers had been right about this trip being the perfect time for her to get pregnant—she was right in the middle of her fertile days.

The pain ebbed away, and she forgot all about fertility as she soaked in the pleasures of being absolutely stuffed with warm, throbbing, live cock. She was skewered on Damian’s black spear, every movement, every breath, causing his shaft to move against her sensitive tunnel, sending pleasure signals straight to her brain. She squeezed down on him, and heard his muted gasp.

“Fuck…this is…” She shook her head, unable to finish her thought. With a satisfied sigh, she sank down as far as she could, careful not to bash her cervix again.

Naomi sat back on her husband’s broad chest, fingering her wet hole. “Yup. He is a bellyful,” she said. Both girls laughed, but then Naomi yelped, as a pair of strong hands circled her waist and lifted. Moving her as if she weighed nothing, Damian dragged his wife backward until her open pussy dangled over his extended tongue. Naomi’s face twisted as she settled down on her husband’s mouth. “Yes, baby,” she gasped, grinding her hips over Damian’s face.

Kensi was almost jealous of her new friend, until a twitch of Damian’s cock reminded her of what she had. She’d done the impossible, and taken his entire length, now she needed to do something more than just sit on it. Gathering her legs under her, she put her hands on Damian’s chest and lifted herself up.

It felt like she was pulling her pussy inside out, like the suction of their tight connection was dragging her organs out along with his cock. In the dim light she could just barely see the shiny-wet shaft emerging, inch by dark inch, from between her thighs. She groaned in disappointment as she felt the void he left behind. She thought her stretched muscles might feel relieved, but it turned out that wasn’t the case. She got so desperate to regain that stuffed feeling that she didn’t linger—when just the blunt tip was all that held her open, she sat down as quickly as she could, ready to scream in pleasure as her new friend slid back where he belonged.

“God that looks so beautiful,” Naomi said. She circled her hips over her husband’s mouth, directing his tongue to her most sensitive places, while she stared wide-eyed between Kensi’s white thighs. “You like my man’s cock?”

Kensi couldn’t do anything more than nod her head, her blonde hair flying around her shoulders.

“You need to fuck him long and hard, so you feel every bit of that dick go in and out. Trust me, that’s the best way. Oh, shit, baby…right there…” She closed her eyes tight as Damian’s tongue found the right spot.

Taking the advice of the woman who would know best, Kensi set out to fuck her black lover long and hard. Her toned legs lifted her up and dropped her down on the rigid pole, her belly filling and emptying over and over as she worked her abused pussy around him. Obscene squishing noises filled the room as her stretched, sopping hole slid over the dark piston of his cock.

Kensi Carpenter, international celebrity and idol of millions, closed her eyes and tuned out everything in her life except the incredible feeling of Damian inside her. As she built into a steady rhythm, everything else seemed to fall away. She wasn’t tired, or sore, or upset about Carson, or hungover from the drug she’d taken—all she could comprehend at that moment was the sensation of a giant black dick sliding through the tingling, stretched entrance of her cunt. The pressure inside her belly filled her like a tide and then retreated, only to come rushing in again. Her heavy breasts bounced as she rose and fell on Damian’s dick. She cupped each one and tugged hard on her nipples, sending electric pulses right down her spine to her overheated pussy.

A hand caressed her damp hair, then tangled in her blonde locks. She was tugged forward, until her open, panting mouth met Naomi’s. She groaned as the angle of Damian’s cock changed, and his round tip found a spot that made her twitch and jump each time he rubbed past it.

“Oh, fuck, you two,” she panted. Opening her eyes, she saw Naomi’s beautiful face, eyes shining, nostrils flaring, as her husband pleasured her with his tongue. “This is too much,” Kensi said, “ I can’t take any more.”

Naomi took charge of Kensi’s bouncing boobs, squeezing and petting the soft skin. “Sure you can, sweetie. You can take all of this and more. It’s OK. Just let go of…oh…oh, shit baby, yes! There!” Naomi forgot her pep talk as she circled her hips in a frenzy over her husband’s face. Her eyes clamped shut and her body went tense, her hands clamping painfully on Kensi’s tits. The pressure built for agonizing seconds, until Naomi opened her mouth and screamed, long and loud. Her whole body collapsed, only propped up by Damian’s strong hands. Her smooth legs trembled on either side of Damian’s neck, and her hips spasmed, crushing her electrified pussy onto her husband’s face.

Kensi watched the other girl ride out her orgasm, and she felt the heat building in her own belly as she slid up and down Damian’s cock. She could have cum three times already from the magnificent fuck she was getting, but she was holding back, letting it build. This was her first new cock since she got married, and she wanted the finale to be epic.

“Fuck…oh, fuck that was so good, baby.” Naomi slid off from Damian’s face, and curled up on the bed, both hands covering her sensitive pussy, her legs and arms still twitching randomly.

Damian’s face was shiny with his wife’s juices as he gave Kensi a smile and licked his lips. She felt the pleasure of his dick magnified now that she could see him again—the joy in her brain feeding the sensations building in her belly. Not just the sight of her lover’s face, though—the connection she was forming with this fantastic couple, the intimacy of sharing with a husband and wife, the relief of being free from Carson—all of it was taking the pleasure of Damian’s dick and multiplying it, until she knew that she couldn’t hold on much longer.

She slapped her hands down on his chest, and worked her pussy up and down his cock with a new determination. Damian put both arms behind his head, his biceps bulging as he watched her working her tiny pale body on top of him. She didn’t know how he could do it—keeping his mammoth dick hard and ready through all of their shifting moods and changing positions. He seemed like such a humble guy, which suddenly seemed unfair; with an enormous talent like his, he should be praised for what he had, and how well he used it.

“Mmm, I love your cock, Damian,” she said, and almost smirked as his eyes widened in surprise. “It feels so good inside my tiny little pussy.” This time she did smile, as Damian’s mouth dropped open. From somewhere to the side, she heard Naomi laugh. “It feels so good, that I’m ready to cum. Do you want that, lover? You want me to cum on your big dick?”

Seeing his reaction got her even hotter, and the growl of desire that rumbled through his chest was like a spark landing in a field of dry grass. When his giant hands circled her waist and his powerful arms took over, bouncing her helpless body on top of him, the spark flared into a wildfire, and she felt her stomach tense as she got ready to explode.

He lifted her up, until his dick threatened to pop free of her stretched lips. She whined in need as he held her there, and her eyes searched out his.

“Yes. Cum for me,” he said, just as he pulled her down. The command in his deep voice, and the sudden thrust into her totally conquered pussy did exactly what it was supposed to.

“Ahhh…fuck!” Kensi tipped her head back and let all of her pleasure and frustration and relief pour out of her mouth, as her pussy tightened up and tried to strangle the monster inside her. Her legs kicked out to the sides, her toes curling and her calves cramping as every nerve in her body lit up. Her hands clenched, and her nails dug in to the skin of Damian’s chest.

Impossible as it would have sounded just a day ago, her vision blurred, and she was suddenly light headed, like she was on the verge of passing out. She felt so open and free in this moment, with these people, that there was nothing to dampen her pleasure. She was “letting go” like Naomi had told her—with no threat of Carson’s unpredictable anger, no worry about her career, and no concern that she was being used for her money or fame. Her orgasm was as much a spiritual gift as it was physical release. She floated on warm currents of air, drifting weightlessly in her mind, while her body rolled through its pleasure.

A ball of warmth throbbed in her belly—the comforting presence of Damian’s cock anchoring her to the moment—while her mind went off in all kinds of pleasurable directions. A vision flashed through her like a second act montage; how different her life would have been if she’d found someone like Damian ten years ago, instead of Carson. Her acting career could have been even more successful if she’d had such a true friend and partner. Or, maybe she would have quit acting altogether and been happy as a stay-at-home mom, taking care of her five kids. Either scenario seemed like heaven compared to the script she was working under, with Carson as her leading man.

Her fantasies slowly faded, and the room came back into focus, as she came down from her peak. Her arms felt heavy, and her head drooped as the intensity of her orgasm left her completely drained. Her body felt like she’d sparred for three hours with her fight trainer, and her mind felt like she’d just done a dozen back-to-back takes of the deathbed scene from Winter Won’t Last Forever. She knew she looked like a mess, with sweaty, tangled hair, no makeup, and blotchy, flushed skin. So much for the mystique of Kensi Carpenter…

A twitch of Damian’s cock shocked her out of her selfish reverie. She looked down at her lover and saw him watching her with the same calm confidence that he always had, but suddenly, that look was making her feel guilty. He’d done so much for her, without a single demand or complaint, and given her the single greatest orgasm of her life, and yet he still hadn’t cum. He’d delayed his own pleasure so that she could find hers, and here she was ready to call it a night just because she was a little tired. There was no way she could let that happen now. Her hero deserved his reward.

She caressed his cheek, and leaned down to give him a kiss, feeling his cock move inside her totally relaxed pussy. “Thank you,” she whispered in his ear, and squeezed down on him, despite her protesting muscles. The look he gave her made her more determined than ever. She needed to see this through to the end, and give Damian as much pleasure as he’d given her.

Getting her legs back under her, she lifted up off his dick and reached between her thighs to stroke the base of his shaft. As she sank back down on him, she gripped him as tight as she could with both her hand and her pussy. The groan of pleasure that she got in return made her forget all about her sore muscles and tired legs.

She didn’t know enough about him or his cock to know what tricks to use, so she went with the basics: hard and fast, tight and slippery. Calling up all of her reserves of energy, she rode his giant body like she was back shooting the horse chase from The Sun Sets Over Laredo. Her thighs slapped down on him with loud staccato cracks. Her pussy slid wetly up and down his length, still protesting at his size, but no longer afraid to fuck him with passion. She hissed as a deep thrust knocked against her womb, but kept riding. The ache caused a thought to pop into her head; a fantasy that he was breeding her fertile pussy, and that her chances of success were based on how fast and how hard she could make him cum.

Like an improv, she went where the scene took her. “Fill me up, baby,” she said. “I want your cum. I need your cum.”

Damian’s eyes opened wide, and Kensi could swear that his cock got larger in the grip of her stretched hole. Under her hands, a deep rumble vibrated up from his chest, like the drawn out growl of a wild animal. She flung her head back, her sweat-damp hair sticking to her skin, and flexed her tired legs. She could feel his finish approaching, and shivered with the thought of taking this black man’s sperm inside her…

“Oh no you don’t,” Naomi said from somewhere beside her. Strong hands pushed at her shoulder, and Kensi tipped to the side, falling limply to the bed.

“Hey!” she protested, as Damian’s magic cock left her. She felt empty; a hollow shell without his hard presence. She needed his dick back inside her, to fill her deepest places with his warm security. And what about him? He’d been so close, she was sure. How could Naomi deny her incredible husband the pleasure of creaming Kensi Carpenter’s womb?

A deep grunt drew her attention back to her lover, just in time to see him arch his back and thrust his shiny-wet cock into his wife’s open mouth. Damian’s face twisted, hard and masculine as he bared his teeth, but also soft and vulnerable as he gave in to his pleasure. Naomi gripped him with both hands, pumping him as his giant balls contracted.

Kensi reached out to touch him as well, wanting to be part of his reward. She got a hand around the base of his cock, feeling the thick tube along the underside surge and contract as his cum pulsed to the top. Her other hand rested gently on his balls, massaging the slippery eggs and encouraging them to release more of his creamy offering.

Naomi’s cheeks bulged as she covered the tip of his spurting cock, and Kensi was impressed that not a single drop of cum escaped from the tight seal of her lips. Slowly, Damian settled back to the mattress. The pulses slowed, then stopped, and Naomi sighed around her mouthful of dick. Her husband caressed her cheek, and Kensi was overcome by emotion, seeing that tender moment. That was the way married people should treat each other; with caring and appreciation. Give each other love, and accept pleasure. Why was that so hard to find in the world?

As delighted as she was for her friends, seeing the reality of what she’d missed over the last decade with Carson threatened to shatter her happiness. She sat back on her heels, letting go of Damian’s magnificent, mood-altering cock, and felt tears building behind her eyes.

Just when she was about to collapse on the bed and start crying, a strong hand tangled in her hair and forced her head around. She smelled the semen on Naomi’s lips just before she forced them onto hers. Kensi grunted in surprise as her mouth was pried open, and a stream of warm musky cum rushed in. The thick, slippery stuff swirled over her tongue and into her throat, forcing her to swallow some of it, or risk choking.

Kensi felt her bond with Naomi grow even stronger as they traded Damian’s semen between them. The gorgeous black girl had shared so much with Kensi already; her home, her bed, even her handsome husband. Swapping Damian’s cum while they kissed seemed like a natural next step, like her final initiation into the group. She hugged Naomi close and tried to lick up as much of the salty cream as she could get. The taste was so different than Carson—so much better than her husband’s watery, bitter release—that for the first time in a long while she was happy to swallow it all, and even a little disappointed when it was all gone.

She cupped Naomi’s breast while their tongues still battled, but Kensi could feel all of her energy rapidly slipping away. She’d had such a shocking, frightening, joyful, incredible night, that her body just couldn’t keep it up any longer. She’d been on a rollercoaster of adrenaline, fear, and pleasure, that had finally slowed down and come to rest. She sagged in Naomi’s embrace, the other girl’s strong arms keeping her from a total collapse. Damian’s big hands took over, tipping her back and laying her gently on the bed. Her eyes sagged closed as her head sank into a soft pillow.

Just a few hours ago, her bizarre journey had started just like this, with her arms and legs as heavy as lead, and her eyes refusing to open. Now though, the feeling of two bodies pressed up against her didn’t make her panic. Instead, she felt happier and more secure than she had in a long time.

“I love you guys,” she mumbled, just before her brain gave up the struggle to stay awake.

“We love you too, Kensi,” Naomi whispered, kissing her forehead. “You rest now, and we’ll keep you safe.”


Chapter Six

The sandy path led between two high walls of bare rock, twisting and turning until it opened up into…

Alyssa gasped as she stepped out into the hidden cove. The giant body of her guide blocked her view for a moment, but when he moved aside, she stopped in her tracks and her mouth dropped open. Pristine white sand led down to the gently rolling surf, a grove of palms waved in the mild breeze, and the morning sun peeked out from behind a cottonball cloud to warm her face. Just up from the beach, a circle of fallen logs ringed a stone fire pit, where three other people sat, talking and drinking.

Alyssa’s eyes widened when she saw that both of the women were topless, wearing only bright red and yellow bikini bottoms. They were both very beautiful; tall and fit, with large, firm breasts. The man sitting between the two was a perfect specimen as well, his shirtless chest bulging with muscle. She turned to her guide, who was just in the process of pulling off his resort tank top. “I don’t understand,” she said. “Kensi’s note said you would take me to her.”

The giant turned and smiled down at her, his handsome face stirring something inside her. “Yes, ma’am,” he said. His deep voice only added to her helpless reaction, and her breath came quicker as she watched him stretch out his thick arm. “Over there.”

Alyssa followed his pointing finger, and saw that there was someone else there on the private beach. Coming out of the water, shaking her head so that her blonde hair flew and her tits bounced, was…

“Kensi!”

She dropped her bag to the sand, and ran across the beach to where her employer waited. Full of relief at finding her missing boss, she was just about to fold her in a giant hug when she noticed that Kensi, too, was topless. She pulled up short and stared at the smiling actress.

“Hi, Alyssa. I guess Christopher found you.”

Alyssa started to say something, but then stopped. What was going on here? “Yes, he did. Did you send him? What are you…what’s going on, Kensi?” She gave a pointed look at Kensi’s bare tits, asking more with her expression than with her words.

“It’s OK, Lyss,” Kensi said. “I’m fine. Great in fact. I’m sorry for disappearing on you, but some things happened last night—things that I’ll explain I promise—and I had to get away from everyone, especially Carson. I’ve been hanging out with some new friends.” She waved over at the two couples sitting on the logs. “That and trying to get my head on straight.”

“Wait…what? What happened? Why did you need to get away from Carson? He was storming around the hotel last night, badgering the staff, and threatening all kinds of things. And Cal was just as bad.” She fluttered her hands in frustration, having a million questions to ask, and not knowing where to start, especially in the face of Kensi’s calm smile. She glanced over at the resort employees, and saw her handsome guide, Christopher, snuggle up to one of the topless women. A momentary flash of envy threatened to make her forget about Kensi and her sudden disappearance.

“I’m sorry you had to deal with them,” the actress said. She stepped past Alyssa and headed toward the others. Her assistant danced after her, hoping that someone would start explaining things. Kensi picked up a towel and fluffed her long hair. “The water here is so warm, and so clear. You really should try it.”

That was the last straw. Her boss was acting weird—entirely too calm—and Alyssa wasn’t in the mood to talk about the weather or the water. She stomped her sandaled foot in the sand. “Kensi, enough! Tell me what’s going on. Should I call Carson? Should I call the police? I’m scared and I’m worried, and I just want to know what to do.”

Kensi’s smile faded, and a brief flash of sadness crossed her lovely face. She stepped close and wrapped her arms around her trembling assistant, hugging her tight. “I’m sorry, Lyss. I didn’t think about how you must be dealing with this. I wouldn’t have left you alone with Carson and Cal if I’d had a choice, but I’m glad you’re here now. I need someone to talk to…someone who can help me deal with all of the shit that’s about to hit the fan.”

“I’m here, Kensi. Just tell me what you need.” Alyssa squirmed a little in her boss’s embrace, not sure how she should feel about the soft breasts squashed against her. She got even more uncomfortable when Kensi leaned back and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“Thanks,” Kensi said. “Come meet everyone, and you’ll get the whole story.” She stepped back, grabbing Alyssa’s wrist and leading her to the ring of logs.

Fifteen minutes later, Alyssa sat, open-mouthed, staring with unseeing eyes at the grove of palms. “I…I don’t…holy shit!” she blurted.

Next to her, the girl named Tanice put a gentle hand on her knee, giving a reassuring squeeze. On her other side, the towering bulk of Tanice’s husband, Christopher, sat like a stone pillar, his calm stillness helping to anchor her to reality.

Across the cold fire pit, Kensi sat between the other couple, Naomi and Damian, but her attitude with them was far different than what Alyssa expected. Her pale, blonde boss leaned casually against Damian’s dark chest, while his arm draped loosely across her shoulders. Her bare leg rubbed back and forth against Naomi’s brown thigh, while the island woman caressed her smooth skin, her fingers coming dangerously close to the red gusset of Kensi’s bikini.

Alyssa knew instinctively that there was something happening between those three, but she was still absorbing the enormity of what they’d just told her. “He really tried to drug you? And Cal was going to…god, that asshole. He’s been hitting on me non-stop since we started this press tour, but I…oh, shit, what if I’d slept with him? Eww. And trying to get you pregnant…what the hell is that about?”

“Carson’s infertile,” Kensi said. “Probably from a fever he had when he was younger, since Cal didn’t catch it, and he’s fine. But we didn’t find out until about three years ago, and it really drove him crazy. I mean, he’d been kind of…cruel…for a while, but after that he just got twisted…sadistic.”

“That was before I worked for you, but I remember reading that you went off to Ibiza for ‘girl time’ with…it was Chelsea, right? And then right on to that next shoot without seeing him?” Alyssa said. “Everyone said something was up between you guys.”

Kensi nodded. “We’d always been fiery, but that was the breaking point. I remember when we first met, how explosive we were, but it always ended up more passionate than mean. I guess things started to change after I won Supporting Actress for Danny’s Divide. Carson got caught up in the lifestyle and forgot all about his dream of directing. He loved the perks of being famous, but I think he secretly hated that I was moving forward in my career while he wasn’t. Then the jealousy started, and pretty soon he brought in Cal to be his spy.”

Alyssa knew a little bit about her boss’s story, so while the others sat listening with rapt attention, she checked out Kensi’s island samaritans. The biggest one, Christopher, had come to her room this morning, with a hand-written note from Kensi. It said to follow the imposing man, and he would bring her to her boss. It didn’t say anything about where she’d been or if she was all right, but even though she’d been a little frightened of the muscular giant, she’d been determined to find Kensi, and had decided to follow him.

Carson and Cal had been frantic all last night, rushing back and forth between their suites and the front desk, asking everyone where Kensi was, but not giving up any information themselves. Alyssa and Benny, Kensi’s agent, had tried to confront them to find out if Kensi was in trouble, but the brothers had insisted that she was fine, just that she wasn’t where she was supposed to be. When Alyssa had wanted to call the police, Carson had ripped the phone right out of her hand, and threatened to fire her.

She’d spent a bad night, alone in her room, worrying silently about her boss. Of course she never suspected what Kensi had actually been through. Now, as Damian’s big hand drifted down to cover Kensi’s pale breast, Alyssa knew that a lot more than just a kidnapping attempt had happened last night. Kensi, in the middle of her story, caught Alyssa staring at her, and rather blatantly winked. She then took it one step further by reaching up to cover Damian’s hand with her own, pressing his fingers into her firm breast.

Alyssa sucked in a swift breath as beside her, Tanice’s long fingers left her knee and glide up the inside of her thigh. “Kensi?” Alyssa said, interrupting the actress’s story. “Are you really sure that you’re all right? You were drugged, remember. Were there any…side effects or anything?”

Kensi’s smile was bright and wide. “No, hon. But thank you for being concerned.” She squeezed Damian’s hand gain, then let her own hand fall onto Naomi’s bare leg. “The guy who gave Cal the drug works here at the resort. He’s an Obie…no, an Oben…darn. What is it again?”

“He’s an Obeah Man,” Tanice said. Her hand was still caressing Alyssa’s leg as she talked. “Like a folk doctor. Obeah Men are sort of spiritual guides for the people around here. Alexander is a very wise man, but also very practical. He knows a lot about the local plants, and can mix up potions and powders that do all kinds of things. When Cal came to him looking for a knock-out drug, what Alexander gave him instead was just a muscle relaxant made from tree bark and other things.”

“So, after you woke up, everything was fine?” Alyssa asked.

“Well, not exactly,” Kensi said. “I was groggy and confused. After I heard Carson and Cal talking, I was pretty scared as well. But my rescuers here kept me safe.” She tilted her head up, and Damian leaned down to give her a kiss. Alyssa was stunned at the kiss, but even more stunned by the way her boss reacted to it. She melted into Damian’s embrace, and her hand clutched at Naomi’s leg. When Kensi finally broke the kiss, she must have seen the look on her assistant’s face.

“It’s OK, Lyss, really. Damian and Naomi are incredible people, and, yes, we did get a little physical last night”—she had the decency to blush as she said it—”and it was fucking unbelievable.”

The couple sitting with her laughed, and Alyssa felt herself relaxing a little more as she saw how happy Kensi looked. In fact, the topless blonde looked more natural and composed than ever before. From the time Alyssa had taken the job as her assistant, Kensi had been kind and professional, but there was always a hint of sadness about her. That seemed to be gone now, as the actress almost glowed with a new inner joy.

So her boss had survived Carson’s plot, and then jumped into bed with a beautiful black couple. Alyssa shook her head in wonder. Things like that only happened to people like Kensi Carpenter. It had been incredible working for her so far, and now that things were getting really intense, she was amazed that Kensi was trusting her with some of her deepest secrets. She felt warm inside, mostly at the thought of growing closer with her boss, but also at the thought of pale, blonde, tiny Kensi rolling around in bed with Damian and Naomi.

“I can tell you had fun from the look on your face,” Alyssa said. “But, Kensi, what are you going to do about Carson? Are you going to have him arrested? Personally, I can’t stand the thought of even talking to him again. Or his slimy brother.”

Kensi’s smile faded, and she sat up straighter on the log. “That’s one of the reasons I wanted you to come see me,” she said. “This all needs to be done very delicately. Carson can’t know that I know, so I can’t call the police.”

“But why? Don’t you want—”

“Because it would end up being very bad for the people who helped me,” Kensi said. “Think about it. A resort employee sold a drug to Cal, then two more of them took me from my room while I was unconscious, and…well, I just can’t do that to them. All they were trying to do was help me.”

“I…you’re right,” Alyssa said. “But what about today? Are you going back?”

Kensi shook her head. “This morning I paid a private visit to the resort manager and laid down the law. She obviously doesn’t like Carson and was very happy when I told her that he wasn’t in charge of anything any more. We agreed that some extra “fees” would be added to the bill for her help, and she’s making sure that the rest of the group are kept out of the way. They all got a message that you and I are at a meeting with some foreign producers for the rest of the day. That, plus their new VIP privileges at the spa and on the golf course should keep everyone busy.”

“So you’ve got most of them taken care of, but knowing Carson and Cal, they could still make things difficult.”

“Alexander’s helping with that. Those boys start drinking before breakfast, and thanks to our friendly…Obeah Man, right?…our Obeah Man, they won’t be concerned about much for the rest of the day.”

Alyssa bit her lip as she thought of all the possible things that could go wrong. “So you maybe bought yourself one day, but what’s going to happen tomorrow? People are going to start suspecting that something’s up.”

Kensi grimaced at the thought, and looked at her companions. “They probably will, but I haven’t figured that part out yet. One thing is absolutely critical though, no matter who asks, you don’t mention anybody else helping me, OK? Whatever happens next, it’s all on me.”

“And me,” Alyssa said. “You cant get rid of me that easy.” She was pleased when Kensi’s smile came back, but then she gasped in surprise when Tanice turned to give her a warm hug. She didn’t know what had brought it on, but it was oddly pleasant. Something about the earlier revelation of Kensi and her two island lovers had Alyssa feeling just the slightest bit horny, and the feel of Tanice’s sun-warmed breasts against he arm caused her to suck in a quick, excited breath.

“The bigger problem still needs to be solved,” Damian said. “Something permanent to make sure that those two can’t cause any problems going forward. You won’t always have friends close by.”

Alyssa liked his deep voice—it suited his large presence—and the lilting accent of the islands gave him a touch more mystery. She watched him carefully, searching for any clue that he might not be genuine. Even in her short time as Kensi’s assistant, she’d seen too many people try to use the young actress for their own ends. Kensi was pretty good at spotting the phonies, but after everything she’d been through in the last twenty-four hours, Alyssa wasn’t sure her boss was thinking straight. The Kensi she knew would never let someone she’d just met grope her like that.

“Can we just leave?” Alyssa said. “You’ve avoided Carson so far. Can we just arrange a flight out and then smuggle ourselves to the airport? You could go see that European boy that was so in love with you. That duke’s son…Frederick? I’m sure he could hide you in his villa, and not let Carson get within ten miles if you asked him nice.”

Kensi smiled at her, but shook her head. “No, I don’t think running away is going to do it. This is too big. Carson went too far.” Next to her, both Damian and Naomi were nodding their heads. “We need to find a way to make him pay; take away all of his power, and leave him with nothing.”

Alyssa nodded as well. “That sounds positively evil…count me in.”

“Thank you, Alyssa, that means a lot. Now we just need to think of something…”

No one had any brilliant ideas, and the tension among the six of them grew as they tried to come up with the perfect revenge. Kensi looked around at the beach and the gentle surf, then patted Damian’s leg. “You know, my first acting coach used to say that when you have a creative block, you should do something totally normal, and just let the ideas come to you.” She crossed to where Alyssa sat, and pulled the brunette girl to her feet. “What could be more natural on a tropical beach than going for a swim?” Grinning over her shoulder at Damian and Naomi, she took Alyssa’s wrist and dragged her toward the water.


Chapter Seven

Kensi squeezed the ocean water out of her hair, and shook her head. She liked the way the motion jiggled her breasts—she’d always enjoyed being naked and free out in nature, which was probably why there were so many topless pictures of her on the internet. Plus she was enjoying the looks she got from Damian when she displayed her assets. She heard Alyssa panting from behind her, as she ran up the beach from the water.

“You were so right,” the brunette said, coming up to where their friends had laid out a patchwork of towels and blankets. “The water felt wonderful.”

“Isn’t it great? I feel so relaxed. I just want to lay out in the sun and sleep for a week.”

“God, no,” Alyssa said. “Not without an umbrella, or a gallon of sunscreen. That skin of yours is a precious commodity.”

Kensi stuck out her tongue. “Well then maybe I’ll just stay here until I’m brown and wrinkled like old leather, and then I won’t have a reason to go back.”

“Come on, Kensi, you don’t mean that.”

“I…yeah, you’re right.” She sat down on the blanket and looked around. “Although I might not have a choice, since I didn’t happen to pack a bag for the beach after my asshole husband drugged me.”

“Then how lucky are you, that you have us?” Naomi’s voice came from the opening in the rocks that led back to the resort. She led the way into the secluded cove, followed by her husband and the other couple. Both women lugged bulging beach totes, while the guys carried a cooler, and what looked like a picnic basket.

“Saved!” Kensi shouted. “We were wasting away out here.”

“Sure you were,” Tanice said. She dug around in her tote before dropping it on the blanket. She held out a bottle of lotion. “You better slap some of this on your boobs, quick. They’re already looking a little pink.”

“What?” Kensi lifted one of her breasts and peered intently at the smooth skin. She did have a little color there, and she knew from past experience how aggravating a sunburn could be on her sensitive tits.

“What did I tell you?” Alyssa said, taking the lotion from Tanice. She flipped open the top and squeezed a big glob of cream into her hand.

Kensi watched, amused, as her assistant took a step toward her, then stopped cold, looking down at the puddle of lotion in her hand, then up at Kensi’s bare boobs. “Problem?” she asked.

Alyssa was turning pink, but not from the sun. “I…uh…think you should probably do it yourself.” She held out her hand, but Kensi put both arms behind her back, and thrust out her chest.

“I don’t know. Isn’t slathering lotion on your boss’s tits in your job description?”

Alyssa turned bright red, then looked around as she heard the chuckles from the other four. “I don’t know if I signed the breast clause,” she said, and everyone laughed.

“Give me that,” Tanice said, snatching the bottle from Alyssa’s hand. “You may not realize it, but you have the two best masseuses in the islands standing in front of you. If anyone knows how to apply lotion, it’s us.” She waved at herself and Naomi. “You guys really should have visited the spa before all of the drama happened.” She snapped her fingers and pointed at the blankets. “Down! Now!”

Kensi was about to lay down when Naomi stopped her. “Nope, those aren’t allowed. Get ‘em off.” She pointed at the borrowed bikini bottoms Kensi was wearing.

“And you, young lady,” Tanice said, circling Alyssa. “All of it.”

The two white girls looked at each other. Finally, Kensi shrugged and yanked at the bows on her hip. The tiny bit of cloth fluttered down between her legs, and she stood naked in the warm sun and tropical air. Alyssa was a little slower, but a few seconds later she was nude as well, her hands nervously creeping to cover her breasts and hairless mound.

“It’s OK, Lyss. Doesn’t it feel incredible?”

Her assistant gave her a nervous smile, then nodded. She stiffened up again, though, when she saw the two black girls also getting naked. Tanice and Naomi were taller than the other two, and more obviously fit, with sleek, defined arms and toned abs. They were also very beautiful, and very feminine, with wide hips, high, firm butts, and breasts that rivaled Kensi’s in size. Kensi licked her lips as she saw Naomi’s body and remembered everything they’d done last night.

“Enough stalling,” Tanice said. “Down!” She slapped her leg, and pointed at the blankets, but her stern face quickly cracked into a smile.

Kensi stretched out, feeling the sand shifting beneath the blanket as she settled onto her stomach. Warm weight settled on the backs of her thighs, and soft hands stroked up and down her back. A soft sigh from beside her made Kensi turn her head. Tanice had straddled Alyssa’s hips, and her dark-haired assistant had her eyes closed in pleasure as the resort masseuse went after the tension in her shoulders.

Kensi yelped as a cool blob of lotion fell right between her shoulder blades.

“Hush, you big baby,” Naomi said, and Kensi laughed.

Talented fingers spread the lotion over her bare back, kneaded deep into the tight muscles. Kensi gasped at times, and sighed at times, as Naomi worked her relaxed body. She was no stranger to getting a massage, but her new friend and lover seemed to know exactly where her tension was hiding, and attacked it with the same enthusiasm that she’s used in bed last night. The intimate feeling of Naomi’s hands was getting Kensi turned on, and she lifted her hips, pressing up between Naomi’s spread thighs.

“Stop that,” Naomi said, giving the actress a swat on her round ass.

Kensi heard Alyssa giggle, and opened her eyes to see her assistant watching her. She was about to smile back, when Alyssa’s eyes closed tight, and her mouth opened in a low moan. Tanice had slipped her hand between Alyssa’s thighs. She hadn’t been sure how her assistant would react to the open sexuality of Kensi’s new friends, but from her reaction to Tanice’s fingers, it looked like she was up for some nasty fun.

“Oh, shit,” Kensi gasped, as her own masseuse got her slippery fingers between Kensi’s legs, and teased her waiting pussy. Now it was Alyssa’s turn to smile at her boss, and give her a wink.

Kensi’s pussy was getting wet at the thought of Alyssa joining in the fun. She was a beautiful girl, and while Kensi hadn’t had a chance for any deep conversations with her, she seemed like she could become a really good friend. And maybe more.

Naomi gave up pretending it was just a massage, and got her knee between Kensi’s legs, opening her up so her talented hands could go to work. Two long fingers found their way into Kensi’s tunnel, while another teased her aching clit. Kensi buried her face in the blanket to muffle her moans, not wanting to scare Alyssa with a full-throated scream. She lifted her hips, bucking against Naomi’s weight, trying force her lover’s fingers deeper into her cunt.

“Oh my god, that’s so nice…you’re soooo good…yes, right there!” On the other blanket, Alyssa sounded like she didn’t care what noises they made, as she encouraged Tanice. “Harder, please.”

Kensi wished that Naomi would go harder as well, but she was already looking forward to more than the other woman’s fingers. She turned her head to find Damian, and saw her magnificent lover sitting on a nearby log, rubbing his beautiful big cock through his shorts.

“Get that out, and get over here,” she ordered, and behind her, she heard Naomi laugh.

Damian hesitated, looking past Kensi to where Alyssa was writhing on the blankets under Tanice’s firm hands. He seemed nervous about how the other woman might react, and Kensi understood how he might be. He knew nothing about the young brunette, and only had Kensi’s word that she wouldn’t get all of them in trouble. Whipping out his dick might be going too far.

Kensi trusted her assistant though, and wanted to put her new man at ease. She waved Damian over, and had him sit on the blankets, with his legs open on either side of her. His bulge ended up right under her nose, and she gave it a quick nuzzle before turning back to Alyssa. “Lyss, look over here, I want to show you something.”

Alyssa turned her glazed eyed to where Kensi was laying, and she gasped when she saw her boss rubbing the front of Damian’s shorts. Tanice stopped fucking her so that she could watch.

Kensi got up on her elbows, and reached for the button on Damian’s shorts. He leaned back and let her do the work, watching Alyssa’s reaction the whole time. Kensi remembered last night, when Naomi had peeled down her husband’s shorts and revealed his cock inch by agonizing inch. She tried to do the same, using her acting reflexes to maximize the drama as she slowly unzipped him, and peeled back the cloth. She planted a kiss on the base of his cock as it was exposed, and heard Alyssa gasp. She smirked to herself, knowing that was just the first of many shocks her assistant was about to get.

Naomi had stopped her “massage” of Kensi’s pussy, so that the blonde could concentrate on her big reveal. Damian helped by tilting his hips, so that Alyssa could get a better view. Everyone held their collective breath as Kensi pulled his shorts lower and lower, exposing more of his thick shaft. Up close in the bright sunlight, his cock was even more fascinating than it had been last night, and Kensi almost forgot her purpose as she stared at the smooth dark skin, and the criss-crossing pattern of bulging veins. When the ridge of his cockhead came into view, she broke away from her examination, and caught Alyssa’s eyes.

“Watch this,” she said, and pulled the rest of the confining cloth away. She’d wanted to let his cock spring dramatically into the air like it had done last night, but she was inexperienced when it came to giant dicks, and misjudged the distance. When his dick popped free, it flew up like a rocket and smacked Kensi in the cheek. From there, the leaking tip slid along her skin, leaving a wet trail, until it caught in her hanging hair.

“Holy shit! Oh, my god, Kensi.” Alyssa’s words sunk in, and Kensi glowed with pride, as if the monstrous club belonged to her instead of her lover. Just wait until her assistant saw all of the things Kensi had learned about big black cocks and how to play with them…

The scent of Damian’s body, the hint of sweat from the warm day, and the musky smell of his precum all hit her at once, and she squeezed her thighs together, trapping Naomi’s hand. Damian’s wife leaned forward, rubbing her breasts over Kensi’s back, and kissing at her sun-warmed shoulders, while Kensi got her hands around her new favorite object and stroked up and down the dark shaft.

Bending his cock down, she licked along the side, turning her head so she could watch Alyssa’s reaction. The pretty brunette stared in open-mouthed amazement, as her boss nibbled and kissed at Damian’s dick. Her tongue came out to lick her lips as she watched.

Kensi gripped Damian at the base, and waved his dick in the air. “You like my new friend?” she asked.

Alyssa nodded. “I figured you’d done something together last night. I glad that you found someone besides you-know-who…and someone who’s so…gifted, too. Mmm…I’m actually jealous.” She looked surprised when everyone else laughed.

“You really don’t have to be, Lyss. I’ll bet if you ask Tanice nicely, she’ll find you one of your very own.” Although Kensi had just met Tanice and Christopher that morning, she’d learned how close they were to Naomi and Damian, and how they often joined together in these little “adventures” with the resort guests.

Alyssa turned to look over her shoulder at Tanice, and then slowly spun to see Christopher, sitting on the fallen log. He had his legs open, showing the very obvious lump in his shorts. She slowly looked him up and down, and Kensi could almost read her thoughts as she sized him up as a potential fuck. Her assistant was turning out to be quite the little slut, but in a way that Kensi could identify with. Finally, the brunette turned back to Tanice. “Can I? Please?”

Tanice held out a hand to her husband, and Christopher got up from his seat. His bare chest gleamed in the sunlight, and he looked like some kind of island god as he moved to stand over the two women. Kensi watched him as Tanice reached for the button of his shorts. He was actually bigger than Damian, if that was possible, bulkier in his arms and shoulders, while her man was leaner and more defined. She decided that while both men were incredibly handsome and supremely masculine, she preferred the one she had in front of her, throbbing in her hands. After the events of last night, there was a connection between them that just made Damian more attractive in her eyes.

That didn’t mean she wasn’t happy for her assistant, who was getting her first up-close peek at a giant black dick. Tanice had stripped her husband’s shorts down, and was stroking his cock, turning it this way and that so that Alyssa could examine every inch. Kensi saw the brunette girl reach out her pale hand and run her fingers along the shaft.

Figuring that Alyssa was in good hands with the other couple, she turned back to Damian and planted a kiss of the end of his dick. Her pussy twitched, getting electric signals from her brain as she tasted him again. Trying to remember all of her lessons from last night, she swirled her tongue over the smooth head, while she wrapped her lips around his crown, locking him into her hot, sucking mouth.

“Mmm, that looks so good,” Naomi whispered in her ear. “He loves it, you know, having you sucking his cock. Makes him feel like the king of the world.”

Kensi almost choked because she wanted to laugh so hard. She raised her eyes to look up at Damian’s face, and saw what Naomi was talking about. The big man looked like a lion, basking in the sun, surrounded by his pride of females. Good for him, she thought. Her savior from last night deserved to be pleasured, and she was happy to serve. She caught his eye as he glanced down at her, and gave him wink before turning her attention back to his dick.

She heard a choking, gagging sound from beside her, and then Alyssa coughing. “Don’t try to take too much,” she heard Tanice say. “Just relax and go slow. His dick’s not going anywhere.”

Kensi felt a little bit of competition brewing, and dipped her head lower, taking more of Damian’s cock into her mouth. She wanted to show Alyssa how a white girl should handle a thick black dick. Her hands circled the base of his cock and she stroked him firmly as she took more and more of his length into her mouth. Last night she had needed the character of the kind-hearted hooker to get into her role, but now the only part she was playing was horny young movie star. As the tip of his cock lodged in her throat, cutting off her air, she surprised herself by not gagging. Instead, she moaned around her mouthful of hot flesh, sending humming vibrations up the length of Damian’s cock.

Naomi crawled off from Kensi’s back, and moved down between the blonde’s open legs, rubbing Kensi’s thighs and squeezed her firm ass. Kensi lifted her hips just enough for Naomi to get at her pussy, then squeezed hard around Damian’s cock, as his wife got her tongue into Kensi’s pink hole. Kensi bucked her hips as Naomi went to work on her, trying to keep her attention on the dick in her mouth, while being distracted by the tongue teasing her wet lips, and flicking over her clit.

Damian came to her aid, gently lacing his fingers through Kensi’s blonde hair, and taking control of her mouth. He guided her head up and down on his cock, pushing her down firmly, but never going too deep. At times he would hold her head still, and fuck his cock slowly into her mouth. Kensi moaned and whined, and pawed at the blankets, while the husband and wife went at her from both ends.

She jerked as Naomi swirled her fingers through her dripping juices, and then slowly worked two of them back into her pussy. She loved the feeling of being penetrated from both ends, Damian’s cock working between her sucking lips, while Naomi fucked her from behind. She reached under her body to grab her smooshed tits and find her hard nipples. She pinched them firmly, feeling the tingles shoot right down her spine to her overheated pussy. Her friends were playing her body like they’d known her forever, and she was ready to cum at any second.

Long fingers slid into her, harder than ever, while a wet, slippery tongue pressed hard onto her clit. If her mouth hadn’t been full of cock, she would have screamed in pleasure. Instead, she twisted her tender nipples and jogged her hips up and down, climbing the slope to another mind-shattering orgasm.

She was getting so frantic with the need to cum that she pulled her mouth off Damian’s cock before she lost all control. She felt sorry for a brief moment, remembering how proud and satisfied he had looked when she went down on him, but it was his own wife’s fault that Kensi was on the brink of cumming, and could only concentrate on one thing.

There was no playfulness or teasing in the way Naomi was treating Kensi’s pussy. Her lips sucked hard, while her tongue slid relentlessly back and forth over her exposed clit. She held onto Kensi’s ass with one hand, trying to keep her churning hips in place, while three fingers of her other hand stretched open the tight hole that had barely recovered from last night.

“Oh, fuck yes, you little…unnhh…do it…harder…fuck me…”

Naomi did as her lover wanted, sucking harder at her slippery folds, and hammering her fingers into Kensi’s clutching pussy.

“Yes, baby…I’m…oh, fuck…yes, yes, yes!”

Naomi drove her fingers deep and held them there, feeling Kensi’s pussy squeeze around her. Kensi tried to roll away as her body twitched in release, but Naomi held her in place, keeping her orgasm rolling with skillful flicks of her tongue.

“Oh, shit…no…no more…oh, god…” Kensi’s hips wouldn’t stop jerking, as Naomi kept the pleasure coming through her sensitive clit. She clutched at the blankets and gritted her teeth as wave after wave of ecstasy pulsed through her body.

Finally, she couldn’t take any more, and pushed back hard, breaking Naomi’s grip. She slid down beside Naomi’s body until they were face to face, then kissed her lover hard. Naomi’s face was shiny with Kensi’s juices, and the blonde girl lapped them up like a cat going after a bowl of cream.

“Jesus, how can you do this? Fuck…just give me a second…” Alyssa’s voice intruded on Kensi’s relaxed glow. She and Naomi turned to watch, as the young woman squatted over Christopher’s cock, lowering her opened pussy onto his dark pole.

Tanice gripped her husband’s dick with one hand, and guided Alyssa’s descent with the other. “You just need to learn how to relax,” she said. “Once you get past your fear, it feels incredible.”

Kensi covered her mouth so Alyssa wouldn’t hear her giggle. “Do you guys have some sort of manual that you quote from?” she whispered to Naomi. “Some training film that you’ve all watched on getting tiny white tourists to take big island dicks?”

Naomi laughed with her. “Just lots of experience,” she said. “You should have heard me scream in pain the first time Damian and I slept together.” She glanced up at her husband, who still sat on the blankets with his legs wide and his cock at full attention. He didn’t seem to be listening to his wife, concentrating instead on watching Alyssa sit on his friend’s pole.

Kensi followed her gaze. “Poor man, sitting there all alone. It looks like he needs some attention.”

“My turn,” Naomi said. Without any warning, she wrapped Kensi in her arms and rolled the two of them over, so Kensi ended up on her back, with Naomi between her open legs. “Baby, come give me some of that,” she said to her husband. When he looked over, she arched her back and wagged her ass. “Come on big boy.” She slapped her ass hard, and Damian’s face broke into a grin.

Kensi glanced over, and saw Alyssa with about half of Christopher’s cock inside her. The brunette had her eyes closed, and was biting her lip, but she seemed determined to take as much of the big man as she could.

Naomi gasped above her, and Kensi forgot about her assistant, as the woman on top of her started rocking back and forth. She could hear the slap of skin on skin, and when she glanced over Naomi’s shoulder, she saw Damian’s gleaming body as he knelt behind his wife. Running her hands down Naomi’s sides and over her tight abs, she got a hand between her legs, and felt the slick, smooth shaft of Damian’s cock as he fucked his wife from behind.

“God you two are so hot together,” she said. “Fuck her hard, Damian.” She found Naomi’s clit with her fingers, and rubbed it furiously.

Naomi gasped as her husband pounded her, and Kensi strummed at her stretched pussy. She looked down at the blonde underneath her and moaned. “God, I can’t fucking believe this,” she said. “Tell me I’m not dreaming, and that it’s really you.”

Kensi leaned up to kiss her new friend. “It’s really me, I promise,” she said. “No special effects involved…”

Naomi gave out a half-laugh, half-moan, as she slammed her ass back against Damian’s lunges. Kensi didn’t know her well enough to interpret all of her signals, but it seemed like the gorgeous island woman was right on the brink of cumming. Damian must have noticed it too, because he sped up his thrusts. Kensi got her fingers along his driving cock, feeling the power of the big man as he slid in and out of his wife’s slick pussy.

“Do it!” Naomi cried. Who was supposed to do what, wasn’t clear, but Kensi took it as her cue to furiously rub her fingers over the other girl’s clit, making sloppy, squishing sounds as Naomi’s leaking juices flew everywhere. The slap of Damian’s hips on her ass got louder and sharper as he stabbed deep into his wife’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, god, Kensi…baby…” Naomi’s arms collapsed and she fell down on top of the smaller blonde, burying her face in Kensi’s hair as her whole body shook. Damian held himself still, and let Naomi shudder through her orgasm, while Kensi wrapped her arms around Naomi’s trembling shoulders and hugged her fiercely.

Moans of pleasure came from off to Kensi’s left, and she brushed away some of Naomi’s hair to see how Alyssa was doing with Christopher’s big dick. Her assistant had managed to fit most of his cock inside her, and was riding her dark stallion with determined bounces. Tanice was behind her, straddling Christopher’s legs, kissing at Alyssa’s neck while kneading her tits from behind. Alyssa seemed lost in her own world of pleasure, so Kensi left her to it, and turned back to the warm, exciting woman in her arms.

Naomi’s breathing was coming back to normal, but she still shuddered every once in a while as random shocks rippled through her. She groaned into Kensi’s neck as Damian pulled away from her, dragging his long cock out of her exhausted pussy. “Mmm. This is like a dream,” she said, “getting to roll around naked with Kensi Carpenter.”

Kensi wanted to say something, but she was a little embarrassed by Naomi’s idol worship. She didn’t want her life away from this beach to have any effect on how she was treated by her new friends.

Damian saved her from any awkwardness, by coming up next to the two women, and deftly pressing his shiny-wet cock between their close faces. Glad for the distraction, Kensi parted her lips and stuck out her tongue, licking up Naomi’s juices from his smooth shaft while he fucked his dick between their open mouths. Kensi looked up at him, and saw maybe a little need creeping into his stoic mask. He must be desperate to cum, but his wonderful, considerate self, made him see to everyone else’s pleasure first.

She felt a little sorry for him, which was odd, considering how strong and self-possessed he was. She had hogged all of the attention from both him and his wife, taking what they offered and, to her mind, not doing her fair share in return. She got her hand on his hot shaft and stroked him, while she and Naomi worked at him with their lips and tongues.

He sped up his thrusts, and Kensi thought he might cum at any second, but something about it wasn’t sitting right with her. He’d given her so much security and strength and pleasure in the last twenty-four hours that she felt cheap just getting him off with a blowjob. Her valiant man deserved more.

She pulled away to look Naomi in the eye. “Can I have him again?”


Chapter Eight

“Can I have him again?” Kensi asked. “I want to make it special for him.”

She needed to do something memorable for her big, handsome hero, and eventually Naomi must have figured it out because she nodded, and backed away. Kensi’s skin tingled as their sweaty bodies parted, and the ocean air rushed in to cool her off. She still had Damian’s cock in her hand, but she slowed her strokes. She didn’t have the words to explain her new mission, and just hoped that he’d be patient a little longer.

“Come here, sweetie,” Naomi said. She’d moved over to the fallen log, and sat with her back against it, her legs open, and her arms wide, waving at Kensi to join her.

Giving Damian’s cock one last kiss, she rolled away from him, and crawled over to where his wife waited. When she got close, Naomi gripped her shoulders and turned her around. Kensi laid back, her head falling between Naomi’s breasts, her body nestled in the cradle of the other girl’s thighs. Naomi’s arms wrapped around her, her hands roaming all over Kensi’s body.

“Now you, baby,” Naomi said, and both women watched as the big man stepped closer, the thick club of his dick bouncing with every step.

Kensi shivered with anticipation as she watched that magical cock approaching. Naomi’s hands roamed over her belly, then down her thighs, until they curled behind Kensi’s knees. She didn’t resist as Naomi lifted her legs, opening her up to the hungry gaze of her approaching lover. Damian’s eyes immediately went between her thighs, where her soaked pussy waited for him. She used her fingers to spread her lips, showing him the pink insides, offering herself up for his use.

Damian dropped to his knees between the two pairs of open legs. Shuffling closer, he let his cock slide up through Kensi’s spread pussy, brushing through her fingers as she held herself open. Kensi moaned as his shaft slid over her exposed clit, and then moaned again as he leaned down and planted a firm kiss on her lips. After a moment he moved to the side, and she heard the hungry sounds in her ear as he locked lips with his wife, kissing her passionately while still sliding his dick through the wet crease of Kensi’s pussy.

“In me,” Kensi whined, taking hold of his shaft and trying to stuff the fat head into her cunt.

Damian chuckled and Naomi sighed, as their new playmate took over the spotlight. The big man sat back on his heels, looking down at where the actress’s pale hand slid up and down his cock. Kensi licked her lips as she watched the dark skin slipping through her fingers, feeling the heat coming from him, and wanting that heat inside her dripping pussy. She rubbed the blunt head between her lips, soaking it in her juices, and sucking in a harsh breath as it glided over her responsive flesh.

Another pair of hands joined her, Naomi reaching around to help get her husbands cock where it belonged. Knowing fingers parted her entrance, and guided Damian’s dick to the proper spot. Kensi felt the familiar pressure as he sank into her hole, his cock forcing her to stretch around his girth. Her head flew back against Naomi’s chest as Damian’s dick bored relentlessly into her, the head popping through her tight portal, and the thick shaft hitting every nerve as it followed.

While they were still new lovers, Kensi already felt like her pussy and Damian’s cock were old friends. She recognized the irresistible force of his hard spear, and knew that her only option was to relax her muscles, and open herself up to him. She concentrated on taking him in, accepting his thrusts and absorbing the sudden fullness in her belly. The sensations that he stirred in her newly-awaked pussy had her panting and clutching desperately at Naomi’s arms before he was even half way in.

“God you’re so good,” she gasped, and saw him grin at her words.

Naomi’s experienced fingers helped her, brushing over her clit to keep her moisture flowing, and holding open her strained lips as Damian filled every bit of her tight hole. He was pressing in at a different angle than before, and Kensi’s hips jumped as he found all new places inside her. Finally, she relaxed with a sigh, and leaned back against Naomi’s warm body, as the last bit of his cock found its way into her grip. His hips forced her legs even wider, as he pressed hard against her mound.

Her job done, Naomi moved her hands up to Kensi’s tits, rubbing the firm mounds and pinching the pink nipples, while she kissed the blonde’s neck. Kensi had her hands pressed against Damian’s stomach, feeling the muscles strain under his hot skin as he moved back and forth just the tiniest bit, soaking his big dick in her warmth while she got used to his commanding presence. Ready or not, Kensi was desperate to feel him move. Sliding her fingers up his hard body, she caressed his face as she got him to meet her eyes.

“Fuck me, Damian. Please, baby. I…uhhh…”

She moaned loudly, as even before she could finish asking, her lover pulled back. Once again his smooth shaft, soaked in her juices, slid over her sensitive inner flesh. She squeezed her pussy down on him as he withdrew, feeling the resistance as she got tighter. The fullness in her belly went away, as his dark shaft emerged from her tunnel, but she wasn’t sad about it, because she knew what was coming next. When just his bloated tip held her pussy open, she felt his stomach tighten as he reversed course and entered her again. Without the shock of that first penetration, she could concentrate on the exquisite feeling of his dick as it slid, inch by inch through her entrance.

She lifted her head to watch the last of his shaft disappear into her pink slit, then looked up at her gentle giant. “More!” she begged.

His face lit up with lust, and his hard abs bunched and loosened, as he started the swift, relentless fucking of her tight cunt. She watched his cock disappear and reappear between her legs, until the sensations got to be too much, and she collapsed back on the cushion of Naomi’s body. Staring up at the blue sky, she lost herself in the pleasures of sex, her whole body tingling as Damian once again took possession of her.

“Oh my god…I’m…oh, oh, fuucckk!” Alyssa’s cries filled the air, drowning out the wet sounds of fucking.

Kensi eyes snapped open, as she turned to watch her assistant cum hard on Christopher’s cock. Alyssa took his whole length into her as she slammed down on his hips. Hands on his chest, her head fell forward, and her long brown hair trailed over Christopher’s face, as she trembled through her pleasure. Tanice caressed her sweaty back, and reached around to cup her hanging tits.

“That’s fucking hot,” Naomi said in her ear.

Kensi turned to kiss her, their lips mashing together in rhythm as Damian rocked her body. “Thank you for bringing her here,” she said.

“Are you kidding? Christopher and my cousin love playing with the guests. I’m glad she’s enjoying herself.”

There was no doubt that Alyssa had enjoyed herself. When her shaking stopped, she climbed off Christopher’s cock, and quickly took him in her mouth. Tanice joined her, and the two women went to work; one sucking on the tip, while the other licked at the veined shaft and tongued his balls. Christopher’s face had the same look that Damian had earlier, like he was king of the world as these two beautiful girls worshipped his dick.

Kensi tried to imagine herself having two strong men, with two hard cocks, catering to her pleasure. While the idea sounded really hot, she wasn’t sure if it was really her thing. No matter how dominant her characters were on screen, in real life she’d always gotten her greatest pleasures being in the submissive role. Not submissive in the way that Carson simply used her and ignored her, but more in the idea of being the receiver, the nurturer, the softness to her man’s hard energy. The way Damian’s iron cock filled her again and again made her feel attractive and in touch with herself, in a way that movie roles and Hollywood fame couldn’t match.

She also loved the bond, the sisterhood, that she’d formed with Naomi as they shared her husband’s dick. There was no jealousy between them, which Kensi thought was truly amazing on Naomi’s part. Instead, they’d become friends by sharing the goal of pleasing Damian and his magnificent black dick. Making him feel like a king did as much for Kensi as it did for him, and she didn’t know if she would get the same pleasure from trying to juggle two demanding cocks. Still, it might be fun to try, and she secretly eyed Christopher’s dark length as it slid between Alyssa’s lips.

But it was Damian’s dick that was doing all the work at the moment, rocking her body and lighting up her nerves all by itself. Kensi put her hands up on his shoulders and leaned her head back on Naomi’s soft tits. The sun beat down on the entwined trio, and the sound of surf and tropical birds became part of the backdrop to their fucking. She felt so free out in the open like this; completely natural, like she was one with the earth.

Carson had never been one to do risky things like have sex outdoors, and when she’d been with one of her girlfriends, there was always the threat of paparazzi catching them, and posting her private moments for the world to see. Out here though, on this private beach, protected by the very helpful resort staff, she could be naked and free and as sexy as she wanted. And as loud…

“I love your big dick!” she shouted suddenly, startling everyone. “Fuck me, Damian!”

Naomi laughed in her ear, and the group on the other blanket joined in. Damian grinned down at her, and did as she asked, driving harder into her tight hole. He pressed in closer to get more of his cock inside her on every thrust, and his big body forced her legs to spread wider. She felt the wonderful stretched feeling in her thighs as she opened herself even more. Damian’s thick cock was sliding hard and long into her, stuffing her full of warm flesh, then retreating, only to come bursting back a second later. All the while, the friction of his smooth skin on her sensitive insides had her heart pounding, and her breath panting harder after every thrust.

She was getting lost again. It was so easy to give herself over to the joys of his warm body and his hard dick, but she had started this round of fucking with a purpose in mind. This was Damian’s time, not hers. Pleasing his cock was her first priority, not surrendering her body to another selfish orgasm. She gripped his shoulders tighter, and looked up at his sweaty, handsome face, looking for any signs that he was close. His eyes were looking down, between their bodies, watching his dark shaft as it split the pink lips of her pussy.

Trying to match his rhythm, she lifted her hips, meeting each thrust with one of her own. His cock plunged deeper into her hole, the tuft of hair at his base tickling her skin, and his big balls slapping against her upturned ass. She was amazed at how quickly her tiny, tight little pussy had adapted to his monster dick. It helped that she was so wet all the time. Everything about her new friends turned her on. She’d never been so constantly excited, and her body had responded by keeping her juices flowing.

“Wait…hold on, baby…not yet,” Tanice’s voice came from the other blankets.

Kensi glanced over to see her pulling Alyssa back from Christopher’s waving spear. The big man groaned, but his wife quickly climbed over him.

“Put it in,” she said over her shoulder. Alyssa looked surprised, but she recovered quickly, gripping Christopher’s cock and aiming the tip at Tanice’s pussy. Her dark lips opened as she squatted over him, showing her pink insides. Alyssa rubbed his cock in her crease until she found the right spot, and with a sigh, Tanice sank down on her husband’s pole, taking him easily into her experienced pussy.

“Now, baby,” Tanice said. “Now…fill me up.”

Christopher gritted his teeth as he rocked his hips, working more of his cock inside his wife. After just a few strokes, his head fell back, and he groaned, while Alyssa gasped in shock. She had one hand around the base of his dick, and the other cupping his balls, and she looked over at Kensi in wild-eyed surprise as the giant man pulsed his load of cum into his wife’s pussy. “Oh my god,” she silently mouthed to Kensi.

Kensi grinned at her assistant, but then turned back to Damian as he leaned over her, filling her vision with his glistening dark skin. She leaned back into Naomi’s soft comfort as Damian covered her, his hips driving between her open legs, and his arms coming down on either side of her head, like two thick marble columns arching up over her. She ran her hands up and down those muscular arms, turned on by his power, but also knowing that his strength was on her side—that he would never use those muscles to threaten or hurt her. She squeezed his biceps and laid back against Naomi’s soft breasts, surrounded on both sides by her favorite people in the world.

His cock filled her and then retreated, sliding though her tight entrance, and stirring up all of the feelings in her pussy. Even though her legs were strained to their limit, she felt like she was being pampered in a high class spa, lying back and letting the skilled workers see to her every need. Naomi used her masseuse skills to knead her breasts and belly, occasionally dipping down to flick her fingers over Kensi’s clit. Damian meanwhile was massaging another part of her, rubbing her insides with his skillful dick in a way that had her entire body relaxed and open.

“Mmm, this is just perfect,” she said, and Naomi and Damian both chuckled.

Kensi’s head lolled to the side, and she saw Alyssa on the blanket with Tanice and Christopher. Tanice had climbed off her husband’s spurting cock, and Kensi was surprised to see Alyssa on her knees between Tanice’s legs, licking at her overflowing pussy. She hadn’t know that her assistant was that wild. The sight of Christopher’s cum leaking out of Tanice’s pink hole stirred something in Kensi, and she suddenly felt Damian’s cock more intensely than before.

A whole new side of sex was suddenly entering her thoughts. At any minute, this big man could unleash a flood of fertile sperm inside her equally fertile pussy. He could fill her just like Christopher had filled Tanice, with such a huge load of cum that her stretched hole couldn’t contain it all, and half of it would flow out of her like a river. The other half, though would make its way to her womb, flooding through her cervix and finding her ripe little egg. For some reason, that thought had her lifting her hips and fucking back at Damian with an intensity she wouldn’t have imagined.

She groaned as the head of his cock bashed into the bottom of her cunt, but just the idea that his dangerous baby-maker was so close to the entrance to her womb made all of the discomfort vanish. She had no idea where this sudden desire had come from, but she didn’t question it. Instead, she clamped down on Damian’s cock, trying to hold him deep inside her. She heard his breath catch as she suddenly got much tighter.

She grinned at his reaction, catching his eye and locking her gaze with his, trying to send the message that it was OK to use her pussy for his own pleasure. At this moment her goal was making her man cum, although now she had her own crazy, selfish reason for wanting his cream inside her

“Harder,” she said, grabbing at his hard ass. She pulled him tighter between her open legs, letting him know that it was alright to fuck her with more intensity. Damian had always seemed so reserved, holding back his enormous strength like he feared he might break her, but she didn’t want that reserve any more. She wanted him to let go, and use her soft body and tight pussy to get something for himself. She could take whatever he dished out, as long as it helped him cum.

“Help me,” she whispered to Naomi. “Our man needs his reward, don’t you think?”

Naomi’s hands left Kensi’s tits and slid down her belly, until they were sliding through the sweat and juices that coated her lower body. Her fingers coasted over Kensi’s stretched lips and found her husband’s cock. While Kensi squeezed him with her inner muscles, Naomi circled his shaft with the tight noose of her fingers; the two of them joining forces to strangle the hard pole as it pistoned back and forth.

His hot breath puffed over her face as he put all of his strength into fucking her. She ran her hands all over his slick skin, feeling his muscles bunch and tighten underneath. All the while, she squeezed her aching, abused pussy around him, making her hole as tight as she could. The feel of him sliding through her gripping muscles, of the blunt head forcing them aside as it plunged into her depths, had her lust-fogged mind and exhausted body on the brink of cumming again.

With a grunt, Damian reared back, lifting her legs up to his shoulders. His handsome face was scrunched up in concentration, and she thought maybe he was being polite and holding back once again. Or maybe…maybe he was about to pull out, like Naomi had forced him to last night. Was he really going to cum on her belly instead of deep in her needy cunt? Well fuck that. She pushed Naomi’s hands away, and reached around her raised legs, digging her fingers into the cheeks of Damian’s hard butt. She strained to keep him from pulling away. “It’s OK, baby. Let go. Cum inside me.”

Damian’s eyes went wide. She saw him looking over her shoulder, checking with his wife. Naomi leaned in close. “Sweetie are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes…please…it’s exactly what I want.” She’d been unsure before, but now she knew it was the truth.

Damian must have gotten his wife’s permission, because his same king-of-the-world grin returned, and he drove his cock hard and fast into Kensi’s welcoming pussy. Satisfied that he wouldn’t leave her, she let go of his butt, closed her eyes and leaned her head back against Naomi’s soft tits. She wanted to feel every little bit of what was about to happen. Naomi reached down to once again find the spot where her husband’s cock disappeared inside Kensi’s tiny white pussy. She rubbed at Kensi’s clit, matching her fingers to the rhythm of Damian’s cock.

“You heard her baby,” Naomi said. “The most famous woman in the world wants you to cum inside her. What do you say? You want to fill that little white pussy with your cum? Flood that famous cunt? I know you do, baby…I can see it. You want it so bad, don’t you?”

Naomi’s hot words, and the feel of her fingers strumming Kensi’s clit had the actress right on the brink of cumming. All she needed was one little thing to get her over the top.

That thing turned out to be the deep growl from Damian’s mouth, and the final hard thrust that buried his cock to its full length inside her. She felt the ache as his tip bumped her cervix, just before her whole body was suddenly awash with tingling, throbbing pleasure. Damian pressed tight against her ass, squeezing her legs hard with his big hands, as his cock leaped inside her. She kept her eyes wide and focused on his face, seeing the results of all of her hard work in the way his lips pulled back, baring his teeth, and how his neck strained, the muscles and tendons bulging as he released all of the pressure of his big balls inside her.

She trembled as Naomi gently rubbed her pussy with one hand, and caressed her sweaty, tired body with the other, stroking her taut belly and fondling her breasts. As much as she loved the other woman’s attentions, and as incredible as her orgasm had felt, Kensi’s attention was laser focused on Damian, his dick, and what it was doing inside her at that moment.

She swore she could feel his hot cum filling her belly, the glow spreading out through her body like he was squirting her full of light instead of sperm. Her exhausted pussy felt loose and relaxed, stretched beyond its limits, but happy as it nurtured his twitching, throbbing pole. Every jerk of his cock sent a little shock through her; the idea that each pulse of his shaft meant more cum flowing into her womb had her humming with joy.

She’d never felt this kind of beautiful, primal reaction before. Even before she knew Carson was shooting blanks, the idea of taking his semen inside her had been more about her duties as a wife than anything to do with feeling natural and feminine. While she knew that she was risking a lot by letting Damian cum in her unprotected pussy, the pure joy she got from feeling it—the pleasure she’d received, the pleasure she’d given him in return, the love she felt for him and his wife—had tears of happiness welling up in her eyes.

The twitching of his cock seemed to go on for hours, but eventually the throbbing in her pussy lessened, then stopped. Damian’s hands loosened their grip on her thighs, and his face relaxed, slipping back to the same placid expression that she’d come to love. Kensi felt her own body relax as well, now that the tension of the moment was over. She’d done it—let her big black lover cum inside her unprotected pussy—and there was nothing in the world that could change that. She moaned and tried to protest as Damian started drawing his softening cock out of her, but she was just too drained, too relaxed. The sun, and the tension of dealing with Carson, and the excitement of being with her two new friends, and the two mind-bending orgasms…all of it crashed down on her at once. As Damian’s cock finally left her, and a stream of cum poured out of her gaping pussy and down onto the blankets, Kensi desperately tried to move, but her body was too exhausted, and her eyes just wouldn’t stay open…

She must have drifted off for a moment, because when she finally opened her eyes, she was alone on the blankets. She panicked at first, until she heard the voices behind her. Rolling over with a groan, she saw all of her friends sitting against the fallen logs, sipping drinks and talking in low voices. Everyone looked over at her when she sat up, and she smiled back at them in lazy tranquility.

Alyssa got up from between Tanice and Christopher, and went to the large cooler before joining Kensi on the blanket. She handed her boss a chilled bottle of fruit drink, and sat down beside her with a groan. “God, I’m going to feel that for a week,” she said.

Kensi laughed. “You and me both. But I just tell myself that the ache is worth it for such incredible memories.” By the way Alyssa was looking at her, she was sure that her assistant had a ton of questions, but she really didn’t want to start explaining and analyzing. She just wanted to relax and enjoy the day. The sun was high, and the ocean breeze ruffled her hair. Knee-high waves pulsed against the white sand shore, and their rhythm hypnotized Kensi’s mind for a moment while she lost herself in how perfect that moment was.

She was startled when the brunette girl scooted closer, sitting shoulder to shoulder with Kensi while they looked out at the sea. Alyssa took Kensi’s hand, lacing their fingers together and giving her a comforting squeeze, not trying to do or say anything more. While the two married couples chatted away, the movie star and her assistant sat with their own thoughts.

After a long moment, Kensi laid back on the blankets, pulling Alyssa down with her. She got her arm around the younger girl, cradling her against her naked breast while they stared up at the blue sky.

“Mmm. I feel like I’m living inside a movie,” Alyssa murmured, her eyes drooping closed.

“Yeah, sometimes I wish we could just shoot a film of how we want life to be. All the scenery would be perfect, the lighting, the people all in the right place,” Kensi said. “Then if you don’t like how things are going you can just rewrite the script, and get your happily ever after.”

Alyssa laughed softly. “I don’t know if I want my reality decided by a camera. Especially if they add ten pounds like everyone says.”

Kensi’s eyes got wide, and she rolled over to plant a wet kiss on Alyssa’s lips. “Camera!” she said. “I think I’ve figured out how to make Carson pay.”


Chapter Nine

When Kensi came out of the hotel the next morning, she found her entourage sprawled out among three cabanas surrounding the resort pool. She was almost disappointed that they acted so normal, drinking and soaking up the sun. Alyssa came up behind her and they set out across the courtyard.

Her agent Benny was the first to see her, and leaped to his feet. “Kensi, oh my god, where have you been?”

Soon everyone else crowded around, echoing the same concern. Some of them reached out to touch her, like they needed to be reassured that their meal ticket was really present. Some of the other resort guests noticed the sudden appearance of one of the world’s most famous actresses, and started taking pictures.

Kensi and Alyssa were both dressed for the sun, in bikinis and sandals, with big straw hats and gauzy beach wraps around their hips. They did their best to look surprised at the commotion, and stood calmly in the center of the group, smiling casually at all the chaos. Finally the actress held up her hand.

“Please, everyone. I’m fine. I didn’t realize that you had been so worried, but it was just a big misunderstanding. Our meeting ran really late last night, and someone didn’t check their messages I guess.” She looked past the crowd to where Carson sat on a lounge chair, his mouth open in surprise. Even though she’d never left him any messages, she wanted everyone else in her group to think she did. It would make it easier for them to accept his upcoming fall from grace.

Cal sat up too, in the lounge right next to this brother. Even though they probably hadn’t heard what Kensi said, both men had the courtesy to look incredibly guilty at that moment, just as everyone turned to follow Kensi’s gaze. Carson recovered first, and his eyes narrowed as he watched his wife work the crowd around her with the same ease that she worked producers at a Hollywood party.

Finally, after everyone had been reassured, and they’d returned to their regular drinking, sunbathing and gossip, Carson got up from his lounge and made his way to where Kensi and Alyssa had just sat down. Cal followed a couple paces behind him.

Kensi looked up from under her straw hat as his shadow fell across her. “Hi, honey,” she said, managing a bright smile.

“Don’t honey me,” her husband growled. He looked around and saw the others watching him, as well as the gawkers taking pictures, so he squatted down beside her chair. Setting his drink on the ground, he flipped up his sunglasses and leaned in. “Where the fuck have you been?” he hissed.

Kensi had to hold back the urge to slap him in his suspicious face, or scratch at his squinty eyes. “I told you on the plane, Carson. I had a meeting with some foreign producers. They want me to star in a new thriller that they’re backing. We had a really good meeting, and celebrated over dinner and some drinks, so I didn’t get back until late.”

Over her shoulder, Alyssa looked up from her tablet and nodded. “We’ve had the meeting on the books for a couple weeks. This was the only time we could fit in.”

“I wanted you to be there, honey, but we couldn’t find you, so Alyssa and I went alone. I know we’re supposed to be relaxing, but there’s just so many big opportunities coming our way, and I think we need to grab them while we can.”

“You what?” Carson blinked rapidly in confusion. He glanced over his shoulder at his brother, and then back to his wife. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

At just that moment a waiter came by and set a drink down on the table next to Kensi—something tropical and red in a tall hurricane glass. He also handed Carson a refill of his favorite Wild Turkey and Coke, and moved down to give Cal his whisky soda. As the waiter turned away he winked at Kensi, and she almost giggled, but her training kicked in, and she put on her best clueless blonde act.

“Baby, what are you talking about. This was all discussed on the plane.”

Carson’s eyes lost their focus as he tried to remember if they really had talked about any meetings. Of course they hadn’t, but the compounds that the Obeah Man, Alexander, had put in their drinks were doing their job. “But…OK, but…what about the night before? Why did you disappear from our room?”

“What do you mean ‘disappear?’” she said. “I’d been feeling a little fuzzy from the jet lag, and I went out for a walk to clear my head. The moon was lovely over the water, and all of the stars were out…it was so beautiful. I left you a note. Didn’t you get it?”

Carson turned to look at his brother. Both of them seemed to have trouble focusing. Cal leaned in and whispered something, and Carson shook his head like he was trying to clear the cobwebs. “So if you…but you said…I thought you…ah, shit.” He couldn’t keep his balance any more, and sat down heavily on the concrete.

“Baby, are you all right?” Kensi asked, putting a hand on his shoulder.

If there was one thing her husband hated, it was looking weak. He jerked his shoulder away from her, and staggered to his feet. “I’m fine. So, you had a meeting yesterday, huh? How did it go?”

“I think it went great,” she said. “They actually wanted to do a read through in a little bit, so I can get a feel for the writing and the pacing, but the story’s great. This could be another Oscar if everything goes right.”

“I’m your manager, remember?” Carson said, standing to his full height and trying to puff out his chest. “I’ll decide if we take the project.”

After spending time with Damian and Christopher, both women had to once again fight down their laughter at the short man’s rooster act. “Well why do you think we came out here? Of course I want you there, baby. I trust your judgment.” That last sentence was one of the most difficult lines she’d ever delivered. “It’s happening in their suite in just a few minutes.” She got up from her lounge and put on her sunglasses. “Finish your drinks, then meet us in room 803.”

Before Carson could answer, she spun on her heel and headed back to the hotel. Alyssa followed close behind, reassuring everyone else in the group that Kensi wasn’t going to vanish again.

Inside the lobby, Alyssa glanced back through the tinted windows. “It worked. They’re coming.”

“Come on,” Kensi said, taking her assistant’s hand. “Let’s hurry to the room so we can get ready.”

In the top floor suite, Naomi and Damian waited in the lounge area with Tanice and Christopher. While the men were dressed for work, in tight shorts and even tighter burgundy tank tops, the women looked lovely and professional in tropical business attire; embroidered blouses, and bright jackets over straight white skirts and open-toe shoes. As Kensi rushed into the room, she almost dove on top of the seated Damian, but then leaned past him to kiss his lovely wife.

“I see you guys are in costume,” Alyssa said, coming in behind. “Everything else set?”

“Pretty much,” Tanice said. She got up and went to the suite’s wet bar, arranging the bottles that had been prepared with Alexander’s special potion. “They should be very honest and open to suggestion by now, but another drink or two won’t hurt them. They’ll also get pretty detached from reality, seeing everything around them like they’re—”

“Watching a movie?” Kensi said.

Tanice grinned and nodded.

“Are you sure about this script?” Christopher said, flipping through the hastily-typed pages that the women had produced. “Isn’t it a bit…?”

“Corny?” Kensi said. “Over the top? Totally unbelievable?”

Grinning broadly, Christopher nodded.

“Yes it is, but Carson and Caleb aren’t the brightest bulbs. Plus, with whatever your Obeah Man is doing to them, we couldn’t risk being subtle. We need them to get the connections.”

“Well if this won’t do it, nothing will,” Christopher said, and went back to studying his “lines.”

Seeing her chance, Kensi went to Naomi and took her hand. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” They crossed the room to the bar, and sat on the plush stools.

“Look,” Kensi said, “I haven’t really had a chance to talk to you about yesterday, but I need to discuss what happened, and then…then ask you something important.”

“Sure, sweetie,” Naomi said, taking Kensi’s hand. “Anything you need.”

“Well, it’s about how…how I asked Damian to, you know…cum inside me.” She could feel her face heating with embarrassment, but she squeezed Naomi’s hand and met her eyes. “I hadn’t planned on doing that. At all. But when I saw Christopher cum inside his wife it was like something triggered in me. I could see and feel how Damian and I were joined, and him sliding in and out, and it just felt so…primal. And natural. And just plain beautiful. And so when he was about to cum, and I was about to cum…well, I just couldn’t help it.”

“It’s OK, Kensi, really. I understand that desire…I get it all the time with my man.” She smiled in empathy.

“Well that desire, once it came up, hasn’t gone away. In fact, it’s gotten stronger.”

“Really?”

Kensi nodded. “The last couple days, especially when I found out what Carson wanted Cal to do to me…well, this is really awkward to say, but…fertility has been on my mind. A lot.” She turned away, looking down at the bar, thinking maybe she needed a drink, but then turning back to face the woman who had helped her so much. “Maybe it’s because I’m ovulating right now, and because for the first time in a long time, there’s actually a chance that…well, that something could happen.”

“Yes, something could happen,” Naomi said, “but is it something that you’re ready for? Something that you really want, or is this just your emotions making decisions for you?”

“No. I mean yes. I mean…well, yes this is a really emotional time, but no, that’s not the reason I’m thinking about…”

“Getting knocked-up by a stranger?” Naomi said.

Kensi’s mouth dropped open. “Why would you…? Oh.” The harsh comment had hurt at first, until Kensi had seen the purpose behind it. While it might be fun to imagine all the enjoyable parts of getting pregnant, there was also a harder, more practical side to consider. Like Naomi had said, getting knocked up by a stranger wasn’t exactly to most romantic thing in the world, but Kensi didn’t see her situation that way. “No. Not a stranger,” she said. “A lover. A cherished lover, and his equally cherished wife.”

Naomi smiled at her. “That’s sweet, Kensi. But I just want to make sure you’re thinking about everything clearly. If this were to happen, or even if it already has happened, I need to know that you’re completely on board—that the pressures and pleasures of Hollywood won’t distract you from being a mother first and foremost. Especially if it’s my Damian who put you in that situation.”

“I swear, Naomi, I would give up acting in a heartbeat if it came between me and my baby…our baby.” Kensi stared at the surface of the bar for a while, trying to sort her thoughts and feelings. “In fact, I wouldn’t have even considered this if we were in Hollywood right now. I’d been thinking about adopting for a while, but I wasn’t sure about bringing a baby into that environment. There’s no one that you can really trust, and if it had been just me and an adopted baby…well, I don’t know. But being here with you guys, out of the pull of Hollywood’s gravity, I can see now how it might be. And if the baby was really mine? Plus, I know that I have at least five people I can trust now.” She looked around the room at Alyssa and the others.

Naomi was giving her a sly smile now. “I have to admit, I knew almost all of what you were going to say, even yesterday. I could see the look on your face when you stopped Damian from pulling out.”

“But…but you…”

“I just wanted to make sure you’d really thought it through, explicitly. I wasn’t lying when I said I had some concerns, but I think I know you well enough now to know you’ll be a great mom.” Naomi squeezed Kensi’s knee. “Damian and I talked about it last night, and I think he was a little intimidated, but also…let’s just say honored, at the prospect.”

“Screw honored,” Kensi said. “I love you both, more than I would have thought possible in just three days, and that’s what really made my decision for me. Isn’t that why people have children? For love?”

Naomi squealed and jumped off her stool to hug Kensi tight. “We love you, too, Kensi,” she said.

All of the others in the suite were looking at them, so Kensi very deliberately took Naomi’s head in her hands and gave her a long, intense kiss.

Any further discussion was interrupted by a knock at the suite’s door.

“All right, places,” Alyssa said, her Hollywood training kicking in.

The two men disappeared into one of the bedrooms, while Tanice and Naomi straightened their clothes and sat on the overstuffed couch. Alyssa went to the door, then came back with Carson and Cal in tow. The twin brothers looked around the suite, sizing up the two black women as well as the decor.

“Carson, Cal, this is Tanice, and Naomi,” Alyssa said. “Tanice is the project’s casting director, and Naomi is one of the writers. They’ll walk us through what the producers want to see, and Kensi will run through a couple scenes from the script. Sound OK?”

Both women got up to shake hands with the men. Carson seemed a bit confused, but then noticed the bar, with the bottle of Wild Turkey already open, and headed that way. “Fine,” he said over his shoulder. “Do what you gotta do.” His brother followed him, and they clinked glasses before sipping their drinks.

“All right,” Alyssa said. “Tanice, you said the producers wanted to start with scene thirty-one?”

“Ah, yes, that’s right.” Tanice was having a little trouble getting into her role, but Naomi seemed to enjoying being in character.

“Fine.” Alyssa leafed through their fake movie script. “Let’s go into the other room. We’ve got the test camera set up.”

Kensi led the way. The bedroom had two king-sized beds against one wall. A camera sat on a tripod against the other wall, taking in the whole room. Off to one side were the two giant black men, leaning casually against a dresser. Carson stopped when he saw them, and turned to Naomi with a questioning look.

“These are the actors that we’ve cast for the villains,” she explained. “We want to see if there’s good chemistry between them and Kensi.”

Both brothers stared for a moment, but then Carson slapped Cal on the shoulder and they moved off to the side, sipping their drinks.

“Naomi, why don’t you set the scene,” Alyssa said.

“OK, well at this point, Secret Agent Kensi Cooper has been captured by the evil twins, Daryl and Dan.” Naomi pointed at Christopher and Damian. “They’ve taken her to their secret island lair, and drugged her.”

Kensi, wearing only her bikini, crawled onto the big bed and stretched out, one arm over her head, and one leg lifted to part her white thighs. Her big tits rocked with her rough breathing. She was already anticipating the rest of this scene, and her pussy was soaked. She opened her legs wider to let everyone see the dark spot growing on her bikini bottoms, then closed her eyes to narrow slits and pretended to be asleep.

“Scene thirty-one. Interior. Night,” Naomi said, supposedly reading from the script. “Daryl and Dan enter the room. It’s decorated like an opulent resort, with a large bed, center. Agent Kensi is on the bed, passed out from the drugs. And…action.”

Christopher stepped forward. “Look at her now, my brother. The beautiful Secret Agent Kensi is at our mercy.” He gave an over-the-top villain’s laugh and twisted his hands.

“Now we can put our evil plan into action, Daryl,” Damian said.

“Yes! We will get Agent Kensi pregnant, and then she will be forced to join our evil organization. But brother, I’m afraid that my sperm count is too low for me to do the deed. I am relying on you to take my place, and knock up this beautiful woman. For our scheme to succeed, you must fuck her hard, and send your potent seed into her womb.”

“For the sake of our evil plan, brother, I will do what you ask.” Damian climbed onto the bed, and brushed a lock of Kensi’s hair back from her face.

“Good. And while you’re getting her with child, I will go seduce her partner, Secret Agent Alyssa Vale. I’ll fuck her so hard that she’ll do whatever I ask. Then I’ll get control of all the Agency’s funds, and put them in our own evil offshore accounts.”

At that point, Alyssa climbed onto the other bed, and pretended to be reading reports. She’d already ditched her bikini top, and leaned back against the headboard, pushing out her breasts for Christopher’s view. Through her slitted eyes, Kensi could see that a bulge had formed in the big man’s shorts.

“That is a very evil plan, brother,” Damian said. “With our two giant, evil cocks, I’m sure we’ll both succeed.”

“And…scene,” Naomi said.

Everyone froze in place, including Damian with his fingers just starting to slide under Kensi’s top.

“Scenes thirty-two and thirty-three. Interior. Night. Cross-cut montage of two simultaneous scenes. In one room, Evil Agent Dan is about to fuck the unconscious Agent Kensi and fill her womb with his evil seed, while in the other room, his twin brother, the evil but infertile Agent Daryl, is about to fuck the unsuspecting Agent Alyssa, driving her to such heights of ecstasy that she will give up control of all the Agency’s money.”

“Does this sound familiar?” Carson whispered to his brother.

“A little. Didn’t she get a pitch like this at Cannes last year?” Cal said.

“I don’t think that was it.” Carson’s eyes strained to focus on the actors as his gaze shifted from one bed to the other. “I like it so far, though.”

“Yeah, it’s got a decent plot, and I’m liking the dialogue.”

“And…action.” Naomi said.


Chapter Ten

Carson and Cal stood next to the camera, their hazy minds absorbing the scenes playing out on the two big beds. Naomi and Tanice stood to the side, huge grins on their faces as they watched their husbands pretend to be evil masterminds.

“I’ve got you now, Agent Kensi,” Damian said, sliding his big hand under the blonde actress’s bikini, and rubbing over her swelling pink nipple. “Your fertile womb will open up to my powerful seed, and you will grow big with my child.” His voice was clear, and Kensi actually thought his delivery of the corny dialogue was pretty good—not mumbled and stilted like you heard with so many amateur actors. She sucked in a harsh breath as her new lover and the father of her future baby pinched her nipple.

She looked through hooded eyes at the other bed, where Christopher was playing his role too.

“Evil Agent Daryl, what are you doing in my bedroom?” Alyssa asked.

“I am here to seduce you with my strong, beautiful body and giant cock,” Christopher said. “You will become my slave as the pleasures of my evil fucking techniques overwhelm your defenses.”

“Oh, my! You evil man…how will I ever resist?” Alyssa set aside her reports and crawled across the big bed, rocking to exaggerate the swing of her tits. She reached for the button on Christopher’s shorts.

Damian had Kensi’s top off, and leaned down to run his tongue over her straining nipple. She wished that she could do more than just lie still and moan, but a role was a role, and she needed to follow the script. His broad tongue washed over her sensitive skin, sending jolts of pleasure from her breasts right down to her soaked pussy.

She didn’t resist as Damian untied the bows at her hips, folding back the front of her bikini bottoms to bare her pussy to the entire room. She’d done nude scenes before, getting naked in front of a couple dozen strangers, and after yesterday on the beach, no one in that room was a stranger to her body. She was a little upset that Cal was there, since he’d been the one who had planned to rape her, but she put him and everyone else out of her mind as her fantastic island lover kissed her trembling belly.

His lips moved down her stomach until they pressed into the top of her mound, and his tongue flicked out to tease her clit. She moaned, even though the script called for her to stay “drugged” until later in the scene. If the shot was ruined, they could always do a second take, she thought with a secret smile.

Damian’s tongue ran right down the center of her slit, licking up all of the juices flowing from her. He must know how wet and ready she was. The charade for Carson seemed less and less important, the longer her new man teased her pussy. Another moan slipped out from her lips, and she was almost ready to call cut on the whole scene. She wanted to drag Damian on top of her, get his giant cock deep inside her, and fuck him until he filled her needy womb with another load of his fertile seed. She’d woken up this morning feeling so ripe and open—ready to be bred—that she’d almost put off the meeting with Carson. Lucky for her, she was surrounded by more practical minds, and between them, Alyssa and Naomi had convinced her to move forward with their plan.

Damian swiped at her clit again, and her hips lifted off the bed. It was going to be really hard to stay passive until her cue. She felt her lover’s big hand resting on her stomach, holding her down while he gave her one last lick with his broad tongue. The bed moved as he sat back, trying to drag his shorts off over his hard bulge.

“So, Agent Alyssa, how do you like my giant evil cock?”

Kensi risked a look through narrowed eyes at the other bed. Her assistant was completely bare, her flawless pale skin standing out against the dark linens on the bed. Christopher had stripped as well, and stood on the mattress like a granite colossus, legs apart, hands on hips, pointing his massive weapon at the face of his latest white lover.

“I’ve always been so scared of seeing an evil cock,” Alyssa said in her best bimbo voice. “I’d heard that they were so much bigger than white…I mean non-evil cocks.” She sighed heavily in resignation. “I just knew that once I saw one, and smelled it, and tasted it, that I would be no match for its dominance.” Shuffling forward on the bed, she grinned as she reached up to stroke Christopher’s pole. “Even now I can feel it’s awesome power flowing through me, commanding me to suck on it.” Matching her actions to the dialogue, she opened her mouth and slid her red lips over his dark crown.

Kensi wanted to plunge her hand between her legs at the sight of her assistant sucking on a black dick. It was getting so hard to stay in character; she wished Damian would hurry up and—

“Agent Kensi is helpless in my bed. Before I use her white cunt for our evil purpose, I think I’ll try one of her other holes.”

Kensi smelled his scent just before his warm cock brushed over her cheek. She stuck out her tongue to taste him as he slid his length along her parted lips. He knelt next to her head, thrusting through the wet crease of her mouth, until the underside of his cock was shiny with her saliva. She wanted to get his cock inside her, but she was supposed to be drugged and at his mercy. A soft chuckle from Damian’s mouth almost made her scream with frustration—he knew how much she wanted him, and he was teasing her with her inability to move. The next time he slid his shaft through the valley of her lips, she used her teeth to nip at his tender flesh, letting him know how she felt about his little game.

He must have received the message, because his warm hand covered her cheek, and he tipped her head to the side. He slid his cock back until the leaking tip left a wet trail over her skin, and then stopped with the smooth head pressing between her lips. Kensi opened wide, and her lover gave her the tip of his cock, pressing into her until he felt the constriction at the back of her mouth. She clamped her lips around him, and sucked strongly at his dick, moaning in disappointment as he pulled away from her, then humming in excitement as he forced his way back in.

His hand pressed between her open legs, and a thick finger made its way into her, as he gently sawed his cock into her open mouth. It felt so nasty, letting her black lover fuck her face in front of her husband. Spit leaked from her mouth and down to the blankets, as wet sucking sounds filled the suite. She squeezed her inner muscles around Damian’s thick finger, and he got the hint, slowly pistoning into her soaked hole with the same rhythm that he used to fuck her mouth. She groaned louder than ever at the twin penetrations, and wondered how long she could keep up her act of being drugged and helpless.

Peeking through the gap between Damian’s open legs, she could just see her asshole husband and his douchebag brother standing next to the camera, absently rubbing the fronts of their shorts while sipping at their drinks. Before her anger could rise up and ruin the moment, a strong thrust of Damian’s cock momentarily choked off her breath, and she forgot all about Carson once more, as she focused on taking her lover’s thick pole.

“Evil Agent Daryl, your cock is so hard and wet from me sucking on it. What are you going to do with it now?” Alyssa’s voice from the other bed broke through Kensi’s haze of pleasure. Her assistant was improvising, obviously trying to move up the timetable of the scene.

“I’m warning you, Agent Alyssa, once I put my giant evil dick inside an innocent woman like you, the pleasure will make you mine forever.” Christopher was getting into the act now too, picking up on her lines and ad-libbing his own.

“Oh, my goodness, I don’t know if I want that. But it tastes so good. And it feels so big and hard…”

“Trust me, when I fuck you, you will feel the pleasure overwhelm your inferior mind.”

“Well…OK, I’ll try it. With my Secret Agent training I’m sure that I can enjoy your evil cock without becoming a slave to its dark power.”

“Hahaha…you innocent girl. We shall see.”

Kensi hummed in approval around her mouthful of Damian. She was so glad that her friend had discovered the joys of big black dicks.

Damian must have noticed the other pair changing the script, and decided to improvise as well, because his comforting finger left the clutch of her pussy, and his warm cock left her submissive mouth. She peeked out to watch the dark shaft bob in front of her face, as her co-star moved the scene along. “Now my evil cock is wet enough to penetrate the tight pussy of Agent Kensi,” he said. “Soon I will be spilling my evil seed inside her.”

“Yes!” Kensi whispered, risking a look at Damian’s face. He shushed her, but gave her a quick grin.

The bed moved again, as Damian rolled her limp body over onto her stomach. She made sure that her head ended up facing out into the room, instead of staring at the wall; she wanted to keep track of how the scene was progressing. On the other bed, Alyssa was riding Christopher’s thick cock, bouncing her pale ass up and down on his pole, while he cupped her bobbing tits.

Kensi didn’t remember what the script called for at this point, but when Damian lifted her hips, spreading her legs and pointing her ass at the ceiling, she got the hint. She moaned and stretched her arms out over her head, feeling incredibly open and ready. Her man shuffled up between her legs, his strong hands roaming all over her back and her round ass. She wagged her butt, trying to get him to hurry up…it was her cue, and her first line was coming.

She sucked in a harsh breath as she felt the touch of his cockhead on her swollen lips. His hand on her back held her absolutely still as he pressed in. She thought she would be used to him by now, but her inner muscles protested as his bull cock forced her open. Her entrance stretched around the broad head, until it tucked fully inside her, and kept pushing deeper. He was slow, but insistent, like a maddening machine. She wanted him completely inside, stuffing her pussy with that intense fullness that she’d just discovered, but he had other ideas. Maybe it was so he wouldn’t hurt her, or maybe it was because it felt better for him, but he was determined to squeeze his cock into her inch by slow, methodical inch.

She wanted to scream. The pressure and the anticipation reminded her of that tense scene in Islands Adrift, where she’d been in that underwater cave, and the tide had been rising, filling all of the available space with its irresistible, crushing force. Except now her pussy was the cave, and Damian’s cock was…the ocean or something…it was too hard to think any more. Still, she felt like all this scene needed was a heavy thumping soundtrack, and it would make her cum in an instant.

She gasped as he hit that place—that threshold where only his incredible cock had been—and she felt the stretching like a dull ache inside her. Every inch that she accepted positioned his fertile hose another inch closer to her waiting womb, and she strained against his iron grip, trying to shove her ass back and swallow him in one gulp. He was too strong, but the strain in her muscles, the need in her brain, made everything feel ten times more intense, and…

“Oh, fuck, baby,” she moaned, breaking character in front of a camera for the first time in a dozen years. There was a long, silent pause in the room, and Kensi wondered if she’d just blown this entire charade.

“Uh…that’s right Agent Kensi,” Damian said, trying to cover for her. “I have fucked you well, and the pleasure is awakening you to your evil fate.”

He paused, giving Kensi a chance to reply, but her brain was full of mush at the moment, and she couldn’t improv her way out of a paper bag.

“You see that I have you in my power, with my evil cock inside you,” Damian continued. He was turning out to be a natural actor. “If you move, I will lose control, and flood your pussy with my evil sperm. You will become pregnant with my child, and then will have no choice but to join our evil organization.” He’d stopped thrusting when she’d blurted out her pleasure, but after saying his lines, he set out to finish what he had started. With a satisfied rumble, he pressed up against her round ass until his entire length lay buried in the warm clutch of her cunt.

With a sigh, Kensi sagged on the bed, her strength leaving her. Damian’s strong hands kept her ass in the air, but the rest of her melted bonelessly into the soft covers.

“Oh…fuck yes…do that…your finger…right there…oh, shit!”

Kensi pried one eye open to see Alyssa bouncing on top of Christopher, her hair flying. He had both brown hands covering her bobbing white ass, and one of his thick fingers sliding in and out of her puckered asshole. Her pussy was obscenely split by his shaft, her pink lips clinging to his cock on every stroke.

Yes, Christo…ahhh…Agent Daryl! Make me cum with your…huge…evil…cock!” Alyssa squealed as she hit her peak on Christopher’s dick, her legs trembling as she fell forward onto his broad chest.

After seeing that show, Kensi couldn’t wait to feel her own pleasure, and squeezed her pussy around Damian’s thick invader. He sucked in a breath as she got even tighter around him, and started moving in slow, deliberate thrusts. Kensi got her arms and legs back under control, and tried to help him, pushing and pulling against his strength, trying to force him deeper.

“Now, Agent Kensi, I will fuck you until you scream with pleasure, and then unleash my evil sperm to leave you pregnant and powerless.”

Kensi licked her lips, recognizing her cue, but not sure if her voice was up to it. “No, Evil Agent Dan,” she said. “I will never surrender to you, no matter how hard you fuck my poor, helpless pussy, or how much fertile cum you spurt directly into my womb!”

“Ha! Foolish woman. Now I will have to prove it.” Damian’s grip on her hips tightened, and she felt the tug on her insides as he pulled his cock out of her. The slide of his hard length along her inner walls sent tingles through her pussy, but the good feelings were dampened by a brief sadness as his comforting cock left her. She wanted to feel that warm fullness every moment of every day. Lucky for her, he wasn’t going to leave her for long. When just the head of his cock held her pussy open, he came back in a rush, occupying her empty space in a single wet thrust. The squishy sound of his cock sliding into her seemed incredibly loud in her ears.

“Oh, fuck,” Kensi gasped, clutching at the blankets. Just like the last four, or five or…however many times she’d felt Damian’s monster, she was amazed that he could fit all of that hard flesh inside her.

“Hahaha!” Damian tried his best for a villain’s cackle, but didn’t quite have the nuance. That didn’t stop him from thrusting into her again, harder and faster than before. And again. Soon he was driving the full length of his cock in and out of her, rocking her body as his hips slapped into her raised ass.

Panting for breath, Kensi twisted her head around to see how Carson was reacting. He and his twin stood side by side next to the camera, drinks in hand, watching the action. She was almost disappointed to see that her husband’s eyes were on Alyssa and Christopher. The other couple had switched positions, with Alyssa draped face down at the edge of the bed, her feet on the floor and her legs wide. Christopher stood behind her, kneading her ass while he rhythmically stroked into her.

Kensi saw that her husband’s creepy brother was still watching her and Damian, and she shivered once again at the thought of what might have happened two nights ago if Damian hadn’t figured out the twins’ plan.

Both brothers rubbed absently at the bulges in their shorts while watching the show. She hoped they wouldn’t embarrass themselves by taking out their tiny dicks, especially in such large company. She would probably laugh if they did, and she didn’t want to break character again.

In the corner, on the opposite side of the camera, the wives of her two male leads had no qualms about putting their own bodies on display. They both sat on rattan side chairs, their skirts up above their waists, playing with their bare pussies. Their fingers flew as they watched their husbands at work, fucking another pair of white tourists. Naomi caught Kensi’s eye, and gave her a grin and a wink.

A hard stab by Damian’s cock got her mind back to the fact that she was still being fucked, and that no matter how incredible it felt to be helplessly on her knees, taking a massive black dick inside her, there was still a script to follow. The plotline needed to play out to its conclusion if this ruse was going to work.

“Never you evil man,” she gasped out between thrusts. “I’ll never give in, no matter how good your evil black cock feels. You can fuck me even harder, pound my little pussy until I cum again and again, but I’ll never surrender to you.”

“I accept your challenge, Agent Kensi,” Damian growled. “I’ll show you how helpless your willpower is before the might of my evil cock.” She could hear the amusement in his deep voice, but his actions were anything but joking. He leaned over her bowed back, and got his rough hands onto her tits, squeezing and kneading them while he rolled his hips, twisting his cock inside her so that it touched every corner, and rubbed over every nerve.

Without his supporting grip, she collapsed onto the bed, and Damian’s big body came down on top of her, mashing her into the soft mattress. She groaned as she was pinned by his weight, but wriggled in happiness as he wrapped her in his warm security. She closed her eyes and felt every bit of his skin as it rubbed over hers, felt every touch of his talented hands, and, best of all, felt every inch of his cock as he kept pumping in and out of her delighted hole.

Something about this position was especially pleasing for her stretched pussy. His cock had found a spot deep inside her that was like a magic switch. Each time the blunt head bumped against it, a bolt of lightning flickered out from her belly, and screamed up her spine. Damian must have noticed her reaction, because he went after her even harder, shortening his thrusts to focus on that one incredible place, over and over.

Her heart pounded, and sweat trickled down her face as she felt the glow building in her belly. His fingers pinched at her hard nipples, sending even more shocks through her. Her next cue in the script was supposed to be turning to face the camera so her husband could see her ecstasy, but before she could find her mark she screamed into the blankets, her entire body bucking under Damian’s weight as he drove her right over the edge. Her feet were the only part of her that could move, and she kicked at the bed as waves of heat rolled through her.

Through the fog of her passion she heard another woman cry out in pleasure, and she felt a new warmth for Alyssa as they bonded over their shared orgasm, and their newfound love for big black cocks.

Her trembling legs calmed down, and her oversensitive pussy stopped squeezing around Damian’s cock as her pleasure slowly ebbed. As much as she wanted to relax and drift away at that moment—with Damian on top of her and inside her, her entire body loose and warm—she knew that there was still more pages of the script to get through. And as much as she’d enjoyed acting with Damian so far, it was the end of this scene that she was really looking forward to. She squirmed a little, lifting her hips off the bed to signal her partner.

When Damian moved off from her, taking his cock with him, she almost killed the entire plan and begged him to come back. Her sweaty back was cold in the air-conditioned room, and her pussy felt empty and abandoned. But she was a professional, and would just have to push through for the good of the story.

She rolled over until she was on her back, one knee up, and the other falling open to expose her freshly-fucked pussy to the camera. “You have won our battle, Evil Agent Dan,” she said, looking up at Damian’s gorgeous face. She really did feel like she’d been conquered by her kind, strong, sexy man. “I am helpless to resist you now. I’ll do whatever your evil mind desires.”

“I knew you were no match for me, Agent Kensi. Now I will bind you to me forever by giving you my black baby.” He gave her a look that was full of so many emotions that Kensi felt tears welling in her eyes. “Tell me that you want it, Kensi, that you’re really mine.”

When they’d originally worked out the script, Kensi hadn’t thought that this little snippet of dialogue would hit her so hard, but every great actress took their own emotions, their empathy for the character, and put it into their performance. “I want it. Desperately. Give me your baby.”

There was a choked gasp from the other side of the room. Kensi shifted her eyes to see that Alyssa—still lying face down across the bed, and with Christopher between her legs—had heard Kensi’s line, and had stopped writhing in pleasure long enough to give her a beaming smile

Looking back at Damian kneeling above her, she put out a hand to stroke his wet cock. “Here, Agent Dan,” she said, shifting around on the bed until he was between her legs, “this is the best position for making a baby. Hold me down and give me your hard cock, until you put your fertile sperm inside my womb.” She laid back and put her hands over her head, lifting her legs on either side of Damian’s big body. She caught him looking off to the side, and just managed to see Naomi blowing him a kiss of permission, before her vision was filled with dark skin and rippling muscles.

Damian covered her, his hands gripping her wrists and pinning them to the bed. His mouth found hers and his tongue pried between her lips, as she moaned into him. His cock slid between their sweaty bodies, splitting her lower lips and grazing over her sensitive clit as he thrust against her. His thick shaft slid between them, over and over, rubbing her pussy in all the right places, but denying her what she really wanted.

“Fuck me, please…” she begged, only remembering to add “Agent Dan” as an afterthought.

Damian broke their kiss and lifted off her, his bulging arms like iron girders on either side of her head. She tried to look in two places at once; up at his handsome face as he smiled down at her, and down between her open legs, where the dark spear of his cock slid lower and lower. She gasped as the broad head parted her slit and the tip caught on her abused hole.

She struggled against his grip, her eyes searching out his. “Make me take it,” she said.

A smile lit his face, as his hands tightened on her wrists. She pretended to struggle, lifting her hips to unseat his monster, but he forced her legs wider, and eased more of his bulk down onto her, trapping her with his dick still poking at her entrance. She bit her lip as he settled lower, and the head of his cock forced its way into her tight tunnel.

“Oh, fuck…that’s so good, lover…”

Damian leaned down to kiss her neck, and she heard him sigh as inch after inch of his pole slid into her warmth.

Back to where it belonged, she decided. This was the kind of sex she wanted from now until her dying day. Big and hard and sensual. She wanted to surrender herself to her lover’s strength, and give up her body for his pleasure. Her ecstasy would come with his. She felt so connected to Damian, far beyond the fact that he was putting his baby inside her. She felt like she belonged to something bigger now—like she had forged a place for herself with her strong, gentle man and his beautiful, sensual wife. It was so different than anything she’d ever felt with Carson, and the joy of it had her once again on the verge of crying.

She moaned instead of crying, though, as Damian filled her pussy and nuzzled the head of his potent cock at her cervix. The pleasures that ricocheted through her body were still new, yet already familiar after only three days with her island friends. She loved the insistent presence of his cock, opening her up and making her feel so full of warmth and life, while the gliding friction of his slick shaft sent constant sparks through her stretched lips and her exposed clit.

She cried out as her black stud settled into the cradle of her thighs, his cock wrapped in the warm grip of her pussy, and started giving her the fucking she’d begged for. His breath puffed in her ear with each stroke as his hips lifted and fell. Obscene sounds came from the place they were joined, her delighted hole flooded with the juices that let him cruise in and out without any resistance. She hoped that her tiny-dicked husband was hearing the sloppy, squishing noises, and that somewhere in his drug-addled brain he realized that his wife was getting the best fuck of her life from a man she’d known for three days.

“I love you,” she gasped in Damian’s ear. “You and Naomi. I love you both. I…oh, god!” A hard jab of Damian’s black cock prodded her cervix, the sudden pressure mixed with a dull ache as her deepest reaches were invaded once again. Kensi opened her legs even wider, straining the muscles in her thighs as she chased that exquisite feeling of penetration.

Damian let go of her wrists, sliding his hands up and over her sweat-slick breasts. Kensi was a little disappointed, since she’d come to like being held down, but she used her new freedom to explore her lover’s perfect body, caressing his rippling shoulders and broad back, gripping at his driving hips to encourage his deep thrusts. He kissed her again, and she noticed the tightening in his body. Was he getting ready to cum? She hadn’t fucked him enough to know all of his signals, but it certainly seemed like he was pumping faster and harder than before. Was the end of the scene approaching?

“Yes, baby,” she hissed in his ear. “Fuck me as hard as you want. Use my pussy. Cum in me, Damian.”

He growled back at her, and shifted gears, his hips tripping like a machine, and his cock churning up her wet channel. She felt each jolt of his body on hers; each stabbing thrust, and every slap of skin on skin.

There wasn’t much more that she could do but hold on and enjoy the ride, as pleasure clouded her mind. She started thinking about what would come afterward, when Damian reached his peak, and his cum poured out of his cock and into her. The actress in her, the creative-minded artist, saw herself as a sacrificial vessel, about to be filled with an offering to the pagan gods. Or as a goddess herself, performing her primal dance of fertility as she celebrated the holy joining of male and female…

A far off cry broke through her fantasies, as her assistant and co-conspirator Alyssa screamed out her second orgasm on the next bed. “Evil Agent Daryl, that was the most amazing fuck of my life,” Alyssa panted. “You have made me totally devoted to your evil cock, and I will do anything that you command.” Kensi was amazed that her assistant could still remember her lines.

“I knew you would surrender to my evil fucking techniques,” Christopher grunted. The noises from the other bed said that he was still pounding into Alyssa. “After I cum on your lovely ass, you will give me the account information so that I can steal all of the agency’s money.”

“Oh, yes…cum all over my ass. I’m yours.”

Christopher’s loud roar filtered through Kensi’s brain, and she imagined the giant man painting her friend’s back and firm ass with his thick load. Now that the others had finished, all that was left was the climax of her own scene, where the Evil Agent’s cum would go somewhere other than on her ass. Agent Alyssa wasn’t looking to get pregnant, but Agent Kensi certainly was.

Damian’s magical cock was bringing her to the brink of orgasm once again, but she knew that the couldn’t lose control just yet. She needed to be alert and aware if she was going to make their plan work. Her man’s pubic bone ground against her clit and she almost lost it. She had a line to deliver, but it was getting hard to remember what it was. Looping her arms around her lover’s thick neck, she decided to improvise.

“You have conquered me with your evil cock, Agent Dan, and I’m ready to surrender my womb to your potent sperm. Give me a baby, and bind me to you forever.” She wished she could drop the Agent Dan talk, and just tell her wonderful man Damian what she wanted. She also hated calling anything about him “evil,” but the show had to go on.

Damian held her gaze, locking eyes with her as he pounded her relentlessly into the soft bed. Finally, his eyes opened wide, and he bared his teeth in a feral grin as he took one last, punishing thrust into Kensi’s tight hole. His cock banged into her cervix again, making her scream just at the moment that her belly tightened, and staccato pulses of pure bliss rolled through her body. Above her, Damian held himself as rigid as a statue, the only sign that he was still alive was the throbbing of his shaft as he claimed her womb one more time. Kensi’s fists pounded the bed as she writhed under him, like a wild creature pinned by a hunter’s arrow—a thick, black, sperm-spitting arrow. Her abused, delighted pussy clenched around her man, milking him for every last bit of his precious gift.

The room had fallen silent. Heavy breathing from every side competed with the whir of the air conditioner as the only sounds. Kensi felt herself floating down from the clouds and sinking gently into the soft mattress. Damian still covered her completely, but she felt as light as air and as free as a tropical bird. Her battered pussy tried to protest, as it throbbed around her lover’s solid spike, but she put all the discomfort out of her mind and drifted on a blissful high. She always felt a little euphoric after she nailed a difficult scene, and she was convinced that she and her fellow castmates had killed it with this take.

Kensi’s rapture ebbed away as Damian leaned down to kiss the tip of her nose, then started backing away from her—dragging his cock out, inch by excruciating inch. She tamped down her sadness as he left her, concentrating instead on getting her hand over her gaping pussy. If she couldn’t have his cock inside her forever, she could at least keep his parting gift safe where it belonged. She wasn’t sure why he’d left her so quickly, until she heard the others stirring round the room.

“And…scene,” Naomi’s shaky voice came from somewhere behind Kensi. “Good job, everyone. Lets, uh, move on. In Scene 34 the evil brothers—”

“Hey, wait a minute!”

Kensi cringed as Carson’s loud voice destroyed what was left of her inner bliss. She wanted to forget all about her asshole husband, but realized that even though the main shoot was over, there was still the post-production work to finish. She tilted her head to look at him, calling up an expressionless mask so he wouldn’t see how much she hated him.

“Is there a problem?” Tanice asked from somewhere out of frame.

Carson took a step toward the bed. He peered at Kensi, lying on her back with her legs raised, a trail of Damian’s cum leaking between her fingers. Blinking rapidly, he switched his gaze to Alyssa, face down on the other bed, her round ass glazed with Christopher’s white offering. Cal moved up behind his brother, while Damian and Christopher circled to each side, ready to jump in if things went wrong.

“Cal, I know where I’ve seen this script before,” Carson said. He spun drunkenly to face Naomi and Tanice, who stood against the back wall, their skirts down now, covering their satisfied pussies. “It’s mine!” he shouted, shaking a finger in their direction. “This is my story!”

“Excuse me?” Naomi said. “That’s impossible. I wrote this!”

“No you didn’t. You couldn’t have. Cal and I had this idea months ago. Tell them, Cal!”

“Well, yeah, I guess we did,” his brother said.

“Damn fucking right we did,” Carson said. He took a step toward Naomi, but then thought better of it when Damian got in his way. “I don’t know how you got ahold of it, but I’ll tell you one thing…” He paused to take a gulp of his drink while everyone in the room held their breath. “…there’s no way I’m letting my wife star in this movie unless I get the writing credit.”

“Unless we get the writing credit,” Cal echoed.

The tension in the room flowed away as everyone realized that their deception had worked. Kensi felt a brief desire to cheer, but instead she put Carson out of her mind, and went back to her dreams of motherhood.

“But Carson,” Alyssa said, “did you ever write your idea down? Is there a competing script?” She climbed off the bed, and stood, casually naked, while she questioned Kensi’s husband. “You can’t prove ownership unless you have a dated copy, or a witness who will corroborate your claim.”

“Well, I…it’s not really written down yet. It was more just spitballing, but…wait!” He slapped a hand down on his twin’s shoulder. “Cal was right there through all of it. He’s my witness.”

“Well this is all very unusual,” Tanice said, playing the professional. “How are we supposed to determine who gets credit?”

“Maybe if Carson gives a statement, telling how he came up with the idea, and all of the details, we can take it to the producers, and let them decide.” Alyssa had moved over to the camera, and was in the process of switching the memory card to a blank one.

Kensi had one final line to deliver. Here was the climax of the plot, where the villain was defeated by his own vanity. “Carson, baby, why don’t you tell us all how you came up with the idea.” She still hadn’t lowered her legs, not willing to sacrifice Damian’s seed just for a more believable act. Her husband was beyond caring.

“Come on, Cal,” Carson said, dragging his brother toward the camera. Before they could start talking, Naomi pressed fresh drinks into their hands.

Carson brushed his unruly hair back and faced the camera. “OK, Well it all started like three years ago, when I found out from my doctor that I had…what’s it called?…low motility in my little swimmers. Which meant that I couldn’t knock up Kensi, and keep her hooked to me by a baby. You see, I’d started moving larger amounts of her money into my Caymans account, and I thought she might be catching on, so I…”

Kensi listened, fascinated, as her husband revealed the details of his cold-hearted scheme. Cal stood by his side, nodding in agreement with everything he said. Over by the back wall, Naomi listened with rapt attention, while Tanice kissed her giant husband and played with his reviving cock.

The bed moved as Damian sat down beside Kensi. “You don’t have to hear all of this,” he said.

She squeezed his leg. “No, it’s fine. I need to know it all anyway, so I can get my money back, and so I can tell my lawyers exactly how hard I can go after him in the divorce.”

His dark hand slid over her breast, then down to cover her soft belly. She put her free hand over his and squeezed. It might have happened already, after yesterday’s adventures, but at that moment she wanted to believe that Damian’s strong island sperm were swimming purposefully into her womb, searching for her defenseless little egg. The helpless little cell wouldn’t stand a chance against the powerful male invaders, and before she could even put up a fight, she would be penetrated, and forced to start the primal process of creating a new life.

“…and then I said, ‘Cal, you should fuck her and get her pregnant, because we’re twins, bro, and so a paternity test would, like, show it was me.’”

“And I was like, sure, bro, I’ve wanted to bang your wife for a long time now, and knocking her up while she’s out cold, that would be, like, the hottest thing ever…”

Kensi felt Damian’s hand tense under hers, but she didn’t care. Her soon-to-be ex-husband could say whatever he wanted. She preferred to tune him out, and focus on how incredible the islands had been to her, and all of the blessings the future would bring.


Epilogue

…welcome back. We have an exciting, exclusive report for you tonight. Last week, Entertainment Universe reporter Veronica Salinger caught up with mega-famous movie star Kensi Carpenter, who has just returned to Hollywood after a six month hiatus. And she’s come back with a shocking surprise announcement, right Veronica?

That’s right, Bianca. Two-time Oscar winner Kensi Carpenter has certainly had her ups and downs this past year, coming off the success and critical acclaim of her blockbuster hit Peace in Pieces, followed by her Golden Globe and Oscar nominations, and then taking home the Academy Award for Best Actress this February. Everyone thought that the thirty-one year old actress would be on top of the world, but there were rumors of trouble in paradise. Especially when Kensi showed up to the Oscars without her husband Carson, choosing instead to bring a woman who was, at that time, her personal assistant, and as we all know now, her current girlfriend, Alyssa Valenbach.

Rumors of an ugly divorce, and a near-breakdown for the young star swirled around Tinsel Town, culminating in her announcement in March that she was taking a break from acting to, quote, re-evaluate her life and her commitments, end quote. After that, she seemingly disappeared from the face of the earth for six long months, with no one able to tell the media or her fans where she was staying.

This past week, Kensi’s new manager contacted Entertainment Universe to say that the actress was ready to return to work, and that she wanted to set the record straight on where she’d been, and what was happening in her future. I sat down with the beautiful blonde bombshell at the Beverly Wilshire, and immediately was in for a surprise. Take a look…

Kensi, oh my goodness, who is this little man?

Hi, Veronica. This is Damian.

Oh, he’s precious. So, I had a lot of questions to ask you, but now, lets start with the obvious. Where did little Damian come from?

Well, he’s from the Bahamas, actually. After the premier of Peace in Pieces, I went there for a while to relax, and really fell in love with the islands and the people. Then, after my marriage started to flounder, I was looking for some purpose…someone that I could share my life with, and that’s when Damian came into my world.

So was Damian adopted through an agency or how—

The details of Damian’s birth are sealed, Veronica, and I intend to keep them that way, for everyone’s privacy. As far as I’m concerned, he’s my son, like I gave birth to him myself, end of story.

Rumors had been swirling that you couldn’t have children of your own. Is that why you decided to adopt?

I don’t know how those rumors got started, but I can assure you there’s nothing keeping me from having kids. When I was married to Carson, there were other circumstances that kept us from starting a family. According to my lawyers, I’m really not supposed to talk about it, but it was one of the breaking points in our relationship.

All right, Kensi. Oh, look how good Damian is, sleeping through all this.

Yeah, he’s a little angel. And he’s really changed my life.

Well, let’s talk a little about those changes. First of all, where have you been?

Hmm. Well that’s a secret that I think I’ll keep, since I may want to go back there. I’ll just say it was sunny and wonderful and very private.

Sounds incredible. Well then, next up is congratulations on winning your second Academy Award.

Thanks, Veronica. I’m really proud of Peace in Pieces, and like I said that night at the Oscars, I’m incredibly grateful to the producers, the writers, and especially the director, for giving me the chance to bring the character of Stacy Fellows to life.

So how are you planning to follow up that memorable role?

I’m reading several scripts now. What I can tell you for sure, is that I’m going to be a lot more selective in which movies I do. I think I’ve reached a point in my career where I’m comfortable in my skin, and confident in my acting, and since I’m certainly not hurting for money, I’m going to choose movies that mean something…to both me and my fans. I want Damian to grow up proud of what his mother has accomplished.

Does that mean we won’t see you in any more action movies? Fans were waiting for a sequel to Gallows Run, but is that off the table now?

Certainly not. I know that the fans love those movies, and I really like making them. In fact, I was talking to a dear friend of mine who thought I could bring a whole new dimension to the action movie genre, and let’s just say I’m looking forward to pushing those boundaries.

I can’t wait. So now, I know it might be a little uncomfortable, but I want to ask you about your relationship with Carson, and your new relationship with your former assistant Alyssa.

Well, Veronica, it became clear a while back that Carson and I were moving in different directions. I know that’s one of the oldest clichés in Hollywood, but still, when I married Carson, I was twenty-one, and still getting started in the business. That version of me was a lot different than the person I’ve become over time, and I think my goals in life have changed. You’re going to ask ‘but what about love?’, right?

Well, yes. But—

I think I’ve just redefined what I consider love to be. Now that I have Damian, I know that there’s a love so profound that it’s hard to even put in words, but I know is that it’s real and true. That kind of catharsis can really affect how you see people and relationships. I’m looking for a new kind of love.

And have you found it with Alyssa?

So far. She’s great. Incredible. We just kind of connected over all of the chaos that I was going through. She’s been my rock through everything, like the divorce, and helping me through the process of getting Damian. And let’s face it, everyone knew I liked girls as well as boys, after those tabloid pictures from years ago.

So, wedding bells in your future?

We’ll see.

But regardless, she’s also your manager now?

That right. And she’s just as good at that as she is with everything else. She gets me, and she knows what kind of things I want to do creatively, and what I want to do financially. Which brings me to something else I wanted to talk about. I recently had someone tell me how much it meant to their family, that I had helped with the relief efforts after the quake in Haiti. That really affected me, knowing that I had done some real good in the world. I think one of the greatest benefits of celebrity is that it can brighten the spotlight that shines on those in need. That’s why I’m in the process of setting up a new charitable foundation to focus on disaster relief, worldwide hunger, and refugees of global conflict.

Wow! That sounds amazing, and also like a lot of work.

I feel like I’m ready to make a real difference, to make the world a better place for my son.

Well, I have to say, Kensi, that your little break from Hollywood has really changed you.

Hopefully for the better.

I would say so. So tell me, what do you think of—

Naomi turned off the TV, and threw the remote onto the couch. “Enough. You’ve seen it three times all ready.”

Damian grinned. His hand shot out, quicker than his wife could react, and caught her by the wrist. He tugged her, laughing and squirming, into his lap, and covered her face in tiny kisses. “And how many times have you seen it?” he asked between smooches.

“That’s not important,” she said, slapping him on the shoulder and trying to sit up.

He leaned back on the couch, hugging Naomi’s tight body against him. His hand covered her breast, not squeezing or pinching, just comfortably laying claim. She snuggled against his hard chest and kissed the tip of his nose. “Are you packed?” he asked.

“Almost. I’m trying to figure out how cold it will be in Paris.”

“Colder than here—that’s all you really need to know. It’s not like you have a lot of choices in your wardrobe.”

“Well then I’ll just have to buy something there, won’t I?”

Damian groaned. It turned out that the resort had been very pleased by the glowing review from Kensi Carpenter, and had given all of the employees a generous bonus that next pay period. The extra money had put enough in their travel account, that they could book their vacation to Europe, but it didn’t leave a lot of room in the budget for shopping at Parisian boutiques.

Kensi had offered to pay for their trip, and set them up at her favorite fancy European hotels, but they had both agreed that they would live their life—and pay for their vacations—on their own. The blonde actress and her son were due for another visit to the islands, just after Damian and Naomi got back from their two-week trip, and that was all that they really wanted.

Naomi squirmed in his lap, and Damian could feel his cock stirring from the friction. His hand gripped her breast more firmly, and he heard her suck in a quick, excited breath. She grinned down at him, then reached for the hem of her blouse. “We’ve still got four hours to get to the airport,” she said, lifting her top to show her red lace bra.

Damian growled and lurched to his feet. Naomi wrapped her long legs around his waist, and he cupped her firm ass as they headed for the bedroom. While she kissed at his neck, he kicked the half-full suitcase onto the floor, then laid his beautiful wife down on the bed.

“Don’t tease. In me. Now,” she panted, trying to get at the zipper on his shorts.

He tugged at her loose skirt until he had it up around her waist, then helped her free his iron-hard dick. Falling into the valley between her open legs, he kissed her fiercely while she tugged her panties aside and positioned his cock at her very wet entrance.

They both groaned as he sank into her. Naomi got her hands on his muscular ass and tried pulling him deeper.

“Fuck me hard, baby. Don’t stop until you’ve filled me with your cum,” she panted.

Damian pulled out, then came back hard like she wanted, the smack of skin on skin filling the air. Naomi went wild under him, lifting her hips to meet his every thrust. Her head snapped back on the bed as she came in record time, her legs lifting up to wrap around his thighs, and her pussy fluttering around his rutting cock.

She took his head in her hands and looked deep into his eyes. “I know you want to knock me up Daddy. I can feel it in how hard you’re fucking me. Do it, Daddy, please…fill my fertile womb. Give me a baby!”

Damian gasped as his balls contracted and his cock leapt inside her. He collapsed on top of his wife, stunned by the intensity of his orgasm.

Naomi hugged him tight and put her lips to his ear. “Did you like that, baby?”

Damian grinned and nodded. That little scenario had been one of their favorites for the past few months.

Well if you did, just wait until Paris,” Naomi said.

Damian levered up on one elbow and stared down at his wife. “What about Paris?”

“Let’s just say that there’s a time for acting and a time for reality, and while we’re in Paris I won’t be acting any more. It will all be real.”

She leaned up to kiss the tip of his nose as he stared down at her, mouth open. Just when she thought he might be upset instead of excited, she felt his cock twitch inside her. He covered her with his big body, pinning her to the bed as his dick came back to life. She smiled to herself as a deep growl rumbled through him, and he started moving between her thighs, showing her in his own silent way what he thought of the idea.
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